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    The normally fresh and healthy complexion of the sweet face opposite us was drawn and troubled as our friend sipped his wine and tried to eat his way through the meal lovingly prepared by my precious new wife Terri. 
 
    We had known Bernie and his partner Karen since university then their wedding, which was just after our own nuptials, and it was difficult for me to witness the stress he was under as I muttered. 
 
    “Tell me about what has happened with you two and where is Karen?” 
 
    Terri and I looked at each other in mutual sympathy as he appeared to choke for a moment then murmured bravely.  
 
    “Maybe we married too young…as our relationship has been going south lately especially when we began working for Duncan Kane the infamous Billionaire…” 
 
    His troubled eyes began to well with emotion then tears and he whimpered. 
 
    “…Things had been financially tight and one of my pals told me that he had a soft spot for cute girls and…” 
 
    His face blushed crimson. 
 
    “…Stupidly I approached him, against Karen’s wishes, and unfortunately for me he has since taken her and she is now very much under his sullied wing.” 
 
    It was impossible for me to believe what Bernie was saying as I gasped. 
 
    “Are you divorced?” 
 
    Our friend shook his head and seemed to dissolve. 
 
    “No, he’s just a diabolical villain who uses her for sex - along with his other girls - for him or his rapacious randy friends while I have to take my wages and accept what he does then live with it…” 
 
    The look on my wife’s face was one of incredulity as he went on. 
 
    “…Or leave and give up this new more luxurious lifestyle we have got used to.” 
 
    I spoke bravely considering it was not my future at risk. 
 
    “It’s not all about money, Bernie?” 
 
    He seemed to wince at the obvious fact and the patent stain on his lack of bravery, chivalry or character when Terri interrupted suddenly in empathy. 
 
    “Maybe you have revealed enough Bernie, as all couples go through problems and I’m sure you’ll come out the other side soon.” 
 
    Our long-time friend sipped his wine in gulps to purposely down the glass then poured it full again before he murmured in despair. 
 
    “I want to tell you both simply because I cannot disclose this personal shame to anyone else and the whole thing is driving me utterly crazy to the point I can’t rest…” 
 
    His lips drunk more before his mouth ran away with him. 
 
    “…I have signed a contract where I am not allowed to touch my own wife and spend what time we do have together locked in an evil cage…” 
 
    We both stared in abject confusion as he explained far more than we were prepared for. 
 
    “…It’s a chastity device around my penis which is obviously demoralising and indescribably humiliating for me…” 
 
    He began so sob and further lose himself in the wine and this unbelievable weird, wicked tale. 
 
    “…I simply don’t know what to do?”  
 
    We gathered around him in genuine concern when my wife whispered sensibly. 
 
    “I think you are merely having a bad night Bernie…let me speak to Karen tomorrow and we can get together next week as I doubt it’s as bad as you say it is.” 
 
    As he was already inebriated I called Bernie a taxi then made sure my buddy was safely inside before sending him on his way then returning to our small apartment which merely demonstrated that my wife and I had our own domestic or monitory problems. 
 
    Amongst a few other that I did not wish to dwell upon, and it seemed to me that maybe our families were correct and we had in all veracity married much too young or early as Terri was merely nineteen while I was only six months older. 
 
    The two of us had known each other since junior school, had been boyfriend and girlfriend since our early teens and I never ever wanted anyone else while obviously, since she married me when I romantically got down on one knee, neither did my luscious wife.  
 
    Eventually, after changing for bed, we lay side by side when she whistled through pursed lips in an expression of astonishment at the surreal events of this evening. 
 
    “I can’t believe Karen is physically giving herself to this crude flush guy as I know her and she is a moral girl and would never willingly do such a vile sordid thing…” 
 
    My wife’s body seemed to tremble slightly in her long covering nightie. 
 
    “…I mean she’s like me…we don’t really even like sex…!” 
 
    It seemed that we were both agitated by Bernie’s unbelievable confession as I turned then accidentally poked her with my small but aching erection through my shorts before she jumped then muttered with irritation. 
 
    “…We did it on Saturday, Colin…” 
 
    Her tone changed to a more conciliatory level as if correcting her unusual aggression. 
 
    “…But would you like me to relieve you, Baby?” 
 
    She turned onto one side then pulled down my short trousers then picked up a pair of her sensual dirty knickers from the floor before holding them against me and muttering with practicality. 
 
    “…Ask me and I will rub you out.” 
 
    My lips groaned as she created gentle pressure. 
 
    “Please Terri…I’m sorry for getting hard all the time but I can’t help it.” 
 
    Her body relaxed as she murmured. 
 
    “That’s fine I understand, Baby, that you need release but frankly I cannot fathom this story tonight…” 
 
    She started to slowly rub my pulsing cock with the soft tactile panties as her mind became distracted, 
 
    “…I can’t believe she would be unfaithful to precious Bernie and become some filthy whore to an older odious man…” 
 
    The movement and tension she created on my hard flesh became more intense and she grumbled. 
 
    “…It must be a joke or mistake because neither of us would rationally contemplate such unforgivable immorality….” 
 
    Her head began to meander as she simpered. 
 
    “…Could you ever imagine me doing anything like that…?” 
 
    Unfortunately my base imagination began to run riot as I suddenly saw her playing the wanton Harlot to some wealthy awful guy that made my body shiver in revulsion then erratically spurt multiple weak blobs of cum into the gusset of the panties as she laughed in good humour. 
 
    “…So much sperm, Baby…maybe you can see me in that role…?” 
 
    What my wife mentioned was just an amusing passing comment before she wiped my shrinking prick thoroughly with the moist knickers and muttered in fatigue. 
 
    “…I do hate it when you mess the sheets or your fresh shorts Baby…so I hope you agree this solution of using my used panties is a much better idea and keeps everything clean…” 
 
    Her hand brushed my thin penile skin a few more times before complaining sharply. 
 
    “…Fuck, you won’t stop dripping…you hold it in place until everything is completely dry…” 
 
    She placed my own hand firmly over the wet underwear and sighed with a further edge of irascibility. 
 
    “…Dry off then put your shorts back on as I need to be up early tomorrow for the office and you have to make an impression at that rag of an online newspaper you like so much so they pay you more money…” 
 
    Terri rolled into a ball then whispered sleepily. 
 
    “…And I’ll speak to Karen then have them over very soon as it was truly awful to witness Bernie’s distress and we need to help them if possible.” 
 
    Impulsively, I held her knickers tightly against my still damp penis and tried not to think about how I had secretly grown to quite enjoy the sense or thrill of her pretty underwear so close to my reactive skin, 
 
    It had indeed been her suggestion to try this sullied charade, because once we were married and could legally make love she quickly brought the inventive idea in as a middle ground because true intimacy or fornication with her was a rare gift offered and like any man I ached to climax daily. 
 
    She explained on honeymoon when we had both been virgins that sex - in her logical mind - was not actually important and as and when we had made a better home and were more fiscally able then a real discussion for the procreation of children could take place. 
 
    I accepted that Terri was right, as always, and tried to contain my male urges so the two of us continued to grow together while I felt certain that in time and as we matured then a full sexual life would naturally develop along with our marriage. 
 
    Money was always a tension-filled issue in our existence and frustratingly it was my wife with her legal assistant job that made most towards our rent and expenses while I laboured on this small electronic newspaper and was always seeking a scoop or a break that would possibly get me noticed by the larger media sources. 
 
    In truth I had always wanted to write and possessed private whimsical dreams of becoming a famous author but had not yet developed a true flair for the written word or could see a visible path to the literary world because in all honesty, given I had so little life-experience, then whatever could I talk about with authority?  
 
    So, I drifted along to work at this tiny office in a lousy building where I did lots of research without much actual result before arriving home then tidying up and making some food for Terri who always arrived back later than I did. 
 
    I also put the laundry into the machines and personally shivered inside when in passing I saw how much semen I had ejaculated in her knickers on recent transient deranged unworthy thoughts then was momentarily pleased that the evidence of my weakness was soon to be forever washed away.  
 
    My wife returned like a breath of fresh air then warmly kissed my cheek before we ate and after watching television for a while the two of us showered separately then slipped into bed where she passed me the warm knickers she had been wearing that day and murmured with purpose. 
 
    “You put them over your little man, Baby please - I hated it when she said that - and I’ll press it out as usual…” 
 
    The panties were smooth and silken like her voice as it sighed distractedly. 
 
    “…I spoke to Karen today who was not best pleased with Bernie telling his tall tales…” 
 
    Her fingers drew around my prick as she laughed 
 
    “…She said she was going to spank and punish him…!” 
 
    I surged unexpectedly at this unnatural craziness before my wife gurgled. 
 
    “…Although she did mention that some of what Bernie said was true but promised more would be disclosed when they came to dinner the night after next…” 
 
    Once more she saved the worst news till last and her voice giggled like a child. 
 
    “…Said maybe she might introduce me to this Duncan the billionaire as he likes young slender girls like me…” 
 
    The grip of her hand became intense. 
 
    “…What do you think…is that a good idea, Baby? 
 
    Once again, I revealingly ejected far more semen than normal then saw her smile in the gloom before making me slowly pat the penis dry until eventually we both found some separation and peace to rest and be ready for the dawn. 
 
    Another day went by then another night when I erratically spurted into her damp panties once more when she mentioned - as a reminder - that Karen would be here tomorrow with Bernie, and insisted I should not ask uncomfortable questions about their possibly perverse sexual relationship as she wanted the evening to go without too much friction. 
 
    Somehow I could not stop thinking about some affluent obnoxious guy fucking her at will and how my poor affected friend must be feeling while my head became increasingly unsettled as I tried not to dwell too much on such indecency. 
 
    Our friends turned up precisely on time when Karen looked noticeably different than usual with a glamorous short black dress, sensual black stockings below and blonder hair than usual, along with a whole new bumptious attitude that specifically came to the fore after we had eaten the dinner mostly prepared by me. 
 
    Terri - in comparison - was in a long soft skirt and a loose-fitting top which literally hung on her tiny petite form and as the plates were removed my wife finally muttered up in vocal disapproval toward her best friend expressing severe criticism she must have had from the start of our gathering. 
 
    “The outfit’s a bit risqué isn’t it, Karen?” 
 
    The girl with tangled - obviously dyed - golden locks merely smiled then raised her short hem a fraction so we could all see the suspenders holding up the sheer stockings underneath then replied coolly. 
 
    “I used to think so but I’ve learned to appreciate such sensuality and…” 
 
    Her steely grey eyes stared directly at my wife. 
 
    “…Don’t knock it till you try it Terri…” 
 
    She then turned her attention to her husband and snapped. 
 
    “…Stand up Bernie and explain how sorry you are for mentioning anything about our private affairs and the state of our marriage” 
 
    To my great shock my poor friend obeyed his hectoring wife and slowly rose to his feet then whined pathetically. 
 
    “I am sorry Karen; really I am as I should not have said anything about your job or this Duncan Kane as it’s a matter purely between us.” 
 
    Karen interrupted rudely. 
 
    “Yes it is Bernie and although it’s true I’m providing whatever he wants from me sexually it was what was discussed and contractually agreed to from the very start…” 
 
    Terri and I sat back in stunned silence and disbelief as she smiled coldly. 
 
    “…Trousers down, Darling, and show them your cute surprise...” 
 
    I was speechless as he looked at her for sympathy but she just scowled with impatience. 
 
    “…Do it or I will beat your backside raw again later tonight…!” 
 
    Almost in slow motion his trembling hand undid the slim nylon zip then pulled the trousers and shorts down to reveal that his cock and balls were horrifically enclosed in a silver metal cage which she grabbed almost roughly and chuckled. 
 
    “…We sold out for money to Duncan Kane without doubt…as it’s his lingerie I’m wearing alongside the clothes he lets me buy on account and part of the deal was that Bernie would be in chastity so he could never touch me with his little prick…” 
 
    Her lips smacked drolly. 
 
    “…Not that he was up to much in that department anyway but used to spread his spunk everywhere like some dirty indecent dog so to be honest…” 
 
    She sipped her wine and seemed to savour the flavour for a moment. 
 
    “…I prefer him like this as he is more…” 
 
    Her pretty head seemed to search for the right descriptive word or phrase before finding an appropriate one then two. 
 
    “…Domesticated and disciplined!” 
 
    Her body language was amazingly entirely relaxed as if not fully appreciating what indecency or perversion she was admitting to. 
 
    “…I fucking fully and wholly embrace my new enriched life now and am loving sex for the first time in my previously uninformed existence as a female…” 
 
    Once more she gazed at Terri. 
 
    “…Want me to put a good word in for you Babe as he would absolutely love you!” 
 
    My wife was definitely no brainless bimbo or whore like this misguided young Tramp had become and she responded sharply if not resolutely. 
 
    “I don’t think that would be necessary Karen, as you know I am not that type of girl.” 
 
    Karen stared at her then guffawed. 
 
    “Fuck you are so green, Babe…” 
 
    She looked around our small seedy messy apartment.” 
 
    “…Is this so good what you have? And anyway thinking about it I doubt that you would get through the door with Mr Duncan Kane as there are literally thousands of adoring cute women begging for his attentions and money.” 
 
    I had to speak up in my confusion. 
 
    “Why would women go to him to be enslaved and demeaned?” 
 
    Karen shook her woozy head in explanation. 
 
    “No Silly, it’s the husbands who apply…they are the ones that get humiliated while us girls get what we need and deserve because I’ve learned that women are specifically built for and enjoy good sex…” 
 
    Her body shivered as if reliving some recent primitive unworthy experience. 
 
    “…And it’s fucking sublime sharing intimacy with him and his friends once you lose your useless ego or pride…” 
 
    She snickered filthily. 
 
    “…Which, I might mention, did not take me too long!” 
 
    Terri gasped in visible revulsion and incredulity. 
 
    “Friends?” 
 
    Her sweet shiny head nodded in affirmation. 
 
    “Sure, once on the ticket we fuck and suck who we’re told to…” 
 
    The grip on Bernie’s genitals tightened before he produced a few sickly white spots of fluid from his captured pumping prick in his patent agony before she laughed at as all. 
 
    “…So now you have a clearer picture and…” 
 
    Her slate angry eyes glared at Terri, 
 
    “…If you want to get an interview then give me a ring and I’ll see what I can do because that is the only way I know in with him …” 
 
    Bernie had his trousers pulled back up now then sat beside her as she patted his head and finished the wine in her glass which seemed to make her even merrier. 
 
    “…By personal recommendation and introduction.” 
 
    My wife spoke instantly and dismissively given she was someone of high principle generally and especially when it came to sexual matters, as I could readily vouch for. 
 
    “I don’t think that will be necessary, Karen, because I would politely inform you that Colin and I are content and in a committed relationship!” 
 
    The inference that their romance was already in the toilet was not lost on anyone as Karen just stared at her with accusing stormy eyes then laughed. 
 
    “Really Terri…really…the difference between you and me is just that I am not…” 
 
    Her words were amusing but also cutting towards us both. 
 
    “…A timid frigid scaredy cat any longer and am prepared to explore myself and the possibilities of sexual pleasure, as any sane sensitive woman is entitled to.” 
 
    To my eternal shock Terri suddenly exploded in uncontrollable fury. 
 
    “And what about poor loyal Bernie; should he just suck it up and wear his stupid little cage and lick your ass?” 
 
    Our former friend had obviously gone well over what my wife felt was a line of acceptability and decency because she giggled stupidly while responding with sarcasm. 
 
    “That’s precisely what he should and does do to show he now accepts his obvious limitations as a husband and as a demonstration he loves me and…if you ask my opinion…?” 
 
    She glanced dismissively at me. 
 
    “…That’s exactly what Colin should undertake for you as well because like Bernie we both know full well he’s not up to much between the sheets.” 
 
    Terri bit her soft pink lips, as she could sense this discussion and evening had got well out of hand before our guests left shortly afterwards and after I had cleaned up - as normal - I eventually entered my room to find her atop the bed in a soft long sensual sheer gown when her voice purred to me disarmingly like a friendly pussy.  
 
    “Have a shower Colin then…” 
 
    She smiled with some unusual warmth. 
 
    “…Even though this is not your normal night I wish you to return here naked to make sweet passionate love to me…” 
 
    It is said that perhaps everything happens for the best and although the night up to now had been traumatic, improbably it now seemed like possibly this was Christmas come early for me as I washed thoroughly but quickly then went nakedly to her side when she turned off the lights and whispered tenderly. 
 
    “…I’ve made myself wet down there so let me lift my gown and you can move between my legs and stick your thing inside…” 
 
    I saw the shadow of her finger lightly lift the soft scented cotton material to leave her body exposed before - as directed - I nestled atop her slim petite form and let my erection search for the malleable wet entrance point before she took hold of the compact stiffness and hissed in frustration. 
 
    “…Let me show you …again…” 
 
    She teased the tip of my hardness against her womanly subtle folds before it slipped past the permeable crease and entered her internal womanly passage as she stroked my giddy head and grumbled. 
 
    “…Now Colin…fuck me…fuck me…show me you are not inadequate like Karen said…fuck and take me…now…I demand to be taken” 
 
    Sadly, but surely, the unsettling evening and perhaps allied to the terrible pressure it caused had taken its toll because I shivered then jerked to weakly spill my miserably slimy white load just inside my wife who simply patted my arm and simpered softly. 
 
    “…That was perfect Baby…” 
 
    Even I knew I had not performed to expectation but she stoutly continued her comforting words so I was not disturbed. 
 
    “…That Karen simply does not know what she’s talking about and…in my eyes, Colin; you are a truly marvellous lover...” 
 
    Terri was normally so calm and collected but she seemed suddenly utterly unbalanced as she told such obvious lies. 
 
    “…More than enough for me and I certainly will not be taking lectures from my former friend that is now some louche lousy moneyed man’s plaything!” 
 
    She kissed my cheek then pulled down the tactile material of the gown before tossing and turning in some patent disturbance while I meekly declared undying love for her before I fell asleep because an orgasm always swiftly sent me into weary dreamland. 
 
