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I sat behind my luxurious desk feeling empowered, while the diminutive former boss from my time in the force Terry Gresham stood to relative attention, and casually studied the slim file in his delicate hands he soon presented to me detailing many of the financial and personal details of the notorious criminal Vincente Miloni before my lips curled dryly.

“Very nice, Terry, but why are you telling tales as no one has ever laid a glove on the Scumbag, so what’s it all about and in it for me…?”

My whole body flushed in secret delight because my tone was audibly condescending as I could sense it was a huge comedown for the always petite and physically unimpressive but normally arrogant and supercilious Terry to come and seek my professional expertise.

However, he knew that my small independent investigative agency had enjoyed multiple success in the couple of years since setting it up, and I patted down the tailored pleated black skirt to one of the many designer suits I wore and was secretly enjoying myself as I commented boastfully.

“…I made over a million pounds on my last case so why should I waste my time with this Sleazebag.” 

He lowered his slight shoulders weakly almost accepting the disparity of power between us both with my physical height and strength - which I forever possessed - now allied to recent acquired wealth and success then sighed with merely hope in his high tone.

“The banks and insurance companies are offering 40% of every pound recovered and as you can see there are tens of millions in the multiple accounts, but obviously we need the precise details to obtain warrants etcetera!”

I listened disinterestedly then inhaled wearily as if even these enormous sums were too petty or small-time for me nowadays.

“Look, I understand that now you have left the force and working as an independent advisor for these insurance firms that are all no win no fee, you need to make a buck, but Sweetie you have the details right here in my hands so why not do it yourself?”

The man that used to make my life so unnecessarily difficult as the less-than ideal person in charge of me as a WPC, shifted anxiously on his feet and whimpered.

“I would confess that we need someone on the inside Jane and through a secret contact I understand there’s an opening or below radar advertisement for a new female P.A which is detailed in the file provided and I thought it might be a way in for us.”

I could smell a rat.

“Us…?”

His face coloured as I gave him a serrated piece of my mind.

“…If I recall when I was a junior female police officer you had little respect for me Terry and I might also remind you the derogatory and misogynistic remarks at the time were truly cutting and hurtful…”

The thought about the endless references to my pert backside or large breasts which had aways been a bane of embarrassment when it came to juvenile foolish little men like him - in fact all men in general - made my lips curl as they barked.

“…While I never thought of our working relationship as us!”

He flushed brightly and mumbled something he presumed was appropriate.

“Yes, I am deeply apologetic because me and the other guys were surely childish at the time but in our defence…”

A strange emotion shone in his mixed grey and green colour eyes.

“…It was only that you were so incredibly beautiful, aloof and superior to us in all ways Jane and we naturally fancied you like crazy which made us behave like silly boys because we knew there was no chance given a girl like you is out of the reach of nearly all mere mortal men…”

My old boss then completely dissolved before me which brought me a flush of unspoken pleasure before he continued.

“…Despite my stupidity around you Jane, I always sensed we were a team and secretly admired you for your brains along with undeniable feminine presence and when it comes to this Scumbag in the file, I realised it would only be someone like you that could catch him out.”

My ears pricked up.

“Someone like me?”

Once more he became visibly tongue-tied then confessed weakly.

“The guys and me used to refer to you as the Whitechapel Nun because you were above casual affairs and apparently men in general as there was never a sniff of scandal around you and this job definitely needs such a strong and moral female presence because Vincente has a scandalous reputation with pretty young women.”

There was something in his demeaner that raised my antenna.

“There’s something personal in this isn’t there?”

I gestured to a chair opposite my desk which he then sat in heavily almost in relief to take the weight off his slight form and stared past me blankly.

“A while ago my innocent wife Claire ran into him at one of his many nightclubs by mere chance and once he had quickly seduced and fucked her, then she instantly lost interest in sex with me…”

His words were laboured and moribund.

“…Which was never great in the first place but non-existent once she had tasted what this Lousy Bastard could offer.

It was clear he was most distressed at the punishing memories, but I needed more information and had to press him.

“…Sadly, that happens in life Terry as my own marriage also failed swiftly enough but why are you so resentful and bitter.”

He bit his bottom lip and snarled.

“The Miserable Beast took and treated my lovey wife like a cheap whore…immediately had her twisted around his big cock which she used to crow about while pointing out my own inadequacies in her eyes…”

He retreated into painful recollection.

“…She’d often stay out all night, and I’d always see his plentiful sperm coated over her panties or clothes, but Claire refused to recognise the tragic error of these dissolute sexual or relationship ways and in quick time we split for obvious reasons.”

The next query was instinctive.

“Did he know who you were, or that you are now going after him as that could be extremely dangerous for anyone trying to infiltrate his organisation, as I know he’s a cruel callous gangster?”

His head shook slowly.

“No, we never met, and the Bastard did not recognise or understand the terrible loss then endless sorrow he caused me, and my life’s work is to make him suffer as I have.”

I put on my most sympathetic voice.

“Oh dear, Sweetie, that’s a terrible and sorry story but what happened to cute Claire as I recall her being a lively girl and extremely comely.”

He groaned in patent misery.

“Last I heard after Vincente got tired of her when she worked in one of his clubs as a lap-dancer where she met some other hoodlum and is remarried with a kid now but as you can appreciate…”

There were glowing tears in his stormy glassy eyes.

“…We don’t keep in touch!”

I drew breath merely for time to think then quietly wanted to ask why his wife thought him inadequate and how he knew about how much of Vincente’s spunk she had in her panties after a night away but decided against any further enquiries and merely sighed as empathetically as I could because my distaste for him was obvious.

“Well, I understand your wish to get even Sweetie, but please bear in mind I need to be more focussed than that, as being personal in our devilish game can cause problems.”

My comment seemed to snap him back to business and he inhaled then sighed with more than a fraction of expectation.

“That’s why we need you, Jane…”

I stared at him in confusion because he clearly had the expression of a man possessed.

“…Vincente will love your classy looks and most definitely want to bed you. but I know that’s not who you are and hoped that maybe if you can slowly gain his trust as an equal, then perhaps you could gain access to the data we need to put the robbing Scam Artist behind bars for good.”

It was difficult to control a throaty laugh.

“You make me sound like a Harlot or Goddess, but I am merely an ordinary woman making her way in a man’s world.”

His breath came in spurts.

“You are not ordinary Jane but surely extraordinary and if I had the chance, I would worship you as a golden Goddess on high just as I am sure Vincente would want to but…”

The enthusiasm for the chase could clearly not be contained.

“…We both know that would never happen.”

Terry’s drive was weirdly interesting and I muttered distractedly.

“When is the interview?”

The response was to the point.

“The advert details that the supposedly lucky female who lands the job needs a male partner for the process, presumably because he is such a dog or wolf with girls, as from my research he tends to impress, seduce then fuck them all, so I suppose he needs to put up a professional front…”

Suddenly he could barely face me.

“…Therefore, we need someone he craves to possess but who is out way of reach of his questionable charm…someone inscrutable like you Jane, that can cast your own spell to uncover the necessary secrets…”

His voice became a whisper.

“…I think like all the men you have come across he would go mad for you Jane…do anything, reveal everything to impress and get you into the sack.”

I passed him the file back and laughed.

“Would you Terry…do anything to be in my bed?”

His granite eyes glazed over.

“Oh yes Jane, believe me all males that meet you want you in this way, and as this may be our last chance with this crook to recover the money and maybe bring him to justice then the associated companies I represent would be prepared to offer £750.000 upfront plus 40% of any money rescued and…”

I waited with hardly bated breath.

“…First refusal on any other jobs across the financial industries from the firms I represent.”

In truth after his bizarre pitch, I was already deeply unimpressed having had no plans to whore myself out for any amount of money but secretly accepted the illicit idea that I could outwit such a Sleazy Slimeball had a certain succulent appeal which made me mutter in bravado.

“£1.5 mill upfront plus 50% of any money returned and only when it’s in my account will I consider it.”

Terry shook his fragile head and long black hair and sighed miserably.

“They won’t go for that, Jane.”

I nodded almost in relief.

“That’s fine, because I can surely do without pimping myself out to someone like Vincente Milano so let’s call it a wash today as thankfully I have enough to get on with Terry…”

It seemed that a final dig was beneath me but still proved irresistible.

“…Although I am genuinely sorry Sweetie that he gave virtuous Claire such a good fucking she didn’t want you anymore but…”

He appeared to physically compress in agony.

“…I suppose that’s how it goes.”

He left my small office - my business required a low profile - soon afterwards when I tidied up some paperwork then took the tube to Canary Wharf where I had a one bedroom tidy rental apartment because although I had indeed been successful my money was sensibly being invested under direction from experts appreciating that real wealth took time, and I was still working my way up.

I was tired and purposefully removed my smart elegant suit then decided it would be fine for tomorrow, ran a bath and slowly took off the pantyhose then comfortable high waist panties before finally unclipping my large bra to allow the substantial breasts, that had been a divisive part of my existence for longer than I could recall, to splay forwards, then stared at myself in the large mirror.

My left hand cupped the right breast with a thin pink nipple and specked matching areolas and felt its heavy natural weight then wondered why men lusted after them so much.

All my life this buxom rounded chest - which I was silently fiercely proud of - had been the focal point of masculine attention which made me cover and camouflage them almost from the time even before they had reached their zenith because such predacious female assets had undeniably been a mixed blessing in my existence.

From schooldays, all mad hormonal boys would want to get in my bra far more than the panties below and the few males I granted that great privilege, then behaved like idiots by boasting about copping a feel or even sucking a teat when I was inebriated at some long-forgotten party or other.

As if irritated at the recall I observed the reflection and liked what I saw - at a grand age of twenty-eight - because my lower body was lean, muscular and toned while the curved mound of Venus remained smooth and with delicate golden curls that decorated the line which made the sexuality appear almost virginal in nature.

Reflexively I smiled at the ironic thought because, excluding a short-lived miserable marriage, this image was partially true as honestly there had never been a man who had ever truly moved my body and soul.

As if distracted, I gazed at myself further for a few minutes more, then silently slid inside the welcoming bubble bath and sank low until only my nose was visible before coming up for air and spreading my thighs on the sides of the tub and allowing wandering fingers to ease into the slippery female groove while groaning sarcastically to myself.

“Don’t you realise that men want to worship this Jane…I bet little Terry would lick like a devoted dog it if I told him to…”

I purred because I enjoyed silly self-indulgent sexual fantasy games and played them often because despite appearances of being perfect and celibate undeniably my mind and body craved physical relief from the stress of work or being alone most of the time.

A sensual single fingertip teased my sensitive hidden nub but knew exactly where it was, because the seductive point in me had become a very old friend indeed and I pushed up my hips to watch me press it and mumbled crudely.

“…Bend his cute head to my wet pussy and lick it like an obedient puppy…”

My eyes closed and my base dirty imagination ran amok.

“…Lick my cunt then Terry you condescending Git, and maybe I’ll let you suck my panties as I’m sure you did for Claire’s filthy knickers when they were full of Vincente’s spunk…”

The indecent thought fired me unexpectedly.

“…Or possibly you actually want me to fuck this Greaseball so you can suck it fresh out of my pussy…”

I opened my eyes to watch my finger twisting on the clitoral point as my mind exploded.

“…Maybe let the man that fucked your wife so unforgettably…fuck me as well…!”

The climax arrived inevitably powerfully and deliciously, and I revelled in the sullied sensations of feeling like a fulfilled woman for the briefest moments because unfortunately Terry’s description of me living as a sexual recluse in real everyday life was not that far from the awful truth.

I let my hand run over my curvaceous body and smooth skin and patently enjoyed the sensation of touch because any female was reactive - I was no exception - and always had been in many ways but unfortunately, although there were a few times I experimented with both men and women to find fulfilment or merely companionship, I was always left feeling empty inside.

And this was especially true regarding my former husband Greg, who constantly said he loved me but once married presented me his wife like a prized mare but disastrously barely knew how to ride my often randy, needy form.

Although maybe on reflection perhaps we were much too young and too naïve about such intimate and often convoluted matters.

Unfortunately, even over six years later, when it came to sexuality or physicality pathetically, I still felt that way and was subsequently scared to take a risk or fateful chance with anyone.

In many ways, if I was being honest, I was forever fearful to expose my desirable body - especially the large boobs - and more importantly unmask myself to lovers or situations where I was not in control because the thought of being at the mercy of any predacious man was utterly unnerving.

Thankfully, after these fleeting moments of introspection, I sensed the blessed orgasm had calmed me down then wallowed leisurely in the hot pool for a while before drying off.

I then put on a fluffy towelling bathrobe and made a few calls prior to taking having some light food with red wine and complimenting myself that all was going swimmingly well from where I had started as a young busty WPC so many moons ago.

That evening, when the television became boring, which it frequently did, I picked up my computer and merely out of curiosity put in the name Vincente Miloni then was truly amazed at the amount of information that miraculously appeared.

The most striking point about the tall muscular young man of twenty-five was that in every tabloid picture - of which there were many - there was always a fabulous buffet of glamorous girls on his powerful arms and without question he was a rapacious womaniser of the highest order.

Many articles referred to his mystical powers over my sex - which I highly doubted - and the undercurrents in the stories waxed lyrical about his sexual prowess and powers which females found irresistible.

Then, there were also multiple rumours about where the billions seemed to come from because his companies were many and in endless tax havens that existed in each and every part of this world and - purely out of casual interest - I used the insurance data bank and followed a few of the businesses to see where the money washed and went.

The amounts were vast - probably like his cock I thought absentmindedly - and in the end I closed the laptop and felt justified in my decision to not follow Terry’s mindless scheme because I knew for certain that the firms he represented would not come up with the money demanded.

Which as expected proved to be the case given there was no message from Terry over the next few days while my business rolled along merrily enough for a while, when I read to my great despair in the business reports, that the large firm handling my savings and money had just declared bankruptcy and when I rang the broker, the scurrilous bounder that sold me the various policies had left suddenly and disastrously all my small fortune was gone.

Because I knew the financial system - or thought I did - I opened the investment file and after tracking various enormous transfers from the now destitute firm before going under, I recognised some of the offshore company names I had seen a few days previously and realised that the Bastard of a man, Vincente Miloni, was surely involved in this grand corrupt scheme inside which stealing my money was merely a small part.

Then - one by one - as the nightmare news hit, my customers started sending me messages that work was drying up while creditors began asking for payment and in some nervous desperation, I rang Terry and tried to hide the real growing panic setting in as I gasped.

“I’ll take that job if it’s still available, at the rate they offered as perhaps I was being too greedy.”

He sighed as if equally traumatised like I was.

“The money for a downpayment is gone Jane…disappeared, and although the companies more than ever want to recover what is theirs, they can’t pay for it upfront but…”

He tried to sound positive.

“…I can get you 50% on anything you salvage.”

There was no option left as I hissed.

“Done, but have we got time to make the application?”

He sighed contentedly but with an audible lack of certainty.

“Already did it Boss…and the good news is we’re booked in at his place in Mayfair Friday for 1p.m.”

I inhaled and whispered.

“Very well done, but I have to be open with you Terry and I am sure that he’s involved with taking my private funds from the investment house which went bump and now I’m determined to take him down.”

Terry chuckled through the concern.

“I thought you said personal was no good.”

I snarled at him to express my anger and deeply held wish for a reckoning.

“Believe me this is very personal to me suddenly, and from today Vincente Miloni is a target and going down.”

Over the next few days Terry and I got our necessary stories straight about being madly in love and engaged with me staying mostly at his apartment when time allowed.

I had all the qualifications for computer skills required for this financial based job and easily switched to a new second name which showed a myriad of successful temporary work.

When we arrived at the grand edifice in the heart of London, I was wearing a smart cream trouser suit but unusually with an open light blue shirt because I now needed this job and if he indeed was a Ladies man then I felt sure he would love my boobs which I made sure were on open display.

We were allowed by buzzer through to reception then made to wait in a small, elegant room before a striking tall female in a very clingy short black dress walked in and sighed.

“Follow me, Mr Meloni is ready for you now but as with all applicants please call him Sir.”

I was instinctively trembling as I entered the impressive modern office then stood and listened only to his voice first - given he was talking business and the swivel chair was facing backwards - before it eventually spun around, when he walked over in his lofty dark sleek-haired Armani pomp and chuckled in dry sly humour.

“Hi, I’m Vincente but you call me Sir…”

He laughed lowly

“…Because I pay the bills.”

I kept very quiet while Terry mumbled respectfully.

“Yes Sir.”

He glared at me but as I did not react then sighed.

“You must be Jane?”

My mouth spoke because I had to.

“Yes Sir.”

He sat on the large white settee then patted the space beside him and obediently I went to his side when he glared at my supposed fiancé.

“Do you know why you are here Terry…for your fiancés interview because I already know she is fully qualified to serve me?”

My apparent fiancé blushed.

“No Sir.”

Vincente smiled and purposefully placed a muscular arm around my equally powerful shoulder then sighed while I resisted the strong impulse to physically hit him.

“It’s for me to see if you are a Simp, because you have to appreciate that if I am paying your future wife £200,000 per year then should I want to touch or use her to pleasure me then I will, and if that’s a problem then please tell me and we can go our own ways right now…”

To my despair he purposely outrageously placed a cupped hand over my right breast though the shirt and grinned rudely

“…You don’t mind me touching her big round tits, do you?”

Terry went the brightest colour red and mumbled stupidly.

“No Sir…of course you are a superior man clearly used to getting what you want and naturally I understand your attraction to Jane as she is very beautiful.”

Vincente nodded in agreement then removed his palm which confusingly was worse for my sanity than him placing it there initially and mumbled.

“Good, Simp, just as I thought, now Jane has the position if she wants it but given the great requirements regarding secrecy around here then we have a ritual for all workers which…”

He lifted me to my feet then sat back on the settee and spread his arm on the wooden frame and sighed.

“…Is to strip on arrival, so please take all your sweet fiancés clothes off then I’ll check her most thoroughly for bugs.”

I glared at this audacious Monster of a male but meekly nodded at Terry who subsequently removed my jacket, then trousers before slowly undoing the buttons of the shirt until I was just in the high waist panties and comfortable bra before wailing meekly.

“Isn’t that enough, Sir?”

Vincente growled.

“Everything, bra first...”

Terry fumbled nervously but undid the large clasps on the back to let my sumptuous breasts fall free when the man muttered cuttingly.

“…Lift the soft flesh to show me there’s nothing hiding below…”

I closed my eyes to block the shame I felt as the man that was supposed to love me obliged the unreasonable demand before he spoke again.

“…What size is she, Simp?”

Terry looked lost and whispered.

“I don’t know Sir.”

His tone became terse and cool dark eyes narrowed.

“If she really is your fiancé then you should know these important things as those large, luscious tits were yours to protect when you arrived but regarding your patently feeble nature now they are mine…”

He stared at me and smirked.

“…42 E?”

To my horror my vagina was weeping then melting as I gasped in correction.

“42 D Sir.”

He smirked like a clever cat.

“…I know tits, well, and believe me yours are spectacular Jane, but please tell the Simp to remove your inelegant panties.”

I grunted in hardly controlled anger.

“Fucking do it Simp!”

Terry gingerly pulled the large knickers off until I was entirely naked as Vincente then stood up and took command when a long thin metal stick with a soft rounded tip was pointed at my sexual gate as he gurgled.

“Wide apart, Jane, as this will only take a moment…”

I winced as the smooth small head of the tool pressed just inside my womanly entrance before he pulled it back and sighed.

“…Clear, now turn and bend over and show me your ass…”

With no other option I quickly obeyed to present my plump bottom to him before I felt the slight invasion at the puckered entrance then an exhalation of warm breath.

“…Clear…you are not carrying any electronic devices but please strip the Simp, Jane, as he also needs to be tested…”

I did so willingly as if eager to share the humiliation but as Terry’s trousers were removed, we clearly saw the horror etched in his lean face because he was wearing white sheer panties with red bows on them as Vincente laughed.

“…I told you he was a Simp, Jane…but everything off and I will see if there is anything us his ass!

When I removed the female panties, I instantly felt and saw they were full of cum which made me spit at him.

“Fuck you get off on this, Simp!”

The prod was used both sides of Terry before Vincente was finally satisfied that we were both free of anything electronic when we stood nakedly before him as the stranger crudely glared then stared at my pussy and smiled towards Terry.

“You’ve never fucked or even touched her, Simp, have you and don’t lie because I can tell?”

Terry’s small erection was reactively forming as he groaned.

“No Sir our relationship was and is above the physical.”

Our inquisitor chuckled mockingly.

“Good, and if I allow Jane to work here you never will know her in that way because clearly she is far above a pathetic man like you, now jerk your tiny prick off over her cunt…”

Terry reluctantly stood in front of me and after holding his diminutive cock to my vaginal line then rubbed and quickly spurted juices from the clearly excited erection over my sexuality before Vincente hissed.

“…Perfect, and now on your knees and lick it off, Simp, and tell the lofty lovely Jane, you love her, but you are now in my capable hands.”

I was so turned on by this absurd depravity that I pulsed involuntarily and immediately to his soft wet tongue on my most sensitive crease as he whispered.

“I aways said I worshipped you Jane…I love you…fuck you’re so incredibly warm and wet…”

My hand pulled his head in close and despite the indignity pressed against the divine tension then hopelessly shivered to disturbing sordid bliss almost instantly as my eyes held tightly shut before opening them to witness Vincente watching me closely and amusedly as Terry went on.

“…I admit I am inadequate for your needs and as we need the position with Vincente, although I remain your fiancé and will lovingly worship you, I freely accept his rights over your body for the duration of the work here.”

Our new Master smiled coldly.

“Good Jane, as you can hear your worthless Simp understands his lowly position which is always how it should be around omnipotent men like me, and as is the way of all my employees.”

His dark eyes stared and made me shiver in heat after the climax.

“…Now do you want the job with me Jane or not?”

I felt like fainting, but when he walked over and leaned down, I instinctively let my tongue mingle with his in pretence of my agreement by providing a long slow kiss between sighing.

“Yes Sir, I’m your girl!”

Secretly and most bizarrely, I longed for the odious man to touch my skin and take possession of what he said belonged to him merely to get the deviant act or primitive ceremony over with but instead he pressed Terry’s head lightly against the sexual crease and sighed.

“Lick what is now my pussy a little longer as I’m sure this is more than you could ever hope for and imagine it thick with my virile seed rather than your measly offering; wouldn’t you like that, Simp, licking it clean before it catches and makes your future wife pregnant.”

His diabolical words made us both surge a second time as Terry seemed to revel in the degradation, and I was not far behind as my scrambled brain sensed another explosion of sensual ecstasy as he sucked then spluttered.

“Yes Sir…you seem to know I would.”

He apparently delighted in tormenting us both.

“Who does the sublime tits and unused pussy of your fiancé belong to Simp?”

His mouth was slurping as if the debased vision was real.

“You Sir…all to you!”

Vincente squeezed large strands of my golden tresses and pulled them sharply to make me wince and whine then take note.

“Be advised you better take contraceptives Bitch as I take no responsibility for using you tight cunt to relieve myself as…”

The force of his firm hand pulled my head back so I could see his handsome but smooth dishonest face.

“…You have granted me permission to do so…tell me I have the right to fuck your sweet pussy and big tits?”

His degrading treatment of me was unexpectedly compelling as my lower body pushed against the oral tension as he tugged my radiant hair harder.

“Yes Sir…my breasts and cunt are…”

Unexpectedly I erupted a stream of hot female fluids into my fiancés gaping mouth and gasped.

“…Yours…oh fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Vincente seemed pleased if not gratified at my involuntary submission and whispered to the miserable man prostrate between my parted legs.

“Wipe what is my pussy then get dressed and I will instruct you on my other terms of your employment here.”

There was a small hand towel which was used to good effect before we both dressed in our underwear and then stood opposite the grand shiny mahogany wooden desk Vincente was now sitting behind.

He poured us ice water which I drank thirstily and smiled,

“The interview process is over but there are a still a few details to address before you begin labours here.”

Terry interrupted swiftly as if recovered from his ignominious recent actions.

“I would mention that I don’t actually work for you, Sir.”

Vincente sat back and laughed lowly.

“Of course, you do, as don’t you want to live with Jane in the luxurious apartment over the road because your primary job from now is to take care of her every need and whim which means anything from washing and dressing her, and creating a whole fresh image as she needs to start looking and appearing sexier,”

Terry’s response was unanticipated.

“Oh yes Sir, I never thought of it like that and would definitely relish buying her lovely clothes and lingerie.”

He inflamed his seedy side further.

“Money is no object and you can retain your day security job which I understand you do, but your real work will be ensuring that my precious property is always looking its feminine best because I always wish to be excited and aroused by her presence here.”

Terry muttered stupidly.

“Yes Sir…I naturally understand and if you could provide me with some guidance as to what type of look you’re expecting that would be of great help.”

He nodded and sighed then passed him his phone.

“Put your number in under the name, Simp, and I’ll send you details of what my girls here wear which is smart cool but sexy.”

To my despair that’s what Terry then did almost enthusiastically and beamed as Vincente provided him with a credit card.

“Who do you work for, Simp?

He blushed in visible excitement.

“You Sir…thank you for your trust.”

Our new omnipotent Boss chuckled darkly and stared at his panties now laying spread on the floor.

“I am certain you have a natural flair for serving girls because…”

He stared at him accusingly.

“…You’re almost one yourself and if you do a good job with Jane then I might be persuaded to pay you for attending some of my other women working at my clubs as they always need tending…”

Vincente settled and sighed.

“…Please make yourselves more presentable as there are a few strict other pointers to run through.”

We put on our remaining clothes in a flurry and Vincente muttered at my outsize underwear.

“That lingerie is unacceptable Jane; you do comprehend that?”

Terry interrupted instinctively before I could respond.

“Yes, I see exactly Sir, she needs thongs and stockings maybe with balconette and peek-a-boo bras to show off her perfect and grand breasts…”

His small erection was showing in the white panties which Vincente obviously noticed as Terry mumbled.

“…Sorry Sir, but It’s hard to control my reaction when I’m around Jane as although we are engaged, I’m saving myself for the marriage and have asked her to do the same.”

Our Boss merely laughed sarcastically.

“How romantic Simp, but not anymore because one of the firm rules is that from tonight you shall wear a chastity cage when around her as I am territorial about my women which I am sure you understand…”

His tone was derisory.

“…Now rub your stiffness away, Simp, and if you prove reliable and amenable to my other girls then after consultation with Jane, I might come up with a more permanent solution rather than the restraint.”

Terry stared pathetically at my partially covered breasts, pressed the stiffness in the already stained panties to release then covered his liquid shame with jeans and a sweater while I put on the rest of my clothes until we sat opposite this obnoxious Bastard that had unsettled our plans already as I tried to wrest back control.

“When do I begin Sir.”

He stared at me blankly then murmured.

“Now, if you are able, as I can provide keys for the apartment over the road and upon signing the twelve-month contract on my desk then you can move in with your fiancé and will be in my privileged world from that moment.”

I knew that some time and space was needed to sort out my addled head and speak to Terry privately concerning what I had already concluded about Vincente, therefore smiled falsely.

“Yes, that’s fine, as this process had gone quickly then I will go with Terry to get my car and a few items, but it won’t be much if you are going to dress me…”

He smirked and watched me shiver.

“…And can be back at 6p.m.”