    Over the next few days, I watched while Terri became ever-more irrational as it was clear that this situation with our lost friend was deeply bothering her and although she brought me physical relief in her panties - by wrapping them around my raging but diminutive penis each night - I sensed that something urgently needed to be done. 
 
    It was then I had a debateable brainwave because, as the official closeness with our friends was in cold freeze, the situation gave rise to a teasing wisp of an ingenious idea that came into my creative mind because improbably I had a real sudden inspiration for a story which might just possibly set me on the literary path to success 
 
    It was simply a mere thought at first but it whirled then swirled through my professional brain then around again before I was relaxing in bed with Terri who was slowly rubbing me to sordid glory with her underwear - as was our illicit way - while she muttered darkly. 
 
    “I’ve heard nothing from Karen or Bernie and I would admit that the whole disgraceful situation with them has really troubled me as I simply can’t believe what Karen is up to…” 
 
    Her hand gripped my cock tighter as she groaned. 
 
    “…What she does is beyond unethical and disgusting…and this Loaded Bastard that seems to get off on making-sport with other men’s wives deserves be exposed…if not hung…” 
 
    Her head truly was off-kilter as she went on with her voice lifting to a shrill cry. 
 
    “…Not all women are whores while their pathetic men remain impotent by allowing such depravity…” 
 
    She shivered in hatred and anger while rubbing the rigidity in her fingers harder. 
 
    “…You would never want him to fuck me would you Baby…?” 
 
    In answer all I could do was explode outwards with a reflexive seminal flow into the divine fabric of the underwear as she shivered and laughed drolly.  
 
    “…Or would you?” 
 
    I gasped in the confusing release of sexual pressure and growled. 
 
    “No Darling I think like you that this outrage should be brought into the open and foul predatory wealthy men like him that use their lousy money and influence to prey on young girls should be completely unmasked…”  
 
    As I whispered my wife wiped up the unholy mess I had made with the now wet knickers and listened. 
 
    “…My scheme is that maybe we should go through the formalities of an initial application processes with this odious guy, see what’s involved then gather information for me to write an expose` for the online paper and then maybe it will get noticed by the associated press and I might get an actual break.” 
 
    To my shock she leaned back on the bed nestled back into the covers and noticed my penis was pulsing again as her divine pink mouth smiled drolly. 
 
    “What a sly devilish idea Baby…you can tease or tempt him with my so-called feminine charms and possibly discover how much he wants to fuck me…?” 
 
    Incredibly - as I could never reach erection more than once a night - I was unexpectedly solid once more as she groaned quietly. 
 
    “…How intriguing and decidedly decadent…” 
 
    She quickly pulled up her soft sweet smelling gown and encouraged me to mount her slight form then simpered. 
 
    “…I will allow you to have me now…and demonstrate I don’t ever need some strong billionaire Stud to show what I’m missing…” 
 
    In a sudden surge of animalistic primitive energy I was over her, as she spread warm milky thighs to ease my expected passage, but dramatically my primal motion lasted mere seconds before I released whatever seed I had remaining in my small balls before her perfumed breath murmured in audible frustration. 
 
    “…Oh Colin…maybe this is all too much for us…let me take the night and think more about what we should do.” 
 
    Once more I slept like an exhausted animal from my rare sexual excesses while I could tell from the creased untidy sheets that my wife had been extremely unsettled as well and in the morning she shook her head and muttered in visible confusion. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s a good idea about the story, Colin…we could be opening a Pandora’s Box and maybe it is a dangerous route to take.” 
 
    To me, after a sound slumber, in the light of day my proposal seemed an obvious choice and provided a career opportunity in the process as I gazed at her with puppy eyes and sighed coquettishly in persuasion. 
 
    “Don’t be such a worryguts, Darling, this is entirely a professional and journalistic cause and I wouldn’t let anything go anywhere or happen to you…” 
 
    Reassuringly I smiled then sighed. 
 
    “…It’s just my job after all…” 
 
    My hand held hers gently. 
 
    “…Please just speak to Karen and find out what’s involved…” 
 
    I could see she was wavering so I pressed her insistently. 
 
    “…Please, Darling…trust me, I know exactly what I’m doing.” 
 
    In the end Terri swallowed her coffee then agreed to make the call but when she returned that evening my wife was in a bad mood and scowled at me.  
 
    “Karen said if you’re really serious then you ring her directly because the enquiry for her depraved Boss always needs to come from the husband as was the case with Bernie.” 
 
    I made us dinner first, when my wife again begged me not to pursue what she referred to as this folly, but I was suddenly convinced of my pure purpose as I picked up the phone and called Karen’s number when she answered immediately but icily. 
 
    “Hello Colin, what can I do for you?” 
 
    The question was obvious and I lied efficiently. 
 
    “Terri and I talked seriously about what you mentioned regard this Mr Kane and are curious therefore would like to know more.” 
 
    Her tone was dismissive. 
 
    “Well, that might be positive for her but before I send you the contact details then I would warn you that only the most committed couples are allowed past even the initial interviews…” 
 
    She chuckled in challenge. 
 
    “…You must truly desire that Terri be sexually fulfilled while appreciating, as I did with Bernie, your great shortcomings as a husband, Colin…can you honestly do that?” 
 
    It seemed deceit came easier than I thought as I countered calmly. 
 
    “Yes of course, her happiness takes priority…just please tell me what to do?” 
 
    Unfortunately, she unfairly pushed me into a corner. 
 
    “Just say that you can’t satisfy her sexually…” 
 
    My heartbeat was racing as she went on. 
 
    “…And she deserves men who can because it was only Bernie’s initial sincerity that finally got me through to Duncan and the rest is history…so suck it up and confess.” 
 
    In some shame I whispered, well out of earshot of my wife. 
 
    “I do struggle to please her physically sometimes and…” 
 
    The dishonourable words stuck in my throat and were hard to admit then express. 
 
    “…Terri deserves to be well fucked by a man who knows what he’s doing.” 
 
    Karen shrieked in amusement. 
 
    “Oh Colin…well done, well done, even though I know you don’t mean it, but if you send a picture of Terri with a detailed note outlining why you wish a stronger more able male to educate her sexually to the email address I will forward, then, if you pass the indoctrination…” 
 
    She snickered again which was most aggravating. 
 
    “…Maybe soon perhaps you will start to believe it, but to be frank my money is on you and my neglected best friend never getting the chance.” 
 
    Karen rang off abruptly and it was seconds before I received the necessary information on my phone of where to send my application she had mentioned and told me to detail the message to a woman called Diana West who handled these unseemly matters for the omnipotent and patently awful Duncan Kane. 
 
    My wife went to bed early and I swiftly took the opportunity to instantly conjure up a story to this mysterious woman in which Terri and I were having marital troubles in the bedroom and that I had heard that time spent with her Boss could be beneficial to us both.  
 
    There was a holiday photo with both me and slender Terri posing on the beach - she was in a clingy red swimsuit - where she looked lovely and alluring as always and I dispatched the message without setting much store in actually receiving a response. 
 
    Well, it all seemed so surreal or insane. 
 
    However, the following day I did get a reply which was sadly short and to the point which thanked me for my enquiry but my reasons to meet her employer seemed inadequate as was the picture and the only chance I had on progressing this query would be for me to forward more revealing pictures or videos of my partner in a near naked state which only then would she consider on her employer’s behalf. 
 
    I found the presumption of these people utterly outrageous and wanted to stop this nonsense there and then but somehow felt compelled to go forward to get to the bottom of this depravity and wanted to simply ask my partner to allow me to take the images that were now required but was understandably afraid to. 
 
    Also, to be brutally honest, I had never seen Terri unclothed in our entire relationship and knew she would consider such a request strange if not deviant therefore shamefully I placed my small laptop in an unnoticed place in our bedroom which subsequently and easily caught pictures then videos of her dressing and undressing. 
 
    When I privately perused the images the following day I was relieved to find they were more artistic rather than pornographic, and subsequently only saved the ones where she was in her small tight knickers, but all anyone could really notice was the delicate lean but sublime feminine shape of her. 
 
    Most especially the fabulous arch or exquisite curve of the feminine back that flowed seamlessly down to perfect thighs and legs and how her soft pert breasts were so succulent, well-formed and peachy along with the smooth backside that was also entirely visible from these detailed computer stills and moving images. 
 
    In some ways I felt ashamed that I had fallen so low to unforgivably spy on my unsuspecting wife but convinced myself this was all for a good purpose although for each small step I travelled along this sleazy path seemed to make me surge in mercurial anticipation or tension and in all honesty my penis had been almost permanently erect since my conversation with Karen then each contact with this Diana there-afterwards. 
 
    When I emailed a selection of the best and beautiful videos and pictures to this unknown woman I felt sorely disloyal to my partner and possibly beneath contempt but also noticed the enticing frisson of a huge hard-on which stayed with me until bedtime when thankfully Terri rubbed me off again into her worn panties as if she that sensed my mind and body desperately needed to clear.  
 
    I could tangibly feel that there was a growing void between us since that fateful evening with our disturbed friends, but it was an emerging chasm that was difficult to cross because we tended to stay on our own side of the unmentionable problem merely in the hope that somehow a miracle would occur and - as a married unit - the two of us could meet in the middle to discuss then bravely solve our difficult issues. 
 
    A day then two passed before I had a message from this mercurial Diana saying that she did not see much hope for me or my wife ever meeting her Boss but if I wished to come into her office in town on Saturday at 12p.m then she would grant me a few minutes just out of courtesy to find if there was anything she could do to help me. 
 
    If that is what I still wanted? 
 
    Fortunately, Terri was seeing her mother for lunch that afternoon before then going shopping leaving my time thankfully free and I confirmed I would be there although, like her, I felt there was going to be very little to be had out of such a session.    
 
    Her office, when I arrived, was inside a large old atmospheric building on the top floor and I found the entrance door then pressed a buzzer when a high-pitched female voice sounded liltingly. 
 
    “Yes, who is it?” 
 
    “Colin, Miss, to keep our appointment.” 
 
    Another beep sounded and I opened the aperture then entered into a small but immaculate room where a tall lady with short blonde tailored hair rose from behind an antique wooden desk then walked over to me and smiled. 
 
    She was utterly gorgeous and had on tight beige trousers, a golden braid belt with a silken blue shirt and a dazzling white string of pearls around her slender neck as I mumbled stupidly as if I was some starry-eyed schoolboy. 
 
    “You are very beautiful, Miss Diana.” 
 
    The young woman merely grinned and mumbled crudely to the point. 
 
    “Like your wife; now take a seat and explain to me why you would like Mr Kane to take and use her mouth or fuck her like a dumb mare because…” 
 
    I slithered down into the armchair she gestured to then listened, utterly mortified but spellbound, as the female force of nature went on. 
 
    “…What you wrote about to me was barely believable and you need to understand that this decadent game Mr Kane plays is not about marriage guidance…” 
 
    She chuckled darkly. 
 
    “…My Boss enjoys taking and sexually dominating other men’s wives…it is his pastime for which the couples involved are well rewarded financially as you know…” 
 
    My cock was like rock as she berated me. 
 
    “…So, you have to utterly convince me you are suitable and not sell this pile of crap that you put on paper to explain why you want your tempting Terri to spread her luscious legs for my Mr Kane? 
 
    Unknown to this sublime but incredibly aggressive woman I had a secret video recording device in my jacket top pocket as I tried to counter as best I could. 
 
    “For the money, Miss, clearly!” 
 
    Her head shook in mistrust. 
 
    “Tell me the whole story of your marriage.” 
 
    I fabricated some tale or other then put in vague references about various teething problems we were subsequently having and tried to sound credible but she listened to my gabble or babble for ten minutes then simply sighed and beamed brightly at me. 
 
    “Enough, I have heard enough, Colin, would you like a drink before you go…?” 
 
    She provided me with a small scotch which I sipped slowly as I realised I was out of my depth with her while she continued to be genial. 
 
    “…This is clearly not for you or your wife as I am vastly experienced in what Mr Kane requires; and I already know it is not you or your Terri, as desirable as she is because to be entirely cutting…” 
 
    I felt the sword of Damocles falling on my tawdry scoop I so longed to write.  
 
     “…I don’t find your reasoning honest or passes the smell test and without question you have told me nothing of interest….” 
 
    The tension from her had disappeared and she seemed worryingly friendly. 
 
    “…So, if there is anything you wish to finally mention do it now or finish off the whisky and let me permanently close your file.” 
 
    Suddenly all the energy seemed to literally flow out of me as I spluttered without thinking as for some unfathomable reason I did not wish this opportunity to end. 
 
    “My wife doesn’t like sex and as I do like to orgasm as much as possible she rubs me off each night with the panties she wore that day.” 
 
    Her fair finely plucked eyebrows raised up a fraction before she poured me some more drink then murmured.  
 
    “Do you like that?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Do you have sex?” 
 
    I nodded and felt compelled to speak the truth as if recognising I was not quite as good at telling lies as I thought. 
 
    “Yes, once a fortnight but since this situation began with our friends Karen and Bernie she unexpectedly wants it more but…” 
 
    I sipped more alcohol and confessed an uncomfortable fact. 
 
    “…I’m a tad small in the genital area and cum much too quickly to really please then satisfy her, but we don’t talk about it.” 
 
    The woman stood up then above me and sighed meaningfully. 
 
    “Would you like another chance Colin, a last final opportunity as what you have told me I believe is the first of many realities you must face but now I must probe more…would you like that…?” 
 
    My head bobbed then weaved and she sighed. 
 
    “…Say yes if you want to be considered then do exactly what I say or this ultimate last gasp will be over.” 
 
    I whimpered weakly. 
 
    “Yes Miss please…I will obey and would like to talk more to you as you seem to be a good listener.” 
 
    The woman smiled then took my hands and placed them on her fabulous trousers. 
 
    “Take them off…don’t think just do it…” 
 
    I undid the belt then the fine clicking zip and tugged them to the floor to display small white lacy knickers as she stroked my head and murmured. 
 
    “…Remove all your clothes as well so I can see your body…quickly…” 
 
    In seconds I was stark naked and she clucked approvingly. 
 
    “…Such obedience is entirely positive, now remove my knickers and put them on…” 
 
    Somehow I drew the fragrant underwear from her hips then stood up and pulled them over mine when she could see my little erection through the sheer fabric but merely spoke softly and with compassion. 
 
    “…We are both uncovered now so please relax and look closely at my vagina…” 
 
    I kneeled between her legs and saw how perfectly shaved and neat her pubic hair was as she laughed at my intensity 
 
    “…Have you seen one properly before?” 
 
    My mouth groaned as I knew I sounded pathetic. 
 
    “No Miss…not really.” 
 
    She drew my head into the fragrant womanly line and grumbled. 
 
    “Then fucking study it because if you get the job then you need to know how to clean vaginas with your sweet mouth as Duncan fucked me when I was married and my cuckolded husband at the time had to lick the spunk off…as they all do…so taste me and pretend it’s Terri’s pretty cunt that’s been filled…” 
 
    Spontaneously she watched my body jerk and knew I had creamed her panties with my ejaculate as she chuckled. 
 
    “…Don’t be abashed, Colin, that’s a marvellous submissive sign that this subversive little game is for you, now suckle me and tell me you wish to reveal your hidden sensual soul…” 
 
    My tongue slid transiently along this scented vaginal crease before she exhaled in passing satisfaction. 
 
    “…Lay on the settee and we shall begin the interview once more but this time you will be much more if not entirely open…” 
 
    The woman guided me to the brown leather couch where I settled on the cool softness while she pulled a seat beside me then patted the slippery gusset of the panties around me and smirked. 
 
    “…My goodness Colin, you are so light and delicate…” 
 
    Her hand stroked my inner thigh making me whine. 
 
    “…Have you ever dressed up in female clothes?” 
 
    For some inexplicable reason I stared up and whispered a terrible unmentionable secret. 
 
    “Just for a while when I was a boy…with my auntie’s and mother’s underwear because I liked the sensation of the delightful materials on my skin…” 
 
    I realised what I said then muttered defensively. 
 
    “…But lots of boys I knew did the same stuff.”  
 
    She nodded in apparent understanding. 
 
    “That’s true all men like luxurious lingerie and women too of course but I bet your wife doesn’t wear such sensual things does she…?” 
 
    I shook my head miserably and trembled. 
 
    “…Wouldn’t you enjoy buying such exquisite clothing then dressing her like your own cute doll so Mr Kane can fuck her properly…?” 
 
    There was suddenly a bulge once more in my wet briefs as she laughed. 
 
    “…Oh Colin…let it go…cum in your cute panties and admit to me…doesn’t she deserve to know what it feels like to be fulfilled…?” 
 
    Her fingers slipped inside the knickers then held my small erection as she clucked. 
 
    “…Instead of this timid inadequate little thing…supplying a few weak ineffectual strokes now and then…” 
 
    My head was filled with the graphic picture of her being used like some eager dirty whore before I spurted haplessly into her hand and she wiped the sticky residue on my lips then smiled in pleasure.  
 
    “…You see that wasn’t so difficult Colin was it…?” 
 
    I was provided with another tot of whisky which I sipped to calm my nerves as her palm pressed my flat crotch and she relaxed back in her own chair. 
 
    “…Now, give me a brief proper history of the two of you.” 
 
    My brain was flushed from the orgasms while Diane bizarrely felt like a friend as I breathed in then spoke as if she was my sensual priest. 
 
    “I never had a girlfriend before Terri and the same for her because we were childhood sweethearts that spent our adolescence then schooling through college together then married early as she was still only nineteen last year when tying the knot…” 
 
    The alcohol was therapeutic and made me see things clearer. 
 
    “…We never made love until our wedding night then honeymoon and I would shamefully confirm that things did not go well sexually…” 
 
    Her azure eyes were wide and interested. 
 
    “…I could not make love to her properly and in many ways she is still entirely pure.” 
 
    Diana patted my leg then the softness between them as she spoke sympathetically. 
 
    “Poor Colin and poor Terri…would you like to make amends to her like any impotent husband to his young vital wife…?” 
 
    Impossibly I was becoming hard again as she teased the emerging lump and simpered. 
 
    “…Ask me and I will try to make it happen, Sweetie.” 
 
    I stared up at her as if she was ridiculously all-powerful while she stroked my emerging erection and made me groan. 
 
    “Yes, I would love to dress her and let her enjoy what I struggle to offer…” 
 
    The blood flowed to my prick as I gasped. 
 
    “…She needs a better life and a good fucking…a good hard fucking…and…” 
 
    My brain was about to ignite and almost combust over the sexual precipice now as she finished my sentence and whispered. 
 
    “And what, Colin?” 
 
    The mere crazy scenario once more made me pour slimy male fluid into the already soaked knickers as I grumbled. 
 
    “I want to watch!” 
 
    Diana sat up then seemed to look through me. 
 
    “Well, that’s far, far, more informative Colin, and I am pleased to say that I would now definitely be prepared to recommend you go through to the next phase of this expedition in sensuality if you still want to but…” 
 
    She seemed to read me better than I could understand myself. 
 
    “…You need to tell your wife as I presume she does not know you are here today and this is after…” 
 
    My consciousness span as I wondered what I had got into while she sighed. 
 
    “…You write an email to me confirming everything we discussed and that you inform Terri that from now on you will wear her panties at all times as they are so comfortable to ejaculate your little spurts into…” 
 
    My arms pulled my body up when she stared at me and giggled suddenly. 
 
    “…I would love to dress you up Colin…wouldn’t you like to try it…put on tights and maybe a pleated short skirt?” 
 
    Whatever this girl mentioned seemed to endlessly inflame me however irrational it seemed, and before I realised her merest suggestion of such foolishness had me noisily climax once more before she passed me a small plastic bag and openly laughed. 
 
    “…Put my dirty knickers in here and get dressed now because, as promised, on receipt of your note and personal confirmation from your wife when I meet her that she is willing, then I shall provide a chance for you and Terri with Mr Kane if you really want it to happen but please appreciate…” 
 
    Her tone became more serious. 
 
    “…He makes his own decision regarding such personal or delicate matters and all I do is sort through the innumerable applicants and find him what I feel are the most suitable couples because…” 
 
    I had my clothes back on now and she was fastening the shiny belt to make herself look simply divine again as she shimmied.  
 
    “…We do want everyone to be content, as what Mr Kane offers is not compulsory and any of us can leave or quit at any time.” 
 
    I departed this antiquated building in something of a sleazy haze but had worked out this was probably where this Duncan Kane probably ran his empire from and that Diana was surely an old girlfriend that he had since discarded from his seedy crew but kept her on for other more formal duties. 
 
    In any event I was slightly delirious but content because I had recorded some damaging information about this enterprise already and by resolutely but temporarily swallowing my self-respect there was a distinct chance that I could get further along in this clandestine process than I thought if I could only persuade my timid partner to go along with it.  
 
    I needed to convince Terri this was all merely harmless theatre and that given we could depart at any stage then there was no real danger in just going on just that little bit further. 
 
    My wife was not yet home from the trip with her mother and it gave me time to send an email to Diana reconfirming what I had disclosed so personally today and made sure I recorded every detail for thoroughness as I did not wish to stupidly wreck what had been traumatically gained. 
 
    To my surprise I received a prompt message back which I read with delight. 
 
    Well done, Colin, that’s an excellent report on your limitations as a husband and if you would give me your bank account details I will send you $500 to buy your wife some pretty underwear as I want to see her tomorrow afternoon at 4p.m dressed divinely to confirm her interest in person. 
 
    In the excitement that we were getting an unexpected windfall I provided what she had asked for by return then noted her next communication. 
 
    Obviously you will buy some panties for your own use as we discussed during this recent trip, and if you are both not here precisely on time tomorrow then your tardiness will be an end to the matter although you will have made a profit. 
 
    I felt I wanted to talk more to her as if she was a friend and wrote a brief reply. 
 
    Thank you for today Miss I did enjoy it. 
 
    It seemed we had formed some type of understanding as she pinged back. 
 
    Yes the time was informative and interesting Colin and if I may mention you looked very fetching in my knickers. 
 
    I blushed in abashment to her recollection but didn’t know want to say as another message came in. 
 
    Don’t be embarrassed Colin as sensitive effeminate men like you are meant to understand their place with beautiful women. 
 
    I wanted to be angry but merely questioned her. 
 
    What is my place Miss? 
 
    Strangely I could almost hear her laughing as she replied. 
 
    “Why, to serve of course Colin…you are made to serve women and your wife especially…but all will be explained when I see you tomorrow with Terri in luscious finery and you in cute pretty panties…or not…as I really don’t care but it will be your loss.” 
 
    Unbelievably I was rigid just by this brief silly discussion but had no time to think straight because the door opened and my wife walked in wearily and sighed.  
 
    “Get me some wine Baby would you…I’m bushed and need to relax.” 
 
    Dutifully I fetched a full glass then had the strangest urge to remove her black pencil skirt to see the feminine wonders below and kiss her special place precisely as I had with Diana earlier today but merely murmured trying to sound casual. 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    She shrugged in some irritation. 
 
    “OK I suppose if you like shopping without money.” 
 
    I wanted to mention about our recent good fiscal fortune but could not broach the difficult subject before Terri showered then changed into the long nightgown and nodded at her discarded knickers on the floor in gesture to what was available for me later regarding what she saw as her obligation of rubbing. 
 
    She played with her hair as I instinctively picked up the knickers then obeyed her command and went in to wash before emerging from the shower room with her musky smelling black panties over my small prick and balls as I whined while she looked up startled.  
 
    “Don’t be upset but I went for an interview for this job with Mr Kane and met an interesting woman called Diana who recommended that as you masturbated me off in your underwear it made more sense to wear them…” 
 
    I looked away in some shyness or uncertainty. 
 
    “…All, the time!” 
 
    Terri stared at me with incredulity. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re really determined to explore this sick sordid story aren’t you…?” 
 
    Naturally I expected her to then fizzle and explode in fire and fury but to my great surprise she simply snickered instead. 
 
    “…But thinking about it I can truly appreciate the advantage of you being in knickers continually as it will mean I don’t have to press your greedy needy prick every night and it will stop the mess everywhere because you can now simply jerk-off to your heart’s content…” 
 
    Her palm patted the bed and I sat beside her as she noticed my tiny erection in the underwear. 
 
    “…Maybe on reflection, what you did today was sensible and possibly I’d like to meet this Diana as she sounds very practical and experienced in such unseemly matters.” 
 
    As if a door had been slightly opened for me to push I whispered guiltily. 
 
    “She wants to see us at 4p.m tomorrow at a swanky office for a joint interview before she puts our names forward and…” 
 
    Her grown glinting eyes glared at me as if I was deluded while I blustered on. 
 
    “…We’ve been given $500 to buy you lingerie to wear and…” 
 
    Terri scowled suddenly with annoyance at my duplicity and furtiveness. 
 
    “And what…what?” 
 
    My mouth whimpered but if we were going to do this then she had to know. 
 
    “And for me to get some panties for my own wardrobe so I don’t have to use yours.” 
 
    My wife laughed raucously and unexpectedly. 
 
    “My, Diana is possibly a genius so OK, OK. I will find then buy some stuff which I would never normally wear for this curious get-together on the condition I will select the cute panties for you as you need at least seven pairs given what she has cleverly advised…” 
 
    Her hand pulled me down onto the sheets as she gurgled then trembled.  
 
    “…I think you better tell me exactly what happened with this Diana this afternoon, you bad deceitful boy…and let me watch you masturbate yourself.” 
 
    Nervously I detailed most of what took place leaving out details that made me seem weaker and more pathetic than I was because I reasoned all of this embarrassment was merely a means to an end and in all truth there would be no way to tell or sell this remarkable debased story if we could not actually meet this infamous Duncan Kane. 
 
    Was there?  
 
    Terri seemed unusually interested and watched in fascination as I used my hand to create pressure on my erection in the panties then shuddered to climax into the tactile gusset of underwear as my mind recalled some of the most erotic experiences with this fabulous blonde woman from today, while I skirted around the juiciest information and made this interview I had with her seem far more innocuous than it actually was. 
 
    Terri seemed strangely agitated while I ejaculated a couple more times - as we dozed - that night into her underwear before we managed to sleep and awoke early when I look at her with trepidation. 
 
    “Are we still going shopping or should we forget it?” 
 
    Her tone was acidic. 
 
    “Oh no Baby…let’s dress me up like some Tart while you can buy and wear your pretty knickers for Diana as well.” 
 
    Bravely I tried to explain. 
 
    “Please try and sense the bigger picture Terri, as there is still a huge story here that will set us on a fresh financial path.” 
 
    She shrugged and appeared utterly unimpressed then unconvinced before we showered then began to dress as I whispered meekly to her in demonstration of an emerging craving. 
 
    “Can I have some panties to wear please?” 
 
    Her long auburn hair shook slightly.  
 
    “No, no Baby…put nothing on, instead and we will go straight to the teenage shop first as I want you to pick and put on something fetching for this Diana before I select a more sensual outfit from the nearby spectacular lingerie store…” 
 
    She could see me physically surge and laughed at my compulsion. 
 
    “…Fuck you like this crap, Colin…but please control yourself until you have them on then cum as much as you want to.” 
 
    I blushed but kept sensibly quiet before we arrived at the Mall when Terri led me to a vibrant brightly lit shop where lots of young girls were busy shopping and my wife searched through the many shapes colours and styles of cute underwear prior to her holding up a delicate pair in white cotton with pink layered frills on the front gusset as she smirked evilly at the juvenile comely sales assistant. 
 
    “Is it OK if my gay husband puts these on in the dressing room please? And place them on our bill as I need to get him some more flouncy and frilly things for him.” 
 
    The slim blonde with pink streaks in her hair merely giggled. 
 
    “Oh yes Miss…feel free to use the fitting area as we have lots of gay or Trans’ boys who adore our stuff and there are some pretty nighties and stockings sets they seem to love as well.” 
 
    Terri handed me the pretty panties, as if to announce to the whole universe about my disgrace and laughed at my flushed face then muttered cruelly under her breath.  
 
    “Place them around your tiny prick so you can cum in them just like the wonderful Diana mentioned, as if I am to be made a fool of…” 
 
    She purposefully patted my ass as I walked away to the changing room. 
 
    “…Then so are you.” 
 
    While I wandered with the sensual underwear literally burning in my fingertips I glanced over as Terri selected other pairs in various fabrics hues and sizes before examining a sheer pink short gown as I ran into the privacy or relative safety of the compact rooms at the back where I removed my trousers quickly then put on the divisive panties with equal fervour just before I spurted sexual fluid because I was utterly insanely inflamed by all of the feminine insanity. 
 
    Instantly I felt better but worse for the release of physical tension as I re-emerged to discover Terri paying at the till where the former assistant we had originally asked, smiled patronisingly at me. 
 
    “How do they feel, Sweetie?” 
 
    I was being openly humbled by a mere junior salesgirl as I looked down and whined foolishly. 
 
    “Very nice, Miss.” 
 
    As if she was suddenly my confidante the young girl went on. 
 
    “You’re very lucky to have a wife to buy you such lovely stuff and I might mention that, as you have purchased quite a few items then if you want the pretty lace nightie I showed you’re her I can throw the matching ruffled panties in for free.” 
 
    I tried to stay calm but my cock inside the damp knickers was erect and aching while I mumbled in indescribable discomfort. 
 
    “No, this will suffice today thank you.” 
 
    She nodded warmly then placed the lacy items in a bag and winked at me. 
 
    “Come in again and I will open an account for you so you know all about our special offers as with your lean shape you would look divine in some of the petite corsets and sets we have…” 
 
    I grabbed the bag and promptly cantered to get away as her voice carried after me. 
 
    “…Don’t forget…ask for me, Kay…and I will be sure to look after you.” 
 
    When I was outside the shop I turned on Terri angrily. 
 
    “Why did you say that; I’m not gay?” 
 
    She grinned meanly and patted my crotch gently in an empty passing alcove then laughed. 
 
    “I don’t know that and you obviously get off on wearing panties so maybe there are other secret yearnings I am unaware of…” 
 
    My mouth opened as if a drowning fish out of water as she went on. 
 
    “…And maybe now you understand how I feel having to dress up in stupid lingerie I don’t like or want merely to advance your chance of this ghastly grubby story.” 
 
    Haplessly I tried to explain. 
 
    “Don’t you remember what Bernie said and how we felt this was worth the risk to explore then expose?” 
 
    She scowled in irritation. 
 
    “The only one that definitely will be getting haplessly or hopelessly exposed the way things are going is me it seems!” 
 
    Silently and with real tension building the two of us entered an elegant lingerie store where Terri casually glanced around at the extensive selection of finery before another pretty female with long black hair came to help us when she murmured. 
 
    “Is it something to please your husband, Miss?” 
 
    My wife muttered sarcastically. 
 
    “No, it’s to perhaps please his future Boss.” 
 
    Far from being shocked or surprised the girl just laughed. 
 
    “Oh Madam, how deliciously decadent but divine and as you have been so bold then let me take you to our famous Mistress department.” 
 
    The salesgirl walked ahead then bade us follow and eventually laid out a sublime stockings and suspender set then gestured to the carrier bag from the cheaper outlet just visited. 
 
    “These items are a much better quality, Miss, and if I may declare…” 
 
    Her nose went sniffily into the air. 
 
    “…I would have thought such tacky items way below your tastes.” 
 
    Terri felt the texture of the sheer refined materials on offer here and seemed to shiver then gurgle in amusement at my expense. 
 
    “The panties are actually for my gay husband as he likes to wear them but can I enquire if there is any help...?” 
 
    She flushed slightly in concern. 
 
    “…I don’t know how to put such delicate things on.” 
 
    As if taking charge, the lofty young woman picked up the flimsy items and led us into a rear reserved room where she shut the door and whispered softly. 
 
    “It is quite frequent that wives bring in husbands, just like yours, to secretly dress up for their lovers as they both seem to enjoy the rush, especially…” 
 
    Her dark eyes stared at me. 
 
    “…If he strips to his knickers and places the sublime finery on you?” 
 
    Once more I expected Terri to be offended or insulted but she merely smiled. 
 
    “What an unusual but delightful idea.”  
 
    Suddenly I was just in my new but stained knickers while my wife stripped completely and I realised this was the first time I had seen her entirely nude but had no time to think, enjoy the provocative show or stare as this girl showed me how to place a decorated garter around Terri’s tiny waist and had me gingerly roll up a tactile stocking over each ankle, calf then lower thigh.  
 
    There were already suspenders attached to the delightful garter and I was instructed how to connect them to the tip of the stockings before I kneeled and helped Terri step into flimsy sheer panties and smoothly tugged them over the stockings until they were snugly around her hairy pussy as she looked down and me and grumbled. 
 
    “You think Mr Kane will like these Colin?” 
 
    The salesgirl intervened unexpectedly and with eagerness. 
 
    “Are you due to see our best a favourite client, Mr Duncan Kane…?” 
 
    My partner nodded as if such a possibility was nothing to be overly thrilled about as this beautiful girl dissolved. 
 
    “…Oh, how lucky you are, as if he takes you on then you will have access to the most exquisite lingerie and clothing we have here…” 
 
    Terri seemed to lift up in surprise that being potentially abused or used by such a notorious predatory male was a cause for such obvious envy especially as the comely salesgirl went on. 
 
    “…I have seen him here once or twice and hoped he might notice me but sadly I sense that am too pedestrian for his refined palate and certainly not as spectacular as you are.” 
 
    As if an innocent, and perhaps amazed at the open compliment from such an attractive young woman my wife whispered quietly. 
 
    “You really think he will want or like me dressed like this?” 
 
    The girl laughed out loudly. 
 
    “Oh yes, Miss, without a doubt, but if he doesn’t then please mention me, Martine, and ask if I can come and try out because I would sell my soul then suck him dry for such an opportunity…” 
 
    Her cloudy multi-coloured eyes drifted to me then sniggered critically. 
 
    “…Your excited little husband has just rubbed himself off into the panties which I suppose is why they are cheap…” 
 
    She continued making an already accepted point. 
 
    “…As I think you will need many others readily to hand if everything works out for you with Mr Kane.” 
 
    Terri left on the delectable lingerie covering her body, then had me pull on the moist scented panties she had just taken off - embarrassingly in front of this comely stranger - as the new pair I had on was saturated by now, before letting me pay the $325.00 bill when mercifully we left with her having distinctly noticeable energy in her stride as she chuckled. 
 
    “Let’s have a long liquid lunch, Baby, because I need to relax and consider because suddenly there seems to be more to this perverse little gambit than I realised.”  
 
    We dined and drank a full bottle of red before eventually I drove us slowly to the atmospheric historic building where I guided Terri to Diana’s door then murmured up empathetically, 
 
    “We can leave right now if you want to as I can see it is already having a detrimental effect on you?” 
 
    She wore and expression of disinterest or disdain and smiled drolly. 
 
    “And not get the story, Baby…?” 
 
    Her fingertips turned the door handle and she cooed, 
 
    “…Let’s simply play along as you advised because I am getting ever-more curious why so many pretty girls want to jump all over this apparently irresistible man, and you are right…” 
 
    I followed in meekly behind her as her lips pursed together in a dry whistle. 
 
    “…Perhaps we do need to get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    Diana was already on her feet when my wife entered and she hugged her momentarily. 
 
    “Hello Terri, I’m so glad you came.” 
 
    It was as if the comment confused her. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The blonde woman laughed quietly and patted her bottom as if my wife had asked her to. 
 
    “Because I think you and Colin would undoubtedly enjoy the experience with my employer and learn something important in the process.” 
 
    Terri was defensive and tried to shock by being coarse. 
 
    “I know how to fuck?” 
 
    The girl sat back in her seat calmly and stared at her knowingly. 
 
    “With Colin as a husband I doubt that is true Terri; and I am aware from painful history with my Ex I had no idea about the addictive deviance delectation or joy of sex before I met Duncan…” 
 
    Her gorgeous face beamed almost proudly. 
 
    “…But now I do for sure.”  
 
    She turned her laptop around so we could see the screen then opened the emails I had sent, possibly unwisely, before commenting. 
 