Terry muttered in growing deviant compulsion.

“And I shall come about that time as well, but it depends on what I can get in the shops to start her wardrobe as we discussed.”

Vincente cut him off sharply then glared in his direction then at me.

“The rules are that when you are both in the apartment then your fiancé is there to serve and is banned from any touching without my express permission although he will buy divine oils, scents and creams to moisten Jane’s luscious breasts as I expect them to sparkle at all times…”

Terry crossed his legs to hide his arousal and the repellent man continued.

“…You do her tits and ass each night while she lays on the bed and you can suckle my pussy if she requires an orgasm so long as she calls out my name when reaching heaven…”

It was disgracefully obvious that my supposed fiancé had just climaxed again and Vincente grinned.

“…I will walk over tonight with Rachel, my senior girl here, at 8.00p.m when I will take Jane for dinner so long as she appears to my taste, while Terry will be placed in the necessary security cage…”

He rose to his feet to complete the interview.

“…If I am impressed with you both then £50.000 will be transferred into Jane’s account and you will be then under my direction and influence…but can be sacked at any time if I am distrustful or disappointed in either of you…”

His last words were brutal.

“…If there’s no questions then sign the prepared contract and ...”

He made eye contact again with Terry.

“…I will send you ideas for clothes but don’t buy too many as women have often failed me early on and then don’t last long because there’s always another prettier, more talented girl with a Simp in tow, that needs my generosity.

In something of a dither we put our names to the short document then were ushered out by the same girl that escorted us in and she pointed to the apartment block opposite and informed us that if we spoke to Henry the concierge then our vehicles would be taken and parked below before we would be showed up to our new temporary but exclusive home in the very heart of the fabulous city!        

When inside the safety of his small car Terry mumbled to me feebly.

“Sorry Jane but obviously I have to buy into his crazy ideas otherwise we can’t get you in through the door can we?”

I resisted the instinct to brazenly spit at him because I patently knew how much he had enjoyed me being disgraced and humbled, but the reality was that this little man was correct and I countered slyly.

“Yes, you’re right Sweetie, but you need to understand that he’s put us in this grand apartment simply so he can watch therefore I will also have to play the game and treat you like a Simp and slave at all times…”

My blue eyes were icy.

“…Is that a problem Sweetie, as we will need to be in role permanently merely to gain his trust…”

His delicate head shook left to right and I sighed.

“…Good…I presume those were your wife’s old panties you had on…?”

He blinked blankly and drove while I continued.

“…Well, we need to be exceptionally devious, and you can’t wear them again because you will need to wear mine now…”

Terry glowed bright red as I smiled.

“…I will bring you a selection of my teenage stuff which will suit you because we are selling that you are my Simp and must obey every word or whim.”

My former boss inhaled and whispered revealingly.

“That would be a dream come true, but can I suggest something if you think we are going to be observed…”

I nodded and he groaned evocatively.

“…Maybe I should call you Miss Jane out of respect for your elevated position.”

Immediately I looked and saw through him.

“Yes, of course Terry…in fact if we are going to embrace this weirdness and I get you to wear my underwear then…”

I giggled.

“…Perhaps I should call you Teri my female assistant?”

His grey green eyes seemed to sparkle revealingly as he gasped.

“Oh yes Miss Jane, then finally for a while we can become a true team!”

We laughed skittishly at just how things were outlandishly coming together before I was dropped off at my apartment while Teri rushed to his small office to check whatever was necessary before inevitably venturing out to buy me clothes to presumably arouse or impress the awful Vincente.

The bizarre thought made my heart pulse with strange sexual energy as did the surreal events with my former manager now renamed Teri as I began to appreciate that perhaps within this surreal scenario fate had placed me, I had to confront my own sexuality as if for the first time.

If that meant I was bound to become the promiscuous Bimbo and let this deviant criminal paw, grope or fuck my body for the greater good then somehow, I would allow him to abuse me then pretend to be enjoying this Bastard disrespecting and corrupting my bones but that was never going to be the case.

Was it?

My sensible brain appreciated that in many ways I was still the same reserved Nun that I had always been and if circumstances dictated that I had to use these large breasts and virginal pussy to discover the necessary secrets to bringing this Lowlife to heel then my mind became steeled to the task ahead.

To recover and gain the wealth that was now at stake then I was fully prepared to resolutely suffer as necessary simply to take revenge on the degenerate villain that had stolen my initial small pile of money and that determined frame of mind enabled me to fill a small suitcase full of interesting things for Teri and a few personal items before shutting the apartment down because I expected it would be while before returning.

I reached the tall glassy building in Mayfair around 5p.m and after talking to Henry on intercom then parked in the basement then took the lift to the top floor where an aged but tidy man with short grey hair and dressed immaculately in a dark suit with a top hat greeted me.

“You must be Jane, Miss, welcome, the Boss has told me to make sure you and your fiancé are comfortable…”

I smiled as he provided me keys and let me into the most beautiful living space I had ever seen as he gauged my reaction and smiled.

“…It’s luxurious isn’t it but nothing is too good for a refined Lady such as you Miss.”

My face blushed in abashment because he obviously knew I was another one of Vincente’s sleazy girls to be fucked and fouled but it appeared that the lucre of money strangely made princesses of us all.

Henry patiently showed me how everything worked and when he left after ten minutes I placed my bags on the bed, stared around to try and spot the cameras I knew were there and, in an air of licentiousness, removed my clothes until completely nude.

Strangely, I was silently excited then secretly ached for Vincente to see and watch me because I had no intention of surrendering my sex easily to him and when more accustomed to the voracious kick I felt at being observed then wandered into the incredible bathroom and poured hot water and scents in the enormous bath before noticing the small fridge in the corner.

Fortuitously, there was a small bottle of champagne inside and I opened it with a loud pop then swigged the sparkling liquid from the neck of the glass while ensuring the many bubbles formed everywhere before sliding inside the hot water while looking up at the inset lights and working out which one might have the camera in.

My lips and mouth feasted provocatively on the top of the bottle as I shook and made it fizz then stared up and whispered stupidly to myself.

“Want me to suck your cock, Vincente…I’m crap at giving head, but I can learn and become good…”

I was drinking profusely and suckling the evocative shaped neck of the bottle before suddenly discovering I was unexpectedly horny as my thighs opened when I lifted the centre core of me above the waterline.

“…You want my cunt…your cunt…to fuck…?”

My hand washed the huge breasts and hard nipples and slowly lost control.

“…Cum over my breasts…smother the big tits…I’ve got such big soft fucking…”

The slightest touch on my clitoral button made me quiver to degenerate glory as I swigged more champagne and experienced the most exhilarating sensation of momentarily libidinous freedom which made me mutter and moan giddily.

“…Oh fuck, Jane…”

I took another long swallow of the delicious sparkling wine and giggled like the uninhibited girl I had never been.

“…Methinks I could get used to this!”

The orgasm that arrived dynamically was sorely destabilising but only made me further set my mind to the rocky road ahead because I had to let this Sleazebag think he could seduce and influence me to his lecherous needs, but I knew who I was inside and that was never going to happen for real.

In honesty, I had witnessed how girls made great actresses when it came to life, romance or sexual activity and, although I had never involved myself with these types of theatrics in the past, during these present difficult times I would put on an impressive show of becoming the shallow Slut this shady fool obviously wanted.

Subsequently, when Teri returned laden with bags of new clothes, I was wearing a towelling robe above my scented skin and smiled wanly as he came before me knowing full well Vincente would be looking at the recording at some stage therefore spoke only for effect.

“Hello, Sweetie, have you brought some lush things for me to display for our Lord and Master?”

He blushed visibly and whispered defensively.

“Yes, Miss Jane but Vincente advised me what he wanted and I merely followed his direct orders.”

I smirked and murmured.

“What a good obedient Little Girl you are Teri but now let us go into the main bedroom where I have something for you then…”

Purposefully, my delicate feet walked away before I then began removing the robe and sighed.

“…You can oil and cream my breasts then slowly lick my ass and pussy as he requires you to…”

There was a small case open on the bed, and I threw my covering on a nearby chair then took out a couple of items that I had preselected earlier and murmured.

“…I thought it might be interesting if you wore some of my teenage clothes…”

I showed him a navy-blue pair of cotton panties, and a matching tank top then watched as he began to reactively shiver.

“…Put them on Sweetie as I will treat you like an emerging girl now as that is clearly what you wish for?”

Amazingly he removed the clothes he was wearing - including the stained white panties - then quickly drew on my knickers and top and started to visibly tremble in excitement.

“Thank you so much Miss Jane…what an inspired thought and I will try and become a better servant for you.”

My eyes held his mercurial gaze, and it was difficult to believe that this miserable Simp of a man once held such power or sway over me, and I fell on the bed then stretched out with arms above a ditzy head as I smiled falsely.

“I’m sure you will become an efficient Little Maid Sweetie and with regards to that fact then please take that case which now belongs to you to the small room at the end of the corridor because, given that Vincente wants me to be at his sexual beck and call…”

My blue eyes were icy.

“…Even though you are still my fiancé it would be inappropriate for us to sleep together as I am sure you understand.”

I could see his small penis pulsing as he crossed his knees in abashment.

“Yes Miss, you are right of course and…”

His eyes scanned the contents of the case before surging excitedly.

“…Are these really all for me?”

My throat laughed softly.

“Of course, Sweetie…skirts, shirts, panties, tops, tights, pumps and cute nighties to encourage you to become a better girl and Simp!”

The crotch of the panties already showed spots of wetness as he ejaculated, and I shook my head in bemusement while my former boss gasped giddily.

“Thank you Miss Jane…that’s so thoughtful and I will be right back…”

He closed the luggage quickly and scampered away while chattering blindly.

“…I’ll be right back Miss Jane…with the necessary creams and potions…I’ll be right back!” 

As I slid a large towel upon the expansive bed then tried to settle on the smooth surface it was difficult to relax after what had happened to me in such a short space of time, turning my world upside down in the process, although I knew for sure it was an opportunity in many ways to even the score and was still determined to take advantage.

Teri then returned and I noticed immediately he had changed the panties and now had on a slim red pair with white hearts and sweet frills as he placed various bottes by my side and murmured.

“You said that your old clothes were mine and I hope you don’t mind me using them because the others were very wet and I wish to immediately get into my servile female role, Miss.”

His hand poured white cream on an open palm and then slowly started to massage the reviving fluid into my substantial breasts and pink bullet nipples which caused the sliver between the thighs to murmur then melt and for me to mumble softly.

“You are welcome to use the clothes as your wish Sweetie…given you are so believable as a feminine maid…fuck that is so sublime…”

He tenderly rubbed and spread the sensual liquids and oils over the substantial mounds of flesh until the skin was almost translucent when he simpered softy.

“…Turn over Miss Jane and…”

I rolled on my belly while trying not to ruin the luxurious glaze on the breasts before I groaned, as Teri kneaded the skin with the same mixture of perfumed fluids and when my ass was especially smooth and slippery I felt his soft tongue applying viscous juices to my bottom as he gasped.

“…I have to do your backside as instructed by the Boss, Miss…to make it softer and more…”

His coated long tongue speared the puckered entrance as I pushed back involuntarily while he went on.

“…Malleable, so in time he can fuck it Miss Jane…fuck your perfect ass!”

The motion of his crude words, busy mouth and tongue was literally driving me insane, and I lingered for as long as I could stand the tension then rotated onto my back and spread my thighs wide before crying impulsively.

“Lick me you Silly Simp…lick my pussy so this Bastard can fuck me…my cunt ass and breasts…”

The merest pressure on the sensitive nub made me erratically ejaculate a warm stream of female glory over his glowing face before falling back exhaustedly and stroking his dark hair and whispering without force.

“…Good Girl Teri…now dry the wet parts and make me peachy perfect once more and then you can prepare me in something trashy that you have no doubt purchased on behalf of the demanding dominant and deadly Vincente Miloni.”

In less than half an hour I was sitting in the main lounge of this palatial suite wearing a tight short tulip style front, red dress with my large naked breasts barely contained within the snug cups.

Below, Teri had bought then placed on a small frilly garter from which he hung decorated slippery black stockings and a silken sheer thong where the fine cord disappeared up the crease of my bottom before I stepped into high heel shoes and every time I caught a reflection of myself in any of the many mirrors I flushed for multiple salacious reasons.

The main one of which was that I looked like a cheap Tart, and I felt certain that my new Master would perversely press me over then fuck me like I was nothing and the thought aroused and disturbed me more than I could comprehend.

In many ways I truly hoped he would sexually take me quickly as threatened, so I could simply get the nervousness or anxiety out of my inflamed system because I felt certain once the mucky messy deed had been done then at least, I did not have to think about the sheer unbearable vagueness of everything.

Naturally I had no experience of being any man’s casual plaything and never wished to be but the sudden lack of authority over my own skin was sorely utterly confusing and destabilising.

Already, I had quaffed too much champagne and in some rush of wanting someone to blame for this unholy predicament I glared at my false fiancé sitting beside me now wearing my teenage white babydoll nightie and knickers and growled still knowing the cameras were everywhere.

“You look lovely Sweetie do you like my clothes?”

His face blushed expressively as he shivered then sighed.

“Oh yes Miss Jane they are simply divine but I’m afraid…”

He seemed embarrassed suddenly.

“…I keep staining them and the panties all the time.”

Just then a tall athletic girl with divine long red hair strode in unexpectedly and stood over him in a short white pleated skirt and the most luxurious casual cashmere red sweater then sighed.

“And that’s why I’m here Simp to get you suitably trained…”

I noticed Vincente was hanging back behind her and looking on as this imposing woman had Teri stand then took his seat and sighed.

“…My name is Rachel and I’m here to place you in chastity and advise the Boss if you might become useful because there’s lots of us girls working in various parts of the business and a reliable Simp might prove to be advantageous.”

She lifted the hem of the cutesy nightie to see that the panties were stained and wet then scowled.

“You’ve dirtied your knickers, Darling, pull them off for me and by the way what do I call you?”

He was uncovered now and as if to demonstrate how this ongoing humiliation was enticing him, everyone saw the limp flesh pulse slightly while she gurgled and he groaned.

“Terry Miss, but the female name Teri, as I thought that alteration would help as I would very much enjoy the challenge of becoming a feminine assistant to you alongside the other girls and…”

Teri glanced at the brooding handsome well-dressed Vincente in passing.

“…Work for the firm in a positive way.”

Suddenly this malevolent Bastard was standing at my side and in a sudden movement he stood before me then gently pulled the sides of the dress off my shoulders and lowered the cups down to expose my substantial breasts when he sniffed them and smiled.

“I see you have scented and oiled them Teri…just as I ordered…”

His tongue licked my hard nipples one by one before presumptuously holding the substantive fleshy boobs in his large palms and muttering.

“…Good Girl, Teri, that’s excellent work and perhaps we will indeed train you to Simp for all of my girls would you like that?”
His small penis was erect in response and Rachel picked up the damp panties then placed the material at the tip of Teri’s cock and smirked.

“Cum for me Darling then I’ll put you in a bath and remove any traces of hair before seeing if we can find something appropriate for you to wear because a Simp should always dress up to have her pussy taken…”

My former odious boss reacted entirely out of character to his previous male facade and weakly spurted semen into the already mucky material which she purposefully wiped on his spitting lips before smirking.

“…After that, while you remain here Sweetie, you will live and be referred to as a girl…”

I could see the wonder in his enlarged disbelieving eyes.

“…How does that sound Teri…?”

In that moment he became she as Rachel stood up and kissed the coated mouth.

“…Good Girl…that’s the spirit now follow me, Darling, and we will get you soft and perfumed before I grant you such a fabulous time you will never return to the weak man you once were.”

She winked at Vincente then pulled Teri away towards the main bathroom when it became just me alone with this grasping predacious Brute who was still slightly squeezing my breasts as I slipped into sleazy gear more instinctively than I expected to and grinned.

“Do you enjoy them Sir…like to hold them…?”
I leaned up to him and licked his soft lips before we shared a slow kiss as bizarrely and unspeakably the smooth slit between my thighs started to weep then hum and made me simper provocatively.

“…Would you like to fuck me Sir…I could bend over the arms of the settee, and you can have me.”

He inhaled deeply as if in thought.

“Show me Jane…entice me!”

I leaned forward then let the soft side of the large settee slide between my slippery thighs and raised the back of the clingy dress to reveal a naked bottom - the cord of the thong was tightly inside the crease - with black silken stockings below while exhaling weakly.

“Is this agreeable Sir…as demanded and contracted, I’m sexually available for your delectation or pleasure.”

My heart raced as I sensed him right behind then readied myself for the impending assault on my relative innocence because without doubt I ached to get the unsavoury copulation over and done with, but his hand merely tapped my flesh lightly as a calm cool male voice cooed.

“I am already aware of that, Jane…but am unsure if I desire you at the moment because to be frank, perhaps I value your office talents more than your visible charms and be assured…”

His tone was strangely cold and disinterested.

“…I will pick the moment if it arrives and for now perhaps it’s sufficient you already know your place with me as your feeble fiancé does, so please make yourself decent and we will leave them to it because the table for dinner is waiting.”

He placed his hand in the curve of my back and pushed me towards the front door then reception area where a sleek limousine with blacked-out windows was in attendance when I ensured my knees were locked tightly together in the tiny tight dress as I slid into the back seat where to my shock another tall girl displaying sleek long auburn hair was sitting there.

She placed her hand in mine and whispered before kissing my lips softly.

“Hi, I’m Celine and you must be the new girl, Jane…”

She was slender and comely, and I barely knew how to react when Vincente sat opposite us in the opulent vehicle as she wittered on like the brainless Bimbo all his females seemed to be.

“…The Boss likes to watch so let’s explore and entertain him, Jane.”

As the car pulled away, her mouth was on mine instantaneously before dancing tongues entwined and my already inflamed libido began to sizzle when I tried to deny the electrical impulses everywhere and whined stupidly.

“I’m not very comfortable with women, Celine…”

While I confessed naivety she merely casually pulled the front on the dress down to expose my best female assets and after sucking the hard teats then - as my legs became gradually parted - naturally stroked the crotch of the new silky thong which made me groan weakly.

“…I’m not used to this Celine…not like this…”

Suddenly her fingers were inside my wetness which made me tremble and whimper because my sensate body was already desperate for release.

“…Oh…Oh…fuck that’s nice…but…”

She kissed me again ever more intimately and as my lower form wriggled against her delicate touch the gorgeous girl merely giggled.

“No buts, Jane…I might mention you have such sublime tits and juice pussy that I feel sure you will fit in just perfectly with us…”

In automatic mode my own hand wandered below the short blue dress then past the tiny panties until we were giving and receive tactile sexual delectation as she chuckled and sighed.

“…There you go Jane, despite what you mentioned all girls know immediately how to delight each other and…”

We were desperately pressing and rubbing our sensitive hidden buttons with increasing speed, energy and efficiency as she murmured provocatively.

“…Once we’re done you can help me give the Boss a blowjob because he likes it after watching us perform, and we’ll try and make it last until we reach the restaurant which will be about twenty minutes away…”

This depraved unwelcome news of what was to come tipped me over the promiscuous orgasmic cliff because I shuddered to climax then stopped moving as the rush of pheromones overwhelmed my cautious female soul before Celine grabbed me by the hair and pulled until a slippery tongue was lingering on her sexual line as she gurgled giddily.

“…Don’t leave me hanging Babe…licky, licky, and make me cum Bitch, as you might think your smarter and better than I am but here you’re just another…”

Trapped already by the huge mistake of trying to infiltrate inside this den of snakes and thieves I suckled at her vaginal gate then found the clitoral nub and started to flick and lick it as she cooed.

“…Whore…but in your case a blonde gorgeous Slut with huge Jugs which is going to make you very very…”

She started to shudder then shake as the pitch of her voice rose.

“…Fuck there…there…”

Her body went reactively limp to the momentary feeling of bliss as she vibrated in glory and laughed.

“…Popular…Jane, I think without doubt those exceptional tits are going to make you famous!”

Vincente then slowly but loudly clapped his large hands mockingly as if he was impressed with the salacious entertainment then passed us bubbly glasses of champagne which we guzzled down greedily while he parted his legs expectantly and simpered.

“That was truly invigorating but now what was that about a blowjob…?”

He stared at me with glassy cold black eyes.

“…You must appreciate that you have to ask for the great privilege of handling my cock as Celine and the other girls well know!”

My body drew back as if I had been slapped because it was one thing for Terry and me to suffer his foul abuses but now insisting that I should politely request permission to provide my mouth or private treasures merely for this Bastard’s delectation was much too much which made me bite my painted lip as my unknown colleague in decadence started to pull his zip down and grinned.

“Join in or you’ll miss out.”

As if Vincente could read my panicking mind he murmured dryly but smoothly.

“I think our Lady Jane has developed a problem…”

He leaned over to take a large lump of my shiny blonde hair in his powerful fingertips and pulled it firmly as he grumbled.

“…Spit it out Princess, I already warned you and your Simp of a fiancé what was entailed in working for me…so what’s up?”

I felt endlessly stupid and petty suddenly under his perceptive penetrative gaze and trembled then muttered as Celine removed an incredibly large throbbing erection decorated with thick blue veins and sucked the tip with care or even adoration.

“If you order me to worship your cock or provide whatever sexual service you wish Sir, then I will because I understand I am obliged and committed to pleasure you…”

My stomach heaved and the female erratic crease between divinely covered thighs was unreasonably leaking which made me murmur feebly but defensively.

“…But I will not lower myself even further by asking your permission to demean myself as I have more pride than that.”

By now Celine’s shiny pink lips were drawing the enormous length as he leaned back and patted the space beside him.

“Sit here Jane…now…!”

Stunned and unnerved by this developing situation and his obtuse attitude I took the place by his side as he held my cranium in an outstretched palm and scowled.

“…If you wish to be difficult then I will grudgingly accept your reservations and grant some latitude because despite what you may think I do not push myself on any woman and if you wish to amend the terms of our deal then so be it…”

My wide eyes were fixed on the slow decadent movement of Celine’s sweet head and brown shimmering hair as it flowed artistically while consuming his ginormous prick.

“…From this moment and merely as punishment you will now need to beg me to penetrate your body to provide the heaven you will undoubtedly crave…and when you do, know I will take and conquer every part of you but…”

His smile was cool and corrosive.

“…In the meantime, you must obey my every command and will accept the fluidic gifts from me or any of my friends willingly because instead of being fucked or invaded like the other girls your precious, perfect princess skin and shapely form will be endlessly covered in sperm…”

My eyes were like swirling spinning blue wheels as he went on.

“…If my new inspired terms do not fit in with your sudden unanticipated display of strange morality then the driver will take you back to the apartment and your tenure with me will be over…”  

In a sudden understanding that I was throwing away the only chance I had to gain retribution over this Ogre and amass a small fortune in the process I nodded my head in feeble acceptance as he scowled.

“…Fine, then take off my trousers and shorts then watch as Celine sucks my balls because I predict that inevitably you will equally yearn to perform the same act before you know it…”

With nowhere else to run I immediately pulled down his trousers then silken shorts and gazed on mesmerised while this visibly liberated and talented girl worshipped the large testicles in the heavy sac before the minutes passed and Vincente began to mutter then groan in my direction.

“…Let your breasts fall from the cups of the dress Jane then place your mouth at the apex of the cock as I’m nearly there and before long, I am going to explode all over you.”

Hopelessly, I moved until my dancing head and salivating mouth were perched on the evocative tip of the surging erection as Celine winked cheekily at me.

“You’re missing out Sweetie this cock is simply divine as all the girls will vouch for but…”

She sputtered through full slippery lips.

“…Stay very still as we’ll be arriving soon and…”
The girl giggled once again most childishly.

“…So is he…”

Celine suddenly grabbed the vibrating hard flesh and held it to my face as if it was a rocket about to go off and chuckled as her skilled hand pressed and squeezed it.

“…Ready…1…2…3…fuck, fuck so much.”

In that instant the whole of my facial skin was entirely covered with the warm heady ejaculate as Vincente grunted then exhaled in relish to her.

“Wipe it into her skin then tits Celine and take a mouthful to smear it over Jane’s cunt as even though I won’t fuck this precocious girl quite yet, she must get used to my seed and authority over her spirit…”

The sublime female complied until my face then boobs and tingling teats were infused with his aromatic essence before Celine licked up the last remaining visible traces of him then spread my legs and deposited the seductive essence of his sperm on my feminine gate as I whimpered while he stroked my flaxen hair and sighed.

“…I believe that our Pristine Princess needs to cum…don’t you…Jane…?”

The question was unnecessary as my lower body was visibly pushing up against the oral pressure as he laughed.

“…Bring my new whore off quickly Celine but leave the scent of me as a mark of ownership because she needs to became attuned to the unique flavour of her Master’s spunk…”
His cruel callous words instantly sent a rattled mind over into the orgasmic abyss as I shuddered in ongoing release then watched him slowly dress himself and kiss my lips gently before running a long sensual fingertip along the saturated vaginal line of me while smirking.

“…Make yourself presentable Jane, as this is an exclusive restaurant and remember, despite your protestations, you will be sitting down at my table with my seed already ingrained in your mouth, breasts and pussy…”

I tried to think straight and make sense of this diabolical depravity but all I could do was cover my half-naked form as best I could then reset the thong around the saturation between warm thighs and struggled to put on the high heel shoes as he observed my dither and laughed.

“…You are clearly already mine Jane, so simply beg me to train you to my primal tastes as it will save so much angst before you finally come around as I believe this existence is your destiny!”

The vehicle came to a slow stop while I ignored his barbed comments and attempted to rest my befuddled mind as I took the arm he offered - Celine captured the other - then held on for dear life as Vincente walked boldly up ornate marble steps and into an opulent restaurant where the immaculately dressed maître de escorted us to a reserved table inside the exclusive small main eating area.

In truth I was sorely undone and it was only after a couple of glasses of icy sweet, reviving champagne, did I finally rediscover what remained of a cogent brain which had strangely but unsurprisingly left me for a while.

The meal that followed was delicious and slowly I started to relax as the hit of the alcohol eased a muddled head while glazed eyes furtively stared at my host and employer Vincente - in all his arrogant stylish grandeur - with barely contained hatred along with a growing determination to have my day with the supercilious Lowlife.

The worst part for me was, that although I despised him, underneath the expensive scent of perfume there was an unmistakable aroma of his heavy hormonal ejaculate that rose up disturbingly from the plentiful semen smearing my breasts and nipples which seemed to be unfairly permanently stiff.

Also unspeakably, I could sense his seed seeping and weeping into my feminine entrance and crossed my legs numerous times to stop my imagination running away with me while attempting to remain in control.

Although the orgasm Celine had gifted in the car had initially lowered any sexual cravings for a while, the whole exotic scenario of having this Bastard able to instruct or touch me at will was truly debilitating, and as I finished the sweet dessert my mind tried not to overindulge on the bubbly wine and simply remain invisible.

This plan for salvation thankfully worked for a while which allowed me a break because Vincente was endlessly fending off male acquaintances unmistakeably from his criminal universe alongside a bevy of young women - each more erotic than the other - which made me envious for reasons that frankly I could not fathom or comprehend while watching him interact with them all made me increasingly mute then moribund.

Suddenly, as if to wake me from a dreamlike state, I felt Vincente sitting beside and to my despair saw him slide his right hand around my slight shoulders then glide it effortlessly into the cups of the dress before touching each teat lightly while whispering.

“You seem a bit distracted Jane…I’ve been watching these nipples and tits all evening and you definitely seem to need something…”

His other hand then wandered daringly below the tablecloth then under the short hem before teasing the vaginal line though the front of the sheer thong before chuckling.

“…Long and hard to ease the ache and growing void…”

I whimpered reactively as he went on.

“…Just swallow your pride Jane and beg me to fuck you and I will…just call me Daddy.”

My lips literally snarled at him in impulsive fury brought on by the heavy weight of shame.

“That’s never going to happen Sir, while I must declare finding the stench of your spunk on my skin unsavoury but, but…”

The touch of his fingertip on my slit increased in pressure as I groaned to show I was already living female putty in his hands.

“…I’ll learn how to deal with it!”

The demonic man gestured then called across to a corpulent male at a nearby table he had spoken to earlier who then came to stand in front of me as Vincente laughed.

“This fine example of manhood is Carlo a friend of mine, who mentioned how much he admires your succulent breasts so…”

He had a couple of sublime tall girls stand before us to provide some privacy and a human modesty shield then lowered the top of my dress to release the bountiful feminine wonders below and sighed.

“…Remove his cock and rub him out over your lush boobs merely to remove my scent which you mentioned finding distasteful and I’ll ensure you are well covered by other men, so my powerful smell does not distract from your work…”

Once more I was without options as shaking hands pulled the man’s erection from an open zip then drew the rounded bulbous peak of the large length of him against my breasts and nipples as Vincente pushed my clitoral and erogenous buttons then simpered.

“…Make him erupt all over your sweet skin Jane and I think when he finds heaven then so will you…”

Despite an overriding feeling of ignominy and indecency I placed the stiff vibrating flesh between the sumptuous mounds and let them glide in the bouncy dark crease as Carlo started to gasp while Vincente demeaned me.

“…That’s a good Slut, Jane, learn to handle a cock to my command as this is simply a perfect beginning for you.”

The stranger swiftly spurted all over the abundance of soft female flesh as I also shuddered to degenerate bliss and wet my panties to the depravity of the audacious event before Carlo stuffed a wad of cash in my hand and thanked my Master before staggering off with his trousers half undone as I grumbled.

“Are we done now…can I get dressed?”

In answer to this reasonable question another man appeared who was leaner and younger and stood before me expectantly as Vincente laughed.

“Not quite yet…this is Benny who’s a good boy and surely deserves a treat and you know what’s involved Jane so get on with it!”

Inevitably another pumping expectant large cock was soon between my fingers which I squeezed and shook just above my chest as the youth stared down on me with dark eyes that opened and closed erratically while he grumbled.

“Fuck you are so pretty…”
He whispered while a juvenile imagination came to the boil.

“…I want to fuck you…own you…take your…”
Once more another anonymous rapacious male disgustingly spurted to my uneducated touch then smeared an already coated skin and rigid nipples until the flesh was glistening in sperm as trembling fingers drew out all the remaining poison until the cock started to mercifully melt to nothing when he groaned.

“…Cunt…I really want to take your pussy.”
Vincente then waved at him casually and dismissively then sighed with a comical slant to his tone.

“Sadly, there’s a no entry clause with this one, Benny, but I’ll let you know if anything changes…”

The young naive man moved away showing the fatigue brought on by the sudden sexual rush as Vincente took a small dollop of fresh spunk on a long rakish finger then eased it past the thong and deposited the residue along the feminine crease of me before smirking.

“…There we are Jane, as requested you smell of other men now, so I trust you are more content?”

I pulled the dress up then placed the soaked front of the thong back around me before sitting confusedly and degradingly reeking of the strongest masculine scents when I tried to disappear into the chair, but the evening had not finished as there was still much social interaction going on although mercifully none of which included men using my breasts as a receptacle for cum.

Vincente remained close beside me but given our arrangement about no penetration it was the gorgeous Celine who started kissing him which only made me feel ever more irrational and unstable until to my relief the night reached a conclusion when we followed our Master to the waiting vehicle and entered into the private rear area for the short drive home.

Inevitably, within a few seconds, Celine had removed his trousers and shorts and was sucking and orally teasing his magnificent erection while her long brown hair partially covered the degenerate sexual act as he stroked the strands and stared at me.

“I need this because I confess my primal centre was definitely aroused by watching you tonight Jane because without doubt your body is surely sublime…”

His sleek saliva covered prick seemed so magnetic suddenly, but I was unsure what to do or say as he went on.

“…Anyway, I will ensue you are regularly covered by the ejaculate of other men if my seed is so displeasing to you…”

Celine’s mouth and head were diligently working in sensual rhythm as he inhaled.

“…I shall respect your wishes and keep you at a little distance.”

As if realising that what devious schemes I had in place entirely relied on close proximity to this unethical Bastard, I altered tack in the fickle winds of unintended change and consequences then tried not to stare at his impressive male tool while whispering.

“No Sir in honesty I must admit that I exaggerated and perhaps do unexpectedly enjoy the essence of you but ask you to merely comprehend I have never been a girl of easy virtue and simply did not enjoy the thought of being fucked at will although…”

Deception was surely part of this illicit game, and I played my best card while retaining what influence I had remaining.

“…Honestly do not mind you cumming over my body as and when you require it…”

My vaginal crease was liquid as I sensed his cock swelling to the point of resolution.

“…Or touching me, Sir…”

My face blushed and confessed what sounded like the truth.

“…All I ask in that you grant some little time and space before asking me to surrender everything.”

He held Celine still momentarily and murmured intuitively.

“I think our Lady Jane want’s to cum on my fingertips and…”

His subsequent glare was disarming.

“…If that is how you feel then ask to lick my balls and cock and I will permit it then bring you to bliss while doing so…”

Celine started to suck him once more as he smiled.

“…And pull the top down to your waist because once you make this reasonable request, from then it will mostly be my sperm covering your skin although I shall decide what services you will perform, excluding anything physically entering your body.”

Bizarrely this sounded like a perfect compromise, and I shuffled beside him then sampled his balls with a long tongue as the other girl drew the hard flesh while my saturated lips muttered.

“I beg you to let me serve you like this Sir as I wish to be a good reliable employee and truly don’t mind your essence on my skin…”

His hand skipped under the dress then pushed against my sexual mound as I wilted then wailed.

“…I fact I adore the texture of your semen, Sir…”

Celine and I swapped places until it was me slavering on his penile skin and hot blood as his fingers started to tease my sensitive nub which sent me into delirium because I was aching to climax.

“…Love it Sir…oh fuck…fuck, fuck…”

My lower body was already rubbing and gyrating against the slight pressure between my thighs while my hand cupped his throbbing large balls as Celine placed her perfectly formed mouth over the apex of him in anticipation of the inevitable explosion to follow.

My orgasm happened instantly just preceding the contraction of his testicles that erupted then poured sperm into her mouth before she embraced me in a long slow French kiss to share the liquid treasure which I did not mind because invasion from another female was permitted.

Therefore, my palate relished the unique taste of this villain once more until our lips separated and she lay my chest under the dripping reducing cock to take a further coating over the juices already there and gurgled intuitively.

“Fuck, you love this more than me Jane…”

I closed my eyes to shield my disgrace but unfortunately part of what she mentioned was undeniably true as I accepted the masculine fluids and did not object as Celine spread my thighs and wiped the last few traces of his ejaculate all along the sexual line of me while smirking.

“…Rachel also adores the precious flavour of him so she will undoubtedly share your bed later, but I will be getting the prize tonight…”

With that, to my ongoing incredulity, the agile young woman mounted his erection that had appeared then formed miraculously once more then began to move her hips purposefully against it while grumbling.

“…I will be riding this not you…fucking his cock not you…Oh Vincente…this is always magical…”

I watched with wild eyes and a slimy mouth while she banged against his primitive solidity endless and went from one orgasm to the next as he looked up with inky unreadable eyes until her motion became frenetic.

“…Cum in me…Vincente please…and I’ll let Lady Jane suck the poison out because that’s still with the boundaries of your absurd rules and I know you’ll like to see her perform…”

He instantly jerked upwards as if the suggestion appealed to base instincts to flood her womb full of his hormonal deposits and she held still to savour the moment then slowly held him inside her for as long as possible and exhaled wearily.

“…Fuck, Fuck Vincente, that was so heavenly and sweet…”

She rolled off his torso then back onto the luxurious seat then spread stocking covered legs and parted them wide to show his white spunk already weeping out of the subtle slit and simpered crudely.

“…Eat it while it’s hot Princess…!”

I stared into her warm brown eyes then at Vincente and impulsively kneeled then placed my tongue at the subtle line of female flesh before starting to lick and suck as she settled back and groaned.

“…That’s it, Princess…you think you’re better than us all but you’re just another whore so draw our Master out of me and when the pussy is pure and clean make me cum…”

Once I started, the apparently degrading service became strangely magnetic as the pure white creamy flavour of Vincente tasted almost honied as I supped and swallowed the richness with secret fervour before flicking and providing tension to her clitoral rise which - given what had gone before - made her find resolution quickly.

When the force of erotic glory hit, she fell back dramatically in mock exhaustion then slowly found enough energy for us to dress Vincente in his shorts and trousers until we could quickly cover our disgraced forms prior to the car stopping quietly outside my new apartment when our Boss muttered cooly.

“This is enough for one evening Jane, so Celine and I will go to my penthouse above the offices where luscious Maria is waiting to keep everything merry with me while you go a spend time with red Rachel…”

He smirked diabolically.

“…In some ways our inspired arrangement has helped me because I already have far too many girls for fuck so perhaps it will be a blessing for us to keep a safe distance…”

His finger waved me away casually.

“…The Simp has your first outfit for the office and gym given I expect my girls to stay in shape and be there at 8a.m sharp or there will be a spanking in it for you!”

Celine inserted herself into the conversation annoyingly.

“I think she might quite like that!”

He chuckled icily as I felt a sudden burst of uncontrollable ire flame through me then realised my utter dishonour at his crude and rapacious hands in such a short space of time which made me spit.

“I’ll be there, early Sir…”

Watching them laugh at my dither and humiliation while sensing the slimy seed all over my skin once more made me push the door ajar and murmur in his direction.

“…Believe me, although I respect you as my Boss, Sir, I will never lower myself to ask you to fuck me.”

Celine stretched out her hand with painted sharp fingertips which I took involuntarily as she snickered.

“That’s a £500 wager Princess!”

I shook her palm firmly in acceptance of the simple challenge and argued stupidly like an infant.

“It’s a bet you’ll never win!

With that said with more confidence than my giddy head felt, I walked unsteadily towards the main entrance then pressed the intercom when I heard Henry’s genial voice speaking smoothly.

“Welcome home Miss Jane…”

A buzzer sounded and the glass sprang open when I walked leisurely into the ornate marble tiled reception area then took the silver lift to the upper floors and walked through the open door into my new apartment to find tall Rachel sitting beside Teri who was wearing my old soft pink velour pyjama set with tiny shorts.

Her penetrating green eyes scanned me for a while, and the girl immediately seemed to understand what I had been through as she grinned.

“Vincente is undeniably a Dog with us all, but we’ll talk about that in a minute or two as your fiancé Teri and I have had a simply splendid time…”

She had him stand then tugged down the shorts to reveal that there was not a trace of hair on his lower body and when I mentally searched for his genitals quickly realised they had been captured or contained inside a small pink plastic chastity cage as Rachel smiled and audibly changed his gender.

“…Teri already has no need of her cock anymore do you Sweetie…?”

The man that had once created such fear in me shook his delicate head inanely as she pulled him over her stocking-clad thighs then spanked the naked bottom before reaching inside the anal entrance and withdrawing a thin phallic plug as a high voice teased.

“…You do want to be the female now don’t you Teri and appreciate girls like you love being fucked in the bottom…”

She drew the object back then forward which made him gasp and her gurgle.

“…You do patently enjoy this sensation as once we get the aperture fully opened then we can all fuck you like a real girl Sweetie and maybe with that in mind I might start putting you on hormones tomorrow…”

Teri groaned as the device moved ever quicker as she sighed.

“…Wouldn’t you enjoy that Sweetie then you can get big tits and a juicy cunt just like Jane…”

I might have presumed he could not ejaculate in the constrictive plastic that contained his questionable manhood, but my once powerful Chief of department reflexively produced spits and spots of white ejaculate at the tip of his corralled penis as Rachel giggled.

“…Good Girl, Teri now pull up your shorts, kiss Jane on her lips that have probably been sucking Vincente’s cock then go and snuggle up in bed and in the morning, you will start your formal training as a Simp to the working girls inside this wonderful organisation…”

He did so in some obvious disorientation and when I felt his mouth on mine I sensed he smelled like a perfumery shop as Rachel stroked his pretty ass and sighed pointedly at the girl she had so quickly influenced in changing gender.

“…And what have you to say to me Teri?”

The cutesy face of the former man that had placed me inside this decadent mayhem, coloured up until crimson as Teri looked past me as if that might hide her ignominy and meekly turned to Rachel to whimper weakly.

“Thank you Miss…in truth although this this all very sudden it is a direction or calling my private imagination had wanted to travel for longer than I can recall.”

She nodded in comprehension.

“That was obvious to me, Sweetie, so become an obedient reliable amenable girl and we will help you discover a new feminine world where you can bloom and develop towards your true potential…”

The confident and alluring young woman stroked the crotch of the shorts as if admiring the prominent cage beneath the sensual material and smirked.

“…Go to bed now Sweetie and have the fluffiest dreams because come the morning they will start to come true for you…!”

Teri blinked at me to vainly disguise the passing embarrassment then swiftly disappeared in the comfy outfit back to the small bedroom when Rachel fixed her striking opal gaze on me then poured two small glasses of wine and patted the seat beside her.

“…Now tell me all about your first day Jane, as clearly it’s a little daunting working for Vincente.”

I settled - actually slouched - by her side as I felt enfeebled and unusually wearied but recognised that somehow my mind needed to remain combatively strong which made me whisper with more vigour than I felt.

“Vincente obviously respects me as we have agreed a non-penetration physical arrangement which is something that the other girls don’t have…”

Her amazing green eyes were wide and visibly impressed while watching interestedly as I went on blindly.

“…Isn’t that so?”

Rachel ingested the wine then unpeeled the dress from my shoulders and slowly pulled it off entirely before doing the same with the wet thong until I was naked apart from the stockings, garter and suspenders when she laughed out loud.

“Perhaps that’s true Jane, but you have such magnificent tits that clearly he and all men appreciate because look how divine you look when they are all richly covered with spunk…”

She slipped off her skirt then top to be only in her pull-up cream stockings and matching thong, then drew that off as well when her radiant head lowered and a long silken tongue ran over my semen coated skin.

“…I declare I adore the taste and texture of sperm…”

My back lay on the cushions as her mouth gradually sucked up the dry and wet patches of male deposits in visible relish as she smirked sarcastically.

“…Can I taste Vincente on you Jane…is that within your contract with him?”

What common sense I had within my empty head was fading faster than the light which made me mumble stupidly.

“Yes…he can cover or smother me with sperm at will but not invade my precious places although…”

I whispered most idiotically.

“…He does like to wipe traces of his seed on my pussy.”

Rachel kneeled between my parted thighs and purposefully sniffed my female folds like a hound-dog then let a soft mouth tease me with long leisurely wet licks.

“I can taste and see that he does…”

She spread my legs and slipped the tongue inside me to gather the unique essence of him.

“…It’s like he’s fucked you…”

Instinctively I pushed against the insidious pressure as the kinetic energy between us began to exponentially rise.

“…You crave him fucking you Bitch despite your denials you are already crumbing inside and just ache to have him take you as we all do…”

My answer was to combust into the frantic heat of an orgasm which made me spurt hormonal juices all over Rachel’s precious face before gradually coming back to earth as she chuckled.

“…Vincente may have given you a temporary penetration pass, but I have a divine strap-on in your bedroom, and I am going to take you there where we can both fuck each other’s brains out as believe me…”

Our mouths met in a passionate exchange of fluids and sexual excess because I could unspeakably still detect the intoxicating zest of Vincente as Rachel spluttered.

“…I need it more than you!”

She pulled me up the small winding metal staircase which led to the luxurious bedroom when her hand pulled the exotic toy around my hips and waist before literally pulling me atop an athletic female body which I was soon jumping upon as if I knew how to manage this sexual decadence although in my innocence I had never used such a phallic object previously.

We fucked manically for less than a minute before she cried out to the heavens and raised her arms in a similar gesture of exultation and collapsed dramatically on the covers then laughed softly.

“…Jane, I think you are just going to welcome life here like a smooth moist hand in a silken glove…”

Her voice inhaled lowly.

“…Now get me kitted up as I am going to do you before I dissolve to sleep because between you and your feminine Simp of a fiancé…”

I removed the insidious device around me then placed it over her more slight form, wiped the phallic extension clean then transiently thought about Vincente - although the length and girth were nothing in comparison to him - which only made me ever more sensually needy as I settled on the duvet and parted my legs while Rachel laughed out loud.

“…You’ve pretty much worn me out!”  

Mercifully Rachel still had a shy reserve of vigour remaining and after rutting me from above to climax then had me kneel and took my shaky bones doggystyle while I unsuccessfully tried not to fantasise about my arrogant Boss fucking me in this dominant way until another flush of perverse bliss sent me over the climactic edge and I was asleep before my head dropped onto the pillow. 

In all truth and without the slightest exaggeration my bemused head had to admit that it had been a hell of a first day working for the infamous and notorious Vincente Miloni!

I woke to find Rachel still beside me which was strange but secretly quite nice as we embraced like best friends before she simpered.

“Go and shower and I’ll put your clothes out for the office as Teri along with Vincente’s guidance had bought you some lovely things and…”

He hands squeezed my large breasts.

“…You’ll have to look Foxy if you want to fuck him and…”

A single digit teased my clitoral bud as I gasped and she giggled.

“…You definitely want to suck and fuck him, Lady Jane!”

I orgasmed too quickly for propriety or safety’s sake before using my tongue on her equally moist crease in reciprocity until we were both sweaty and sated as I murmured defensively.

“Please appreciate I’m not like this Rachel, but it’s like I crave sexual pleasure or resolution all the time once inside this sensual madhouse…”

Her lips kissed mine which made me grumble.

“…What’s going on with me?”

She smiled as we drew apart when my new best friend sighed deeply and intuitively.

“I understand because before I started with Vincente, I had a boyfriend and a regular life but in this environment it’s all about sex and money and living on the edge…”

She held my breasts briefly as if equally fascinated with the size and shape of them.

“…It’s how it is in his universe and you either embrace the existence or quit, while personally for me I love dressing up, getting rich then feeling like a sensual woman every day…”

Rachel pushed me towards the bathroom and patted my bottom along the way.

“…Don’t take everything so seriously Jane and you’ll be one of the girls before you realise and maybe decide that’s not such a terrible thing to become.”

As the rush of warm waters hit to clean me of sexual evidence all over my silken skin I vainly held on to who I was and when a damp sponge brushed over the still active sexual crease I was more determined than ever not to fall down any degenerate rabbit hole like these feeble Bimbos that abounded here which sadly included the lovely Rachel!  

I dried, scented and perfumed my body then walked back into the bedroom where my recent sleeping partner had laid out my clothes for the day and ran her hands over the lingerie then smiled.

“Vincente and your fiancé have done an inventive job with improving your image because you realise we all have to look our very best…”

All I could do was blink vapidly then put on the garter then pull smooth stockings over my legs then onto the frilly suspenders before drawing up sensual thong panties when she helped me with the balconette bra, as I looked into the mirror, and groaned while chuckling.

“…Sexy hey…like what you see as he will?”

In reply I could only whimper.

“I look like a brainless Whore…fuck…”

I drew on the silken white bouse then a tight short pencil skirt before a short charcoal jacket to complete the look as I felt my body burning.

“…I’ve never dressed like this for work!”

Rachel merely laughed softly.

“I told you it’s all about sex and money and you wouldn’t be getting this rate of pay if he didn’t fancy jumping your bones all the time…”

My heels slipped into the high shiny shoes while she playfully spanked my captured bottom before I noticed in the small wall mirror that my breasts were on full display as Rachel had left the top buttons open.

It was obvious I was flaming then venting as she sighed.

“…My advice to you is simply beg to suck his cock and show deference or I can sense you will definitely explode in frustration…”

As if to prove this prickly point her hand slid below the hem and felt that the panties were already moist as she shrugged.

“…But it’s your funeral, so let’s have some food and I can show where we’re up to with Teri as make no mistake, she is very determined and focussed on exploring her feminine side.”

Rachel left while I put on make-up and extra extravagant perfume that was freely on the dressing table then walked into the kitchen when I saw my former boss Terry wearing tight blue cut off shorts with black pantyhose below and a crop top in red under my old denim jacket to make the former man appear like a youngish girl who blushed as I mumbled.

“Hello, Sweetie, you do look nice and…”

The crotch of the shorts was entirely lacking any trace of masculinity which made me smirk.

“…So divinely flat in those shorts.”

Teri’s long dark hair was tied in a small ponytail and she served food and tried to mask her patent excitement.

“Yes Miss Jane, I love the items you gave but Miss Rachel mentioned that if I am a Good Girl then she might allow me to buy a few provocative things to start my own wardrobe…”

She sipped coffee and munched cereal while I took tea and toast and felt I had entered an alternate universe as Teri went on.

“…I am taking crash course in beauty treatments so I can be useful to the girls working for Vincente and I am already on hormones recommended by a top specialist Miss Rachel knows…”

Her mixed colour eyes could not hold my amazed gaze.

“…I hope you don’t mind?”
The rapid unstoppable descent of the man that used to berate and bully me was completely unexpected and I posed a question to sound plausible.

“What about your job Sweetie?”

It seemed as if Teri suddenly had all the answers.

“I quit because Miss Rachel was so impressed with my attitude and enthusiasm to become part of the team, last night she has put me on double my old wages.”

The once male eyes showed a mixture of madness and compulsion, and I accepted for certain that he was now she then walked over and hugged her lightly while sighing.

“If you are happy Sweetie then I will support you so be sure to do exactly as Rachel instructs and thank our Master if you see him…”

Unexpectedly she rubbed this transforming body gently against mine and I could tell her mind was already female in nature as I teased.

“…As he expects a blow job on demand from his female staff…”

It was plain to both me and Rachel that Teri was more than game to perform this dirty act as I merely laughed then recognised I was already on my own in this pursuit of justice regarding the venal Vincente.

Sadly, the old Terry had already fallen headfirst into his own fantasies and flirtations with his female side, and I kissed her flushed cheeks gently and giggled drolly.

“…You might have to stand in for me, as the Boss already accepts that I deserve more respect than that!”

We chatted and ate but with everything going on no one was that hungry and soon Rachel dopped me off outside the building over the road then sped off before I passed through security on the ground floor prior to taking the private lifts to the upper areas which was near to the centre of the criminal enterprise that I was more determined to crack than ever.

In all honesty the former Terry now Teri had never been much of an asset when it came to this type of subterfuge in the first place and - thinking laterally - it made my job a fraction easier because no one that was seriously planning to deceive the corruptive deviant Boss would fall so readily and submissively into this seedy organisation.

Would they?

One of his female staff then checked me for electronic bugs but thankfully I did not have to undress as she just lowered the thong to the knees then bent me back and forward until I received the necessary, all clear, when I was provided a desk on the open floor spilt into various offices below the penthouse.

The bizarre fact that this working station along with many others in the large room was entirely covered in money was weirdly apparently normal and I waited until a more mature woman with platinum coiffured hair wearing a smart cream trouser suit and frilly blue blouse came over and stretched out her hand genially.

“You must be the lovely Lady Jane and I’m Rebecca in charge of operations here and I will take you through the systems which from your C.V. will prove simple for a girl with your abilities…”

She looked me up and down then smiled.

“…I presume you were a prostitute or dancer so may I ask how you became attuned to computers and complex financial matters?”  

My face blushed up crimson as I tried to deflect her assumption then muttered back in response.

“I’m not a whore or lap-dancer Rebecca, and gained my degrees at university then with firms in the city and…”

I realised that I was working for a crook and softened my tone.

“…Became disillusioned with the excess workload and miniscule pay while the money offered by Vincente is too good to turn down.”

She laughed at this misguided show of petulance and ran her hand down my spine.

“There’s no disgrace being a prostitute or dancer Jane because I was both in my youth given men are a gullible lot and part with their fortunes easily when a pretty girl drops her panties to display a mere scent or taste of heaven…”

I sensed her fingers ease along the line of my ass crease and murmur.

“…You are indeed a comely thing and no doubt you will in due course use your obvious charms for personal benefit as I did for many years before middle age came too quickly while this cash you see everywhere is produced by girls like us working in various clubs and venues which now needs to be counted and stored…”

She chuckled in self-deprecation which I found quietly endearing.

“…So over time I learnt to use my trained mathematical head rather than an educated mouth and pussy but as you are educated in financial matters then I would suggest you don’t miss out on the fun because…”

Naughtily her hand rubbed lightly along my vaginal line as she chuckled.

“…You can’t beat a good fucking although nowadays I prefer Sissy Girls and they suit my more refined tastes because at my age I do enjoy being in charge.”

Seeing an obvious opening I thought on my high heel shoes.

“My fiancé Teri has been taken on by the Boss to embrace his burning feminine penchants and is undergoing training as we speak to look after Vincente’s working girls.”

My woman with the striking hair merely nodded.

“Yes, Rachel mentioned you had an interesting little Simp by your side, but she will need a little time to adjust because I am as demanding of my Sissy servants as I am with the office staff therefore listen up.”

Rebecca told me to count the money on all the desk-tops then place £100,000 within each small briefcase as there would be couriers arriving later this morning to take then deposit the cash in their system.

She then showed how to log in on the computer terminal to gain access to innumerable accounts and that once the physical money had been dealt with then this organised woman would go through what spread sheets were required each day and the rest of my initiation would follow from there.

In summation what this business required from me was basically mixing and moving funds around in various limited companies - both UK based and offshore - and I already could see it was a money laundering operation but knew this was merely the start of my schooling into this corruption.

It was patent that Rebecca who remained fragrant despite the advancing years, was sharp as a proverbial tack and although the woman presented a sweet and agreeable side, I surely needed to watch my step because if anyone could catch me out inside this quest for payback it might just be her.

Therefore, as she wandered away I set my mind to task in hand in within a couple of hours had tidily stored two million pounds inside twenty small sliver briefcases which were then picked up by couriers wearing dark helmets to shade their faces and once the money had gone I set about preparing an analysis of the previous day’s takings under detailed direction that appeared on my screen from Rebecca.

Undoubtedly, the income and system were way outside of normal banking or HMRC rules but already I had to grudgingly admire the professional nature of this operation created under Vincente and this insightful mature woman because, even though I was only seeing a small part it was purposely complex and surely designed to be difficult in tracking.

Subsequently, I completed the directions she provided me over a busy morning to create the paperwork needed and started to become acquainted with the companies and banks listed on my computer but understood immediately that they were just a tiny part of the fiscal puzzle I had to crack to regain my own wealth and make Vincente ultimately deservedly suffer for his crimes.