    “Do you confirm what he wrote?” 
 
    My wife scanned the nonsense I had made up then detailed merely for effect before she stared at me with horror. 
 
    “You told them all about our private lives…how could you…?” 
 
    Diana pressed another button and the surreptitious video then pictures I had sneakily recorded came on as Terri gasped. 
 
    “…Oh Colin, I’m almost naked…you Lousy Rat!” 
 
    Our inquisitor interrupted. 
 
    “…Do not blame him Terri, as I specifically asked to see you in a raw state and this is now why you are here so you can personally decide if you wish to stop or go forward from now…” 
 
    She sat back as if appreciating my wife’s discomfort. 
 
    “…If you do then please take off your outer clothing and let me see you in the lingerie I presume you have just purchased with the money I gave Colin…” 
 
    Her pink mouth curled up at the edges in amusement, 
 
    “…And obviously he needs to strip to his panties which as you no doubt know I have advised him to wear,” 
 
    As if to show me up my wife promptly removed her jacket then snapped. 
 
    “I had to give him the fresh pair I had on because he soaked the ones recently purchased and he was wearing because frankly his erratic little cock keeps annoyingly spurting all the time…” 
 
    Her shirt then skirt slipped off to reveal my wife in the divine underwear as she unexpectedly laughed and ignored her own vulnerability. 
 
    “…Your suggestion therefore to make him wear knickers continuously was inspired if I may say because…” 
 
    Diana interrupted then finished the sentence for her in general terms. 
 
    “Please try to appreciate, Terri, I surely understand precious Colin and would confirm what you have guessed, that all of this titillation and dressing up entices and arouses him, which is why he makes his little dirty cummies all the time…” 
 
    I felt shamed and disrespected as I stripped as well to show my erect penis through the sheer grey cotton panties as she smiled pointedly. 
 
    “…It is not well-known but frankly most men get initially jealous but then privately excited at the idea of their wife with another more physically blessed and able man and you must comprehend that Colin simply loves the prospect of what might happen to you.” 
 
    Terri muttered unhelpfully while she inadvertently posed so Diana could take pictures of her delightful body and coverings, apparently to show Mr Kane. 
 
    “He did personally place the intricate lingerie on me, as I joked with the salesgirl the outfit was for my lover and she suggested then insisted he dress me in it.” 
 
    Diana laughed deeply and without side. 
 
    “You both have such good instincts for what Mr Kane wants; it would indeed be a waste for you not to meet him.” 
 
    My dizzy partner whispered breathlessly. 
 
    “What does he want?” 
 
    The blonde woman chuckled and spoke plainly. 
 
    “He desires and expects your total worship and physical submission for the duration of a one year contract when you will live in his home, work in the business and sexually sensually serve him and his friends to his often base or exotic wants or whim…” 
 
    She simpered smoothly. 
 
    “…If selected you will be pampered and well taken care of as I took the same deal what seems like a lifetime ago and I’m still here after five years.” 
 
    My wife collapsed into a chair unconcerned she was still showing the sublime underwear and her slender figure along with it then seemed to despair. 
 
    “That’s absurd.” 
 
    She nodded towards me then at the fact I had just involuntarily teased my prick to release in the panties because the creamy slimy evidence was inescapable. 
 
    “Not really, as to be honest at the moment you are merely a shadow of the woman you could be and Colin wants you to become…” 
 
    My whole innate male spirit contorted in abject emotional pain and humiliation as if this disgusting accusation was true. 
 
    “…And he could be an asset to you in the salacious process; unlike my long-lost partner who could not handle that I wanted what Duncan Kane could offer in every way and that if he desired me to remain as his wife then this fact had to be accepted if not supported…” 
 
    Her veracity was frightening. 
 
    “…Difficult I know but it was for the best so…” 
 
    She posed the inevitable question. 
 
    “…Would you like to meet Mr Kane to see if you get on and he wishes to consider you?” 
 
    I held my breath as Terri parted her deliciously covered thighs just a fraction and exhaled lowly as if in surrender to the inevitable. 
 
    “Fuck, why not…Colin is rabidly determined so why the hell fucking not?”  
 
    Diana seemed pleased in spite of Terri’s expressed uncertainty and smiled. 
 
    “Good, then I’ll book you in for an informal interview then let you know.” 
 
    My wife gazed at her circumspectly and spoke feebly. 
 
    “I would mention that given that all girls seem to want to have sex with Mr Kane I might just point out that after only going out then being married to Colin…” 
 
    She muttered ironically as if her problem was obvious. 
 
    “…To be entirely truthful I have absolutely no real idea about such mucky mercurial matters.” 
 
    I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me dressed in my humbling panties, especially as Diana looked accusingly in my direction. 
 
    “Well, I understand that entirely but I will give you a sexual advice book to skim through and then there is Mr Kane who is definitely skilled and expert in training young women, if he likes you which, I might mention, is no guarantee…!” 
 
    Her diabolical attention returned to me.  
 
    “…While should you proceed, then I have some interesting ideas for Colin as if he becomes suitably informed then he could be most helpful to you and perhaps the other girls here in general.” 
 
    Such a development sounded strangely intriguing but then Terri spoke again.  
 
    “What should I do about him while we are waiting?” 
 
    The blonde woman flushed as if abashed. 
 
    “That’s clearly up to you but my advice is that he has his sweet selection of panties so why not let him only cum in those at the moment which gives you time to think.” 
 
    Annoyingly my wife went on. 
 
    “The girl at the shop said a lot of men like wearing female underwear and flimsy lingerie and suggested I should get him a nightie set.” 
 
    The blonde woman nodded approvingly. 
 
    “Yes she is correct…to serve Mr Kane properly the cuckolded husband should become more of a girlfriend to his wife but let us take one step at a time…” 
 
    Terri shook her head in confusion as she posed a further question. 
 
    “…Do you like the sensual items you have on?” 
 
    My wife rose from the chair then stretched out athletically like a toned dancer and murmured almost shyly. 
 
    “Amazingly I think I could develop a slight taste for wearing such frippery if I could afford it and knew what was appropriate….as lingerie is such a nightmare to know what works.” 
 
    Diana rose up to embrace then squeeze her farewell and placed a slim book in her fingers regarding decadent sexual matters as the meeting was concluded meaning Terri and I could dress and make ready to leave this asylum during which time this woman patted my small bottom once more then chuckled. 
 
    “Are you still enthusiastic for the journey Colin…as both you and Terri need to thrill and gain pleasure from the experience or there is no point carrying on?” 
 
    I was only gratified that I had furtively recorded everything once more to slyly build my developing story to the point when this deviance stopped for us and I gathered all my will then lied through my pearly teeth.  
 
    “Yes Diana…we are now both very excited about the opportunity and I look forward to hearing from you.” 
 
    She glanced at me with what I assumed was suspicion then at Terri with more respect as we ambled away. 
 
    “I will transfer another $500 so you can buy him his luscious nightie you mentioned and you can maybe purchase something else soon from the lovely shop you used today as Colin will be working in it next week…” 
 
    My wife seemed confused as Diana then explained uncomfortably for me 
 
    “…I know the owners of this boutique as Mr Kane is a large client, and I will speak to the manageress then make it so Colin can assist there Saturdays meaning he can learn about the many nuances of such heavenly clothing which may be a boon to us all in the near future. 
 
    Terri grinned and muttered to me. 
 
    “How intriguing and wonderful, Diana….” 
 
    She stared at me and snickered dryly 
 
    “…What do you say Colin?” 
 
    As if trapped like a rat in a corner I bared my teeth without meaning and exhaled in barely contained annoyance. 
 
    “Thank you so much for the opportunity but what should I wear?” 
 
    Diana snickered then sighed. 
 
    “Just be there at 9a.m. Colin and I will arrange with Mrs Tallit something appropriate for you to spend the day in.” 
 
    As I drove home it was impossible to contain how I felt about my dishonour and frustration in being treated without any regard as a man at all. 
 
    “I’m not working in any queer lingerie shop.” 
 
    Terri began to inhale then exhale slowly and thoughtfully. 
 
    “Why not, it’s good enough for me to wear their wares for some pompous rich anonymous man for his entertainment and so you can get your torrid tale and maybe you should think about this job as simple research to appreciate female things…?” 
 
    Her face became unusually stern. 
 
    “…As I will with this book regarding such disgusting sexual practices that are truly foul and I am entirely unfamiliar with…” 
 
    Her tone was dangerously testy. 
 
    “…So, either we both do what Diana advises or let us stop today; but just remember she was dead right about the panties because honestly you look so comely and enjoy wearing them as the endless masturbation makes obvious…” 
 
    She started to get irrationally enraged and determined suddenly then snarled. 
 
    “…In fact, we are going to drive to that first shop for teenage girls this very second and you will ask that sweet girl called Kay for that pretty nightie set she suggested while admitting you have been thinking about wearing it all day…”    
 
    Her glare had real noticeable iron in it. 
 
    “…Or this is all over right now!” 
 
    I knew she was right and also that great journalism took great courage or fortitude and swallowing what I thought was all my pride I walked beside my wife into the original store of the day when Terri muttered to me firmly again. 
 
    “…Be sure to record this as well because I think it is important to show your remarkable resolve on the record.” 
 
    In response I clicked a hidden button on the minute camera and whispered purposefully to the girl behind the desk. 
 
    “Is Kay here please…she offered me a deal which I want to take up.” 
 
    The small girl with flaming pink hair then appeared like some surreal vision of teenage glamour and greeted me like an old friend. 
 
    “Oh hi, I knew you’d be back as you had that look, now let me open an account and I will get you the nightie and free knickers we discussed…” 
 
    The fact I had to create such a permanent record here in my name was mortifying but with Terri at my side I went through the necessary paperwork before the cute girl fetched the sheer nightie then held it up to the light along with the matching panties and sighed. 
 
    “…You will look so delicious in them.” 
 
    Terri interrupted smoothly 
 
    “His name is Colin, Kay, and frankly he’s been thinking or dreaming about wearing them all day and can’t wait to go to bed and have then on his soft skin.” 
 
    The assistant giggled in mischief. 
 
    “Naughty Girl, Colin…but you are an important memorialised client now so I expect to see you regularly for outfits and, if your generous wife allows it you can come out one night with my friends and I because…” 
 
    She seemed entirely lost in her own presumption and stupidity. 
 
    “…We all love girly boys!” 
 
    To my great relief we walked away soon afterwards leaving Terri chuckling gaily. 
 
    “My goodness, Colin, I would swear that I have never seen you get so much female attention…” 
 
    She kept laughing all the way to the car and simpered teasingly as we idled slowly towards the exit. 
 
    “…You can have a nice long bath in sweet soaps and I can then dress you in your cute nightie for snacks then bed...” 
 
    She seemed to enjoy the obvious expression of angst on my flushed face and then asked a poignant question perhaps to us both. 
 
    “…So…are we having fun yet or not?” 
 
    Sure-enough, upon arriving back to the apartment I luxuriated in slimy aromatic scents and shampoos then with just a small towel for decency walked into our bedroom where Terri had placed the nightie and panties on the chair by the bed and smiled as I pleaded for mercy. 
 
    “Please, I don’t want to.” 
 
    Unfortunately, when she pulled off my only covering my erect little prick was showing which made her mutter in audible ire. 
 
    “Sure, you don’t fucking want to put the stuff around you…just get on with it, Colin, and we’ll have a sandwich and chill for a while.”  
 
    Reluctantly I drew on the ruffled pink knickers then the short sheer tactile top and shivered or vibrated slightly before making some food - while wearing the insidious items - then took plates over to Terri who was flicking through the slender book Diana had given her before looking up in bafflement as I placed the basic meal along with a glass of red wine by her side. 
 
    “It mentions here that many men enjoy wearing their wives’ or girl’s smalls and delicate clothing normally if they have gay and transgender tendencies and sometimes just for fancy whimsy or the sublime feel of them on their body.” 
 
    I sat opposite then crossed my thighs as I ate because I felt sorely exposed in the tiny teasing outfit and hissed in explanation.  
 
    “You know precisely why I am doing this so can you not support me and us, please.” 
 
    Terri ignored me completely then her intense sparkling eyes grew wide as she gasped. 
 
    “Fuck, this tells you in some detail how to suck a man’s cock…give head…?” 
 
    Her slight form trembled in apparent distaste as she mumbled. 
 
    “…I don’t think I could ever perform anything so disgusting…” 
 
    As my wife’s curly long brown hair shook, her glazed eyes gazed at me in confusion. 
 
    “…Could you do anything like that…put a man’s prick between your lips then lick and draw it until the semen literally pours in your mouth?” 
 
    Disastrously my very bones shuddered before my hips jerked forward and I wet my fresh panties as Terri howled in mock horror. 
 
    “…Oh Colin, you are obviously a very Bad Girl!” 
 
    We slept together in female coverings - as if it was natural to do so - and even hugged for a while but my partner made it clear that she would now treat me as another girl, just as Diana advised, and any husband-wife sexual relations were entirely out of the question. 
 
    She made separation from this world first but I found it difficult to settle as my whole form became aroused, especially when my crotch accidentally pressed against the mattress until I had to secretly and silently place a pillow between my legs and rub myself to perverse glory endlessly to the mental or physical pressure before I could mercifully slip off into a weary slumber.  
 
    In the morning Terri noticed my fetid impulse to cum all the time and after making sure I had a fresh pair of panties under my working clothes she maternally patted my crotch gently and sighed.  
 
    “I will show you how to wash the delicate clothing later Colin, but by the look of things…” 
 
    She gurgled as if this was all very amusing. 
 
    “…I think your little friend Kay was correct and if we get the money promised by Diana then you will undeniably need lots of other items for your female cupboard.” 
 
    Thankfully, we could leave for work which was some blessed sanctuary for me from my confusing emotions but the blue lace thong I had on below the male clothing teased and disturbed my brain because the softness around my genitals was a powerful reminder of this surreal sullied adventure I was unexpectedly on. 
 
    When I arrived back to the apartment later that day Terri was in an unusually good mood as she patted my arm and laughed. 
 
    “We’ve had the $500 Diana promised so we have the funds for what is required if we get the call…for this interview with Duncan Kane.” 
 
    She then made me purposefully wash the nightie I had stained the night before and as it dried and my wife had a leisurely bath, I sent Diana a quick message to thank her for the gift and to slyly enquire about the next step. 
 
    Her answer was short, very much to the point and surprised me. 
 
    Terri has already passed on her appreciation and from now on I will talk to her and not you but would mention that I am placing you on the priority list as we need to see if the promise you both show can be made to develop as I can sorely sense your combined need for more. 
 
    I countered quickly. 
 
    That does not seem fair as it was me that made the enquiry. 
 
    Her response was final. 
 
    All will be revealed hopefully soon but the decision is made and in the meantime listen to your wife and be respectful because she is in charge of you now…don’t contact me directly again. 
 
    It was clear our interaction had ended and in some gathering irritation - because this was my show and brainwave - I stormed into Terri, who was sitting at her beauty desk, and snarled. 
 
    “Why is it you speaking to Diana and not me?” 
 
    She looked innocently at me. 
 
    “Because Colin to be brutally honest the success or failure of this operation depends on my participation not yours…” 
 
    She sighed deeply as if I was puerile. 
 
    “…And Diana felt I needed a woman to talk to who could explain some of the subtleties of the sex or fetishes to see if I wished to sensually explore myself or remain as I am…” 
 
    Her eyes were unusually glassy and unreadable. 
 
    “…Go and put your nightie on now and come back here…” 
 
    Unnerved by unfolding events I pulled on in the clean warm panties then top and returned to her in the bedroom there she was seated at the angled edge of the bed in her long nightgown where she placed slender arms behind her and sighed. 
 
    “…You do look so adorable like this, Colin…” 
 
    She patted her closed thighs in gesture then gently bent me over them before I was prostrate when her hand began stroking my ass through the expose panties before pulling them down my thighs a little as she sighed. 
 
    “…Diana thinks you need reminding it is me who Mr Kane may wish to fondle or fuck and me that provides you with this opportunity to improve yourself…” 
 
    Her palm spanked me firmly as I whimpered while she continued. 
 
    “…Do you understand that until this is over then you will show your obedience then appreciation to me and do precisely as I instruct?” 
 
    My backside was soon smarting and glowing as her longest fingertip ran along my rear crease before she exhaled in some wonder. 
 
    “I’m reading all about anal sex as well and…” 
 
    I began to shiver as her hand spanked me twice in succession almost violently. 
 
    “…Can’t believe someone could stick a long hard cock up here…” 
 
    Impossibly I spurted as she watched me disgrace myself then exhaled in perplexity, 
 
    “…There is something going on with you Colin and even with me because the more I discover about the realities of sexual matters the more nervous but tingly I feel about discovering or even experiencing more…” 
 
    She placed her fingers in my panties and felt the wetness before murmuring then slapping my naked ass a final time. 
 
    “…Pull your knickers up now you Dirty Girl and if you do not follow what Diana tells me then I will beat you even harder next time…” 
 
    My bleary watery eyes blinked while a woozy head nodded before we slid into bed where her arms slipped around my waist and my wife’s slight hips gently spooned me in my divine little nightie as she laughed.  
 
    “…Fuck, Colin, I don’t know where this will lead but I must say…” 
 
    Automatically I pressed back to enjoy the unnatural tension as she sighed. 
 
    “…But you make a much better girl than a man.” 
 
    The days that followed were something of a trial as Terri became more distant and distracted from me and seemed to spend endless time with her gorgeous head stuck inside this small book Diana had given before she purchased other literary offerings regarding sexual deviance or degradation which she would read in the evenings with some disconcerting diligence. 
 
    I tried not to upset or question her but she would still spank me in my nightie most nights before bed until I began to accept the correction, as there was something strangely erotic in this tawdry drama that always made me pathetically wet my panties, 
 
    However, with all this internal mayhem happening, the only contact we had from Diana was on Friday when Terri mentioned that I had to be at the exclusive lingerie shop in the morning as the Saturday help. 
 
    I wanted to object but somehow had become gradually conditioned to her authority - along with Diana’s - because it seemed I could do nothing to incur either of their displeasure if I wanted to ultimately get this vital meeting with Duncan Kane. 
 
    Subsequently, I entered through the glass doors of this exclusive lingerie shop at just before 9a.m. when the polite cute woman who served Terri and I last week saw me then smiled. 
 
    “Hello Colin, I heard you were coming in today; Mrs Tallit is waiting for you in her office.” 
 
    I knew my wife was picking me up at 4.00p.m and I girded myself for further disgrace then humiliation as I entered into a small brightly lit area where a tall thin woman with greying hair immaculately dressed in a cool ivory trouser suit was looking through some stock as she turned and perused me. 
 
    “My first name is Deborah but I am Mrs Tallit to my staff and must congratulate you Colin because it has been a long time since Mr Kane had enough interest in a woman to send the effeminate husband here for such a vital education…” 
 
    Her words were almost sympathetic. 
 
    “…She must indeed be a young luscious beauty.” 
 
    I whispered weakly thinking only about myself. 
 
    “I’m not really effeminate.” 
 
    The woman nodded without conviction and sighed. 
 
    “Please remove all your clothes as you need to change and I have a suitable outfit ready…” 
 
    In moments I was naked apart from the white cotton panties with a divine cherry pattern on them as the woman exhaled intuitively. 
 
    “…Don’t be shy about enjoying feminine things young man or the fact that your wife is interested in what it might feel like to be a fulfilled developing woman…it is not unusual and you will meet many men here that enjoy the same impulses you possess.” 
 
    My lips gasped pathetically. 
 
    “She’s not interested in him.” 
 
    The woman simpered empathetically. 
 
    “Poor Boy….do you nor understand that your wife is already being seduced by all this attention along with a sense of intrigue and undoubtedly will be sucking and fucking him to his command before you both realise what has happened…” 
 
    She watched me ejaculate into the underwear and walked over then pulled them off me dramatically before holding then squeezing my limp cock in her fingertips and passing scathing comment. 
 
    “…She indeed deserves better than this in her bed so…” 
 
    She wiped the drops then drips of semen off it - as if my manhood was useless - then handed me a slim pair of black briefs which I drew up slowly until I was covered when she slipped a single finger into the crotch and pulled the material back to show a small internal pocket and murmured. 
 
    “…Put your Little Man in there as sensitive males need these gaffs given you all so enjoy looking flat and female…” 
 
    I wanted to cry then run but she helped me slide the soft male flesh inside the hidden sheath then let the fabric wrap comfortingly around me. 
 
    “…And you can dribble safely inside as is your instinct and they are fully washable” 
 
    As she said that I pulsed while she went to a clothes rail and I groaned nervously. 
 
    “I don’t want to wear a dress.” 
 
    The woman laughed shrilly. 
 
    “My goodness you are rushing things, Dear, and you are surely not ready for a dress quite yet but these will do nicely.” 
 
    She handed me black trousers and I breathed in relief until I drew them on then realised they zipped up at the side before complaining 
 
    “These are women’s pants.” 
 
    Mrs Tallit chuckled then stroked the unnerving flatness between my thighs. 
 
    “Of course, they are Darling, now let me put the flat bra on then the blouse and beads and…” 
 
    The woman stood back as if she was an artist. 
 
    “…Oh, my goodness, Mr Kane has such marvellous foresight and you do already look delightful…” 
 
    I sat as she applied a little powder then colour to my face and kissed my cheek as if she already liked me. 
 
    “…For our purposes today, you are our sweet transgender girl called Carol and you will assist, learn about the many complexities of lingerie then perhaps serve later…stand up…” 
 
    With trembling legs, I rose as she brushed me down and laughed. 
 
    “…Just look at yourself, Carol, you better take good care or possibly Mr Kane will go after you and not your luscious wife.” 
 
    As she predicted, I promptly released fluid into the tight panties but I hoped she could not tell as the woman patted my ass and sent me outside where the other assistants complimented me on my feminine appearance then began to immediately teach me about their catalogues or wares as if I was just another shop girl. 
 
    Then I stood back, watched and listened attentively as the customers came through and kept quiet while the more experienced sales-women helped mostly female clients on what they suggested should add to their delicate wardrobe. 
 
    The better customers could try the outfits on and because I was seen as a female I swiftly began to understand the difference between a Cami, Teddie and a Basque or corset, then how a good body could accentuate a figure and add spice to a decadent sexual game given that the clever little crotch of the item could be easily unclipped.   
 
    After a few hours I began to feel almost vaguely comfortable playing the female role and even squatted on the toilet in a coffee break before returning to the floor when the lofty manageress introduced a mature man to me and smiled sweetly. 
 
    “Mr James needs some assistance please as he wishes to treat his mistress so kindly advise him for me would you, Carol.” 
 
    My first personal client was balding with a ruddy round face but seemed pleasant enough as his voice sounded out with caution. 
 
    “I wish something sensual and sexy as I like to see my Poppy dress up in front of me…” 
 
    His hand inappropriately stroked my backside gently and cooed. 
 
    “…I am told you are a boy but I would never have guessed as you look so gorgeous.” 
 
    Immediately I went into the patter expected of me. 
 
    “I’m transgender, Sir…and have always loved lingerie and between you and me it is a dream come true working here…” 
 
    I placed out heavenly French knickers with garters in grey silk and teamed them with black stockings and a crochet bra from the same revered company then held it up to the seductive light before suggesting a silk black robe to cover her before the ravishing reveal while waving my hand theatrically. 
 
    “…Any girl would adore this set, Sir.” 
 
    His thick podgy hand felt the slippery material and he whispered. 
 
    “Will she kneel to give me a blow job then let me fuck her ass?” 
 
    In some ways I was shocked or revolted at such a foul query but my reply surprised even me. 
 
    “Oh Sir, if you bought something so sublime or succulent for me then…” 
 
    Improbably I giggled like a real girl and seemed to provide a sudden theatrical swoon. 
 
    “… That would be the least I could do!” 
 
    He guffawed, as if only to show his treble chin and stroked my bottom again - everyone seemed to like to do this - through the curve of the tight trousers then, when we were out of sight of everyone else, let his fingertips slide along my smooth crotch and whistled. 
 
    “It’s truly hard to believe you are male and given your impressive knowledge I will take the items you suggested and maybe…” 
 
    He increased the pressure on my sensitive spot which made me press back momentarily as he grinned like a plump frog. 
 
    “…I might take you up on your offer young lady as you do have a pert ass to die for.” 
 
    Unbelievably I did not take offence at his absurd suggestion and merely shrieked exactly like a juvenile girl then watched him fork out $2,000 for the lingerie before he waved contentedly at me and departed, at which precipitous point I realised I had just been propositioned and wondered why I did not feel ashamed about the fact a man physically wanted me. 
 
    Mrs Tallit came over soon afterwards and patted my shaky hand because I was having something of hot flush.  
 
    “Well done, Carol…you are definitely getting an education here but are an exceptionally quick learner.” 
 
    I murmured to her spontaneously because perhaps the need to confess to someone was powerful. 
 
    “He flirted with me, Miss…I joked to make the sale that if he brought me the finery then I would suck his cock and let him fuck my ass to wear something so splendid.” 
 
    She smirked without side. 
 
    “It is just banter, Carol…part of the job as all the girls get propositioned but I must ask…” 
 
    Her hand pressed my crotch gently as she spoke softly in my ear. 
 
    “…Would you actually do it and play the whore for him just to see…?” 
 
    I shivered slightly and felt my penis leak as she simpered 
 
    “…Tell me?” 
 
    My once innocent blue eyes opened wide as I exhaled in self-examination and debased wonder. 
 
    “I don’t think so, but the lingerie he bought was sublime and I did imagine actually wearing it for a second then what it would feel like on my creamy skin and, for a crazy moment…” 
 
    My head shook as she held my trembling body supportively.  
 
    “…I actually felt that I might, although I never suffered such degenerate thoughts before and have certainly never had sex like that as a man but…” 
 
    My brain seemed to swim in confusion while the tone of my voice was whimsical. 
 
    “…In this sensual female guise I feel utterly unbalanced?” 
 
    Mrs Tallit just laughed cheerily along with me. 
 
    “I think you are going to find this possible journey with your wife and Mr Kane very informative, now, back straight, shape-up…” 
 
    She stroked me as if for good luck,   
 
    “…We still have clothes to sell.” 
 
    I returned back to my duties and was called over soon afterwards by my Boss once more who was with a smart, tall, mature woman with mousey blonde hair and a younger male with even more shiny flaxen long strands.  
 
    Mrs Tallit muttered sharply. 
 
    “Carol is our transgender girl, Mrs Thomas, and she is happy to answer any queries you may have.” 
 
    The mystery woman gazed at me with sharp green eyes. 
 
    “My new sweet husband Reiss has a growing inclination to borrow my underwear…” 
 
    She spat in distaste. 
 
    “…Which he ruins by the way…” 
 
    Her tone was exasperated. 
 
    “…And I thought perhaps he should have his own special wardrobe.” 
 
    I nodded as if this was all ordinary then sighed helpfully. 
 
    “Please come to the private viewing area and let me show you what’s possible.” 
 
    Under the watchful eye of my employer for the day I led them into the closed room at the back then spoke softly. 
 
    “Don’t be upset Mrs Thomas, with your husband’s compulsion, as my wife was shocked at first when I used to cum in her panties…” 
 
    I drew down my clingy trousers then underwear to show them how the penis could be safely tucked away and smiled while remembering what I had been told. 
 
    “…Reiss can ejaculate secretly in here all day without any effect on you and can be the beginning of his personal feminine collection.” 
 
    The man gazed at her pathetically. 
 
    “Mary, they look and are wonderful…may I have some please?” 
 
    As if I had his or their measure I murmured up insightfully. 
 
    “I would confess that my wife often treats me to a delicate nightie set and spanks me each night which to be honest…” 
 
    My partly exposed cock began to visibly ridiculously pulsate as I continued. 
 
    “…I find rather exciting and stimulating.” 
 
    The woman smirked unexpectedly to her timid spouse. 
 
    “Well Darling, it seems I am already convinced and if you wish to play the Sissy girl then from now on I will happily treat you like one…” 
 
    In seconds I had him in a flimsy pair of white and pink knickers then even slipped his little erect penis inside the gaff sheath as he shivered to multiple orgasms before I found him a lime green sheer gown which was placed over his lean body as his wife grinned.  
 
    “…My goodness, Darling…look how lovely you are…” 
 
    She sat on a chair then almost seamlessly placed him over her thick knees then raised the hem to expose his cute bottom before spanking it firmly simply for show. 
 
    “…Well, I am definitely persuaded that you shall become my female slave from now on is that acceptable?” 
 
    He whined as if in fragrant heaven. 
 
    “Oh Mary, that would be wonderful as that is what I’ve always secretly wanted.” 
 
    Her hand spanked him hard again as she laughed or was it cackled? 
 
    “Be careful what you wish for Darling as I could possibly develop a taste for this debasement…” 
 
    Her mind meandered for a moment. 
 
    “…And perhaps take up that tempting offer from that powerful black male from the tennis club to play doubles.” 
 
    They left as a very happy couple - half an hour later - with bags of scented sublime lingerie having unbelievably paid a bill for over $5000 but there was no time for me to celebrate because another effeminate male came in with a partner that required attending to in my own developing persuasive and girlish style. 
 
    I seemed to literally float through the rest of the time here before I was confronted by Terri dressed in jeans and a smock top and I suddenly realised it was 4p.m as she smiled at my enthused face. 
 
    “My, you look dreamy…” 
 
    She stared at my smooth crotch and muttered in dry confusion, 
 
    “…Colin, where has it gone?”  
 
    As if to save me from her teasing, Mrs Tallit appeared and murmured in positivity to my wife. 
 
    “I would declare that Carol, has been something of a revelation and I want her here every Saturday if that’s OK with you?” 
 
    My wife laughed loudly. 
 
    “With pleasure, but where on earth are his male bits?” 
 
    The older woman joined in with the humour at my expense. 
 
    “Well to be frank, your husband doesn’t need those, Dear…and I might add he’s learned a few tricks today…” 
 
    Her grey cool eyes held me. 
 
    “…Carol, as you have performed so well, please treat your heavenly partner to something she would look sensational in for her lover, be it Mr Kane or someone else…” 
 
    She clapped her hands smartly. 
 
    “…Quickly now and make it extra special.” 
 
    I reverted to my professional role from the day and smiled with apparent sincerity. 
 
    “And what are you looking for Miss?” 
 
    Terri laughed at the insane divine little game and scratched her cute chin. 
 
    “Well between you and me, Carol, my husband has turned unexpectedly gay and I am in the process of seducing a new man…” 
 
    She smiled almost with purity. 
 
    “…Possibly, I want something to develop or encourage the process.” 
 
    I took her to the exclusive department at the side of the shop then placed out various slips, camisoles and chemises in silk or satin and sighed with audible enthusiasm. 
 
    “Any of these will do the trick for someone that looks like you, Miss.” 
 
    She seemed to shiver and whisper. 
 
    “Well, that would be useful because I am reading up on sex and realise that I need a man with a long cock to treat me roughly and give my virginal body a truly good fucking…” 
 
    Her lips twisted dryly and if relishing my ignominy. 
 
    “…Well, my husband is more like a girl and…” 
 
    Her sharp eyes scanned the precious items on the table.  
 
    “…What do you think I should choose?” 
 
    My prick was bursting inside the small gaff pocket as I tried to stay calm then selected a pair of tiny thong panties which showed a decorative lattice pattern then placed them with a short silken slip with another detail of flowers around the bust and tried not to show my agitation.  
 
    “These are exquisite and…” 
 
    I could barely hold her gaze. 
 
    “…No red-blooded man could resist you dressed in these!” 
 
    Terri snickered meanly. 
 
    “Then wrap them up, Carol, because I definitely need them after being with my pathetic husband and agree with your advice because I also think they are tactile and delicious as well and…” 
 
    My wife leaned over and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “…When my lover bends me over against a wall then fucks my virgin ass I’ll tell you all about it.”  
 
    Seminal fluid reactively streamed into my knickers and Terri could tell as I staggered to the till then wrapped the expensive articles in crepe paper then placed them inside a branded carrier bag and tried not to faint before groaning. 
 
    “I need to speak to the Boss for a moment then I’ll meet you outside.” 
 
    My partner winked at me then exited the building before I walked to the dressing room to change but found Mrs Tallit waiting for me with another bag in her hand. 
 
    “Keep the clothes, clean then dress in them next week and I have put you a couple of extra pairs of panties, as you seemed to like them, and it will give you another option from the teenage pair you preferred.” 
 
    I gasped in concern. 
 
    “Can I walk out like this?” 
 
    She nodded and stroked my arm - which was a change from my ass - then patted my still perfectly flat crotch. 
 
    “Of course you can, Carol, and you deserve it…so enjoy the sensual thrill of everything as you look truly wonderful.” 
 
    My reflection confirmed that I did appear entirely believable as a female while I spoke with unusual purpose. 
 
    “I don’t prefer the cheaper items Miss…it’s just that I cannot afford this quality.” 
 
    Mrs Tallit pressed my hidden little penis which made me wince as she simpered.  
 
    “I understand, so you have fun, do lots of research on every type of feminine piece of lingerie or underwear and I will see you here next week to continue your tuition.” 
 
    My head nodded in appreciation of a fabulous time as I grabbed the bag she was carrying then ran to the front door where Terri was waiting and smiling contentedly at me. 
 
    “I did enjoy that little drama we played and, as I have a new outfit, then it is only fair…” 
 
    She began strolling to the cheaper outlet just at the end of the road. 
 
    “…You should have a treat as well, Carol.” 
 
    Kay recognised me instantly as I walked in and shrieked. 
 
    “Oh my, you look entirely divine but…” 
 
    She lowered her voice an octave. 
 
    “…Between you and me I would prefer you in tight shorts and skirts as the overall look is gorgeous but a bit posh in my opinion!” 
 
    Terri murmured genially. 
 
    “My husband likes to be called Carol when in this guise; she loved the nightie and wants another but even cuter and frillier.” 
 
    The girl nodded and muttered to me. 
 
    “Sure, I understand follow me…” 
 
    I walked after her to a rail where she pointed out a couple of outfits then produced a babydoll set in sheer black nylon with a feathered white hem and laughed.  
 
    “…This is so you Carol.” 
 
    In passing I mentioned I was working Saturdays at the exclusive lingerie shop around the corner and - after secretly asking me to join her on a night out with her friends to go clubbing - I put the new purchase in with my other carrier then kissed Kay’s rosy cheeks out of reflex before leaving with my wife who whistled loudly as we strolled. 
 
    “What is happening with you Colin…I would swear you are glowing recently?” 
 
    We dined out - on the money from Diana - as females then went to bed dressed in the same gender, both wearing the new outfits from the day’s shopping, which made me leak milky ejaculate endlessly into the lacy panties because there was something about this feminine adventure I found truly secretly irresistible.  
 
    To my knowledge, Terri had never masturbated or seemed to have the physical need to climax but as the days went by I noticed she seemed far more alive and sensitive to the needs of her body while my wife spent an inordinate amount of time reading multiple books about all types of erotic even exotic sexual matters. 
 
    My spare hours were lost in endlessly researching lingerie and female clothing - I found the subject utterly fascinating - while always wearing girl’s underwear each day then sexy nighties to sleep in, but apart from this weirdness, bizarrely sensed I was somehow still the same man inside. 
 
    We had not heard anything from Diana, and my sensible head began to think this was all a waste of effort when on Thursday evening, after my usual boring day at work, my wife, sat beside me on the couch and muttered seriously. 
 
    “I’ve had a message from Diana who has instructed us to be at Mr Kane’s mansion at 6.00p.m Sunday where we will be formally introduced to him then be assessed as to whether he thinks we’re suitable as a couple to be offered an opportunity…” 
 
    My heart began beating far too quickly for safety. 
 
    “…All male partners have to dress then undress their wives or girlfriends down to lingerie so this supercilious rich Prick can have a sense what the women have to offer him along with the sensual character of the male spouse because undoubtedly he expects to be aroused and entertained by the whole demeaning process…” 
 
    She drew heated breath. 
 