It became apparent that where I was now located was the hands-on manual and practical part of this structure because the two other girls that worked in the office named Daisy and Barbs were attractive but extremely dim and although not as aged as Rebecca, these ladies were already starting to lose their youthful female glow which made me assume that this floor was where the ordinary women were put out to pasture.

In saying that I fitted in easily then acted competently and joined my attractive colleagues for a free lunch at the nearby eatery where we shared sandwiches and a small plate of fries when I tried to glean as much gossip about what actually happened in this building but sadly their combined input only confirmed what I had already deduced.

Daisy and Barbs were patently not from any brains trust and as with most of Vincente’s girls tended to think with what was situated delicately between their long and once luscious legs.

Gratingly for me they simply adored and raved about the warped Boss of this awful enterprise and waxed lyrically about their faded times in the sun when they were younger and more desirable which took them unforgettably into Vincente’s bed and possibly their hearts because I found the crude way they reminisced about what he could offer more than slightly distasteful.

Privately I remained a woman of principal in all eventualities, but what was becoming increasingly apparent was that the only way to the upper floors of this pyramid structure of criminality to somehow extract the proof then prosecute him seemed unfortunately but obviously increasingly dependent on me eventually going on my bended knees and back!

By afternoon I was tasked with more work to familiarise myself with the weekly rota and what had become routine here because in the morning more paper funds would be on the desks to sort as in Vincente’s world business was booming and I suppose the amounts of money involved shouldn’t have surprised me, but in many ways it did.

Handling two million pounds in cash and placing it into bundles was strangely exciting and almost overwhelming and as if I was already falling into depravity seeing such financial largesse so close at hand, bizarrely I became tingly and moist in my personal private female places.

Just before 4p.m the Boss appeared in his generic sharp Armani suit and after gently kissing the other girls quite intimately then spoke to Rebecca who was accompanying him when they came over to my desk.

“How is my protégé Jane getting on…?”

He chuckled and stroked my long blonde hair then cupped my left breast as if belonged to him and gurgled.

“…As I have high hopes for her future with me!”

Rebecca closely watched our body language and seemed to understand more than I did as she sighed mockingly.

“Why don’t you just fuck her Vincente, as I’ve never seen any girl here more desirous of what you can offer…”

She kissed my lips firmly and sighed.

“…Once Jane is under your thumb then I tend to agree that she will surely become a valuable team player here, of that am I sure.”

They were talking about me as if I was invisible and I mumbled weakly in resistance.

“If I recall we still have a no penetration policy…”

His fingertips tweaked my hard nipple which made me gasp.

“…Isn’t that right Sir?”

He casually laughed and nodded then spoke to his leading accountant.

“I’m going to show her the gym on the upper floor because she is to be one of my Alpha girls therefore want her working out while the girl’s Simp has purchased a suitable outfit for her training…”

His dark eyes pierced my soul as the tone if him was acidic.

“…If that is agreeable Lady Jane?”
The unanticipated prospect of travelling to the penthouse suite of accommodation and secret offices on the upper floor made me speak and surge appreciatively.

“Oh Yes Sir I would love to see it and of course wish to keep fit because I am expert in some of the martial arts and perhaps having someone with my abilities about may at some stage become useful to you.”

He smiled blankly as if barely believing a word of what I mentioned so boastfully then took my hand and led me to the golden lift which eased us noiselessly to the top of the building and once in the privacy of the confined space stopped the upwards movement with a press of a button then carefully undid the small pearl buttons on the blouse to further reveal the breasts below and simpered rudely.

“Get your tits out then my cock and rub me out over them…”

Knowing this was unfortunately part of the outrageous entitlement structure with me and not wishing to destroy the unanticipated chance to view the epicentre of operations, I removed my small jacket and the silken blouse before pushing the fleshy mounds from the balcony bra then kneeled before his feet to extract the obvious bulge there.

In moments his huge pulsating cock and thick blue veins were literally throbbing in my hands as I rubbed the tip of it over my teats and areolas and groaned in building tension because clearly, I was not immune to this degeneracy and deviance.

“You like my breasts Sir…?”

The thickness was suddenly before my mouth, and I strongly resisted the urge to suck it and instead pressed the stiffness in a dark groove between the soft plump flesh and whimpered merely to ingratiate myself to his already inflated ego.

“…They are yours to cover…”

His hips moved gradually back and forward, and he looked down from a great height when, despite our arrangement, I felt utterly defenceless and vulnerable while handling his full balls before grunting meekly.

“…Anoint me Sir, as I do adore the smell…”

He reflexively released explosive volumes of hot sperm all over the soft skin which I wiped all over the curvaceous shape and barely stopped my tongue licking the seminal bubble forming on the peak of the cock which eventually dripped out to join the rest of his ejaculate which made me speak stupidly as I sucked the stray juices on my fingertips.

“…And even the taste of you.”

Vincente leaned back and started the lift again while I covered the top part of me but was still half undone when the doors opened into the beating heart of his opulent suites of rooms as he took me into a luxurious lounge where wine was offered and drunk before the man smirked.

“I am sorry for covering you like a horny Stallion, but you bring that basic impulse out in me Jane, although your precious virtue is safe unless you beg me to corrupt and capture you because only then will your whole libidinous spirit become mine.”

Almost giddily I drunk the glass of champagne offered then poured another which made me feel weirdly invulnerable as I looked for the way into the secret offices here and tried to tease and torture him as best I could.

“I doubt that is going to happen Sir but please show me the gym as I have energy to burn and it would be good to work it off…”

He allowed me to swallow more bubbly wine then led me through a false door into a grand mirrored room where there were sparkling exercise machines with a large, matted area at the centre with all measure of weights or toys to stretch then sweat and caused me to exhale excitedly.

“Can I really train here?”

He grinned and pressed me face down over a small vaulting horse where my feet could barely touch the ground then casually lifted the skirt until it bunched around my tight waist, kicked the stocking clad legs apart and ran a finger along the crease of my bottom before murmuring.

“Of course, as your ass is truly spectacular and I want to see it in the tight gym clothes provided when I come in to work out…”

His hand pulled loose strands of my golden hair which made him laugh and me wince because he inflicted small amounts of pain almost incidentally.

“…Is that a problem Lady Jane?”

I felt like mere female jelly in his iron grip and wailed in anxiety.

“Please don’t fuck me like this, Sir.”

He spanked the flesh sharply then again and hissed.

“I already explained that I won’t so don’t ask again as the request insults me, but I still choose to demonstrate I am still Master here and will cum over your bottom and pussy as if that is objectionable then you can depart.”

In an abject show of submission, I immediately spread my thighs wider then steeled my mind towards the degradation to follow before whispering.

“No Sir…that would be very agreeable to have your warm wet seed over my lower body…”

He tugged the thong down a fraction, and I gasped as I felt his erection glide between these panties and the available sexual entrance of me.

“…Fuck, how do you get erect so quickly.”

His voice cooed and grunted.

“Because I’m a man not a pathetic Simp…”

Impossibly, he started to pump the hardness along the vaginal crease of me while pulling my hair and creating irresistible pressure as I pushed back and lay a dancing head on the surface of the pummel horse while welcoming the sensation of being dominated without meaning to.

“…And can make you cum by a mere force of physicality and will…”

We were fucking without any copulation as his cock pressed and created seductive friction on my pussy as he persecuted an unstable mind.

“…Tell me you’re my Girl, Jane, my Whore…say it and I will bring you paradise.”

The sensation of being in his power like this temporarily dulled my logical mind because with my body on the edge I rubbed wildly on his cock and wilted.

“Yes, Vincente I’m your Girl…your…”

The vibrations from our partial fleeting joining caused me to shudder in orgasmic glory which encouraged Vincente to do the same until my pussy was soaked with his thick viscous spunk and what essence remained in his reducing prick was crudely wiped on the tight dark crease of the backside as I collapsed down on the sanctuary of the supple top of the pummel horse while exhaling weakly.

“…Whore, Vincente…I’ll be your whore, you Bastard!”

While saying these demeaning words a woozy brain recognised they were obviously lies and merely spoken for effect because he needed to think I was succumbing to his questionable charms which the man understandably did, as he let go of my hair then bent over to kiss the back of an arched spine and murmured.

“It’s good to see you’re coming to appreciate how things work here Jane, but all is now over for the day so go home and see how your Simp is getting on…”

He stood back and watched in some masculine satisfaction as I drew the clothes back around me to trap the semen stains and sighed deeply.

“…Get him to suck you clean as Rachel informs me Teri is developing a compulsive taste for all thing girly and feminine.”

I held on to a nearby wall to steady my nerves and gently tested if I had made any progress with him.

“Am I able to come here when I want and work out after my all jobs are completed downstairs Sir.”

His dark eyes seemed to stare through me, and the invasive gaze made me quiver momentarily as if he could read my devious mind before he smiled warmly which meant that possibly a small amount of trust had been built.

“Yes, of course Jane, I will make arrangements with Rebecca and grant you access to the penthouse floor so you can use the gym but please appreciate that you do not have a pass to my private rooms or offices because such privileges need to be earned and as I recall…”

He seemed to delight in chiding me.

“…We still have a few personal issues to work through.”

I nodded in agreement but still felt I had maybe made a small chink in his armour as I smirked skittishly.

“Are we going to eat tonight, Sir?”

His handsome head shook.

“No Jane, as I have other plans and will be away for many days abroad, but Rebecca and Rachel will keep training you and your Simp fiancé while I expect you to work hard on your fitness because I have an inclination to test your abilities upon my return.”

My lips curled in positivity or possibility because although he was larger and stronger than me, with my mastery of the oriental arts regarding judo and jujitsu then I felt certain I could take him down a peg or two and prove that I was more than capable of providing extra security as required which made me smile smoothly.

“I would look forward to that Sir, and I will prepare myself to impress and prove my physical capabilities, but can I ask…”

It was worth retesting the boundaries.

“…Where are you off to?”
With that he merely laughed lowly.

“That information is well beyond your pay grade at this present time but…”

Once more he scolded me like a child.

“…Keep developing and learning then one day I might take you with me but by that time…”

He pushed me towards then into the lift and grinned like a randy Cheshire tom cat.

“…Our present arrangement will be forgotten recent history!”

Once more I left this Bastard with his slippery seed all over me and took the walk of my dishonour past Rebecca and the other girls who barely noticed the sperm leaking down my thigh as I waved farewell and then indulgently took the car always outside this building to drop me over the road.

Upon reaching my apartment I was in an irrational temper which was only made worse when I saw Teri in one of my old teenage rara skirts and a tank top who spoke to me gushingly.

“I had such a great time today Miss Jane…I was in the beauty clinic all day learning to do nails, massage and innumerable treatment for girls and women…”

In severe irritation I stared at this pathetic creature so overjoyed in her newfound femininity and listened because I had to.

“…Rachel and the tutors said I did really fabulously and I am going back tomorrow after the injections which I need to have each morning…”

She could tell by my stare I was bemused and my former Boss giggled stupidly.

“…I had a small dose today but once I confirmed my desire to become entirely feminised and female and serve the working girls as discussed, Rachel spoke to Vincente who confirmed I could have the full dosage and treatment as it’s very expensive.”

Suddenly I truly detested this idiotic former man and murmured.

“You’ve truly decided to become a woman then Teri…?”

She nodded as if her head would fall off while I stripped down to my thong and stood over this new giddy girl while her bright mixed colour eyes stared at the seminal grease visibly all over my pale skin.

“…Then you better get used to the taste of semen as Vincente covered me like a Tart before I left the gym and told me to let you suck it off…”

To my shock this soon to be female kneeled between my parted thighs then started sucking the slimy greasy essence of semen on my inner thigh until in a sudden irrational impulse I lowered the flimsy underwear and grumbled.

“…Savour it Teri…front then back because he is not inside me but apparently can’t resist marking his territory and covering and smothering my skin each time we meet…”

The touch of her tongue made me hum silently as I relished the sensation of being sensually served then started to press against the oral friction as it brushed my vaginal line which made my mouth groan basely.

“…Good Girl, eat it all up off my pussy then you can do the breasts and if you make me cum then maybe I can persuade the Boss to let you suck it out of him raw like a real dirty girl.”

Needless to say, such sullied and surreal thoughts and visons soon had me tumbling over the orgasmic cliff before I dozed wearily on the leather settee and when I opened my eyes then saw Rachel looking down on me, already suited and booted for dinner in a sexy and revealing white dress when she simpered.

“I see someone is having a good time…”

My head looked around for my female fiancé which made her chuckle.

“…Teri has gone to change and shower as we’re all going to the best club in Soho which Vincente owns where there’s dinner and drinks, and you can see how some of the money comes in at first hand…”

She smirked wickedly

“…If you get my meaning?” 

I was too befuddled and emotionally spent to handle this erotic existence that was coming in from all directions at a hundred miles an hour and I held my hands in front of my naked state and exhaled tiredly.

“Let me have a quick bath and a drink to reset my head then maybe I’ll have the energy for more of this confounding sexual madness.”

She ushered me away patronisingly and gurgled drolly.

“You relax Princess and when you return Teri and I will be awaiting you along with a golden carriage to take us to the ball!”

All I could manage was a low chuckle at her infectious good humour and improbably - after half an hour in the hot tub full of suds oils and scents - I eventually emerged back into the lounge wearing a short red dress along with the fancy lacy lingerie trimmings below feeling strangely alive once more.

My licentious old boss was wearing a short dark skirt with black stockings below and a cutoff top finished off by a charcoal vest and seemed to skip and gasp as she saw me.

“Rachel l said we were going to one of Vincente’s clubs and…”

Teri was venting excitement as she went on.

“…I am so excited to see it and the girls I will be working with in due course because I am determined to excel in all the skills needed to play the part that Boss wishes me to.”

Her new mentor smirked as she took my hand to lead me towards the lifts and whispered.

“She’s really exercised because I mentioned that I might let her dress up in one of the uniforms at the club and maybe give the odd blow job because Sissy Girls are rare but surprisingly popular in this industry…” 

The news should have surprised me but weirdly it did not in this upside-down subversive world I was inhabiting as she laughed.

“…Mind you I heard that Teri licked Vincente’s sperm off your skin and there was no shortage of it!”

As we entered the waiting limousine I merely shrugged and smiled.

“He showed me the private gym on the penthouse floor then bent me over the pummel horse and released himself as is his predacious animalistic way.”

When the grand car pulled away, I felt her hand below the short hem of the dress to tease the delicate panties while she whispered.

“Did he fuck you…?”

I groaned because her fingers were teasing the wetness forming.”

“…Make you surrender and defer to his mastery?”

My hips pushed against the unfair tension and tried to work out why I was so insatiably horny all the time then grumbled defensively.

“No…he still clearly respects me and the agreement in place, but obviously I work for him which grants the man entitlements.”

She giggled, spread my watery thighs and brought me to the orgasmic edge.

“He’s got a devious mind and when you ultimately accept your destiny as his, I will be surely there to join in and watch him take control of this fresh and lovely little cunt...”

The climax was explosive which made me settle back in shock as Rachel muttered sternly to Teri.

“…Suck and clean her and if you do a god job then I might be persuaded to let you work on a couple of the dancers in the club for practice…”


Suddenly the former man was licking and flicking me expertly as she stroked his lengthening black hair and sighed.

“…Good Girl…nice slow strokes to make her reach bliss once more before you dry the crease off because you never know, Jane might want to take part in the dancing as well this evening.”

Teri was surely learning a lot from this confident able young woman and she soon made me tremble to a leisurely shiver of sexual glory before wiping the sensitive crease, gently pulled up the panties then retook her place opposite with a sly grin on her face because perhaps quite absurdly this way of life appeared to be a perfect fit for the obtuse male I once knew.

As I dozed dizzily and looked out at the passing flashing lights of the big city my muddy mind recognised that her actions only reconfirmed what I had already deduced which was I could no longer trust the disappearing Terry who had once been superior to me in the police force.

While most definitely the new sex crazed feminised Teri could not be relied or depended upon!

While my eyes closed for some separation from all this debauchery, I resolved that if I was going to get this job done then it would all be down to me, and what I could achieve in the demeaning role as one of Vincente’s mindless compliant females.

Subsequently, once inside the sprawling busy nightclub I played my part seamlessly and laughed with the fellow females that waited on tables or danced with barely any clothing on then feasted with prime meat and divine champagne as if my ambition and imagination did not go beyond the reach of what this shapely body and feminine allure could entice out of the rich men of this depraved universe.

It was patently clear from what I observed just how much money could be made by the numerous pretty girls in sparkly blue and white bodysuits who served food or drinks, alongside the almost naked dancing ladies in a separate part of the establishment that performed on tables or the main stage before occasionally taking an interested client to a back room for a private showing..  

Later on, Rachel took me to and though a private locked door at the top of the building that was full of video screens when I saw first-hand that these young divine women were now sucking or jumping on cocks - as if their very lives depended on it - while my companion informed me what the costs of such salacious services were.

And the fees were truly substantial which is probably why there was so much money on my desk each morning.

I found the entire spectacle deviant but bizarrely fascinating and I stayed to watch alone for a while before suddenly noticing familiar figures of the bottom right of these multiple screens and realised it was Teri and Rachel wearing the clingy uniforms of the blue and white bodies who started dancing and undressing while the three male customers observed intently.

In no time at all the daring Teri became half-naked and kneeled between two stocky male thighs before starting to suckle at the large cocks and as one man reached grubby glory, she then worked more intently on his portly friend until both had been temporarily satisfied.

Meanwhile Rachel was performing a lap-dance for her younger and fitter guy and after sucking him to stiffness then undid the clips on the crotch of the outfit before he held her hips and eased the slender girl’s lower body on the erection she induced like dark magic.

The lofty flame-haired girl then demonstrated a sleazy side that I had not recognised because Rachel pushed and jerked against the steely flesh while her curly locks shook in earnest and she visibly welcomed the fucking as if they were fated lovers.

But instinctively I knew it was as much of an act like my own while she started then stopped the fluidic motion before licking his lips and gyrating atop him using every sexual trick to encourage him towards finality.

While this was going on and arousing the other males in the process, Teri started her oral admonishments once again before it seemed everyone was getting a little of what they craved until after an ultimate twist and turn the gaunt slimmer man pushed his hips upwards in a gesture of conclusion then ejaculation inside Rachel which made his equally seedy friends cum in or over my former boss’s painted red lips.

In some perturbation I left the private viewing room - which was always being monitored by one of the burly black security guards here - then still trembling in some shock, retook my seat at the table and limply waved as my companions slowly and wearily returned in the clothes they arrived in when they took drinks as Rachel gurgled knowingly.

“Enjoy the show, Jane?”

I blinked and blushed as if still remaining the Whitechapel Nun inside.

“Why did you fuck him…?”

Genuinely I was confused inside this hedonistic environment as I went on.

“…For the money?”

She smirked and savoured the refreshing bubbly wine.

“No…I needed the sex and he was hung and…”

Her green eyes were wicked.

“…As I’ve licked sperm off you then you can reciprocate as I think the Simp has had enough.”

Teri looked like the cat that had tasted the cream and she groaned skittishly.

“I love it here can I come back…?”

She took Rachel’s hand and sighed almost with innocence that belied her perverse actions.

“…The sensation of pleasuring those men was gross but divine and they gave me £100 each…”

The previously dancing male eyes were sparkling.

“…And I simply adore cum along with devilish extraction process.”

Rachel took her hand and grinned.

“Naughty Girl Teri, and I think we will increase your hormone dosage with the size of plug in your ass while considering removing the male parts entirely so you can start to enjoy more liberation as a female…”

To my real disbelief the once feared male giggled.

“…Yes, Yes, yes Miss Rachel that sounds like a wonderful idea.”

On the drive home I kneeled between Rachel’s legs pulled down her wet panties then laboured and savoured the viscous hormonal deposits as she closed her eyelids and revelled in the soothing lapping of my tongue until, as we approached our new home she shivered to fleeting delectation and sighed.

“A successful evening, I think, but I shall not be staying over tonight as I sense we are all satisfied enough and I do have a life outside of you two…”

She leaned up to kiss both Teri and my lips in passing then simpered.

“…Go and sleep and recuperate and I will pick the Simp up in the morning to continue her education which as we can all see is going along wondrously well.”

She casually bundled us out of the luxurious car, and we watched the black vehicle glide silently off into the traffic as my supposed partner in subterfuge put her hand over a pouting lipstick smeared mouth then whispered feebly.

“You do realise that this is all a great performance and I do have to try and be believable if not entirely convincing regarding this transformation.”

It was clear from the glazed look in her tired but glistening eyes that the old Terry was no longer in occupation of this slight female form while I held her close to mask my words as they were whispered sarcastically.

“I understand Teri and I might add you are doing a remarkable job in that regard because I only visualise you as female now, so keep up the good work then please shower before changing into one of my cute old nighties and join me in bed for a female treat…”

Once more I spoke silently in her ear.

“…And you can make love to me like the Darling dirty girl you are so believably turning into while inevitably Vincente can witness the event to further convince himself of our mutual seduction to his corruptive cause.”

Obviously I had no interest or attraction for the old Terry, but this new feminine Teri was sorely beguiling in her feminine facade and could readily expertly supply an attentive tongue to help settle this constantly craving body as the evening, along with a final flourish with Rachel in the car, had set me off once more despite a nagging sense of fatigue.

Therefore, with me naked apart from a cotton pair of slim knickers and Teri in a short pink babydoll nightie we pressed, pushed, poked, sucked and endlessly prodded before finding physical resolution then entering a deep exhausted separation because without doubt working for this degenerate but enterprising organisation was undeniably draining and demanding.

The next day followed in the same dissolute pattern as the one before with Teri dressing sexily then going off with Rachel to her schooling in all things female and fanciful while I selected another provocative outfit from a growing work wardrobe which was being added to by Vincente through his minions.

The uniform today was a short black and white plaid skirt with smooth sensual stockings and lacy panties below and a silken blouse under a small red jacket that accentuated my breasts.

In truth it seemed as if everything I wore highlighted this already noticeable part of my comely shape, but I merely accepted it as just another one of his juvenile attempts to influence or control me and cleverly rose above such mindless antics.

Almost unbelievably there was even more money to be counted and placed in small briefcases then picked up by couriers and deposited in various accounts meaning I completed the job expertly until my initial obligations were complete and I could concentrate on the companies showing on my computer before transferring funds precisely to Rebecca’s direction and instruction.

At midday I took some lunch with my female colleagues and then set into the afternoon accounts preparing spreadsheets and any information within my reach as I secretly tried to work out how this mass of money flowed so readily then disappeared seamlessly and to what end.

It wasn’t easy to decipher and as we reached into the later afternoon Rebecca handed me a computer pass key and whispered.

“Vincente mentioned you wanted to work out so I presume you have the outfit he bought you…?”

I nodded blankly.

“…Well, you can go up and exercise when you’re ready as the Boss wants you fit as a fiddle just in case, he needs the protection you say you can provide, and there’s a shower through the red door at the side of the gym when you’re done…”

Her head bent down and she whispered.

“…Don’t disclose this to the other girls as they might get jealous and naturally make no attempt to look around upstairs because other than his bedroom…”
She gurgled and giggled.

“…All the female flock have been in there on more than one occasion, even me when I was younger, but there is physical security everywhere and we do not use any recording equipment on that floor therefore Vincente does not tolerate inquisitive eyes, are we clear.”

I blinked and nodded then murmured coolly.

“Crystal Rebecca.”

Shortly afterwards I used the marvellous pass to take the shimmering lift to the penthouse and cautiously went straight to the shower and changing area which was empty then disrobed before putting on a fresh white thong under the icy cold grey Spandex tight shorts and finally the matching colour compression sports bra.

When I glanced in the mirrored walls I could not help but notice how this outfit literally hugged the voluptuous contours of my feminine form and made me shiver in mixed emotional reaction at what my debased Boss was trying to turn me into.

It seemed that everything he selected to wear in my regard purposely made me flashy then vulnerable as I woman and even in the sanctuary of a workout it was impossible to escape the fleshy flow of this body that men had lusted after for longer than I could remember.

Fortunately, it was already transparent that this precious opulent gym was reserved only for his most trusted employees, and it made me feel a small sense of achievement that he had allowed me this initial foray into the beating heart of this dishonest practice and I had to apply calm then patience to allow all the doors to open fully.

My schedule on the weights and machines was brutal, and I was only disturbed by a couple of the bodyguards who came in wearing shorts and T shirts and tried to impress me by lifting large weights where I knew full well that winning any fight took more than mere muscle.

The guys were friendly and respectful enough however, which made a nice change from the pushy males in the clubs and bars I had attended to date, and eventually when they departed my skin enjoyed the warm water over at the conclusion of the session and sensed I was definitely making progress.

As I ambled towards the lift not wishing to ignore the sharp warning from Rebecca - security guards were literally everywhere - a hidden door opened, and I saw a tall ice cool blonde girl with cropped hair step out in a designer white dress suit who smiled waspishly at me.

“Hi, I’m Zoe, you must be Jane as Rebecca warned me to keep an eye out and I can see clearly why the Boss has granted you access to the heights…”

She took my hand and led me down a narrow corridor then through a steel security door and into a grandiose bedroom with an expansive black sheeted bed and various metallic contraptions above it as she laughed.

“…He likes to tie us up now and then, before fucking our bones brutally while we’re hanging hopelessly…”

She laughed as my mouth opened in horror.

“…Wanna try it for size…”

I stared in a mixture of panic then confusion as she casually placed my wrists in steel shackles then pulled up the silver bar they were attached to until I was half bent over the bed with my dangling arms held disconcertingly above me while she laughed.

“…Are you feeling wet, Girl…?”

Zoe’s delicate hand slipped under the skirt then into already damp panties which made her laugh.

“…Fuck, you are weeping for him!”

I groaned and hated that I had allowed this stranger to trick then capture me in this way, but I had to take risks which made me whimper.

“You don’t understand that we have an arrangement.”

She merely chuckled then showed me a large blue vibrator which was placed below my nose.

“We all know about that, but this is a special vibrating magic wand…”

Her hand pulled down my flimsy panties then pressed it to my sexual crease while laughing at my divine agony.

“…And this is nothing compared to Vincente’s ginormous cock working snugly inside you…”

I shivered and shook to orgasm almost instantaneously in my defenceless state after which Zoe mercifully undid the manacles and had me follow her to another room which to my amazement was seemingly the financial hub of this empire as there were screens everywhere mostly turned off.

She poured me some water then wine and sighed.

“…I shouldn’t let you in here but it’s clear you’re just another silly sexual plaything for him so don’t look at anything, although I doubt you would understand this stuff anyway…”

My mouth drank the cold reviving water then wine and helped myself to another glass and tried to furtively observe and remember what I could, but Zoe quickly shooed me out while mentioning that she was top girl after Rebecca and given that I was on Vincente’s fucking list then she would inevitably see me soon.

Home brought another shower and a short breath then rest before Rachel appeared with Teri - in yet another cutesy outfit - before running off after informing me we were out for dinner at 7.30p.m and to wear one of the short showy dresses in my wardrobe with succulent lingerie below.

Another night of good food, drinking, dancing and fending off men ensued while Teri inevitably provided her oral talents to a buffed young suitor she met at the busy bar while I gained the increasing sense I was living in Babylon rather than London.

It seemed that wherever we went the businesses were owned or run by Vincente and his associates while there was an underlying sense of decadence or depravity at every twist, turn or sleazy venue.