    “…Diana mentioned it’s always his first standard provocative test to see if there is anyone that is to his foul pernicious taste!”  
 
    The audacity of this Bastard seemed to know no bounds as I grumbled. 
 
    “What should we do…I will admit I wanted and have worked for this meeting but if you are frightened then we can of course refuse?” 
 
    My wife’s reply was tart. 
 
    “After all your labours, Baby…you carry on and dress me up like your personal doll then let me discover if this Sleazy Bounder wants to corrupt me…” 
 
    Her fingers pressed my little erection inside the ruffled panties I had put on this morning, which made me instantly cum as she snapped. 
 
    “…As you seem to be developing a surprising palate and talent for female clothing and…” 
 
    She inhaled deeply or thoughtfully or was it just to wind me up? 
 
    “…Maybe see if I want to be subjugated and seduced?” 
 
    I knew she was jesting because Terri was simply not built like that as I exhaled reassuringly. 
 
    “Leave the outfits to me Terri, as I have an idea exactly how to present you to get the Lousy Bastard on the hook…” 
 
    In my head I promised myself that I would record every second of his depravity simply to use against him at the appropriate occasion as I smiled. 
 
    “…And then finally we can reveal him as the predatory monster he is, save the fallen women in the process and be finally free of this nightmare.” 
 
    The prospect of this impending meeting seemed to weigh heavily on us over the next few days because Terri would endlessly immerse herself in her many sexual discovery books while I spent my time searching for the perfect outfit for her while ejaculating constantly into the vast selection of panties I now had, as if the incredible thought of showing off my wife so seedily inflamed my increasingly mucky imagination. 
 
    Of course, that was not the case, but the tension we felt was palpable although both of us could not really or fully understand the myriad reasons why. 
 
    However, I assured my wife that we had already made huge strides in getting this far and we needed to stay the course to achieve our just rewards at the end of this sullied salacious road which I sensed should hopefully not now be too far away. 
 
    On Saturday I willingly worked in the shop for Mrs Tallit, and even after one full previous day there I waltzed successfully through the fabulous trials or tribulations of dealing in such finery then achieving great success with all women and the sensitive men especially who I seemed to be able to get through to relatively easily. 
 
    Frankly, it constantly amazed me just how many males were interested in wearing something soft, slippery and fragrant on their skin although by now I could entirely accept then appreciate such an inspired inclination. 
 
    The Boss complimented me once more at the conclusion of my duties then allowed me to take the most sublime black bra stockings, suspender and garter set in nylon, French lace and tulle for Terri to wear on the Sunday. 
 
    Then, on the fateful morning, I rose early to purchase a plain black dress with large silver buttons on the front then teamed in with medium heeled shoes and a silver belt before buying some cheap but eye-catching pearls for further decoration. 
 
    When I reached home I was definitely agitated as my wife stared at me in some communal angst and irritation. 
 
    “I can see how much you yearn for this so let me have a bath then you can adorn me before you undress me in front of this Jerk which is clearly what he expects…” 
 
    She took hours in the water then came into the bedroom in a towelling robe which she removed then stood before me naked and sighed. 
 
    “…Well get on with it then, Colin.” 
 
    Very gingerly I started by putting a balconette bra around her shoulders then snapping the clips on the back into place to give her a divine shape before tentatively tying a delicious garter around my wife’s slim waist and standing back as if I was a portrait painter admiring his initial brush strokes on the pristine white canvas. 
 
    Terri just watched me disdainfully before holding up an ankle so I could pull up the slippery silky stocking before both were in place when I gently connected six suspenders to the top of each of them when I could feel the two of us shaking nervously. 
 
    As I felt my heart racing my fingers drew up the divine detailed lace knickers until they were tightly around her female centre at which point I could not contain a murmur of disappointment as she growled.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    I felt compelled to be honest given the extreme effort I had gone through to make everything so perfect and special. 
 
    “You should have this hair trimmed for these panties, as when I saw Diana’s vagina it was manicured like the best most exquisite lawn and she told me that all of Mr Kane’s women were obliged to keep it like that.” 
 
    Her earthy eyes glared at me in disbelief. 
 
    “You saw her naked…?” 
 
    My head nodded stupidly as she spoke in temper. 
 
    “…What else did you do?” 
 
    Once more veracity - perhaps unwisely - seemed the best policy. 
 
    “She told me that if I was to be useful to you and Mr Kane then I needed to understand how to service women and vaginas especially then made me run my mouth gently along the length of hers.” 
 
    Amazingly Terri started to laugh as if high on drugs then drew the fabric of the panties back a fraction to reveal her sweet bush and exhaled breathlessly. 
 
    “Well, if it’s good enough for Diana, do the same to me and…” 
 
    Resistance seemed futile as my mouth soon found the subtle crease and let the tip of my tongue run along the weeping womanly groove as she hissed nastily. 
 
    “…Tell me you hope Duncan Kane fucks it…!” 
 
    Obviously I would not state such a base thing out loud and instantly pulled back, got up sheepishly then placed the dress around my wife before adding the silver belt and pearls when she slipped on the shoes and stared into the mirror, quivered then sighed deeply. 
 
    “…My goodness Colin you do have a real panache for this decadent subterfuge!” 
 
    Once Terri was ready I ran to take a shower then put the beige cotton panties I was wearing out to wash because they were liberally caked with my excited juices and after drawing on fresh knickers below my dark suit we set off early to the address we had been given not wishing or daring to be late.  
 
    It went without saying that my recording equipment was all set up to be turned on, as and when we arrived, so I could finally get the critical evidence I needed to nail this Wolfish Immoral Bastard.  
 
    It took us an hour but then we parked outside a huge mansion in the country after slowly weaving our way along a winding road through a vast intimidating shadowy estate. 
 
    I walked from our car then knocked on huge glossy black doors when a burly suntanned security guard in an inky suit and dark glasses opened up then spoke curtly.  
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I whispered meekly. 
 
    “It’s Colin and Terri come to see Mr Kane.” 
 
    He glanced at me then more intently at my wife then seemed to smile just slightly at the edges of his warped mouth. 
 
    “Yes, you are expected I’ll let you through.” 
 
    A button was pressed and a hidden door popped ajar which we then walked through then audibly gasped because Diana was there to welcome us but did not have a single piece of clothing covering her desirable delectable form which she seemed entirely unconcerned and oblivious to as the woman smiled genially. 
 
    “Welcome, please follow me and I will take you through to the dining room.” 
 
    Terri could barely contain her surprise and shook as she spluttered. 
 
    “Why are you naked?” 
 
    Diana merely beamed sweetly at her. 
 
    “My dear Terri…all of us select girls working for Mr Kane spend our days inside the house entirely unclothed as…” 
 
    She seemed to snigger gently. 
 
    “…If he wishes to have his physical needs met then we are all able and ready to provoke then provide for him.” 
 
    My wife was shivering in disbelief. 
 
    “That’s utterly disgraceful and outrageous!” 
 
    Diana nodded in mock agreement as if normal propriety did not exist in this place. 
 
    “Yes…it is but truly glorious in its own way as well as you may discover!” 
 
    As we followed the hypnotic sway of her bare ass, Terri whispered to me in discomfort. 
 
    “You were right about my tangled pubic hair as hers is truly pristine and sublime.” 
 
    It was already too late to correct such important details as we were taken inside a room where another two gorgeous naked girls with outstanding figures were waiting along with three black muscular security men by windows and doors as if troublingly our lives perhaps needed protecting. 
 
    There were also another three couples standing idly, and we nodded at each other circumspectly because none of us knew what to expect and all privately wanted something from this wealthy omnipotent man who could unfairly command such indulgence or extravagance. 
 
    Diana seated us all at a luxuriously prepared table then told us to rise when her Boss came in as he demanded absolute respect along with obedience and would not tolerate dissent in any shape or form. 
 
    Sue enough, after sipping water because it seems everyone’s mouth was parched, a door eased open and a tall lean but powerfully built Caucasian man with short dark hair and shimmering black eyes walked in wearing a designer navy suit with a light blue open-necked shirt. 
 
    He had an aura of great power and invincibility which I presumed came from having more money than you could count but his tone and manner seemed placid or disarmingly amiable as he smiled effusively. 
 
    “Good afternoon, my name is Duncan Kane …I would thank you for coming; my lovely group of girls will serve a brief meal then we can have a chat and see whether your women are interested in joining my fragrant team and…” 
 
    His handsome face shone while Diana - in all her uncovered glory - poured him a glass of red wine before repeating the ritual to each of us. 
 
    “…Decide if there is anyone here that actually interests me.” 
 
    A burly man with a platinum blonde girl at his side - who was barely wearing an orange mini dress - spoke up almost aggressively. 
 
    “We have travelled a long way and I want to see and know what you’re prepared to offer for Rosanne without all this bullshit?” 
 
    The billionaire immediately demonstrated his dominant but thoughtful nature. 
 
    “Ah, you are Kevin…husband to the divine Rosanne and to be clear you have travelled less than fifty miles for which you have already received some generous payment for clothes so I would suggest…”  
 
    His hypnotic inky eyes conveyed unpredictable intent. 
 
    “…You leave the bullshit here with us and drive home right now as I have little use for either of you.’ 
 
    The man and woman stared at each other in surprise then horror as the male tried to rescue the situation and sell his glamorous but cheap wife at the same time. 
 
    “You’re gonna be sorry….as Rosanne’s quite a girl.”  
 
    Duncan Kane inhaled then muttered in challenge. 
 
    “Let her suck each of my security guards off and if she doesn’t spill a drop then I will surely consider her for a job.” 
 
    Under the controlling avaricious eye of her partner the brassy young woman walked then dropped to her knees before the first black male in the shady corner, extracted his huge erection with her hands then sucked him fiercely as her partner commented admiringly and crudely. 
 
    “You get the picture, Duncan?” 
 
    The wealthy male just looked on in silence as this base common girl serviced each of the heavy-set males, swallowed the first two effortlessly but the last man pulled her hair sharply prior to his climax - forcing her to release the black rigid flesh - then spurted his plentiful white seminal froth produce all over her flushed face before the watching rich man sighed pointedly. 
 
    “She has failed my little exam, however…” 
 
    The woman looked up greedily from her knees and wiped the spunk from her smeared painted red lips hoping there was profitable news to come. 
 
    “…One of my girls will escort you both out then provide the name of a reputable service company where Rosanne’s exceptional talents can be fully appreciated, utilised and suitably rewarded…” 
 
    Her obnoxious bulky male companion smiled greedily as if he had discovered hidden treasure as Mr Kane continued coarsely. 
 
    “…Obviously she will have to give her ass and cunt as well but…” 
 
    His grin had a trace of sadistic menace. 
 
    “…Will that be a problem?” 
 
    The unknown man shook his head without thinking and spoke with misplaced appreciation. 
 
    “Sure, Rosanne can do it all and be sure you keep up with her progress then maybe give us a second chance because she’s quite a catch you know!” 
 
    A delightful petite female with rich long shiny black hair gently ushered them to the exit as Duncan Kane nodded kindly. 
 
    “I certainly will read reports regarding Rosanne’s exploits with interest and shall definitely keep her in mind….so thanks for visiting.” 
 
    The woman hurried away while her man smiled wanly then winked as if he had won a prize and we all held our breath as the door closed and there was suddenly one less girl to compete against as Duncan Kane murmured an open secret. 
 
    “She will probably be working in a registered brothel from tomorrow and I feel sure they will both be content as I sense it is their reserved or deserved place in the universe…” 
 
    He sipped his ruby wine in relish then laughed. 
 
    “…Anyway, thankfully they are long gone…now is anyone hungry…?” 
 
    The sublime naked women brought in food before everyone drank, ate and conversed nervously while this intimidating master of the universe calmly held court and when the main course had been served he patted the table gently but rhythmically to catch everyone’s attention. 
 
    “…Good, I hope you have enjoyed my hospitality and I would like to give you a small insight to why you are here…” 
 
    I watched Terri and in fact everyone stiffen in tension as he continued. 
 
    “…Firstly, I would kindly congratulate you in getting this far because there have been literally hundreds of couples wishing to improve their lives and as you can see…” 
 
    His manicured hand gestured casually to the trio of glorious naked women now standing behind him. 
 
    “…I only accept the very best and most succulent delectable ladies to tend me and my associates.” 
 
    One on the men sitting beside a doe-eyed slender girl with soft curly red hair spoke quietly. 
 
    “Can you tell us about the services you would demand from us as a married team and what should we expect from you because to be frank it all seems a little mysterious and unsure?” 
 
    The man touched his unblemished face and smiled blankly. 
 
    “That is an insightful question and the simple answer is that if and only when you are asked and formally sign a one year contact then your wives and girlfriends will become part of my in-house group of females on $100,000 plus all expenses for the twelve months while I will find interesting work for you in parts of my empire that suit your skills at five times your present salaries, “ 
 
    The lean obviously nervous man relaxed visibly lost in the prospect of an influx of money for a moment then went on. 
 
    “I’m sorry but specifically what are the obligations on the girls?” 
 
    The billionaire merely chuckled flatly. 
 
    “They will be naked around my home and will be well-used sexually by me and the other successful males that are part of my select crowd…” 
 
    He seemed to enjoy twisting the already sharp knife. 
 
    “…Contraception is not allowed as we believe that gifted and elite men like us are here on earth to procreate and spread our seed…” 
 
    His questionable humour seemed to fall on flat male ears. 
 
    “…Their sweet mouths and fertile bellies will be filled continually.” 
 
    The thin male sitting beside a plump woman with platinum blonde hair audibly gasped in visible despair.  
 
    “That’s diabolical, terrible… may I inquire if we are we able to see our wives when they are under your perverse wing.” 
 
    Duncan Kane nodded purposefully. 
 
    “Sadly, for a year they will no longer be seen or referred to as your women, although of course you may see them with my permission, but you will wear the shame and security of chastity cages and shall be expected to clean their sperm soaked pussies and learn to be obedient little cuckolds and servants to them…” 
 
    His dark eyes were icy cold and it made me instantly see him as a sociopath. 
 
    “…You may think this is obtuse but this is my personal private game and choice of salacious entertainment for which you will be handsomely paid and you must understand the rules, be formally asked to play then truly wish to take part otherwise…” 
 
    If I had not heard his perverse inhuman speech I would never have believed the full meaning of it and was just grateful I had everything on secret video because this was going to be a much bigger and more disreputable story than I ever imagined as he concluded his odious remarks. 
 
    “…It would be no fun for anyone…would it…?” 
 
    As his guests all fell silent he finished the wine in his glass waited for one of his delectable harem to fill it with more succulent fluids before his voice murmured softly. 
 
    “…So, if you wish me to consider you and your partner then I would ask the males to please make your girl stand then slowly strip her down to the underwear I have generously paid for and tell me why she wishes or deserves this opportunity with me…” 
 
    His black pearl eyes blinked almost innocently. 
 
    “…Or please leave now with no hard feelings, keep the items you have bought on my money and have a good life…” 
 
    His plump link lips twisted sardonically. 
 
    “…Now the couples that wish to participate the men may begin to undress your women please…and film the enticing process on your phone then send a copy to my lovely assistant Diane who you are all familiar with.” 
 
    I glanced at Terri who appeared literally frozen in trauma then the other couples who had instinctively huddled together to discuss their options before the lean male muttered as his pretty wife rose with him as if to start the degrading process. 
 
    “Irene is a beauty and…” 
 
    He removed her short black jacket then red dress until the shapely woman was just in a cream bra, tiny knickers with the same colour stockings and the woman posed in a strange fashion she must have felt was artistic as he went on. 
 
    “…She’s a dancer and I met her at a nightclub when we fell in love and Irene’s a great woman but has a hunger for sex that to be entirely frank…” 
 
    He flushed crimson in abashment. 
 
    “…I find hard to satisfy…?” 
 
    The seedy man summed up his fetid unsavoury story. 
 
    “…Subsequently this would be a solution for her and although I don’t like the idea of licking up other man’s spunk off her body…” 
 
    The gaunt man laughed as if he was funny. 
 
    “…For this money and the wonderful chance for improvement in our lives I would even suck it from inside her cute ass!” 
 
    The squat balding tubby man then rose and also mentioned that his garish blonde-haired Lillian, who was soon standing in a striking red Basque, red panties and stockings, had nymphomaniac tendencies while he admitted a developing growing fetish for watching her have dirty sex with other men - especially black males - then sucking masculine poison out of her intimate creases which was already a secret debased calling for him.  
 
    He then expressed confidence that they could embrace the regime spelled out by Mr Kane and, although the prospect of chastity would be a personal trial, he was prepared to suffer for their greater good. 
 
    With the other two females now standing half-naked it disturbingly fell upon me to introduce Terri and I picked up my phone - as with the other husbands - and filmed while I removed the gleaming belt then gingerly opened the buttons before letting the dress fall to the floor leaving my wife wearing the luxurious divine lingerie I had picked out so painstakingly as I whispered weakly. 
 
    “To be sincere, Sir, I’m not sure why we’re here but…” 
 
    Suddenly I began to express a truth that had recently dawned on me. 
 
    “…We married perhaps much too young and I sense that I do not satisfy Terri sexually or to be entirely honest …I do not quite know how to…” 
 
    My face began to blush as I touched on another disconcerting point. 
 
    “…Also, since this started I have discovered things about myself that I don’t fully understand and have detected a change in my wife as well so perhaps some tentative exploration or inspiration might help us both?” 
 
    Duncan Kane nodded to acknowledge I had finished then looked at each girl before glancing at the black security guards at the far end of the room and exhaled almost as if he was already bored. 
 
    “Well, that was most informative Colin but I find that words count less than actions in this sensual sphere so I would like the three of you young ladies to wander down to my protectors and show me what you could bring to my universe.” 
 
    The trio walked the few yards to the burly statuesque black males where they lowered their trousers to reveal massive penises as I kept surreptitiously filming but held my bated breath when Terri stopped still then stood before one of the stacked men, looked briefly at his pulsating cock then held out her trembling hand and shook the equally impressive palm of the male towering above her and spoke firmly but respectfully. 
 