Eventually Teri’s tongue put me to sleep with a final climax before the alarm rang then the morning reset as it did in Groundhog Day but with far more depravity and danger.

In honesty just like driftwood in a torrent I was being carried along by it all while the only consistent thing I noted each and every day was that I slept deeply, ate incredibly well and even without Vincente around felt disconcertingly randy at all times because increasingly my libido craved the clever and skilled orgasm that all the girls provided to each other perhaps merely for sanity’s sake.

As if to show my moral fortitude, I had not been penetrated just as promised but increasingly ached for constant touch and attention because a regular resolution to my sexual desires was becoming needful and I became strangely moody then stressed without it.

Teri was proving interesting and useful as her little cock was always caged while the hormone injections encouraged pert breasts to sprout and the oral or tactile skills being learned to serve the working girls were always transiently soothing when I needed a final flurry to get me off to dreamland, but she never slept in my bed.

Just over a week into my new role passed along like lightening and I had settled into the routine but although my busy head was initially impressed at my access to the top floor here, Zoe and Rebecca were excellent sentinels or watchdogs meaning further progress was interminably slow.

Therefore, my workouts became ever more strenuous to relieve the vexation I felt and as I came to the end of yet another session I looked up - then could not prevent my heart beating double time - when Vincente leisurely strode into the gym in jogging shorts with a tight back vest and smiled as if pleased to see me.

I gradually pulled myself up from the curling couch then purposefully wiped my perspiring skin which was gleaming sweat in this tight clingy outfit as his inky eyes found me before he whistled.

“Looking Foxy Jane, I knew you’d look good in that.”

Impulsively I posed with hands on hips and legs apart in challenge and spoke mockingly merely to get his goat.

“Sure, you have bought me four of the same in different colours and it’s a shame you’ll never enjoy what’s beneath it…”

He merely chuckled darkly and started to silently stretch his toned athletic form while I did my own warming down before after around fifteen minutes I murmured to him in mischief.

“…You said we could have a wrestling match and maybe if I demonstrate that I can beat your pretty ass then you’ll use me for security when we’re out?”

He looked at me dismissively then leaned his neck down and took some water from the cooler and sputtered as he sipped it direct from the tap.

“OK I’m game but we’ll will share a best of three competition and to make it interesting there will be small side bet as we go for each bout.”

I felt positive with all my advanced police training I could take him down despite his weight and size advantage which made me mutter confidently.

“Sure, so what’s the wager for our initial battle?”

He slurped to finish the drink then smirked.

“If you win, I will let you be my security guard tonight and wear a hidden but legal gun because my personal bodyguard has a licence to carry, if you so wish.”

I blinked in relish and sighed.

“And if you win?”

He fell to the floor to complete ten impressive press-ups in rapid time then powered to his toes and grinned.

“Then we will shower together and clean each other thoroughly.”

I offered him my hand which he took and kissed gently, as if only to secure the wager, then positioned himself on the blue mat in the centre of the room and gestured to me with curved arched fingertips.

“Come then Jane show me what you have.”

Immediately I placed my toes firmly opposite his before clenched hands pressed against each other as feet then legs found position for the killing throw which led to lots more grabbing or grappling, as we pushed or pulled while testing each other abilities until concerningly I realised Vincente was far stronger than I anticipated.

Then, almost amateurishly, he turned me over onto my back while trying to gain a foothold for the winning position of pinning the arms to the floor, but I had too much experience for this obvious ploy and rolled out then began again as the match started to become a physical force of wills.

Again he pressed then pushed to gain the momentum to turn me as I allowed him to think I was weakening and feigned fatigue by pretending my muscles were losing their energy and just when he made his obvious attempt to throw me over his back then onto the mat I pivoted, turned to grip his hand then arms and in a blinding strike unbalanced him onto the floor and pressed my knees into his elbow joints and raised my arms aloft in conquest.

“Victory is mine, I think. Vincente.”

I looked down to witness his dark manicured head between my open thighs as his long tongue started to lick the smooth material covering my precious female place and he looked up then sighed in humorous grudging acceptance.

“Guess, I underestimated you Jane, but I advise quitting while you’re ahead because I assure you the next matches will turn out differently.”

Impulsively, in my rush of adrenaline at this promotion and triumph over this detestable man, I pulled his head into my crotch and rubbed dirtily against the oral pressure.

“I am prepared to share the shower as mentioned but the loser will have to kneel and show respect as you are doing now…”

His tongue seemed to cut through the soft taut Lycra like butter which brought a passing orgasmic pulse which made me jump off in reflex and then pull him into the changing room when clothes were discarded quickly until we were naked in the heated rushing waters without barely a word.

In celebration I pushed Vincente’s head down with his body until kneeling then stood erect with my legs apart - as he obediently suckled at the saturated gate - and groaned.

“…You’re my Bitch Boy, suck my pussy and ass but don’t break the entrance of either…”

To my incredulity he did not react negatively to my dominant words and merely concentrated on delivering expert oral pressure until his mouth was latched onto me like a leech while I swiftly trembled over the orgasmic edge and spurted female ejaculate which made me feel incredibly powerful as the orgasmic flutter ran though my bones like an electric wave.

He rose and started to suckle my nipples then stiff pink teats as I relished his submissive touch and sensed that quite unexpectedly the tables were turning and I was the one who held sway and authority.

His hand then washed and adored me all over until I yearned for another appointment with primitive heaven as I took his stiff cock in my hand and simpered crudely.

“…You want to cum over my cunt as a consolation prize for me spanking you…”

Suddenly the smooth peak of his prick was brushing deliberately dangerously against the vaginal crease as his large hand kneaded my slippery breasts which made me whimper as if I had unwisely become lost inside my own fantasy and reality was about to bite me.

“…Don’t fuck me Vincente you promised…”

We both knew he could, because in my heightened sensual state I would not have resisted and a previously supercilious tone changed in a sudden appreciation of my perilous position here.

“…I’m sorry for tormenting you Sir I was merely carried away with the outcome of our match.”

He laughed without side.

“That’s OK Jane I enjoy a spirited woman but remember…”

His palms pushed then pressed me against the black granite tiled walls of this opulent shower then positioned the thickness and stiffness of his irresistible cock under my mound then had me close the thighs to make a workable groove and drove the erection against the tip of the vaginal line with frantic energy as I matched his pace then fell against him in the passion of climax before sinking to the floor to lick his balls as the man held my head fast and sputtered.

“…For overconfident capricious girls like you…pride always comes before the inevitable fall!”

My body was so overwhelmingly full of happy pheromones that my lolling tongue licked up the drips from his leaking penis while he looked down and waited for a request to suck it which might I add never came from my twisted slippery lips.

After we became magically enraged again - primitively speaking - he teased the stiffness between the soaking breasts and once more fucked the tight passage formed as I held the boobs firmly in cupped palms and waited for the inevitable explosion of spunk.

When it erupted, I was inevitably covered by his thick seed, but the rushing water soon left my skin pristine and the sexual sliver craving resolution again which made me take his most extended finger and place it on the most sensitive spot then spread watery legs in obvious gesture.

Vincente obligingly provided the pressure I desired without me asking but did not go beyond our unique bargain as I rubbed irrationally against the slight sensation while he sucked my stiff nipples before I shivered in spasm then held onto his muscular arm and could barely believe I had defeated him in a fight.

Sadly however, after the sexual rush when he was always in charge, I no longer felt the elation of glory while I pressed against him and grumbled in confusion.

“What are you doing to me as I’ve never been sexually needy like this?”

He merely gurgled then led me out of the expansive cubicle when we dried each other off tenderly after which he turned on bare heels and murmured.

“All women have such sensual desires in the correct circumstances so just accept and enjoy the liberation I have introduced you to, and I will pick you up in the car at 7.30p.m wearing the uniform and accessories of my female security which is already waiting in your room across the road and…”

He glanced at me with hypnotic black eyes that seemed to twinkle in infantile mischief.

“…As promised, I shall bring the gun for you to wear.”

Vincente departed and I felt utterly exhausted from the manic pace of life with him around but then gathered what remained of my senses and let the stand-by vehicle run me back to the apartment where I luxuriated in the hot water of a bubble bath and tried to return to level because my normally level mind was all over the place.

I could partially deduce that I was at least making some progression with the investigation and with a watchful eye on the clock, then put on the sheer dark underwear below a white shirt then pulled on the tight trousers to the dark suit with a sharp bright red tie before stepping into low boots and staring into the mirror when I shimmied in appreciation of my new powerful appearance.

Undeniably I marvellously looked cool and powerful and unspeakably almost felt proud to be trusted if not honoured as one of Vincente’s feared security guards merely because I defeated him at wrestling.

As I put on makeup my mind was determined not to let him down and walked out into the lounge area to see Rachel and Teri both dressed to kill in in short glittery dresses and quickly appreciated they were part of the dinner party for this evening.

Rachel stared at me momentarily then smiled and kissed my glowing cheek.

“Security I see, well done Jane…”

I glanced at my former colleague and my new friend chuckled.

“…Teri is doing so marvellously well and is quickly developing as a sexy girl assistant before my eyes…”

She passed me some champagne and giggled.

“…If all goes to plan, she’s getting her little balls removed in around three weeks as she doesn’t need them anymore, do you Sweetie…?”

Teri’s mixed colour eyes glowed and sparkled as she nodded and Rachel sipped her bubbly wine amusedly.

“…Remember to impress the Boss just as I showed and ask him to castrate you which will be the main next step to a real pussy.”

To my disbelief she merely smiled wanly and nodded then drank her own glass of champagne greedily, as if eager and desperate for what this dissolute new direction in life could bring.

The door burst open when Vincente marched through with heavenly Zoe at his polished side and they made a visibly striking couple with him in his usual dynamic Armani while she wore a longer dress than Rachel in black with open sides and loose material at the top to teasingly show off her naked perfectly formed plump breasts.

He stood like a preening colourful cockerel before glancing at all his fancy female employees then caught sight of Teri whose shiny dark hair had been highlighted with cute blonde streaks and smiled wryly.

“Come here Simp…”

My former Boss clipped on high heels in his pretty pastel blue short dress with frilly layered white lace all over before to my disbelief Vincente placed his open palm purposely to lift the high hem and pressed the small bulge below before sighing.

“…I was right about you Simp…that you wanted to become a girl…”

She nodded and puckered her red painted lips as he laughed.

“…You no longer have a fiancé as Jane is mine now!”

I wanted to deny his assertion but sensibly remained silent and merely watched the developing drama with silent fascination as Teri whimpered.

“No, I am pleased for her as you are the absolute Master here and all I wish for is to develop a pussy and breasts to become a real woman…”

His free hand teased the small mounds on Teri’s chest as she shivered.

“…They are just a start as is the operation to remove my testicles Rachel said you might approve of?”

His extended fingertips pressed on the top of a daft ditzy head then pushed Teri to her knees until the colourful face was tightly against his crotch while he looked down and muttered crudely.

“I have heard that you have become an accomplished little cock sucker, and if persuaded to finance these expensive treatments then you appreciate I need to be assured you know how to perform, meaning you can earn money to repay me…”

Teri slowly undid his trouser zip then licked her lips as he smirked.

“…Therefore, convince me you are worth the investment as after another two weeks training, I will send you to labour in my clubs and stay with the working girls there where you will serve them and learn to be a productive whore.”

The former man looked up meekly then gently kissed the tip of the enormous, primed erection before whispering.

“May I suck and show you Sir, because I have been told I have instinctive talent at this sexual deviance which I never thought I would enjoy…”

Vincente nodded slowly as my supposed fiancé started to draw the stiff flesh then spluttered for air.

“…But I so do and gladly suck any cock Rachel tells me, and have come to delight in the explosive flush of ejaculate on my palate…”

Teri took the cock to the back of her throat then let it slide out and gasped.

“…But I might mention that the men are nothing compared to you Sir, and this is indeed an honour for a lowly member of your female staff like me.”

The diabolical immoral Boss of this grubby sullied empire leaned back and chuckled basely.

“That’s true, and because of your enthusiasm and refreshing lack of decency or pride then I will confirm the operation for your castration and promise that if you use your pretty mouth and tight ass productively for the business along with other duties to my girls…”

He cupped her head in both hands and drew the cranium back over the full length of him and started to rock his hips back then forward purposefully.

“…I will make it a personal project to turn you into the cutest girl and whore you can be…”

Teri glowed bright red and could barely draw air as Vincente fucked her mouth relentlessly and grunted.

“…As recently there is a developing market for Trans Girls and there will undoubtedly be a demand for a comely Slut with your abilities.”

He promptly shivered then ejaculated energetically - as if enjoying visibly debasing the man he thought was my intended  - but held fast as he ensured she swallowed every permissive drip and drop of him before pulling back to allow Teri to suck and lick the reducing flesh clean, drying it carefully with a tissue and carefully placing the vital organ back with the safe confines of the trousers while looking up smiling.

“Thank you so much Sir, and although I know this unexpected privilege will never be repeated I will remember it fondly for all my feminine life to follow because that is surely my calling and I will use the unforgettable moments to become a valuable profitable girl for you inside the organisation.”

Vincente stood up straight then stared at me with piercing judgemental inky eyes full of dark intentions and grinned devilishly.

“You know sometimes, I think you should be a little more like your Simp of a lost fiancé who at least knows her place in my world…”

In response to his outrageous actions and degenerate comments at the debauchery that had just taken place before my disbelieving eyes, I did the only thing I could under the most bizarre of circumstances.

That was to stick my tongue out like a child at kindergarten which just made him laugh out loud.

“…Typical of you but, rest assured Lady Jane…”

His tone was comical but equally unnerving.

“…Your time will come…!”

He then came to me before I could react to his barb and removed my jacket then began pulling a small leather holster around my strong shoulder over silken shirt before passing me a small silver handled Glock pistol while murmuring.

“…Put it in the sleeve but don’t use it unless absolutely necessary as it was almost impossible to gain the necessary legal permissions.”    

I smiled agreeably in appreciation of his obvious confidence in my fighting abilities to let the memorable moment between us pass, before the compact entourage entered a waiting car while I followed within a much smaller vehicle close behind in this new role as security packing a gun, which I knew was live because I had already checked the magazine.

Undoubtedly, I was surely empowered when we reached yet another fancy nightclub he owned where I looked on as they took their seats at the best table while I furtively stood guard while the assembled ate, danced and had a very merry time of it all.

My sharp observant eyes watched with tangled emotions as the two gorgeous girls, Zoe and Rachel, purposely draped themselves around Vincente at the table where they drank champagne and fed each other morsels of succulent food because Teri was sitting in a separate part of the restaurant area with a bloated bald male who stroked her body before she slithered under the tablecloth to reappear soon afterwards with sperm coated lips and a sly smile over her increasingly feminine features.

Although having been trained for this work, as the time passed along, I began to feel resentful at being excluded from the banter and gaiety and even sensed a pulse akin to jealousy as my new friends became ever more intimate with Vincente while the interminable evening dragged on.

Part on my logic knew it was merely due to the lack of food or perhaps having to stand for hours on my feet, but I was strangely nonplussed and moody simply being an onlooker and privately concluded - as the evening finally began to come to an end - that in all truth I unexpectedly missed being a party animal like the other girls.

Eventually, I was allowed to sit opposite Vincente and his luscious admirers inside the grand limousine - Teri had gone to a late-night club with some other girls - and tried to stop myself surging sexually as Zoe then Rachel exposed then began sucking his ever-hard impressive cock.

As the decadent duo worked worshipfully together, he sat back in visible appreciation of their work and grinned at his new security guard, namely me, and gurgled sarcastically!

“I’ve got a gun too, Jane…”

He murmured as Zoe sucked his balls noisily.

“…And mine is going to go off…”

I tried to avert my eyes, but his erection was truly hypnotising, and he teased then tormented me as if recognising my apparent interest.

“…Want to join in?”

Hiding my unstable state, I responded quickly and tartly.

“No Sir I’m fine and I’ll pass.”

Zoe and Rachel suckled him expertly and to my irrational angst proceeded to drag the oral act out agonisingly until just reaching sight of the main Mayfair building when Vincente selfishly spurted inside the taller girl’s mouth before she shared the seminal elixir with her companion by means of a deep French kiss and then licked her lips and sighed.

“It’s been too long Sir, and can we come and share your bed later because clearly we want and crave the main course.”

To rub salt in my festering emotional wound he glanced at me then smirked.

“It’s up to my security for the night!”

I literally growled at him.

“Sure. why not at least if I’m in your apartment, I might get a sandwich!”

We all took the lift to the penthouse where in seconds the three of them slipped under his Egyptian covers while I took some food from the well-stocked fridge then stood in the door then watched him fuck these heavenly now naked girls in the rudest and crudest ways possible.

The sexual mayhem and misadventure went on for endless hours until two female bodies lay sated, defeated and still when he rose up, pulled on a silken Japanese robe then walked to me, slowly removed all my clothes and whispered.

“I’m going into my private office as I’ve work to do, but it’s too late to go home so please sleep with the girls and suck my spunk out of them then maybe you can lose these storm clouds you’ve had hanging over your head all evening…”

He walked toward a sealed door then pressed an access code I could not see on the front panel turned and sighed.

“…Do yourself a favour Jane then simply relax with your friends and go to sleep as I’m not returning…”

Even in the dim light I could see a twinkle in his glinting black eyes.

“…But selfishly I do like to think of you in my bed for the first time!”

He walked out through the door when against my better instincts I then lay beside the girls who embraced me immediately before Rachel pressed my head between weary wet thighs and groaned.

“Suck me clean Bitch…I’m so full…”

Despite reservations or self-denials, I slavered at the plentiful hormonal deposits which made my whole body pulsate and when she was pristine repeated the exercise with Zoe when she mumbled an obvious truth.

“Fuck, you patently crave the very essence of his cum just as we do…”

Rachel pushed my head down into the saturation as her companion in sexual crime grimaced.

“…Admit and we’ll grant you a couple of trips to sexual bliss with our hands and tongues…admit it?”

As Zoe’s tactile fingers cleverly played with my clitoral bud, I was so irresistibly aroused I lost sight of who I was and why I was here which made me mutter weakly.

“Yes, but don’t tell him please…”

Her pussy was cleansed now, and she worked on my breasts while Rachel licked me to much required climactic glory when I exhaled pathetically.

“…Please don’t tell him.”

The girls swapped places and when Zoe’s soft tongue slid over my sensitive vaginal crease she stopped for a moment and giggled.

“No problem, Lady Jane it will be our collective little secret.”

After two more orgasms we collapsed in unison then cuddled closely as a sullied but still scented trio and took the rest or respite our minds and bodies needed because life with Vincente was truly gruelling and draining and inevitably, come the dawn, it all began afresh when we were unfairly expected to retain the spirit and allure of feminine youth and vitality.   

I took my walk of shame back to the apartment over the road before first light but left my pistol on his bedside table as I could only wear it around him and on formal duty under the legal rules and felt strangely naked without the weapon as weirdly it provided a surreal but probably false sense of security.

In curiosity I checked to find Teri was in her small spare room and noticed semen-stained clothes and scrunched up knickers strewn on the floor which showed she was no tidier or more domestic than the timorous man that once existed.

There was no time to dwell upon her given I had already written Teri off with regards to assisting with the necessary infiltration into this perverse organisation because she was too far down the feminised rabbit hole and her developing commitments towards the working girls that needed some assistance or attention to be of use any longer.

Therefore, I concentrated on myself, took a long shower and picked one of the many alluring outfits within my growing wardrobe that I knew had been selected by the Boss and, just before 8.30a.m, was back on duty in the lower offices with my gym bag ready for the afternoon workout.

The cash was waiting as normal before the couriers arrived and another batch of millions went out to various businesses and accounts that were part of this unfathomable money laundering scheme and by now, I knew this small part of the overall process well and sailed through the regular tasks easily enough.

The afternoon brought more exercise when I religiously honed my combat kills that had humiliated the Boss so readily and then kept a watchful eye out for him to repeat the success but disappointingly, he did not appear, and the evening rolled around when there were more dinners and dancing with the girls.

Somehow, I always ended up in bed with one or two of them as if we all had an illicit itch to scratch and needed the sensation of skilled hands and teasing touches to keep our sensually active and raging bodies under control.

The week then clicked into gear and although I was surrounded by Vincente’s staff and endless female company, sometimes I felt isolated and alone because pursuing my defining goal of seeking revenge while wielding sword of justice became a heavy weight to carry secretly all by myself.

Teri had already turned into an utter female Slut, and I barely noticed as she provided endless sexual acts to men and woman at Rachel’s command or sometimes spontaneously then wittered on annoyingly and endlessly about the castration to her little balls coming down the road.

Occasionally at the clubs we frequented, the girls would dance then get fucked for a fee and although part of my increasingly agitated brain was transiently tempted to perform on stage or lower my high standards to let some stud fuck me to simply ease my expanded womanly desires, I never succumbed to depravity other than sucking the ejaculate out of various pussies when we shared a crowded female bed later on, as if the seminal spoils were proving irresistible.

On Friday afternoon I was stretching muscles in the gym when Vincente walked in with a petite girl dressed in a divine black leotard and white tights then introduced us casually.

“This is Olga from the Bolshoi ballet on tour, and I generously said she could use the gym.”

Automatically I stuck out a hand which she took and squeezed firmly as I whispered.

“Jane, I do accounts and security here.”

She nodded, waited until he went to the changing room then sighed.

“I heed to pass securitee…”

Her lips giggled stupidly.

“…It’s weery eenteresting how they check you heere and I quite eenjoy showing Vincey my nakeeed form beecase I have deecided to fuckee heem…”

The girl watched me step back and laughed.

“…You want us to share Janeee as I don’t meend?”

Once more around Vincente and his stream of women I was way out of my depth as I grumbled defensively.

“No, I am just an employee and he respects me!”

She smirked as if I was telling lies and started to work an incredibly honed and toned deceptively strong body over the silver bars as she sighed.

“He meentioned you were just another of his meeny cutseee geerls and was beeding hees teem before fuckeeng you.”

Her obvious fragile power and beauty along with the dismissive endearingly mispronounced words pierced my delicate exterior and when Vincente reappeared, I challenged him directly.

“When are we having that second bout because your gorgeous new friend implies I am just another female aching for you to fuck her and is not aware of the score.”

The man was wearing familiar joggers but a red T shirt with some unintelligible name on it and his palm stroked Olga’s tight bottom presumptuously but admiringly then chuckled.

“Might have mentioned something along those lines which became lost in translation but believe that to be the truth.”

The Russian murmured with her addictive sensual wicked accent.

“I eenveeted her to join us for seeexy teem, but she reefused.”
He leaned over and licked her lips before they shared a passionate kiss after which the lousy Bastard tormented me.

“Lady Jane needs taming to take her place in my bed but as mentioned I believe that is already well in hand.”

His attitude was beyond infuriating as I hissed.

“Want to fight now and show her how I can spank your bottom!”

Vincente started with focussed dark eyes and shook his head purposefully.

“No tomorrow, at the same time, because I have to look after Olga now but if we fight what’s the wager?”

I shook in anger because my mind had not thought past the thrill of destroying him again.

“You tell me?”

He stopped fussing over Olga for a moment which was a small unspoken relief for me then muttered.

“If you win, I will make you my full-time security guard and grant you access and licence to help Zoe with the upstairs accounts but if you lose…”

His tongue licked Olga’s pale put pretty face seductively.

“…Then you must relinquish your security role and will merely become another working girl here and to prove the point I will bounce you over my body while we go through the sexual positions in preparation for when you fully cede and capitulate to me.”

To this ludicrous taunt, given what happened last time we fought. I nodded then showed him up to his latest flame.

“Throw in another £30,000 and it’s a deal.”

Olga rubbed the hardness now showing in the crotch of the tight joggers.

“I leek her Veenee…meek her come to beed!”

He just laughed quietly and shook my hand gently to confirm the deal then ignored me as they each worked out separately and diligently and were still annoyingly pressing or pushing as I left them after confirming I would see Vincente tomorrow when I would at least have the deep gratification of deflating his insufferable arrogance and ego once again.

I did not shower there, as without him sharing the warm water it would not have been the same, and meekly took a leisurely bath back at the luxurious apartment opposite then had to furtively flick myself off to a climax with sly fingertips in the hot water because all I could think about was what could have happened if I would have accepted Olga’s seductive offer!

A masturbated orgasm finally cleared my pumping head but in all veracity the whole of the evening the thought of the two of them making primitive passionate love together played on my confounded mind until, only after Rachel had hit the clitoral spot at the end of the night, was there any remnants of a peaceful mind remaining.

Subsequently, the following day I was proverbially loaded for bear when in the late afternoon I entered the penthouse gym in tight blue Lycra shorts and a matching stretch sprots bra then sprinted fiercely on the spot to hopefully unnerve the waiting Vincente who was ignoring me and talking animatedly on his phone as I walked in.

The conversation stretched on as I limbered up and noticed his jogging pants were tight, clingy and black with a similar coloured tank top and I became focussed on the slight bulge between his thighs which he noticed while eventually hanging up.

“You’ll get it soon enough, Jane, but tonight I’m going to spank your tight ass for being such an unbearable winner last time then bounce you up and down on my cock, so you begin to sense the power I already possess over your bones…”

His obnoxious attitude was probably meant to unsettle me, but my confidence was stratospherically high as we locked fingers then set our feet firmly once again on the blue mat for traction to push or press each other’s bodies when I sensed his strength but equal lack of experience in hand-to-hand contact.

As the battle developed, I side-stepped and threw him over my back but then looked around expecting to see him on the floor when to my surprise he was out and up with a roll.

Vincente then grabbed me tightly around the waist and drew me close so I could sense his manhood brushing me before we were unbreakably locked together when his tongue licked my face as if it was vanilla ice cream and he sighed.

“…Rub against it I know you want to…?”

His hands wandered onto my buttocks which he clawed against his hardness and made me panic then squirm before slipping out of his grasp when I put him in a head lock and went for the kill before suddenly the man’s strong back turned me over in a dynamic instant and I felt the fully force of his knees unreasonably locking me to the floor.

Worse than losing to him so quickly and unexpectedly was the fact that his genital tackle was right in front of my flushed face while sensing the weight of him bearing down as he smiled meaningfully.

“…Kiss it through the material as a token gesture of acceptance of defeat and we shall proceed with the next stage of your inevitable surrender.”

I twisted helplessly for a few minutes in my hopeless situation before inevitably fatigue took hold when I leaned up and pressed my lips to the covered male appendage and whimpered.

“Bastard, you were lucky, just lucky, but I accept you have won fairly and will stick to the terms of our deal but insist on…”

The heavy iron on my arms fell away as I settled back in private humiliation and fury then snarled.

“…There will be a final and ultimate contest because I won’t fall for your devious distractions and shenanigans again!” 

He sat on a low wooden bench then patted his knees in obvious direction when reluctantly I went over then draped my body over it when Vincente slowly stroked my rounded bottom then slid his finger along the crotch while murmuring.

“I’m going to fuck this last…take you ass…while you yelp like my obedient loyal pet.”

Ironically, I actually bayed then growled like a captured animal.

“Never…never!”

His hand flailed down to spank me for what he saw as my petulance or arrogance and all I could do was accept the sharpest punishment as the blows fell and my instinctive resistance flared.

To my despair he then pulled the shorts down then off me and did the same with my bra until all I had covering me was the thinnest thong as he slapped my backside more softly and sighed.

“Time for the victor to claim the spoils of war…”

He slipped his inquisitive fingers inside the panties then teased along the line of me without breaking the skin or our arrangement when the lightest pressure made me ache which he picked up on because strong hands turned then lifted me astride his hips until we were mound to mound when I was drawn against the divisive bulge while the Bastard laughed crudely.

“…This is cowgirl…so rub your precious cunt on it and imagine it hard and squeeing snugly inside you…”

Despite the real hatred of him that I felt I could not stop moving my sensitive vaginal crease against the male power as he looked up approvingly.

“…There’s a Good Little Slut…work it…like the rest of my girls… harder…faster…find the trick to get you there…”

His erect cock had formed below the joggers and as my thong slipped to one side my sexual crease was directly sliding and gliding on the divine solidity which made me pulsate against it in desirous search of resolution.

Unfairly, the man’s huge palms took the cheeks of my ass then pressed them on the extension as he tormented me.

“…Come for Daddy, Jane, admit defeat and submit to your fate…”

The friction and fleeting sense of submission made my whole body gyrate then spurt orgasmic fluid over his jogging pants before I collapsed down atop his powerful chest while he chuckled.

“…There, better, but now let me show you the rest of the positions I will eventually take you in.”

All I could do was gasp without the vim or force to fight back and let him play with my body like a living toy.

“Bastard…you, fucking…fucking Bastard.”

With that said so distinctly, he pulled my hair agonisingly and placed me face up on the floor then watched as wet joggers were removed to dangerously reveal the primed cock below before the brute lay over me then brushed this ever-ready thick slice of manhood against my seeping sliver and laughed.

“This is missionary…”

The sense of humiliation as he moved me like a living blonde Barbie through the many sexual connections of copulation for multiple ignominious minutes was interminable but that did not prevent my malleable brain from eruption in feminine glory as I took prone position on my knees while Vincente grunted while mock fucking me and tugging achingly at my golden tresses as if the craving to touch and torture them was overwhelming. 

“…And I can see how you enjoy doggy and rest assured before long we’ll be working it for real.”

I was flat on the floor with my blood racing and surging then murmured with as much resentment as I could muster.”

“Are we done now?”

He merely smirked, shrugged then pulled me into the shower where I washed him clean then rubbed his still stiff penis which had yet to produce it’s questionable nectar before it erupted all over my fluorescent face when I instinctively licked it off my skin mixed in with the cooling water.

Vincente then started to gradually smooth scented soaps and aromatic oils all over my milky white body until inescapably after constant rubbing and tugging we both climaxed a final time when at last this ordeal and endless sensual torture was complete.

I could barely look at him as we dried each other before changing when to my surprise, he lent down and kissed a lined furrowed brow and beamed contentedly.

“Consider lowering your defences Jane, then surely life will become more fulfilling for you because in truth as you can already see there is potentially one more battle, but the war is already won between us.”

Although my body was spent and listless, the burning fire remained in my soul as I mumbled softly.

“You were just lucky Sir…a measly lucky move that caught me off guard and I demand the final struggle to regain my pride and permanent place as part of your security team.”

He sighed almost exhaustedly.

“Silly Girl but so be it…although, after taking you and the girls for dinner this evening I am once more away for a few days so we will schedule for a week today and then enter primitive war like naked warriors in just our thongs, when the winner will take all.”

I sat up then blinked in confusion.

“What is all?”

Vincente drew breath then exhaled softly but purposefully.

“If you win then I will allow you access to help Zoe in the upstairs accounts and become joint head of my security with a large pay-rise.”

This sounded like sweet music to my ears as I began to suddenly sense an opportunity within the madness because I knew he could not defeat me a second occasion in unarmed combat which made me murmur with an essence of surety.

“And if I lose?”

His lips pressed mine gently without any attempt at a French kiss to break the bond as his voice faded.

“Then our present arrangement will be ended, and you will accept my superiority when you must ask to be my woman then take your place by my side which we both know is your destiny while we are together.”

As if my mind was even more confounded than I had thought, I could only visualise the success and victory to come over this supercilious and unbearable crooked male which made me grasp his hand strongly then whisper.

“So be it but rest assured I am now resolved to train like bever before because I will not allow any mere man to capture and degrade me like you have with the other girls here.” 

To this brash statement, Vincente merely flashed his dark mercurial eyes then turned his magnetic lips slightly.

“Then we shall see what ensues, now please return back to the apartment and I will pick you up at 7.30p.m when we shall share dinner and entertainment as is the way in my company.”

The evening span along in the same reliable redoubtable manner as all the others, with a busy venue, expensive delicious food and wine mixed in with dancing, flirting and sexual tension between beautiful girls and shady superior men but honestly, after the extraordinary events of the afternoon with Vincente, my body did not require any further stimulation.

I might point out that Teri was starting to work in the evenings full time in the various nefarious low-end clubs where lap dancing and all types of sexual depravity went on into the small hours of the morning.

Therefore - almost incidentally - in the limousine on the way home I rubbed Vincente’s erect cock all over Rachel’s perfectly red-trimmed pussy before we were dropped off and, after we undressed each other, then spent an inordinate amount of time licking her clean before we teased ourselves to heaven a couple of times when thankfully another day in this scandalous asylum had ended meaning I could finally sleep.

When I reached the office in the morning the Boss was already abroad as he had mentioned and I privately thrilled to the fact real advancement was being made here because I was only casually inspected when I went through physical security and was obviously becoming regarded as one of the elite females, given the free access enjoyed over all parts of this opulent building.

I tried not to take chances or advantage of this liberty but given Vincente was away I did inspect the systems connected with the main secret office on the penthouse floor and had come to the conclusion that my plan needed to discover the code to the outside main door then obvious the password to get me into the system which was the real motherload of information which I could easily copy on a pen-drive subject to creating access.

It was a puzzle that sorely tested my creative skills and as the days passed with familiar work on the lower levels then training for what lay ahead at the heights of the penthouse - before more evenings out with the retinue of glamorous girls - I gradually began to form a sly scheme that with a hint of good fortune might just succeed.

The pad on the upper office door emitted a quiet musical note when the keys were pressed and I knew that if I could place a discreet tiny listening and recording device nearby then I could work out the keys from the slight changes of tone.

The password was a more complex conundrum given I somehow had to focus an equally tiny camera lens directly on the screen of the main computer that could record what buttons were depressed then hopefully expose the full code unless it was encrypted, and even though I knew there was some leniency in the strict rigours of detection, the scan still being used would spot any electrical bugs or cameras necessary to slip through.

That being said, I now had a working strategy and felt confident as the time passed that I would find a way through the breach which drove me to exercise and prepare ever more rigorously for this coming conflict with Vincente because failure and having to face a repeat of my previous humbling could not be contemplated or tolerated.

Subsequently, a week after me last setting eyes on the Boss he came into the office while we were all counting the vast take from the night before and smiled at me almost amicably.

“Hi Jane, I returned last night and I suppose you have had time to reflect and if you admit I am the better man then I might be prepared to accept that as a token victory and reluctantly allow our arrangement of no penetration to continue…”

His mesmeric black eyes scanned mine which made me burn with indignation while the words that followed were too weighted to swallow.

“…Just accept the loss as if or when I proverbially spank your cute ass later you will become mine forever.”

I tried to laugh his ludicrous prediction off but just could not disguise my antipathy towards this arrogant misguided Bastard.

“You really are living in a dreamworld Vincente, so I have no doubt of my abilities when it comes to open combat against you so…”

My dazzling blonde head looked up then tried to project conviction but there was something about this despicable man that intimidated me, but I blustered on anyway.

“…I’ll see you at 5p.m when we will bring it exactly on the terms agreed!”

He disappeared like smoke up a chimney and after returning my focus to the day-to-day monetary necessities of this dodgy operation, I was eventually limbering up half an hour before the beginning of the confrontation ahead and trying to get my head in aggressive mode when Vincente walked in bare-chested then immediately removed his familiar joggers when I gasped in shock.

This was because the only thing covering his toned and athletic body was a thin sheer black thong that exactly matched mine which caused me to catch my breath and mutter sarcastically to hopefully prick a hole in an inflated male ego.

“Those look very nice Sir…is there something you want to tell me?”

He grinned infuriatingly and simpered softy.

“I’ve been buying your underwear and clothes for weeks now and wanted to sense what these sensual luxurious thongs feel like…”

His penis pulsed as if on cue before he laughed loudly because this unfathomable man had no sense of decency or shame.

“…They’re merely cutesy clothes and I like to think I’m a modern and enlightened man when it comes to women…”

He stared while I remember this ultimate fight was to be entirely without clothes - as if we were true warriors - and I started to slide off the black shorts to leave me just in my matching sports bra and precisely the same luscious underwear he was wearing.

Trainers then socks were also discarded before my heels then toes gripped the spotless mat to accustom me to the traction I could create before I stretched to show him my powerful shapely upper body and smirked dryly and accusingly.

“I might go easy on you as you’re obviously going through your fancy and feminine period of the month.”

His lips twisted almost into a giggle - as if my assumption was being proved correct - before he stretched like me then adopted the bent over position to start the contest and suddenly had dark steel in his beguiling black eyes.

“We shall see Jane, because today is merely the beginning of a steep learning curve because a blinkered woman like you needs to understand when you’re beaten and adapt accordingly.”

Once more he seemed to effortlessly swat away my vain attempts at sharp words off so casually and easily which caused me to make the first attacking move that seemed to catch him off guard because I wrapped his head and shoulders in a brutal hold and attempted to tilt this overgrown schoolboy off-balance.

We struggled as if fighting for our life itself as my feet set then reset again in a search for the killing throw that would lay the superior Vincente on his back when it would be my iron knees holding his arms down as had been the case in the original challenge.

Then, as if in a most incredible perfect moment, sensing his body relax, I bent down when all my strength and years of experience came to bear because I surely felt him take the roll of death then readied to press the advantage and lock his legs then arms for the coming victory.

Everything then seemed to happen in slow motion but as I looked for his unbalanced body waiting for the final strike on the floor to my eternal shock realised he had simply twisted athletically and easily out of the throw to land daintily on his feet before it was me in the headlock when - with an irresistible lift and unstoppable turn - the most dynamic hands I had ever felt held me fast then literally threw me down to hell when he held my arm tightly with pressurised knees and smiled.

“Not so Girly now am I…?”

My body shook, twisted and struggled to no avail as he visibly savoured this success and sighed as if to soften the blow to my shattered pride.

“…Say you submit and I will release you.”

It was patently obvious to me this position was already indefensible and I tried to renegotiate.

“You win, you win but it was more luck or perhaps an error on my part as you just can’t beat me…”

The spectre of loss was unbearable as I whined.

“…One more time please!”

He leaned back to allow me to escape and grumbled.

“OK but there will be a forfeit.”

By this time, I was past caring.

“What?”

Vincente pulled me roughly to my feet, loosened then pulled up the sports bra and muttered firmly.

“If you wish to wrestle like a man then you will do it bare chested like me so…”

The flimsy piece of underwear was discarded before we took our combative stances, and I flew at him with wild abandon when after thinking once more I had the win in my grasp he feigned or moved in unanticipated ways that placed me back in the same hapless situation as previously.

He allowed me to repeat my embarrassment again then again and again, until the harsh glow of illumination appeared as I started to realise that he had simply been playing with me all along because his skills at fighting were disturbingly far superior to mine.

At the drawn out excruciatingly bitter end he kneeled on my arm very lightly - as if not wishing to inflict any more harm - when I noticed that a gargantuan erection had formed and was now sticking outside of the thong with the rounded peak literally inches from my mouth while he stroked my breasts and muttered.

“…Please comprehend you were and are outmatched with me, now open your sweet lips ask for my blessing then tell me you accept your fate or leave now…”

He seemed to pulsate and surge at my hopeless and vulnerable state as he bent his head to suckle my left nipple and laughed.

“…I provided a chance for you to show me you were more than a mere girl, but now you will pay the price and take your place at my side should you choose to remain because I will not coerce any woman…”

His tongue slowly licked and flicked the other teat which made me even more confounded then gradually sensually alive than ever before as I looked up and understood this was now an immovable fork in the road that needed to be taken as he smiled down condescendingly.

“…Tell me, I am the better man then ask to take my hard cock in your perfectly formed mouth, and I will welcome you properly into my domain!”

Suddenly my whole body became languid and limp as took note of my surrender and removed any remaining pressure to allow me to whisper feebly of my disgrace at his trained hands and in acceptance of the moral corruption that would inevitably follow.

“You are the better fighter and consummate warrior Vincente, and I will accept you as my conqueror therefore as agreed I humbly beg for you to take and have me because there is no fight remaining in my belly …”

My hands wrapped around the steely flesh then suckled the tip of it gently before drawing half the length of it and spluttering.

“…As you mentioned last time…to the victor goes the spoils!”

He was patently ecstatic at my ultimate capitulation and stroked my golden head as I started to move more quickly on his hard shaft and immediately became an insufferable winner…just like me!

“That’s Good Girl know your place is sucking and taking my cock in any way I wish now come to Daddy…”

His full balls were bouncing off my chin as the masculine tool speared me and he crudely fucked my mouth then rapidly built to a crescendo.

“…Suck Daddy’s cock and I’ll give you your first load after that you will crave it…tell me you need to taste me.”

I was on my knees now as he stood and lightly guided a giddy cranium back and forward when unexpectedly a hidden submissive part of my spirit mercifully helped me begin the newest part of a fresh deception as I looked up with wide blue eyes and whispered throatily to play the role this deviant expected.

“I do crave it Daddy…give it me…”

Vincente obviously appreciated the audible change of direction in my ethical compass and moved ever more vigorously as I gasped.

“…Make me swallow…I need to taste you raw, Sir…be there as and when you need me…Oh fuck you’re cumming…”

He literally exploded bursts then swathes of his sticky slimy ejaculate in my mouth and down an open throat that kept licking and sucking as the living pipe kept pumping and producing until all that remained was a trickle which I allowed to drip on my tongue while I barely knew what to say in my sexual abandon.

“…Fuck, Sir, Sir, Vincente…that was so fucking intense.”

I looked around at a sudden movement to see both Rachel and Zoe wearing cute striking gym clothes and staring intently before the tall red-head chuckled and grumbled quietly.

“Well at least that’s finally out the way as believe me you were clearly both gagging to get the first one out of your systems but please…”

She took up some small gleaming barbel then stretched her elegant toe on the shimmering silver rail and laughed out loud.

“…Given you are about to go at it hammer and tongs then may I make a small helpful suggestion and ask that you be good enough to…”

Both girls giggled and shrieked childishly together.

“…Get a Room!”

Strangely the introduction of some humour incredibly changed the mood as I giggled with them then shrugged in mock helplessness as Vincente pulled me towards the showers and the next stage of our new association because there was no option but to join in the madness and merriment as I wailed like an innocent maiden about to be taken by the King.

“We’ll do our best, but I have a feeling that it won’t be easy…”

They started to howl as I pretended to fight against the inescapable sexual barrage about to happen, as I pressed my naked breasts to stop them bouncing and simpered dramatically.

“…Don’t think badly of me Ladies as what I do I do…”

He pulled me through the door as I cried theatrically to the gaggling audience of two.

“…For England and justice!”

The underwear was discarded in the warm water of the shower floor before I sucked his reduced cock again to a solid state then let him push and press me against the slippery sides of the cubicle when a primal instinct inside this virile male took control as I was bent over while he grunted.

“Now Jane, now will you know what respect is borne from subjugation…”

The first thrust of him inside my vaginal passage was unforgettable and despite an intention to mentally resist him and any pleasure from our coupling the reaction of my body was undeniable as he grunted.

“…You think you’re too good and perfect but your just another whore…”

His hand grabbed my long, saturated hair and pulled the head back while I set my feet against the divisive movement of the male piston in motion and tried not to submit as his voice meandered.

“…You are my Whore aren’t you Jane…tell me you love me fucking your precious wet cunt and I will all the time.”

As if carried away by the moment and the culmination of a tortuous sexual odyssey played between us in recent weeks, I pushed back in time with his feverish motions and groaned stupidly.

“Yes Daddy…I’ll be your whore and dance on your sublime cock…because I need it…need you…”

The words inspired him to new heights of dark energy and passion as he pounded into me over and over again before, to my genuine shock, I was on the climactic edge which had always been a state beyond the abilities of any previous lover as I gasped.

“…Oh Vincente… Daddy…Daddy I’m going to…”

In an instant my mind dissolved and an orgasmic shiver started at the toes and rippled through the whole body as I whimpered.

“…Cum…Daddy, you’ve made me cum!”

He was still erect and vital as he turned me around then penetrated the sexual entrance from the front while sucking the breasts and nipples then banging into me with maniacal force before I wrapped heavy legs around his back and hung on while Vincente took me like a man possessed.

“I’m going to make you cum all the time Jane…mould you to my taste and whims until you only answer to me…”

The power of his masculine force proved irrepressible and irresistible, and I craved to have him surge within me as he continued.

“…How does that sound Lady Jane…to live like a whore at my sexual beck and call?”

Improbably, as if captured by his wild aggressive nature, that idea sounded ideal because I kissed his mouth then squeezed the precious cock with previously never used vaginal muscles and embraced the role he wanted of me.

“Yes Vincente…Daddy…make me yours and I’ll willingly fuck or suck you to order and command…”

By this stage I barely knew what I was saying.

“…Pump your babies in me…fertilise me…”

His body surged then held me fast against the tiles as if I had been nailed there while his plentiful sperm flowed into my cervix and I shuddered to a second cumming by mere penetration, before we eventually drew apart sheepishly apparently both shocked at what had happened between us.

Instinctively I then recovered before he could and knew for certain that this was inarguably my way into my ultimate secret goal as I bent down then took his fading penis in my mouth and sucked him more gently.

“…Was that OK…Sir or Daddy or whatever you want me to call you…?”

I licked his balls and genitals worshipfully and cooed.

“…That was cool…I’ve never had sex like that…”

It was abundantly clear my surrender excited him and I drew his manhood slowly then could not deny my own anticipation when it pulsed to the oral touch which encouraged me to more fully adopt this façade of a Bimbo.

“…Cum down my throat again Daddy…you were right…because I relish the aroma and taste of you everywhere…”

Almost magically he became hard and remained static as I worked and spoke like a Harlot.

“…Do I please you?”

Vincente leaned back and held my head tightly over his prick and chuckled.

“You have no clue as to how much you delight me Jane so let me grant you what you deserve and then you will move in here and be my special guest…”

His hips moved and the sensation of anticipation and desire could not be masked or contained as he brushed my breasts then tugged my hair teasingly like I was being trained to become his docile sexual servant.

“…When you will get this treatment on a regular basis because my blood is up with you and I am going to have your many cracks and cavities swimming with my seed…”

Once again, the subversive vision of my fall from grace to serve at this man’s base desires and amazing prick sent him over the cliff to ejaculation as the seminal fluids generously poured from the long living organ while his mouth grunted with satisfaction.

“…Which will forever turn you into my personal slave…!”

I gulped then swallowed and swallowed again to ingest the earthy essence of this roguish Beast that was now to demean and dominate me then rose to wearily but agreeably slowly wash his muscular body until it was pristine while trying not to think about how he had humbled and diminished me so readily.

Then, as I stood and let him provide me with the same tactile sensual movements on my own skin and reactive places, we kissed spontaneously as if the two of us had become improbable lovers when he licked my stiff teats and whispered dangerously.

“…You do know we are playing the most glorious game Jane, and I welcome you into my home, business and…”

He pulled me out of the shower then nakedly across the expensively laid shiny wooden floors before throwing open a sealed door to his personal lair and domain then began roaring like a demented Lion.

“…Of course, my big, beautiful bed!”

Our hands dried each other slowly as if we wanted rest then perhaps a sensory doze, before inevitably the slightest delicate press or stroke set off the inflammatory sexual bells inside us and the rapacious connection returned with a vengeance and continued for well over and hour by which time - with the thankful exception of my bottom - every aperture was leaking with his voracious and ever productive sperm.

Although I naturally still hated Vincente, there was no denying his talents for copulation which were many and varied and by the end of our extended sexual session I was becoming more comfortable in the role of yet another one of his girls as my head lay on his iron stomach before letting it drift to limp manhood where a lolling tongue licked the tip of the softened penis almost adoringly as I whispered.

“I do like your cock and the taste or texture of your sperm Sir…”

I sucked him tenderly, but the well of life had been surely drained as I sighed.

“…And I hope I’m not too much of a woman for you?”

He laughed and spanked my backside firmly.

“Have no fears about that Jane and go have a long luxurious soak in my private bathroom as I have work in the office to attend to…”

His hands pushed me off his prick which made me look up in mock dismay and he sighed lowly.

“…And when you return your clothes will be in the wardrobe opposite…”
Vincente’s longest finger pointed.

“…With a few new selection because you are mine now and will look then act the part at all times…understand?”

I blinked then nodded before he drew on a silken black robe then ambled out of the door when I laid back then closed weary eyes in abandon and disorientation then felt a movement and turned to see Zoe smirking at me.

“You look so unbelievably happy, are you relieved the inevitable has finally happened now…?”

She spread my thighs to see the congealed sperm then and laughed.

“…As you were visibly aching for each other don’t deny it Jane…”

The tall, elegant girl kneeled then started to unclip her skirt then seductive black blouse as her voice simpered.

“…Want some company as all that ejaculate is too good to waste…?”

It was a rhetorical question as she became naked then started to lick me clean and I murmured in developing pleasure while her tongue brought me soothing sensual heaven.

“…Do you love him yet?”

It was an absurd question under these outlandish circumstances, but I was obligated to continue this charade as I swayed on the edge of another fall into glorious abandon.

“No…But I love his cock and how it mastered me then the unique masculine flavour of him…”

I shivered to yet more bliss as she searched my entire skin for any remaining traces of his elixir until we were pressing mounds then legs asunder which caused me to reveal more than I intended.

“…Love sucking and fucking him…that helpless sensation as he pounds my blood and bones…”

Out wet pussies were rubbing maniacally as I whimpered.

“…Not again…Oh fuck I can’t cum again!”

We seemed to dissolve together before laughing like infants and as suggested by the Boss then settled lazily into his huge bathtub full of hot water with sweet essences and oils which were then curdled into an aromatic foam by water-spouts - operated from a small red button - at the sides of this pool to provide an incredible feeling of pampered luxury.

There was no need for discussion as we snoozed contentedly and gently teased each other with tactile fingers or toes before, after an hour or two, then returning to the master bedroom where, as promised, my clothes from the apartment opposite were in his room and almost by mere dissolute luck I was right where I needed to be to complete the mission at hand.

Vincente might have thought he had won, but temporary possession of my body would not - however pleasant it seemed - deflect or divert me from my true purpose and if his penthouse and grand bed was to become my new home then I would assuredly use the access to good purpose.

That evening Zoe, Rachel and I all went out in matching white, short, sequinned dresses with suitable luxurious dark lingerie below and caused a visual feast or stir wherever we went because the statement that such delectable females belonged to this overbearing arrogant male were impossible for anyone watching - with tongues hanging out - to ignore.

As a captive trio we fussed and focussed on his needs while having dinner where he took discussions or meetings with various nefarious characters and presumed villains before moving onto another club where there was dancing and cold champagne until another evening of indulgence was over at which point the car returned us back to his opulent tower in the central heart of London.

To my surprise Rachel made her excuses and left in the vehicle while Zoe and I took the slow amble then lift to his penthouse when he sat across the large cream settee in the lounge and chuckled as if the whole cosmos was his.

“Undress each other…slowly and get me a drink…”

Zoe and I sensually disrobed until just in our lingerie when he raised a flat hand for us to go no further then took the small brandy I poured then sighed with expectation.

“…Take me to bed Girls and let us give this loveliest and most productive of nights a fitting conclusion…!”

Once between the sheets he took dominant control of us both and it was impossible not to relish the sex and his masculine zeal as we were taken from above then like puppy dogs bent over before eventually Zoe collapsed in physical exhaustion to leave me on bended knees as his cock rutted me to the precipice of another orgasm when he jerked forward pulled my hair and grunted.

“…Tell me you’re mine Jane, my Bitch, and I can rest soundly!”

I gripped the soft pillow with clenched fingertips and pushed back to meet his power and unfathomable energy then murmured what he was desperate to hear as a weary mind dissolved to jelly.

“Yes Daddy…I’m your Girl, Whore and Bitch combined…I’m…”

His seed erupted inside me as I groaned and gasped then settled beside Zoe’s long lithe form and exhaled weakly.

“…Most definitely yours, Sir!”

We all slept quickly then exhaustedly but sorely sated from the uncountable climaxes and upon awaking in the dawn, Vincente was gone and Zoe was already half-dressed and she stretched out like a dozy cat then sighed.

“Wake up Sleepyhead we have to work to earn our corn here because the night-time activities are a welcome extra but does not bring home the wages so shower and I’ll make you some breakfast because there’s no doubt the Boss has taken you as part on his inner circle which means…”

Her smiled was warm and sunny.

“…We’re going to be around each other a lot!”

After eating on the run - because I did not wish to be late given I was staying above the office of my labours - I threw myself into the usual rigours and rituals of the day before a quick lunch and then a less vigorous workout than usual because there seemed little point after the abject humiliation of yesterday.

Vincente returned in the late afternoon and after joining me for a small but impressive workout we showered together before washing each other thoroughly when naturally sexual interaction occurred swiftly and spontaneously.

He mentioned that there was a dinner with friends of his and that I would accompany him as his better half then presented me with a luxurious long black evening dress which I was to wear.

When I put the gown on my eyes were momentarily overwhelmed at how glamorous I appeared especially when he placed a fabulous diamond necklace around my neck as one of his security guards took a photograph of us as if we were suddenly a couple.

However, all thoughts of romance were soon dispelled when just before departure he took me into his office where he sat at his computer then grinned at me diabolically.

“Under the desk Jane…remove my cock and suck it to glory without spilling a drop because I always get very excited when I look at how much money I’m making…”

Pathetically I kneeled while trying not to crease the dress, extracted his erection then drew it obediently in the gloom as he pulsated in my mouth and grunted.

“…That’s it, Jane, lick Daddy’s cock…Good Girl…accept your submission and you will be more than content…”

His palm patted my shiny hair then head and gently moved against me as the hardness slid to the back of my throat then out again which went on interminably before his pace increased and firm fingers drew a humbled head as he used me like some sperm depository and ejaculated selfishly when I gasped then swallowed and tried to obey his idiotic demands for cleanliness.

Eventually I staggered up and slid my heels back on and glimpsed around this small vital part of the cognitive function regarding this degenerate organisation but had no time to dwell as my Boss stretched then preened and took delight in my obvious discomfort at having to cater for his every sordid whim.

“…Get used to it Jane, because I enjoy your lips around my genitals and will surely turn you into a specialist cock sucker in time!”

The taste of his masculine essence was suddenly spoiled although not as much as the bitter taste of the control he had over my formerly innocent body, but I tried to look on the bright side that I had entered the main office with him for the first occasion and by the time I had quaffed the first glass of icy vintage champagne in the classy restaurant the previous disgrace faded then promptly disappeared completely.

My mind began to appreciate that in this heady hedonistic and corrosive environment the interaction I had just experienced with Vincente was commonplace and once I saw it in that manner it became easier for me to accept my demeaning role.