    “I’m extremely pleased to meet you…and it’s obvious you are doing a dangerous but valuable job here with Mr Kane to be treated so well.” 
 
    With that she promptly turned on her dainty heels to walk and wait beside the voyeuristic billionaire as the two more experienced females glanced at each other and giggled before kneeling then immediately starting to suckle at two growing black erections while one of the husbands spoke softly but supportively to his spouse. 
 
    “That’s it…you show him what a real woman can offer.” 
 
    As if I was in the middle of some mad muddled pornographic nightmare I observed as these two female Tarts used their hands, heads and mouths to ensure each of the three men had noisily climaxed before - with sticky semen-stained red faces - they were ceremoniously turned towards Duncan Kane, entirely stripped then fucked roughly from behind in their bald pussies and plump bottoms then could barely contain the cries or squeals of indecent pleasure such raw depravity brought for them. 
 
    As if that was not enough deviance, the duo were then held up by the strong stacked men while the two male partners walked over then kneeled and disgracefully sucked up all the white pungent juices from every smeared crevice or crease before standing by their particular now despoiled wives and doing the same to their sperm-coated faces until at last all was still when their host clapped loudly in apparent admiration.  
 
    “Marvellous, a wonderful job… bravura performance…you should all be extremely proud…” 
 
    He looked towards the men with slimy mouths and crimson cheeks. 
 
    “…And I have noted how gifted your woman are…so well done but you may leave now?” 
 
    The emaciated man sputtered while his partner pulled on her underwear then ran to get clothes as if the trashy adornments could cover her shame, but it was far too late for such modesty now. 
 
    “Have we got the job?” 
 
    Duncan Kane merely smiled enigmatically then exhaled. 
 
    “You have given me much to consider but I will follow up next week with a wonderful fiscally advantageous proposal that might suit your purposes adequately.” 
 
    The two couples looked foolishly pleased as punch while they were escorted out through the door by the three security - who were fully dressed by now - before frighteningly it was just Terri and I remaining in the room, as I noticed that my half-dressed wife was involuntarily pressing her divinely covered perfect mound of Venus against the sharp side of the table at his side as she gaggled in what I presumed was disgust or fear. 
 
    “I suppose you want me to have sex with them now; to let myself be fucked like some worthless dog…” 
 
    Her eyes closed tightly while my Love’s body moved more quickly against the divisive hardness as she cried in building confusion or possible discomfort. 
 
    “…I know so little about sex and I did not even shave my thick pubic hair which was a gigantic mistake because your girls look so fabulous with such a fine trimmed look there…” 
 
    She twisted forward almost violently against the irresistible solidity then began to suddenly shudder and gasp in the completion of an obvious but visible orgasm as she moaned loudly while I watched in true shock because I had not witnessed my puritan wife reach a physical womanly climax ever before. 
 
    “…I’m so sorry for being so stupid.” 
 
    My wife began to stagger and his hand held the curve of her back to politely hold her steady as he whispered equally supportively then laughed. 
 
    “For your information the two women will be offered positions in an escort agency which is their true destiny I think as the husbands can occasionally watch, although to be honest Terri…”  
 
    He leaned back in his chair and nodded to Diana who eagerly kneeled between his powerful thighs then lovingly extracted a huge pulsating incredibly primed cock that she slavishly licked before pulling off the shorts and trousers completely then sucking his balls for a more professional job as he grimaced. 
 
    “…Why should I entertain such easy base women when I continually seek something fresh and special…?” 
 
    His palm stroked Diana’s golden hair as she began to suckle him and he grumbled. 
 
    “…Diana was once almost untouched and pure but now she accepts her dutiful role as my employee with the lewd obligation to please me as I wish…” 
 
    I saw my wife gaze at this sublime blonde girl giving head so expertly while the tall arrogant man inhaled her exotic scent mixed with his aromatic heady testosterone. 
 
    “…I can fuck her or any of my girls whenever I choose but with regard to you then I must respect the fact you are still virtuous and uninformed enough to decide if you wish to take such a delicious but surely decadent road…” 
 
    The girl’s radiant head was moving more quickly now. 
 
    “…But as you seriously both interest me then I would be prepared to offer you a four-week trial without any sexual obligation in my regard to come and work for me and see if this would be so terrible for you both…” 
 
    He groaned as if on the precipitous edge as he went off-script. 
 
    “…Who mentioned about the fact your mass of sexual hair was too unkempt for my refined tastes?” 
 
    Terri sighed pointedly blaming me as always. 
 
    “Colin…recently he notices everything about girls.” 
 
    The man laughed and gurgled. 
 
    “I have read great reports about his emerging intuition in serving females and I would propose that he studies in one of my beauty salons where many of my young ladies go for treatments and perhaps in a few days he can shave your hair to perfection and in doing so learn to be a better companion and husband to you…” 
 
    With that his body surged forward and poured volumes of rich thick milky ejaculate into Diana’s pert pink mouth but to my surprise instead of swallowing she stood up then went straight to Terri when they embraced in a smouldering slow French kiss as if to disgustingly share the sickly slimy treat. 
 
    Then another taller dark-haired girl moved to my wife’s other side and stroked her bottom before both young gorgeous women slipped their fingers into her miniscule panties as Mr Kane whispered. 
 
    “…Try and relax Terri…you have entirely free will and no-one will do anything that you do not want them to…do you mind my girls sharing subtle sensual but really innocuous intimacy with you?” 
 
    Terri wriggled against the pleasure these women provided so lightly but expertly as she whimpered. 
 
    “Oh no Mr Kane…I have never cum properly before in my entire life.” 
 
    Her whole body and spirit seemed to explode once more as she reflexively climaxed for a second time then collapsed down with watery legs on the waiting chair as the man gazed at me with a sense of satisfaction. 
 
    “You have a rare instinct also, Colin, as I mentioned, for women’s fashion and emotional feminine feelings and would ask if you have any desire to study in the exclusive salon where you can discover more about your inclinations and possible gifts …?” 
 
    As my mind span over his unanticipated offer, he smiled with bare sharp teeth like the predator he was. 
 
    “…Of course, you can still work with Mrs Tallit in the shop dressed as a salesgirl and do a couple of extra days given she speaks most highly of you.”  
 
    I glanced at my wife who seemed to be utterly exhausted and entirely undone as she mumbled with meaning. 
 
    “You know if you want to so say yes therefore I will as well…” 
 
    Her body seemed to sag lower in the chair as if the pheromones in her giddy brain and hot blood were more than she could cope with. 
 
    “…It will give us a month to decide from there because…” 
 
    Her head seemed to wobble. 
 
   
  
 

 “…Be assured I will not be forced or cajoled into anything…” 
 
    She glared at the all-powerful Mr Kane while her voice cried out piercingly. 
 
    “…Do you understand…I either go without pressure or not at all?” 
 
    He patted her knee as if it was merely an innocent paternal gesture from a doting uncle and grinned at the same duplicitous time. 
 
    “That, Delicious Terri is precisely what I am looking for!” 
 
    He went on to explain that if we took him up on his suggestion our original jobs would be held open for another four weeks and given his tentacles of influence that seemed to extend everywhere I did not doubt the fact for a moment. 
 
    Diana disappeared then returned shortly afterward with a silken black robe around her naked skin then escorted us out to the main internal door and kissed my rosy flaming cheeks before pecking Terri’s wet forehead and simpering. 
 
    “No one has ever had an opportunity like that so you should be flattered, thrilled and very honoured as Mr Kane patently likes and has high hopes for you both…” 
 
    Her words sound sincere but naturally Terri and I were still dazzled or dazed by events as she waved us on our way. 
 
    “…Let me know by tomorrow night so we can record the agreement as Mr Kane expects such latitude or generosity on his part fully appreciated or it will be just a promptly withdrawn.” 
 
    As I drove home my wife dozed but after showering she slipped into a soft camisole and panties I had bought her recently then whispered to me. 
 
    “I feel so elevated as if I’m floating, as before tonight I had never understood what it was to find sexual bliss with my body…” 
 
    She smirked while I slid my nightie over my head then pulled up the matching knickers as she sighed. 
 
    “…And now I’ve had two but…” 
 
    Her eyes closed as if in giddy recollection of the erotic but transient sensation. 
 
    “…I want more, much more…” 
 
    She stared accusingly through me. 
 
    “…You enjoyed the whole evening didn’t you Colin? As I saw the plentiful stains in the underwear you had on so don’t deny it…or that you would enjoy working at the beauty salon?” 
 
    My head bent as I whimpered to confirm her thoughts. 
 
    “Would you mind, Terri, as I might pick up more valuable information about him given his girls visit to be worked on?” 
 
    She laughed dryly. 
 
    “Maybe you actually will discover how to professionally manicure my pussy to Mr Kane’s exacting standards…”  
 
    Her hand pressed my showing slight bulge as she teased me. 
 
    “…So, one day soon he can fill and fuck it…?” 
 
    Wetness appeared in the crotch and she scowled at my on-going revolting reveal. 
 
    “…I will email Diana right now and confirm we appreciate the kind consideration shown by Mr Kane and would love to have the month’s trial as proposed.” 
 
    And just like that we were committed to this precarious next possible treacherous step or stage before the following day my wife text me that Diana wanted us to go to her office and she would pick me up by the station as the building was not far from there.   
 
    We went straight through into her organised immaculate office and then sat as she pushed a small contract over to us. 
 
    “If you wish to proceed then sign on the dotted line to begin your trial which will be at Mr Kane’s headquarters for you Terri and the Woman’s Room Salon will be Colin’s new environment, apart from Friday and Saturday when you will be at the lingerie shop and play the part of Carol which you do so ably.” 
 
    I exhaled in shock. 
 
    “You mean I will be a woman at all times?” 
 
    She smiled happily as if I was asking a silly question. 
 
    “Of course, as you are in a female only world and must ensure other women feel safe at all times given you will be continually learning how to sate then serve them…” 
 
    Diana barely drew breath.  
 
    “…You cannot have sex with Terri other than with your sweet tongue and must place your small penis in chastity.” 
 
    I complained bitterly remembering the awful metal gaol around my unfortunate friend. 
 
    “Please Miss, I don’t have sex with my wife anyway and is there not another way…?” 
 
    My lips sounded suitably helpless. 
 
    “…Please?” 
 
    Diana thought openly for a moment then picked up the phone. 
 
    “Hi Gabby, I’m bringing in the new Trans-girl for training tomorrow as discussed and she has asked if we can we use that new hormone treatment…just something mild to start?” 
 
    I waited anxiously before she finished the call then smiled reassuringly at me. 
 
    “There is a gentle concoction that will ease your endless tendency to become erect and therefore if you take the injection you will not necessarily need the cage…but decide what you prefer when you’re there…” 
 
    My mouth murmured in relief as she addressed my wife. 
 
    “…You will assist Mr Kane at the office looking divine wearing designer outfits and exquisite lingerie which naturally Carol will buy for you…” 
 
    Her lips twisted a fraction. 
 
    “…Although you will still live together during this month’s period you must increasingly treat your husband as a female menial and understand he is merely spending time being educated in the ways of attending Alpha women which you will come to appreciate more as the days go along unless he walks away.” 
 
    I chipped in quickly. 
 
    “I would not do that.” 
 
    She nodded and continued addressing Terri. 
 
    “Mr Kane will and cannot touch you without your direct permission but…” 
 
    She came out from the side of the desk then raised her pencil skirt and lowered the thin white panties before slipping delicate fingers inside her perfectly trimmed vagina and withdrawing a slim golden dildo which she took out until only the tip was inside. 
 
    “…All of his girls have high tech mobile vibrators which he can use from anywhere in the world as he likes to engage it constantly to let us know he’s around and cares and…” 
 
    Her lips gassed then giggled. 
 
    “…We all thought you needed a way to cum because it should be a daily occurrence for a healthy young girl like you…” 
 
    Her blue eyes gazed enquiringly. 
 
    “…Would you like one?” 
 
    To my shock my previously timid and uncertain wife responded quickly and almost enthusiastically. 
 
    “Oh yes, yes, but on one condition…” 
 
    Diana raised an eyebrow as Terri laughed. 
 
    “…I want Mr Kane to personally put it inside me but only once I am suitably trimmed below of course, while my husband records the unique moment?” 
 
    The blonde girl chuckled and made a footnote on the paperwork. 
 
    “Fine, then that is how it will be and all is agreed for the next four weeks…” 
 
    Her hand pushed the document before us which we swiftly signed at which point she smiled warmly. 
 
    “…Let Colin go to the centre immediately and buy you something for the morning, as I will transfer $3000 now, when you shall come to me here then go to the top floor of this building to begin duties for Mr Kane…” 
 
    Her attention turned to me as she passed me a small business card. 
 
     “…While Carol will begin her month of discovery in the female zone under the tutelage of our manageress Gabby at this address…are we clear?” 
 
    Our giddy heads nodded with anxiety brought on from the unknown before leaving this small comfortable office barely understanding what we were letting ourselves in for. 
 
    We departed the building and Terri went home while I ran to the shopping centre where buying an outfit was simple because I had already spotted a cute business suit with a short, pleated skirt and the lingerie from my own shop was easy with delicately patterned stockings and all the silky trimmings above them. 
 
    Then, with a silken shirt, black tie and a silver pin she was ready and I was so impressed with myself I went into the teenage shop nearby and purchased a new frilly white nightie to add to my collection as my addled mind appreciated that I would be living a strange girlish life from tomorrow and needed to be prepared. 
 
    So to speak! 
 
    Kay served then asked me to meet her out on the town once more but I explained politely I had too much on and we would hopefully make the time soon, as if I wanted to but I was merely trying not to hurt her feelings. 
 
    In all certainty I had no intention of ever joining her on some sleazy girls’ night out!  
 
    That evening both Teri and I were understandably anxious and struggled over dinner to talk then sleep when we finally went to bed where I rubbed myself incessantly to ejaculation into my new flouncy panties while my wife seemed to equally toss and turn in her own silent agitation. 
 
    In the morning I put black briefs on that had the gaff pocket below my casual male clothes and became immediately erect while I watched my wife dress in the expensive clothing previously chosen then purchased with such care, and when she was finished I had sudden buyer’s remorse because I whined in some panic and concern. 
 
    “Shall we stop Darling…maybe I or we have not thought this entirely through?” 
 
    Terri just laughed dryly. 
 
    “My goodness Carol, after all your hard work, I think we should give it a chance now go to your salon as I know you want to…” 
 
    My face blushed because my whole body felt under stress as she patted my tiny bulge and smirked. 
 
    “…And be assured I will certainly throw myself into this misadventure just as you have forced me to.” 
 
    We walked out together and she took a cab to the building where we had met Diana while I caught the subway to where this specialist beauty shop was located and eventually pressed a pad on the door and heard a female voice call out in response. 
 
    “Yes, we’re not open yet?” 
 
    I muttered nervously. 
 
    “I’m Colin, Carol, and have been told to report to Gabby.” 
 
    A sharp beep opened the glassy entrance and I walked up to the elegant reception where a lofty slim black girl with shaved hair looked me up and down and smiled. 
 
    “Hi, I am Gabby…so follow me as we have much work to do before opening time…” 
 
    We entered into a room filled with various forms of equipment, and an impressive massage table where she spoke firmly. 
 
    “…Clothes off…let me see what I have to work with…chop, chop, Sweetie…” 
 
    I stripped to my knickers as she smiled dryly. 
 
    “…Nice and pretty…but take them off as well…” 
 
    Reluctantly I removed the briefs to show her my stiff penis but she ignored it as if my arousal was a nuisance and placed me in the shower cubicle where her hands rubbed acrid cream all over my genitals, legs and arms then held my tiny erection and sighed. 
 
    “…Do you want a cage or some hormones, as Diana mentioned, because we can’t have little stiffies can we Carol?” 
 
    My mouth whined pathetically. 
 
    “Will it hurt and are the effects permanent?” 
 
    Gabby seemed instantly amused with me as her comments showed. 
 
    “No Princess it is just a small prick…” 
 
    She squeezed my cock and I spurted disgracefully into her fingertips as she belittled me. 
 
    “…But you know all about them don’t you Sweetie…!” 
 
    As if the stinging cream had been on my thin skin long enough she took the hand-held adaptor of the shower then washed it off while cleaning my genitals then anal crease before showing me the small white tube she had used.   
 
    “…This is for body hair and as you see it stays on for a minute then is rinsed off which is a simple painless process…” 
 
    I was given a small towel for decency then laid face down on the massage bed when she removed this measly covering and grumbled. 
 
    “…Stay still and I will inject you.” 
 
    Before I could object or argue I felt a slight sensation of pain on my soft rectum and then her finger placing something slimy in my bottom as I wailed. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Her hand waved the bottle of scented oil under my nose as she simpered. 
 
    “Our girls that come for treatments like their asses lubricated and occasionally…” 
 
    My lips groaned in panic as she pressed something small and hard inside me. 
 
    “…Teased and filled because you should be aware the anus is a very sensitive area for men and women…” 
 
    I wanted to get hard in all this excitement but my penis just seemed to throb now as Gabby pulled me up then provided some small white cotton panties. 
 
    “…Put them on...” 
 
    Reflexively I covered my questionable pulsing manhood before Gabby placed a flat pad over my prick inside the knickers then handed me a pair of pantyhose. 
 
    “…And these, Carol, as they are part of the uniform here…” 
 
    In a surreal dreamlike state, I drew the fine nylon over my recently smoothed skin and shivered because the material was unspeakably deliciously tactile as Gabby chuckled. 
 
    “…Can you feel how lovely they make you feel…?” 
 
    I could hardly talk as she made me wear a black tight nylon body-suit over the underwear then finally handed me a white medical short coat and stood back admiringly. 
 
    “…Lovely, and with a little make-up I think we can start the training process as you definitely look…” 
 
    Instinctively I stared in disbelief at my reflection in the mirror of me in the tight feminine outfit and shivered as she continued. 
 
    “…Like a lovely serving girl!” 
 
    In my great confusion she placed the smart white coat over my petite form as I groaned. 
 