Because without question, as the days then weeks passed by in a proverbial flash of garish lights, I came to adapt then even embrace Vincente’s often casual and demeaning treatment of me, as I sucked or fucked him to order because his semen had become part of my duties or daily diet and concerningly I had begun to crave it.

Or so it appeared to him because my logical sensible mind still operated and even as his living rope was pumping me full of sperm from all permissive angles, I had not lost sight of the ultimate prize of payback meaning this depraved diversion into subjugation was a small price to pay.

As the third week of our questionable affair came to close, I was no longer being formally body stripped and given that I had to get two electrical devices past security I placed a small plastic tube - that could be opened - in the tip of my anal cavity as if discovered I could declare I was trying to ease it merely for the Boss’s further delight.

Although it might be mentioned to his credit, he had made no attempt to fuck me there but thankfully it was not detected, and I now had a method to get the spyware inside the complex.

I would point out that Teri was no longer in the social frame because she had received the cut to her previous manhood and along with high doses of hormone treatment she was hurtling towards debateable womanhood faster than a speeding bullet without a prick!

She was living at rooms above one of Vincente’s clubs and was still studying beauty skills during the day then serving dancing or granting sexual favours in the evening and was reportedly having the promiscuous time of her new lascivious lewd existence.

Although her previous calling as a weasel of a male in the police force had not been much different in recollection!

Anyway, Teri was surely lost to me as far as any assistance in my quest for restitution and retribution was concerned and therefore, I proceeded with any plans cautiously and entered into my role as his whore in his comfortable bed alongside any other passing girls that took his fancy with admirable grace and gusto.

In truth I had grown to secretly enjoy sensuality with members of my own gender and having a new partner with us often inspired Vincente to new sexual highs of accomplishments which were always appreciated by me and the other females to hand.

There was no doubt that intimacy with this mercurial man brought out the very best and worst in me as a woman because I never imagined how good intercourse could become so undeniably addictive.

It took another fortnight before I summoned the courage to smuggle the tiny listening device into the building then another couple of days to furtively place it unseen on the frame of the door and by the following afternoon, I magically had the sounds then numbers to gain access to the main office.

The next stage of the plan had to wait because I started to accompany Vincente on some of his business trips which meant yet another flashy wardrobe and new experiences which included joining the mile-high club multiple times over on his private jet.

I might mention the expeditions were not vacations because the people he met were all villains or gangsters dressed in suits and after a meal one night in a private hotel room in Miami, Vincente had me sit beside a black muscular evil looking character called Milo before whispering smoothly.

“Take your clothes off down to your panties as my good friend admires your tits and wants to play.”

I glared at him for mercy, but his eyes were granite and hopelessly I stripped then sat muted as this stranger’s huge black hands started to cup and squeeze my flopping breasts before he sucked my hard teats and glanced at Vincente.

“Let me fuck her…I’ll give you the best quality if I can only fuck her?”

My heart and head were aghast at his outrageous demand whilst disbelieving that this body was unfairly aroused as I waited in bemused terror before the Boss exhaled thoughtfully.

“No Milo…her sweet pussy is mine at the moment, but she gives great head and can suck your big cock and maybe on our next visit if the merchandise is up to scratch, I’ll let you have her cunt because she’ll be just…”

Suddenly I was on my knees with the largest erection I had ever seen dancing before my lips until I started to suckle it like a loyal Bitch following her master’s order as he laughed callously.

“…Another Whore to me by then…!”

Vincente watched me provide oral pleasure then squeezed my soft supple breasts as Milo grunted and gasped to ejaculation when my Master held me tightly over the seminal fountain and muttered cruelly.

“…Drink it down like the Slut you have become…”

I ingested what I could because the eruption of thick white spunk was off the scale before I was brushed to one side when the men stood up and embraced theatrically as Milo declared his fealty to Vincente then departed while doing his zip up on the way out.

To my shock he suddenly pressed me over the small footstool spread my watery legs and lowered the panties to the knees and thrust inside me in an almost violent motion then grumbled.

“…Fuck you enjoyed that Bitch didn’t you…?”

My head shook back and forward without conviction as I licked the last traces of sperm from watery lips and bent my head in feeble gesture.

“…Didn’t you Jane, admit it…liked licking and sucking his big black cock?”

I tried to deny what he presumed or saw.

“No, no, I’m not like that…I’m not!”

He just pumped me harder and faster, then grunted cuttingly.

“You’d have fucked him if I asked you…taken his big black cock up this greasy pussy or maybe your ass but…”

His words were derisory.

“…I’m saving that for a special occasion…”

His pace reduced to steady, but I wanted more as he sensed my insatiable mood and destroyed any prurient vision of myself.

“…Would you have fucked him and taken the cock if I told you to?”

My hand pressed the floor as the pressure built and once more with him, I submitted so readily.

“Yes Sir…if you asked or instructed me, I’d have jumped on him and let the brute take me…”

Now I was getting what I needed as he slammed into a watery groove as I awaited his seminal blessing.

“…I’ll do anything for you, Vincente…just keep fucking me as you are…”

His hand held my rounded breasts tightly then spent his slippery load inside as I trembled, shuddered and sighed all together.

“…Whatever do you do to me?”

The event that took pace that afternoon was incidental and soon forgotten but Vincente was now convinced I was fully committed to his questionable cause and over the next few weeks if I was called upon to strip so he could show off his new squeeze or supply an odd blow-job I complied willingly if not eagerly because for some strange reason when I did, the sex with him became even better.

As if that was possible?

Without doubt that nearly three months into my employment inside this pit of unpredictable venomous vipers I had improbably become a trusted member who could - within reason - explore where I wanted and using the same ploy of the plastic tube in my anus, I bravely finally smuggled a tiny spy camera inside the main office.

At the appropriate moment I then positioned it opposite the main computer which would hopefully capture the mysterious password Vincente used when gaining access to the unknown accounts.

The camera was linked directly to a secret phone that I kept in my car which I reviewed briefly most days but, for a while when he used the office and computer Zoe was always standing by or over him to accidentally block the screen and all I could do was continue on dancing on his cock every night -sometime with other female company - and wonder if I would ever escape his predacious clutches.

In honesty the sexual moments were always electric and undeniably fulfilling with him and his entourage, but I was determined that nothing would distract me from my pure purpose and was hopeful that the sacrifice I was making by sexually selling my soul as I was would eventually provide me the opportunity I wanted to save it and what remained of my questionable honour in the process.

Then just after a week after I had installed the microscopic hidden camera, I stared at the secret phone early one evening when I walked downstairs to the underground parking area below the building and saw to my glee that there was clear vision to the screen and took up a pen to write down the mysterious password.

I linked the letters meticulously then drew back in bated breath because when I looked at the entirety of what I had scribbled down on the bit of paper the password spelt out in bold capitals was WHITECHAPEL

Stupidly I then stared again at the video of his computer as if the pass code was incomplete and the word NUN had been inadvertently missed by me then recognised that I was being caught up in this deceptive game of subterfuge or conspiracies because the word would have many meanings for different people and maybe he just lived nearby at one time or another.

Either way, after some deep breathing and absolute silence to clear a troubled head I knew for certain this password was mere coincidence and there had been and never would be any previous or future connection with Vincente Miloni and me while this information only meant I was one step closer to finding the data needed then making the necessary break from suffering this dissolute existence.

With this miraculously discovered code now under my fingertips I took no further risks and removed the spyware the next day in the same furtive manner I had brought them into this house of ill-repute, and then smuggled in a small but powerful USB pen drive and once this was tucked safely inside a delicate evening purse in my wardrobe, the critical pieces were finally in place to conclude this Sting on this accursed man who had so unfairly turned me into his sexual concubine.

Sensibly I knew I had to pick my moment or take advantage of an opportunity when we were entirely alone because I knew the girls that worked here were foolishly but obviously loyal to him and I could not risk doing anything if another woman was there with us.

Of course I was more than aware of his reputation as a womaniser and a killer and having been shown over and over how the first part of his reputation was deserved - after being endlessly filled and fouled by him virtually three times a day or more - then I had no doubt about the other more toxic side and wanted to be far away with the detailed accounts before he found out in irascible fury what I had done.

It might be pointed out that Rachel had recently told me in confidence that Vincente was in fact a black belt in many martial art skills and that my bouts with him were merely for his personal entertainment or amusement because without question, he had the expertise to kill me with his bare hands if necessary or desired.

As had already been deduced he was without doubt a dangerous and degenerate gangster who I desperately needed to get away from at all costs.

Therefore, I bade my time until late one Saturday evening the guiding hand of fate took a role because after dancing and dining all evening with Vincente and his cronies at our favourite nightclub, Rachel - who was due to join us back at the penthouse - informed me that her stomach was playing up and that I would have to take care of him all by myself.

I saw that unusually my Lord and Master - despite his innumerable affairs with other girls right in front of me I still thought of him in that way - was already highly intoxicated and upon returning to the penthouse I slipped down to my lingerie removed the thong that he always seemed to prefer and waved my pussy at him while sighing.

“As you are all mine tonight then I’m going to suck and fuck you dry, Sir…”

I slowly removed the covering suit then all clothes until his hard body could be fully appreciated when my legs buckled to kneel and suck his emerging erection tenderly while murmuring submissively.

“…You have tormented and tamed me Sir…”

My mouth drew his cock as if I loved it and grumbled.

“…Take my ass Sir…because I am yours…forever yours as you once promised I would be…”

Once he was like living rock in my palms I moved to the bed then bent over on all fours to present my bottom in way or gesture of acknowledging he held sway and dominance over everything I had and shivered while whispering.

“…Fuck it Sir…I ache to be subjugated and demeaned and my offering to you in unconditional as I merely wish to serve.”

Vincente took his place behind me then cupped the cheeks of my backside in open hands and patted them lightly.

“That’s good to hear Jane but…”

He thrust into my sodden vagina with ferocious energy then started to fuck then pump me as I fell forward and accepted his dominance which was confirmed in his words.

“…I will dictate when I shall savour this last remaining secret part of you, but it’s not yet the time although now you have embraced your lowly position there may be occasions, I might pass you to other men for my pleasure and profit…”

The motion of the physical connection was so intense that I lost all rationale as he took me like a mare in season which made me climax noisily or inelegantly before he turned me over and placed my hips on his and bounced me up and down like some mere female object.

Intercourse with him was always exhausting but tonight there was a purpose to my actions, and I said only what he wanted to hear.

“Yes Daddy…you well know my pussy and body has been captured by you and should you wish me to use it with other men for your benefit then…”

My apparent acceptance of his absolute authority seemed to tip him over the edge as he ejaculated inside as I leaned back and groaned.

“…Just instruct me and I will obey.”

As was our way I had become subservient, but this evening I was especially dutiful as I surely worshipped his magnificent cock and encouraged it to explode within my saturated belly over and over again before plying him with even more drink then attacking his reduced prick with my mouth until it could produce no more white fluid and he was finally completely spent and exhausted.

To be certain, I tried to suckle the reduced flesh back to some type of life but mercifully at last Vincente was neutered and harmless as I seized the moment and with the knowledge I had taken so long to gain then entered the code to the office door then was incredibly sitting in the seat of power at the very central hub of this criminal enterprise.

Almost to my surprise the computer system immediately accepted the WHITECHAPEL password which then led me into various companies - some of which I recognised - then detailed accounts including bank information and after a brief perusal, because I was naturally fearful of Vincente awakening, I slid in the small pen drive and surged with excitement because I knew there was enough evidence within the records to send him down for a long, long time. 

Once the USB had been loaded, I placed the object for safe keeping in the small plastic tube then silently squeezed it within my taut anal cavity because after what he had mentioned earlier perhaps that was the safest place to hide it.

Then, after ensuring everything was exactly as I had found it, I turned off the computer, crept out of the office and sidled in beside this arrogant unbearable man who absentmindedly placed his protective arms around me entirely ignorant of how I had so deviously deceived him.

In the morning, he took my warm ready pussy in a show of ownership barely appreciating in the adjacent rear cavity there was enough financial information to end his diabolical and brutal reign forever.

If I am entirely honest, part of me was half-expecting to be caught out or challenged but the morning passed without incident and in the late afternoon I placed the tube and precious contents in a secret compartment within the boot of my car, when it appeared that my job here was at last completed.

In truth all I now needed to do was take it to the necessary authorities to put this unseemly matter behind me and gain a fortune in the process, along with what remained of my self-respect which had certainly taken quite a considerable bashing.

Briefly I thought about Terry and how he might have reacted to my coming glory but the man I knew was no more and most certainly the new Teri would now sell me out to Vincente in a flash of his long eyelashes and pert new breasts because he was working in various clubs as a female and was so much into this illicit immoral feminised lifestyle that she no longer desired a way back to normality.

Unlike me I might mention, who was set and resolved to slip away one morning form this opulent home in Mayfair and begin the process for my revenge and redemption over this awful disruptive male that had treated me and unnumerable other young women so disgracefully.

And that ignored his financial crimes that were too wicked and plentiful to mention but to my genuine shock I did nothing immediately to remove the secret drive in my car or share it with others, as if the desire to continue on as I was with him continually ploughing my pussy and body with his irresistible piece on manhood was simply too good to give up on straight way.

In all logical introspection, I did not know quite why I was so conflicted but undeniably I was, and a fortnight came then went after my brilliant infiltration with me still playing the mindless whore while he fucked me alone or with other girls that inevitably took his fancy.

I sensed perhaps that I had undoubtedly become institutionalised over my period here until almost accidentally things started changing which soon brought me firmly back to some semblance of the high-minded and pure girl that I once used to be.

The alteration seemed innocuous at first because I had been with Vincente virtually every day and night for weeks but suddenly my lover informed me that he would be staying out with a supposed fabulous famous actress that had come across his predacious path at some award show or other.

Although I was still sleeping in his bed the rejection cut me to the quick meaning I never slept a wink thinking about what he would be doing to the latest pretty new thing on his large prick!

My envy then anger surged but it was not enough to push me over the critical edge to do what I should have weeks ago regarding the explosive information discovered by deceit or fair means and foul, but I forgave him the following evening when our relationship returned to where it had been but in truth it was on the turn and I sensed it.

A few days later he then brought the divine lithe blonde celebrity Melanie to what I had believed was our bed - which had been par for the course regarding me sharing his capricious tastes when it came to new feminine flesh - but this time it was different and definitely not in a good way for me or any future of us being together.

This was because after this luscious golden girl, petite Melanie and I made out sensually while he watched, Vincente’s selfish virility then took over when I witnessed him fucking this delicate girl to within a passionate breath short of expiration and simply observed in separated ongoing agony to become a useless superfluous third wheel.

Worse was to come, because the very next evening he took this gorgeous slender female along with me and a few others to one of his sleazier nightclubs where - much against my wishes - Vincente insisted I become one of the lap dancers for the night when I had to cavort on small stages with just thong panties on before providing hand-jobs or blowjobs to the punter’s expectations while precious Melanie took all of his masculine interest.

Later on when I returned with them to the penthouse this Monster had me sleep in the spare room while he lustily took his sexual appetites out on this latest flame and, as I lay there in the darkness listening to the cutesy Bitch moaning and cooing contentedly as his large cock made her suffer exquisitely I knew this was the end game for me regarding him!

And merely to rub salt into the gaping crevasse emerging between us the following morning - after counting the piles of money - I was called into to the office where I had successfully and surreptitiously stolen the incriminating information that could hang him where it became painfully clear as he addressed me, this foolish gangster was clearly entirely unaware that I literally held his big fabulous balls in my ruthless relentless hands.

And not in a sexual way because his lips twisted and turned aimlessly then informed me that perhaps sadly but honestly our transient romance had already run its course.

I then shuffled in discomfort as he went on callously to inform that after his upcoming week away with fragrant Melanie in the Seychelles, upon their return Vincente would expect me to begin working full time in the club where I had been so exposed and humiliated most recently, because the Bastard could suddenly see my potential for that disreputable type and sullied level of making a living.

Also, there were alternate apartments nearer these seedy, sordid dens of iniquity and given that labouring there was to become my new role then he wished me well and expressed hope I would adjust because my salary would be substantially lowered and I would have to make up any losses in the same way as his other sleazy working girls.

The utter callousness and lack of concern for me or my wellbeing left me speechless and breathless but fortunately I was a trained professional under duress, and I merely nodded then shook his hand limply, smiled falsely while confirming that as always, I would obey his direction.

If he wanted me to become a prostitute and whore for real then, I informed him politely that I would and late the same afternoon when he left his Mayfair home for this divisive love trip I bit my lip until it bled because the old adage of a woman scorned was no old wives’ tale and without question Vincente had released the Leviathan in me and finally I would bring this sleazy, greasy faithless scumbag to his knees.

Understandably, I could barely slumber in my fury and the resolution to get even then regain my life and - after sending a text in the dead of night - during my extended lunch break the following day I met a female contact from Justice and the insurance company to pass her the USB drive under the Daily Telegraph and informed the mature woman of his expected return day after his accursed romantic vacation with Melanie in the luxurious sunshine.

Just thinking about them together made me burn and tremble in myriad emotions but without doubt Vincente, by his most recent venal actions towards me had forever exposed himself and I would and could never forgive him.

Subsequently, knowing he would not return for another week I did not leave the company straight away because sensibly I did not wish anyone to suspect it had been me that had infiltrated then exposed him and this criminal cartel.

Patiently I bade my time with the other girls in our usual genial and partying ways while the days slipped by as if everything was cool, up until Saturday morning when I mentioned to reliable Rebecca that my mother had been taken poorly and I needed time off to visit her in recuperation.

I was owed some holiday, so this did not raise any alarm or present a problem and when I returned to my apartment in Canary Wharf I looked at my private emails which informed that Scotland Yard’s finest were going to be there in force to meet and greet him on his return from fouling or fucking the living daylights out of the delectable blonde Tart Melanie.

That solitary evening, I drank to excess because the increasing pressure was undeniably telling before the brandy put me to sleep for a while and on Sunday morning I was on tenterhooks because I knew the flight was due in early and I expected the arrest would be made before 9a.m.

Detective Hannah Johnston was my liaison, but concerningly I had heard nothing by midday and when I rang her number there was no response meaning the hours dragged along with my mind merely imagining what was going on and by the time my phone rang just before 8p.m I was in a terribly unstable state as I picked up my slim silver device and whispered.

“Yes, Yes, Hannah what’s happened…what on earth has happened?”

I knew this diligent girl from my stint in Whitechapel, and she was an able and talented officer who had made it up the ranks by merit but from the first low mournful tone of her voice I felt my heart sinking into my boots.

“Hi Jane, the suspect Vincente Miloni came in on the long-haul flight just as you informed but not with the girl who went on to the States and he then drove himself back to Mayfair in a waiting car but…”

I was unusually frantic.

“But what, what?”

She inhaled then murmured lowly.

“Something spooked the distrusting Bugger when approaching his house and home, perhaps too many vehicles, and before we could make the collar he sped off like the wind down some elaborate escape route for such emergencies with us close behind and, after losing him for a while, we picked the car up on route to the East coast which was the moment he made a big mistake by turning onto back roads…”

I could almost taste the icy silence and her reticence as she went on.

“…We had no option to take him out because he was speeding through villages and country lanes causing danger everywhere therefore the special ops team shot out the tyres causing the vehicle to tumble over into a low-lying stream when unfortunately, it exploded…”

I could hear my heart beating ten to the dozen as she inhaled then finished this unbelievable torrid tale.

“…The reason I have phoned this late was we needed to check it was in fact the suspect as the damage to his body through the fire was extensive but you will be pleased to know that we investigated extensive dental records that match exactly, while all the documents or personal details like engraved watches bore his name meaning without question your mission was a success and…”

I sat down and sipped another half full tumbler of brandy and waited for the final act of this tragedy.

“…Most certainly Vincente Milone is dead so naturally this is not quite what we hoped for, given we all wanted a show trial which he deserved for the many crimes, but you surely have achieved your revenge Jane, and from everyone on the force and the institutions who are retrieving their funds as we speak what you achieved is without question…”

My knees buckled as she started to sign off.

“…A job very well executed…”

All the life had already escaped from my bones while her precise horrific description of my success was mortifying but there was more.

“…So, you must be delighted Jane, therefore I’ll see you soon and from all of us here…very well done!”

The line went dead when my whole body began to feverishly shake and tremble before the first tear appeared almost spontaneously which encouraged another then another until I was weeping and crying unconsolably in a fashion I had never experienced, even with all my former misfortunes neatly tied and combined together.

The reality of knowing that the irrepressible irresistible Vincente Milone was deceased was foolishly never what I expected because after all I was a policewoman first and foremost and knew the risks involved in capturing a dangerous villain like him.

Therefore, his untimely demise should not have been a shock, but it sorely was in deeply emotional and spiritual ways I could never have imagined or envisaged in a million years.

Whichever way an unstable turbulent mind tried to reimagine or rationalise what had happened, this death was truly my responsibility now heavily laid at my doorstep because despite his often cruel and contemptible treatment of me the regret and sorrow I felt as his loss was simply too much to take in.

Subsequently I sipped my brandy and curled up in a foetal ball then allowed the grief to take hold because I could no longer fight the agonising feelings of utter desolation in an empty world that no longer contained Vincente and as I dispended more watery salty fluid that had apparently poured during the biblical great flood, my soul and spirit descended into purgatory and the spectral abyss.

To my painfully excruciating education there was no trace of delight in this hollow barren victory, and I disappeared into the softness of the couch and shivered then endlessly wailed, howled and wept for him as if this was merely the beginning of my repentance while the endless penance was still to come.

It appeared that falling in love with my degenerate Mark was never meant to be part of the devilish plan, but what had happened was undeniable and it was only the guilt and start of terminal heartache that let me know that between me and Vincente I was unfortunately the one left alive!

The Reveal

The funeral for Vincente Miloni did not take place until ten long days after his untimely end - and for me personally agonising death - and I was obviously more than nervous when I attended the large historic St Paul’s Cathedral Catholic church in central London along with the tumult of other mourners because my mind was unsure if the girls I befriended and worked for him had worked out it was me, me, me that found and spilled the can of beans.

So, to speak!

Thankfully, I need not have worried because the whole company had been closed for investigation since the tragedy while everyone knew the security at the classy house and offices in Mayfair were impenetrable, and the powers that still remained presumed the snitch had come from one of his many enemies that always coveted then supposedly captured the businesses that he had owned and run.

Subsequently, dressed in a severe full regalia of black I took my place in the pews with Rebecca, Zoe, Rachel and the rest of the crew who were similarly attired to show sorrow and deep respect then joined in the continual wailing and beating of chests as if this man had been truly sainted.

The fact that this mere misguided male had been an unscrupulous scoundrel or gangster while deservedly gaining a well-earned reputation as a misogynist and cheat both in love and business, hardly counted against him because all his staff without exception, along with the women especially, thought only of Vincente with love, adoration and an extraordinary devotion.

I was not stupid and knew this was a contradiction in terms, but I was no different and when I remembered Vincente - which I did every second of every day - all my aching heart could recall was his endless energy, charm along with this abounding infectious appetite for life and how to live it which he indeed did to ultimate excess.

In truth, I had little experience of men before Vincente, but still recognised he was an exceptionally driven, passionate and dynamic personality cut off in his prime by my selfish and vindictive actions meaning the tears of grief and remorse I still shed - especially that awful day - were utterly apparent devastating and sincere.

Even the revered Cardinal - dressed gloriously in the brightest red robes - that took the service applauded then lauded him for his generosity to the orphans’ school he funded and when I was huddled in grief with the rest of the girls while the varnished maple wood coffin was despairingly lowered into the hallowed ground of this cemetery we held hands and onto each other merely for support and to share the combined misery felt.

They then asked me to attend the wake, but I remained too fragile for that which was understood by all because my feelings for Vincente were obvious and when I spoke to Rebecca alone - while the crowd began to drift away - she appreciated my time with the firm was forever over and accepted graciously I had to move on simply to try and forget.

The experienced and measured woman explained that she had power of attorney and although the funds found had already been seized, many of the other assets were beyond the reach of the police or authorities and possibly within a few weeks the businesses would continue with perhaps different owners - sales were in hand - and that each of the girls including her would still be able to survive so not to worry about them.

My weakened arms hugged Rebecca closely, as if she was my precious mother, then cried on her shoulder pads and mentioned that I planned to move to Spain and once I was set up then perhaps we could make contact again and maybe she and the other girls might come over to visit me which I would greatly appreciate.

Despite what Rebecca and the lovely sensual ladies did for a living I had bizarrely come to think of them as family, and as much as I wanted to be entirely separated from the criminal enterprises I was so familiar with after the period with them all, just being around the bustle and badinage of the effervescent and funny females made me feel better because in some ways they were the only ones who could sympathise and empathise with how unbearably wretched I felt inside.

Melancholy was barely an apt descriptive term even slightly touching the surface of my devastated tortured head because from the minute I woke up to when I tried to sleep - for less than three hours a night - my mental and physical state was on life support, and I seemed to exist inside the darkest grey clouds which followed me around as if I deserved the endless misery they encouraged.

Sadly there seemed to be no sunlight anywhere for me, which is why I rented a large comfortable house in the leafy hills around Marbella which I came across by mere fluke on the internet and less than a month after my heart and existence had been bruised then shattered into a thousand tiny fragmented pieces I was living in it full time because by then the insurance companies had paid their 50% dues on the £120 million I had saved them,

That amount was now spread sensibly into different banks gaining a little interest because I was no longer hungry for more or desirous in employing some supposed expert to invest it for me into folly as had been the troubled picture last time around which led to this all-consuming misery.

The Spanish sun and temperate climate gradually helped my disposition fractionally but when Rebecca, Zoe and Rachel came for the week I no longer felt isolated anymore and given that I understood the old businesses were now up and running again, the brains of the operation mentioned that if I had space then she would love to set up a small office here while the girls could come and party on a more regular basis if I wanted.

In honesty this is very much what I craved because although I was not interested in their raunchy day to day labours and work, Rebecca was an organisational genius and within a few weeks had set up a tidy discrete efficient working office in the upper parts of the house and was starting to help me with the management of the small estate because since Vincente, I still barely had retained much ambition or vigour and everything still seemed to be such a interminable challenge.

Suddenly and marvellously my large vacant house began to fill with life and sometimes laughter as the gorgeous girls came and went for the sangria and sunshine then related outlandish stories about their sexual escapades and even mentioned that Teri had received a call from her original wife Claire soon after the funeral and was now unbelievably living at her house as a lowly maid and nanny.

I understood the forever challenged former man had received full gender surgery and was now a recognised female with all the smooth tactile tackle between her comely thighs; but she was contented being around her first love and looking after the disloyal woman along with the two young black babies from different fathers.

Apparently, Teri still worked the sleazy clubs sometimes with Claire to get their sexual kicks and for the money - obviously - and I thought it more than ironic that is some weird way she had discovered her subversive place in the world which was probably precisely where the old Terry fully deserved to end up!

Either way once I heard the depraved distasteful tale of Teri shacking up with the fading old Harlot of a wife and becoming her loyal female employee then I knew I would never think about my former Boss from the force ever again and this was another chapter of my past now permanently closed.

I tried my best to look to the future and over the next few weeks Rebecca turned the running of my home into a well-oiled machine including marvellously employing some excellent gardeners that were quickly transforming the neglected grounds into something worthy of this once magnificent property.

Occasionally, my eyes noticed that there was an old man in charge of the small team tending the trees or soil then ensuring the grass was being watered and cared for as he appeared far too fragile for manual labour, but when Rebecca explained that he was in need of the work and some shelter while the assistants were his rugged sons, philanthropically I allowed him to use the small Casita just inside the extensive land boundary which was basic but enough for him to rest his aged greying head as necessary.

Occasionally, I would furtively watch him from the house meandering slowly - half bent over - but almost proudly in his green grubby tracksuit through my gardens in the early evening as if he owned them, but he was merely an unfortunate casual worker and a means to an end, while in honesty I had little energy or interest in making his acquaintance.

Rebecca was living here with me most of time by now and travelling to London or who knew where to run the various companies on behalf of the new owners, but I never asked about them then was only grateful for her return because although I looked physically recovered from the outside, that was merely a façade because I remained a weepy mess and desperately needed her support along with the classy intelligent company she brought.

Then one weekend nearly three months after I had moved into this house and home, Rachel and Zoe came over for the weekend and along with Rebecca begged me to dress up then come with them on Friday night for dinner and dancing in the port because it was an infamous magnetic place for beautiful women and inevitably the rich predatory men that liked to feed off them.

As normal I refused because, especially when I had company, quite irrationally, I enjoyed my time alone to think then harrowingly regret my mistakes that still haunted me.

After the divine girls ran off gaggling then giggling in a limousine that was always on site, I sat with my bottle of red Rioja on the beautifully tiled terrace overlooking the now delightful gardens as the sun sank down atmospherically because - perhaps unwisely or even dangerously - getting drunk enough for it to send me to sleep had become my late afternoon favourite hobby.

I was on my way through my second glass while vainly nibbling some savoury tapas and noticed the grubby elderly gardener coming into view when to my developing concern watched as he struggled up the multiple steps from the low ground to be standing a few yards away from me looking all helpless and hunched over with age.

Naturally I did not wish to be rude but addressed him tartly in keeping with my superior position as Mistress of this ancient house that had become my refuge.

“I’m sorry but I am unsure of your name because Rebecca deals with the staff, but may I ask what it is that you want?”

His head was still down and shrouded by the loose hood to the tacky tatty tracksuit he seemed to wear each moment and there was no response before a low croaky voice murmured quietly.

“Vito, Miss…I have been working here for a while and thought it time that we were formally introduced…”

Before I could answer he presumptuously took hold of a chair then placed and sat upon it so he was right opposite me around the metal and glass covered table when to my utter fright and disbelief he purposely drew out a black gun from the gardening bag - always tied around his slim waist - then started to screw on the silencer as I froze while his voice cackled icily.

“…Pour me some wine as that is the least I deserve...”

My hands were visibly shaking as I picked up the mostly full bottle and poured the red grape - as if it was about to become my blood - then pushed the drink to him when he pointed the gun at me and growled coolly.

“…I know it was you that betrayed me…”

Mortified and confounded I stared towards the gun then anxiously at him when to my incredulity this maniac slowly pulled back the hood to reveal an old haggard face with the straggly beard I had noticed many times but as I watched in absolute fear and developing horror he started to weirdly then manically tug at his features.

This was until the unkept hair casually came away completely while his skin fell off in layers before he took a long greedy drink, wiped the moisture off dry lips, face and grey hair with a wet serviette when for the first time I caught sight of dazzling young black eyes and a wicked smile that beamed like the starkest white light of retribution.

“…Recognise me now, Jane…because as Mark Twain once wrote…Reports of my death are greatly exaggerated…?”

His lips turned and twisted in cruel and sadistic delight.

“…Obviously I knew what was going on Jane, and events were carefully set then choreographed upon my return because I have ways and means within the force and outside it to create illusion and for many, many, reasons my demise suited me…”  

I drew back in my seat and immediately started to cry because quite impossibly sitting across from me drinking wine and casually waving a pistol was none other than the recently deceased and much missed, eternally handsome Vincente Miloni who simply watched me dissolve and smirked with his usual insufferable arrogance which strangely I no longer minded because merely to have him back from the grave was beyond my wildest dreams or expectations as he inhaled dramatically.

“…Now where do we go from here…?”

He poured another glass of the excellent Rioja and topped me up as well as if there was no immediate intention to enact reprisal as I had done so rashly.

“…What would you suggest Jane?”

There was no point denying the culpability in what I had done so cleverly but callously therefore I wiped my bleary eyes then tried to come to my senses because what future I had seemed to be in his strong ruthless hands and devious mind as I shrugged ambivalently.

“I have not a clue, Vincente or Vito or whoever you wish to be now, but all I can do is offer you your money back less what you stole from me initially…”

My trembling lips returned to my comforting wine and then finished the residue of food on the plate as if instinctively I needed to do something to stop myself from screaming before whispering throatily.

“…Other than that, I have no idea what squares the circle between us because the money means nothing to me and has been sitting wastefully in accounts as when I heard what had happened to you, the game I started then we played together immediately curdled and soured…”

My watery eyes betrayed me again.

“…So, take it…take it all if you wish to put me on the streets but can’t you see that I have nothing else to offer a man like you…”

Once more he seemed to settle in the chair and looked around at this luxurious place in the world that had somehow come across my computer at a bargain price a few months back as if by magic and grinned like he had all the answers while I began to understand the extent of his devilish reach and groaned.

“…It was you that made this property appear on my screen at such a bargain rental, didn’t you?”

He threw his hands up and chuckled.

“Guilty…but just so you know this house and home now belongs to you as Rebecca arranged it….”

His focus returned to the issue in hand as he grumbled while I dithered in shock.

“…Your suggestion that you have nothing to provide to me is unusually not very inventive of you Jane, while the solution and resolution to our little recent adventure is actually quite simple…”

My pulse rate was literally beating off the safety scale as if only to demonstrate I was miraculously existing once more and I could only listen while he talked as if this was a soliloquy he’d been practicing.

“…If I am truly the disreputable man and gangster you think then the easiest cleanest way for me to punish your disloyalty…”
Once more the gun was bandied about.

“…Is to shoot you here and now but…”

Understandably under this type of stress, I could hardly draw breath as if this was to be my last while he sighed with ever more theatre.

“…Perhaps, there is another more suitably deserving method to even the score…”

I stared with wide blue eyes entirely unable to add to the conversation and held my hands together as if in prayer while waiting for the sword of Damocles to fall and then it did with impossible force as he exhaled softly and with just a tinge of mockery.

“…Or we could get married, share a rich life together when you can give me wonderful babies just as beautiful and wilful as you.”

I fell entirely silent for a moment then noticed that the gun still remained in his lethal fingertips and muttered darkly.

“You ask me that question while waving a deadly weapon right in front of my nose…are you crazy…Crazy?”

He slurped the wine loudly and seemed to increasingly relish us having this battle and banter again.

“Hah Jane, you clearly don’t understand the dynamic because we trust each other and even when you had the incriminating files from the computers you still would not go it to the authorities, and I had to cruelly scare then coerce you with lovely Melanie then terrible threats to your precious surreal morality which you had temporarily surrendered merely for you to act…”

It was crystal-clear already he knew everything, everything, right from the start of my apparent infiltration and once more the revelation left me dumb, especially as he did something unexpected by ceremoniously placing the gun on the table and pushing it slowly towards me.

“…I would take my chance that I know you better than you appreciate, and trust you entirely Jane, so please have the gun as it belongs to you and is already registered in your name but be careful because it’s loaded…”

As if my confidence in him was slightly less than his just declared in me I quickly undid the silencer then checked the chamber which as he said was concerningly full and could barely contain the emotional maelstrom I was experiencing as he smiled openly.

“…If you doubt me then I offer myself into your hands.”

Very carefully I placed the toxic object on the glass top then tried to stop blubbering but it was impossible to do so because I had been entirely overwhelmed and told him so.

“I’d rather kill myself than hurt or shoot you because what happened between us left me wrecked and up to this improbable moment, I thought I would never see you again or be able to recover…”

I drunk the rest of the ruddy wine in the glass and felt heady and weirdly better given I could simply not fight this irrepressible man any longer because without question, for me personally, Vincente was an irreversible, irresistible force of nature which made me whimper in surrender.

“…I could not act against you in any way ever again, whatever you did to me, because the gnawing guilt and unrelenting pain when I did was more than I could bear.”

He reached over and took my hand then held it tightly.

“So, then Lady Jane…”

He picked up the gun then deposited it safely within the waist gardening bag before producing a small black box from the same place and opening it to reveal the biggest diamond ring that I had ever seen in my whole life and whispered in his inimitable droll disarmingly charismatic style when you could never quite work out the truth or precise meaning of his words.

“….You know of course that I am a scoundrel and rogue that adores women and even married will probably still interact with them now and then, because that is my rapacious nature, but I promise it will be you that I love as my wife then mother of our children because we have long history meaning I have yearned for you from the youngest of ages and eternally promise we will have the most wonderful and magical life together…”

I was still crying like an idiot as he slid the bauble on my finger as if it belonged there before he unexpectedly got down on one knee and whispered as if I was the one that suddenly held the power.

“…Please marry me Jane as I swear on the memory of my sainted grandmother you are and have always been the only girl for me?”

My body settled and I stretched the chosen arm then hand up to the darkening sky to let the emerging moonlight make the expensive rock on my finger glitter then dazzle spectacularly in the gloom then leaned over to him and kissed his lips softly.

“Are you being serious?”

His striking head nodded and the magnetic dark eyes were unusually clear, bright and filled with honest emotion that I knew in my soul could not be faked.

“Yes Jane, I know my faults, but please show the trust that I know exists between us and for once take me at my word that I am genuinely desperate to have you as my love and wife.”

I looked then gazed at this mercurial man as if seeing him for the first time, listened to his persuasive words and took the biggest leap of faith in my whole empty existence to date.

“Yes, Vincente, undoubtedly I would love to marry you because your return from the grave is the most precious of gifts to me and I will happily share my life but on one very strict condition…”

His inky eyes flickered then danced at me in effusive humour and waited for my demand because in some ways our exotic game had unexpectedly started once more.

“…You tell me what the fuck it is that I am missing you deceptive devious Bastard because you talk as if I should know you but for the life of me, I simply can’t recall where.”

He pulled me to unsteady feet then kissed my lips with a sudden unanticipated passion that literally exploded and ignited my mind and recently lost libido in the process like a lightning bolt as he swung me around and chuckled.

“No Jane, I will show you but remember you are mine now, I am master and you will obey me as your husband…”

I nodded in giddy excitement as we finished our wine together when he then pulled me up by the fingertips and sighed.

“…And with that being said and accepted I will explain what happened to the boy and the famous unreachable untouchable Whitechapel Nun!”

We went upstairs to the grand bathroom - as if he knew the layout of the large place better than me - and I looked at him quietly like Vincente was merely a ghost and would disappear like an ethereal wisp or spirit at any time while he poured a full bath and smiled happily while doing so.

Then he carefully stripped me of my clothes like I was a helpless child and placed me in the warm reviving waters before leaving for a moment - as if there was something more important to do - then returning when his hands removed the only covering I had seen him in for many weeks and silently slid his toned naked body down to join me in the grand tub, placed protective arms around my waist and just held me close.

It was as if he could see how damaged and brittle I had become and without any attempt to release the animalistic beast I knew full well was inside him, his hands tenderly washed my hair until it squeaked clean then gently and lovingly cleansed each and every part of me - again without asking or expecting anything in return - until most wondrously and gradually I melted into his barrel chest and inhaled the unique masculine essence once more.

In passing, while his mouth kissed my wet blonde hair affectionately, he also inhaled the aromatic scent of apple and lavender as he sighed melodramatically then whispered.

“Ah you smell as you used to Jane, scented and fresh and always out of grasp or reach for mere mortal boys.”

My eyes closed to relish the rarest feeling of being safe and warm in his arms again and, as he continued to pour reviving water over my pale skin while the heat faded to tepid, I felt that in many ways Vincente was not the only one that had returned from the dead because very slowly I also felt reborn.

After around an hour or so of my fluidic slumber I seemed to awaken and then changed places with this mysteriously caring man that I had agreed to wed, and it was me embracing him from behind then laboriously washing every part along with stench of the garden out of his hair or very bones until almost without thinking I held his slightly pulsing cock and laughed almost to myself.

“I would declare that I have missed this so much…but never imagined I would ever touch it again for obvious reasons while the thought of someone else was the furthest thing from my mind and but for your celestial reappearance…”

My mouth made a joke for the first time since that unforgettably disastrous evening when I had been informed of his expiration.

“…I might have returned to becoming the Whitechapel Nun for real which was my undeserved reputation at the time if I recall, but how you knew about that is beyond me however…”

I squeezed his prick more firmly and revelled in the fact we were together like this while my agile and deductive head began to whirl in recovery.

“…I’ve just realised that if we get hitched then you will own half of everything I have which is now all legitimate funds if I am finally starting to think straight?”

He chuckled and turned to leisurely lick my saturated lips.

“That’s My Girl you’re coming around and just so you know my financial stick is still very much bigger than yours as you only got a sliver of total worth and when we wed you will technically own half of everything I do…”

He chuckled and our tongues met briefly which stirred my insides.

“…But you know me and nothing is ever that straightforward.”

We kissed a little deeper which made my pink nipples harden and the crease between my thighs become runny as if with rainwater after the drought of recent months where everything had felt barren and forever dry.

But now I had come back to intelligent womanhood and pressed my head against his sculptured arm and simpered.

“Was that always the plan to get me to fall in love with you so you could turn laundered money in legal financial assets which they are at the moment?”

He merely laughed loudly and stroked my long luxurious hair.

“No, no, no Jane, you may think me supercilious and arrogant but in truth I never honestly believed a low ordinary man like me could even have any such influence over a sublime girl like you, but when you turned up unexpectedly on my doorstep like a sacrificial lamb to the slaughter then…”

His head shook in self-deprecation.

“…I just had to try but believe me, I obviously had no idea the money from the transfers we acquired deviously and so unfairly partly belonged to you while the rest of the misadventure that took place between us from there was as if it had been preordained…”

A lone male tongue licked the thick teats as he cupped my heaving breasts and chuckled.

“…In all veracity and again on my grandmother’s virtue and love I am far more interested in these precious voluptuous mounds than anything in your bank account but now we’re together then Rebecca will surely show you how to handle such amounts professionally which with your astute head will come easily.

As Vincente mentioned at the start of our conversation there already existed a surreal sort of faith between us that built as we chatted because what had happened - mixed in with all the criminality and decadence - had been almost innocent in its own way while the erotic spark that flamed was most definitely not imaginary.

However, I was still confused then deeply curious about this unknown past and continued to stroke his full genitals and saw to my satisfaction he had hardened effectively when I murmured.

“You said you were going to show me our supposed history Vincente which I don’t recall at all…”

I knew the time for sex had not yet quite been reached and my hold on his erection was merely instinctive, as if it told me more about this tricky customer than what came out of his easy mouth.

“…So please illuminate me as I can barely believe I would ever meet a man like you and casually not recall the event.”

As if also sensing the appointed second for the resurgence of an inevitable sexual fire between us had not yet been ignited, he gently removed my hand from his manhood and gurgled softly before laying back to savour the last fleeting moments of heat from the shared pool.

“Soon Jane…believe me soon you will know…very shortly you will remember and then perhaps comprehend me better than you do...”

After dozing side by side for a while we left the bath then walked together into my bedroom wearing nothing but short towels around our waists and after each drying the other off slowly, eventually Vincente gestured to the large leather bag on the bed and smiled like a searchlight.

“…Pease get dressed Jane full disclosure is upon us…”

I opened the bag then placed the contents on the covers and immediately gasped in surprise because it was my old police uniform which I had left at the Whitechapel station upon leaving the force and I picked up the blouse to see my name on the inside collar and exhaled in disbelief.

“What is this and how on earth did you get my personal outfit?”

He sat on a small chair near the wall as if preparing to enjoy the show then muttered with more affect than he had up to now.

“I already mentioned that I have my ways or connections as you know, but now please put the uniform on.”

With trepidation I drew on my high waist panties first then an old but pristine bra before slipping on the silky tights I always wore and the pure white blouse with cute lapels on the black shoulders then placed the checkered cravat - that still showed a merit badge of honour - around the neck and pulsed with sexual energy I had been unfamiliar with most recently.

Then I slipped the medium length loose skirt around my waist before attaching a belt with all utensils and toys I used expertly to catch criminals until finally placing the pointed hat with the check decorated band and badge on my head and could barely contain an emerging pearly smile.

“Oh, Vincente, you are full of surprises, and I’d entirely forgotten that I loved and missed this uniform and how adorable I used to feel in it, but I still don’t understand…”

My head shook to allow my long blonde hair to cascade down provocatively.

“…But what’s it got to do with you?”

His response came unexpectedly and with feeling.

“What it had to do with me was I used to run within a silly little gang when I was in my early teens, and a certain WPC Jane Watson took the greatest pleasure in arresting us almost on a weekly basis and on one occasion when I tried to resist…”

It was obvious the memory was etched on his soul.

“…She had me tied in a headlock and crying like a wuss before I knew it and the shame I felt at a mere girl defeating me in that way never left…”

I listened utterly transfixed because I recalled the petty teenage gangs that abounded - his was not the only one - and perhaps not to my credit as a junior officer at not much past nineteen years of age, I indeed did take a certain illicit pride and secret delight in humiliating the young hooligans when the opportunity arose who were unable to fight like I could.

Vincente then caught his laboured breath and continued.

“…But it wasn’t just the way you chased me because I was not really such a bad kid, just a little wild and misguided, but I could see you took dealing with us as almost as a biblical mission and although I was not into much that was heavy, before I realised I was in the system of borstal and beyond and from these places there is no way back to a normal life…”

His gaze was inky black, cold and icy even though he said he loved me the reminiscences patently still cut deeply.

“…I had tough times inside and the one thing that kept me going was the idiotic idea that one day I would make the Whitechapel superior supercilious fucking Nun feel just a measure of the helplessness and humiliation I did…”

The sensitive rowdy boy he was referring to in truth I did not recall because to me they were all the same vagabonds or junior gangsters and the name of the game was to collar them and gain approval or promotion from the likes of senior but worthless Terry and the crew.

Suddenly I gained a small insight into myself and towards his private delicate psyche especially as he expanded on his if not our interconnected not so distant past, although it came as a shock at how my attitude and blind purpose had affected others because I’d never previously thought of it in that way.

He patted his leg in clear direction, and I went to stand before him before his now open powerful hands spread my body over pumping legs and held me down while spitting with venom.

“…I used to dream about one day being in a position to press the infamous WPC Jane Watson over my knees and spank her ass…”

His hand hit me with unexpected aggression as he gasped.

“…Pull her skirt up…”

He did so and slapped me once more even harder as I squealed and secretly burned erotically at the self-same time.

“…Tug the tights and unsexy panties down so I could beat her flesh until she felt as desperate and hopeless as I once had…”

The underwear was discarded before his palms flailed again by which time my skin was red, as his fingers eased between my thighs.

“…And see if the decorated Jane Watson was really the Whitechapel Nun or just a repressed whore like the other local girls I knew …”

He felt my vaginal sliver weeping. and he grabbed me by the hair and chuckled crudely.

“…And that’s what you are Jane a whore with a wet cunt…”

He pulled me to kneel submissively between his legs and as the towel fell away, I instinctively sucked the revealed cock without instruction and savoured it with relish because the unanticipated tale was disturbing but invigorating.

As I drew him, he quietly undid the blouse then unclipped the old bra to allow my breasts to fall into his open palms as he laughed.

“…The thought of you…defeating you…humbling you, drove me on to do things I never believed possible as inside prison it can be a college for crime and a couple of influential people took a shine to the young flashy me and I learned from them and studied…”

He sat back because he was in no rush to ejaculate but the motion of his fingers and hands on my smooth soft boobs were driving me crazy as I licked his flesh and balls and felt on the emotional precipice of something extraordinary.

“…I became the best fighter…the brightest student in finance, technology, languages and even the arts so if I ever met you again then somehow, I would attempt to tame and conquer the Whitechapel Nun…”

His fingertips drew me tightly over the expanded cock and gasped.

“…And unbelievably that improbable event has come to pass because here you are with your knickers down and your tits hanging out while sucking my cock and I must declare that…”

The masculine tool erupted in my mouth when I grunted, gulped and swallowed every drop while he leaned forward kissing my perspiring forehead and hair worshipfully then exhaled as if at last being able to let go of mixed-up memories that had clearly weighed him down for the longest time.

“…Without merely imagining what we have just done so disgustingly but beautifully then none of what I have achieved in my short and miserable life could have been possible…”

I licked and sucked up his juices then giggled as I sensed his penis wanting to come back for a second helping which made him grumble.

“…I swear without having you in my heart and hot blood seeking revenge for things that were not really your fault, because without a doubt I was a juvenile menace in this undisciplined stage of youthful exuberance, then I know my life would never have turned out as it has…”

As he returned to full throttle my tongue licked his prick from top to bottom swiftly discarded all my remaining clothes then mounted my master’s huge vibrating cock and as I played with my golden hair on the way down to take him inside, he whispered with a sly wry smile.

“…Leave the hat on Jane…”

My vaginal muscles gripped then held him fast as I moved against the steel while he closed his eyes and gasped.

“…Fuck I always did love that fucking hat!”

I ground against him deliberately and purposefully because this late afternoon had been the very best of times for me and as our bodies entered a gentle but generous rhythm I leaned forward to rub my breasts on his perfect features and kissed his mouth in feverish passion before whispering to the slightest breeze.

“I love you Vincente and despite what you say I admire the man you have turned into because…”

It seemed the more we talked the more devoted I became to him.

“…Who else but you and your intelligent insight and clever games could have possible defeated and subjugated the Whitechapel Nun…”

I had to stop because the coming orgasm was too needful and spontaneous to resist which made me fall forward reactively to cover him with my flowing flaxen hair then groan in delectation.

“…And surely save me from myself in the process…”

To my joy he remained solid and I played with the snugness inside and grumbled in bliss.

“…You are surely my Lord and Master, Vincente, as in my own juvenile ignorance thank the universe for treating you disdainfully and badly as a young man…”

I started the next orgasmic rise towards the sexual fall and giggled like the bimbo he had perhaps turned me into.

“…Because without doing so how could something so incredibly wonderful between us have taken place…”

We leisurely pushed and pulled against each other for nearly a blessed hour until we reached sensual glory in unison when we kissed deeply again and parted reluctantly as I sat on his knee then held his iron neck and cooed adoringly.

“…As surely, given what you said and how things have played out, this is all fated to be!”

We put on white bath robes then returned to the terrace when it was nearing midnight and as the moonbeams spread romantic light mixed in with the flickering candles I placed out a huge spread of food, before Vincente and I sat separated in appreciation of the heavenly quiet ambiance as if there was nothing more to discuss.

The meal tasted sweet as if I had not eaten properly for months - which in many ways was true - while my future husband watched on in satisfaction because due to his insight, patience, care and love then we had perhaps both been resurrected in a single spectacular evening.

With energy levels restored and libidos still burning brightly we returned to the bedroom and libidinously threw our minds and bodies at each other with such ferocious vigour mere description could not do justice to the sexual frisson ignited between us.

As my man and lover mounted and spurted inside me for the umpteenth and final time, I looked up to see the visibly amused faces of Rebecca, Zoe and Rachel - who was holding a bottle of wine - when they all raised their hands in the air and screamed excitedly like the children we still were inside.

“Surprise!”

Vincente groaned in resolution then turned over to sleep because I had surely exhausted him by drawing every spick and spot of sperm out of his precious piece of manhood because every - and I mean every - invert or opening I possessed was literally full to the brim of his virile seed.

However, even though I was also tired I still slipped on a light robe then went downstairs with my cheery colleagues still wearing my hat - because I mentioned how Vincente enjoyed it - where boastfully I showed off my glittering engagement ring and they opened the cheap bottle of sparkling local wine with a loud explosive bang to celebrate the wonderful news.

The fact that the drink was not vintage champagne was symbolic because at heart we were all just ordinary women accidentally caught up in an extraordinary business and lifestyle while the frothy liquid was sugary sweet and meaningful because it reminded me I was no better or worse than they were and strangely over the months a strong camaraderie had grown with us all.

They filled in the missing pieces of the puzzle of the last few months because everyone knew who I was and what my aims were from the first moment of my unforgettable initial interview with Vincente, and there was no intention to like me but somehow that improbable event took place almost naturally because without question these amazing girls were the reliable friends that I had never known before.

With the exception of Rebecca they teased me about sharing Vincente’s bed now and then and I knew, given what my husband to be had mentioned, that such erotic trysts would be inevitable given the closeness of us all, but I merely smirked and mentioned I might form a lottery each week to see if anyone was lucky enough the win that particular golden ticket.

We laughed and drank and welcomed me back to the world of the living and expressed how thrilled they were that the love and affection that seemed so clear and patent to them all between the Boss and me had marvellously concluded in such a happy ending.

Then the festivities faded and dissolved with hugs and kisses and them going up to shared rooms while leaving me to tidy when for certain I sensed we were bound together like sisters which gladdened me as I took the slow walk back to my man knowing that even without my awareness a shadowy business universe had been created all around inside this luxurious house and I was now most assuredly an integral part of it while amazingly that incredible fact barely scared me at all.

When I slipped in beside Vincente, he was still lost to the world as I had truly worn him out and automatically I wrapped my arms around his waist, let my delicate hands gently cup his limp penis and then curled strong lithe thighs about a muscular leg and felt invulnerably content.

As I leaned my fatigued head against his warm strong shoulder I thought about our future then the babies to come; I no longer took contraceptives because after Vincente’s death I never thought I would ever need them again and considering the amount of his virile seed already inside my soft warm belly I would swear it already felt impregnated.

I might mention that historically the women in my family caught easily while large hips were also useful for childbearing and the incredible thought of carrying a little Vincente was utterly thrilling while I vowed to treat him with more empathy that I did with his reckless feckless father who I had casually slung into the gaol of the Whitechapel nick in his irascible youth.

Giddily I laughed inside then squeezed him lightly for luck and let my head drift mentally towards the other girls that he casually mentioned in caution, and that I knew in by heart and bones would come and go, because unknowingly before this illuminating evening I had something very special with my husband that they did not.

We had a shared deep history then unforeseen destiny combined, because the memories of his agonising rise to power and success were clearly settled and burned deep into his soul and without meaning to, I had played a pivotal and vital role in that process.

Lovingly I would ensure to create a fabulous family and home for him because despite appearances and on reflection, Vincente had always been kind then considerate with me while the only occasion he had ever became truly callous or cruel was to force me to expose him with the information I had unknowingly been allowed to steal.

My heart knew that even then without that scalding flush of envy or anger he foisted upon me I could never have betrayed this precious man who I loved desperately before even realising that unlikely fact.

And finally, whilst pressing a substantial always highly appreciated supple chest against his smooth back and reactively surging inside once more, my renewed clever head remembered that mercifully I did possess the ultimate winning secret weapon with my devilish darling Vincente.

This was because in the event of any arguments or potential discord which seemed inevitable with our passionate natures inside a combustible marriage to come well…I could aways dress up in the provocative divine uniform he adored so much and naturally then be certain… to always leave my hat on!

The New Beginning!
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