    “I’m tingling and glowing all over Gabby…” 
 
    Her hand slipped below the hem of the bright covering which had the name of the salon plastered in pink on the right pocket and squeezed my ass. 
 
    “…Are the hormones supposed to affect me like that?” 
 
    Her voice sighed as her hand stroked the flatness between my thighs which made me involuntarily leak into the pad. 
 
    “Yes Carol for the special few it does; now tell me, are you satisfied that you are on this course of treatment instead of the barbaric cage?” 
 
    I gasped in delight because the lightest caress suddenly made my blood run unbelievably fast. 
 
    “I think so Gabby…it’s a fantastic rush to feel like this and I will try not to let you down.” 
 
    She kissed my head gently in conclusion then applied some colour on the cheeks and lips before mumbling in gratification. 
 
    “I’m sure you will inevitably shine in this profession Carol!”  
 
    Other staff arrived to begin their working day and Gabby put me with a small delicate spiky dark-haired girl called Jade then spoke to me before our first client arrived. 
 
    “Jade is our best in providing manicures to female pubic hair otherwise known as a Brazilian cut so start with her, listen and then do precisely what she says.” 
 
    I nodded obediently then was left in a room alongside this petite lean female with a striking red streak in her pointed zany hair and who was dressed exactly as I was as she smiled then murmured with a trace of sarcasm in her tone. 
 
    “Don’t you look wonderfully cute…Gabby says you’re our Trans, gay boy who wants to be a beautician to the stars…” 
 
    She laughed softly. 
 
    “…Our first client is a student as we do special rates for them so unaware girls like you can learn the trade…” 
 
    She patted my shaking hand. 
 
    “…You’ll be fine…just watch, take it in and I’ll look after you!” 
 
    Her flat palm slipped onto my covered bottom as I muttered feebly. 
 
    “I’m not gay you know!” 
 
    Jade grinned and muttered drolly. 
 
    “That’s a shame because with an ass like this…it seems such a waste!” 
 
    Once more I wanted to surge to stiffness but could only leak into the hygienic pad and dithered as a plump black-haired young woman entered then smiled blankly. 
 
    “Just confirming this is half-price, as my boyfriend wants me trimmed?”  
 
    Jade nodded to assure her of this fact and mumbled. 
 
    “Sure thing, clothes off Tracy and lay on your back…” 
 
    The girl stripped then relaxed on the specially designed table because when she placed her legs on the bottom of the remarkable bed, it split into two slight separated sections to reveal a veritable forest of dark hair as Jade took a small chair then sat between them and sighed.  
 
    “…I would suggest a pretty tuft at the top and just a trace of down either side?” 
 
    The girl cooed crudely. 
 
    “Yes, Denzel would love that, as he says he especially wants to see his thick huge cock going in and out of me.” 
 
    Jade used a small water-spray device to soak the forest of pubic hair then drew up another tiny chair and directed me. 
 
    “Wash this with thick soapy water all over then rinse and dry the saturation with a small towel.” 
 
    I used the pre-prepared bowls to spread the aromatic foam over the wild tangled mess and rubbed the whole area thoroughly before I used the hand-shower before rubbing the mass until it was suitably springy when Jade sighed. 
 
    “…Good, now put a towel underneath her bottom and use scissors to crop …” 
 
    The clean strands now fell away easily until I could clearly see the pink female lips showing though when Jade used a small shaving brush to apply thick cream to the edges of the mound and then began to cut very carefully with a sharp tactile razor. 
 
    Amazingly, the blade sliced the thickness easily and half-way through her labours Jade passed me the delicate tool and muttered calmly. 
 
    “..Just follow the line I have made and ease around the small V shape at the top for the decorative effect.” 
 
    Under her expert tuition and trained eye, I patiently carved around the shape or design to the hair - the girl had been looking for - before I vigorously rinsed the foam off again and gasped in genuine admiration. 
 
    “Oh goodness it’s so beautiful now.” 
 
    Jade chuckled at my rapture, dried the remaining strands again before, to my incredulity, she ran her tongue along the exposed visible pink crease and murmured softly. 
 
    “Would you like a happy ending, Tracy?” 
 
    The girl spread her thighs greedily and exhaled. 
 
    “Fuck yes, naturally…it’s part of the service isn’t it!” 
 
    My tutor in this supposed feminine world of refinement and beauty then bent her face lower and began to lick her shiny pussy until the client was whimpering softly then took my uneducated head and pressed it gently into the fine wet female groove while passing out orders.  
 
    “You do it now Carol…long slow licks with your slippery tongue…” 
 
    I wanted to refuse but suddenly I was suckling this mercurial foreign crease then improbably but immediately felt the thick-set girl start to build towards something dirty but heavenly as Jade forced my cranium tighter against the saturated line. 
 
    “…Find the small hard nub at the top then tease and flick it with the tip of your tongue to send her over the edge because…” 
 
    Unexpectedly my open searching mouth then unexpectedly found this erogenous spot I had never quite realised existed before and pressured it wildly but without much skill as the girl began to heave then buck before finally spurting orgasmic fluid all over my ruddy face and relaxing back in delight as Jade patted the tip of my blonde head. 
 
    “…We have other customers to see Carol, now wipe her dry then spray some scent and we can prepare.” 
 
    In seconds Tracy had been diligently cleaned up then - while she dressed - her hand pushed a $5 note into my palm and blinked woozily 
 
    “Thank you…that was perfect; Denzel will be all over me tonight and I wish I had more to give you because…” 
 
    She rose up then shook her young fulsome body in visible release. 
 
    “…It was well worth it!” 
 
    The next customer was tubby, very ordinary and also black, who was another student looking for a bargain, but wanted trimmed but thicker hair around her vagina as I performed the same washing rituals at the beginning and, after a little crop with an electric cutter - this time - I brushed and combed the bouncy pubic hair before the young woman looked at me then smiled as she admired my craftwork in the hand mirror I used to reflect back what I had accomplished. 
 
    “Not bad, White Girl, but I want my delectation now…” 
 
    Jade gestured for me to continue this subversive task and I unenthusiastically placed my head between these meaty thighs before lapping at this saturated crease as she swiftly dissolved. 
 
    “…Nice and deep Bitch…I need to cum…!” 
 
    Unexpectedly, in spite of no trace of any attraction for her, I seemed to quickly revel in providing this deviant service especially when my mouth then tongue began to sense and feel the subtle surfaces of a vaginal line and soon had Marcy - as she was called - shuddering because as I pushed against her clitoral sensitive spot the girl climaxed noisily with a stream of pungent ejaculate while holding my head firmly against the flow to ease her off. 
 
    “…Fuck that was peachy…” 
 
    Determinedly I wiped the wetness dry then tried not to rise to anger when she provided no tip and gabbled in defence of her meanness. 
 
    “…It’s high time you white girls knew your place.” 
 
    Two more students followed in quick succession, one wanting all the hair off and another just shaped as the first client and, after pleasing them with my work then teasing their fresh pussies to heaven while perfecting this servile sullied little sensual trick, I received another $10 in tips and a compliment from Jade who whistled in genuine wonder. 
 
    “You are a natural Carol and seem already expert with providing this oral delight to the rapacious girls…” 
 
    She leaned back against the wall and murmured. 
 
    “…I shall leave you entirely alone for the next couple and if I’m still impressed after that then will perhaps let you work on one of Mr Kane’s girls who are coming in after lunch as there is far more to it with them…” 
 
    Her lips turned up slightly then waspishly. 
 
    “…They all think they are so special, as mistresses or whores to that rich Bastard…” 
 
    She giggled suddenly and unexpectedly like a child. 
 
    “…Don’t tell him I said that though, because I’m only jealous and in honesty would ride that Duncan Kane in a moment given half the chance.” 
 
    Fortunately for me the next two student clients were vocally thrilled with my treatments and the emerging talents of my tongue which made them quiver then grunt to climax which brought me $10 more in gratuities then a small meeting and lecture from Gabby when I had a break over lunch. 
 
    We had a sandwich in her office where she showed me a video of my performance in the massage room - everything was recorded for security - then stopped the picture as my head was between one of my customers substantial parted legs as she spoke passionately. 
 
    “You seem to revel in this line of duty…are you enjoying your schooling here?” 
 
    I sipped some water and smiled shyly because the truth was a tad embarrassing. 
 
    “Yes Miss…to be honest although this is supposed to be work…it’s the most rewarding and exciting thing I have ever done.” 
 
    She chuckled softly at such an admission. 
 
    “How do you feel when you bring them off, as all girls love to be pampered then secretly but safely cum like this?”  
 
    My lips simpered enthusiastically. 
 
    “In honesty I love to sense them react then rise to my slightest touch as before today I have never understood how to provide any woman with the mysterious delights of an orgasm…” 
 
    I ate my food in relish and smiled. 
 
    “…It’s truly an achievement for me and I would declare that I am proud to tease and thrill girls like this.” 
 
    Gabby nodded then spoke seriously. 
 
    “Because of the diligence and dexterity you have shown, then I am going to allow you to work on a senior one of Mr Kane’s young ladies later and you will be shown how to conduct a full hour’s session with her under supervision…” 
 
    She watched me emote and smiled at this eagerness. 
 
    “…It is obvious you would like that?” 
 
    I nodded then blinked. 
 
    “Yes Miss if I am given the opportunity…” 
 
    She chuckled at my desire which seemed already almost a craving. 
 
    “…I feel sure I can do a wonderful job.” 
 
    Gabby inhaled deeply. 
 
    “Of that I have no doubt but tell me, now you have experienced the sensation, how do you feel about dressing as a female beautician?” 
 
    I tried to sound casual but my whole body had been so full of sensuality and the strangest lightness of being since the injection, while the joy I felt came through my bland words. 
 
    “It goes with the territory.” 
 
    Her dark eyes searched me. 
 
    “The clingy leotard, silky tights the sensation of tightness in your ass and the fact the divine hormones make you leak in the pad…” 
 
    Involuntarily I rubbed my bottom on the chair and listened.  
 
    “…Can you handle it every day?” 
 
    My face was flushed because the whole scenario - even though in reality it was merely all a ruse - seemed decidedly decadently heavenly. 
 
    “Yes Miss I’m sure I can manage and if I might mention…” 
 
    Gabby watched me with suspicion. 
 
    “…If you think I should have extra hormones then I don’t mind.” 
 
    She smiled without humour but did not answer and after spending time with the other staff during our rest period I was subsequently escorted by Jade into a larger more impressive room and waited before the door opened when to my great shock Diana walked boldly in.  
 
    I stood quietly as Jade, whispered respectfully. 
 
    “Our new girl Carol is here to assist and learn.” 
 
    Diana smiled disinterestedly as if I was beneath her pay grade. 
 
    “We are acquainted and if I may say…” 
 
    I shivered on the spot as she caught my eye. 
 
    “…What a cute little female you make…” 
 
    With that said I helped to remove her suit then lingerie until she was entirely naked when the elegant woman settled on the luxurious bed, placed her long toned legs on the slightly separated two front parts and smiled filthily at my instructor. 
 
    “…Mr Kane gave me a rich little slimy present before I left the office and as I have heard that your new girl is proficient at using her mouth then tell her to suck me clean before you begin the full session…” 
 
    In seconds my lolling tongue was upon then inside her perfectly formed and tailored pussy when I could instantly detect the foul slimy essence of sperm swimming along this personal precious passage as she groaned filthily.  
 
    “…I love it when he bangs me against the wall spreads my legs and roughly takes what he needs…” 
 
    She began to shiver as I suckled her hard clitoral nub. 
 
     “…Especially, with his new innocent assistant, Terri, watching with her pure wide brown eyes wishing it was her back against the hard surface and her sweet cunt being fouled.” 
 
    I wanted to be erect but could only weakly wet my sticky pad ever more as she shuddered to fevered heaven then produced a small spray of ejaculate into my face before finally her delicious body began to settle as Jade whispered. 
 
    “There is a small vibrator just within her vaginal crease please pull it out as we need to clean the object as part of the regimen with these girls.” 
 
    Gingerly I teased my fingers deeper into her sodden vaginal folds where I discovered the hard smooth tip of something before I grabbed it and slowly pulled the object out to see it was the same golden colour dildo she had shown us before, while Diana smiled darkly. 
 
    “Why don’t you lick the end as I sense you wish to?” 
 
    Thinking this was part of my job my lips curled around the insensate curved metal apex as Jade chuckled. 
 
    “Don’t tease her so Diana…this is Carol’s first day!” 
 
    They laughed together while I felt suitably stupid but soon wiped the phallus down - once Jade had demonstrated the correct process - then placed the divisive toy in antiseptic water and watched as my skilled teacher began to spread scented oil on Diana’s back because she was entirely face down by now. 
 
    She pressed with her skilled hands and palms to apply subtle pressure in the process while Diana mumbled in release then relaxed and enjoyed the massage until every part on her had been kneaded, smeared or treated at which point Jade took a pot of cold cream and whispered to me. 
 
    “Apply this to the anal crease then ass because this needs soothing given Mr Kane and his ilk like to use his girls there…”  
 
    In that instant I thought about Terri and surged almost achingly but again I could not become erect in my base anxiety or imagination and merely looked on while she gently eased the reviving white gel into her bottom as Diana wriggled and Jade sighed. 
 
    “…All his often temperamental girls needed to be handled with great care.” 
 
    As I observed I sensed they were missing an obvious improvement as I muttered helpfully. 
 
    “Why not apply the cream with a tongue…it would be smoother and more soothing for her.” 
 
    Jade gazed at me in actual admiration. 
 
    “What an inspired idea Carol…open your mouth, Darling…” 
 
    I did so to enable her to splash some cold soft fluid on my tongue as she smiled. 
 
    “…Carry on…and show me how it should be done.” 
 
    Suddenly I was gently licking her ass while Diana simply groaned in low bliss. 
 
    “Oh, how delicious…nice and easy and make me all pink and perfect once more.” 
 
    Subsequently I spent ten minutes with my busy mouth applying the necessary regeneration of this intimate part of her before our client was turned over onto the back and spread her divine thighs a little to show me the trimmed mound as Jade sighed. 
 
    “What needs to be done?” 
 
    I responded instantly because it seemed clear to me. 
 
    “Just a slight cut along the sides then some delicate trimming.” 
 
    My instructor nodded. 
 
    “Exactly, then get on with it, Carol.” 
 
    I washed the hair specifically as I had been shown previously, took a soapy bowl to apply the necessary froth then used the razor to re-establish a distinct clean line either side of her crease before using the small scissors to carefully trim the gleaming locks until they were entirely uniform when I whimpered as I watched the pink sexual lips moisten and pulse. 
 
    “May I provide a happy ending as I have with the other clients?” 
 
    Diana shuffled to part her legs a little further and inhaled deeply 
 
    “Yes, yes, but use the cool regenerating cream first...” 
 
    After loading my tongue, I began to lick this womanly line as she lay back and seemed to enter some sullied dirty dream as her mouth puffed softly. 
 
    “…Revive me…make my cunt pure and new so I can please him…” 
 
    The cream had dissolved now and there was just my soft wet tongue on her soaking pussy as I found the subtle clitoral rise and licked then flicked it before she twisted in divine agony. 
 
    “…Yes, yes, that’s it…let him fuck me…fill me…fuck…” 
 
    Her hips trembled then moved back then forward while she wailed like a whore not the refined woman I had come to know and admire. 
 
    “…I need it…want this life…on my knees, back…fuck…there!” 
 
    Diana grunted like a pretty pristine pig then vibrated to climactic glory before she slowly came down from her stratospheric high then pressed her body back into the bed and seemed to sleep while I used warm tissues to wipe her crease dry before applying more moisturiser until her precious feminine centre was prepared once again.  
 
    Then, under gesture from Jade, I poured plentiful perfumed oils all over the front of the luscious skin then rubbed the viscous fluid onto her erect nipples with my mouth as she dozed until the only part of the girl left to do was the inner thighs and her pussy that was gleaming and glistening entreatingly. 
 
    Jade produced a folded velvet pouch and placed it flat before pressing a tiny object in my hand most of which had bristles on as she whispered.  
 
    “Put the small anal plug in her ass…then press the small toy with the tiny brushes on to the soft pussy as these Alpha girls need constant sensual sensation.” 
 
    I performed this new tactile task and put the hand-toy onto her vaginal sliver before Jade pressed a hidden button to make the deceptively rough ends turn which caused Diana to whine contentedly in symbiosis. 
 
    “Fuck, I do love coming here…” 
 
    While she raved in physical bliss I tried out and used all of the clever little devices in the pouch until I knew how each one worked and as the clock span around I eventually heard her grumble in growing but ultimate frustration.  
 
    “…Bring me off Carol…like before; now, now…I need it right now…! 
 
    My cold lively tongue was used to perform oral magic once more before Diana shuddered to completion and after some quick drying and further application of cool calming fluids and scents she rose up gave both Jade and I $20 each and sighed contentedly  
 
    “…Ladies…that was without doubt the best massage I have ever had…” 
 
    She dressed in her underwear and suit then came by my side and kissed my flushed cheek before departing. 
 
    “…I hope you and Terri stick around as selfishly I want you here next week.” 
 
    With that she was gone and after another couple of students I was left entirely alone with another of Mr Kane’s gorgeous women called Olga - in the late of the afternoon - when I marvellously performed the same duties as with Diana, incredibly without any assistance or guidance at all.  
 
    I was tired when I stood before Gabby in her office at the end of my shift but she was friendly and extremely positive in my regard. 
 
    “What an absolute star you are Carol and if you wish then we will teach you everything regarding the beautification of women over the next few weeks if you would like me to?” 
 
    I trembled and sighed in appreciation of a most marvellous experience. 
 
    “I loved it all, Miss.” 
 
    She nodded in approval. 
 
    “That was obvious but meanwhile I can lend you some leggings to go home in if you wish to change.” 
 
    Somehow these sublime clothes had clung to and grown on me. 
 
    “May I keep them on Miss, as I enjoy feeling like this and I can remove and clean them and the plug at home then put it back in the morning?” 
 
    Gabby seemed entertained at my emerging craving and went into a wardrobe then returned with a short straight skirt. 
 
    “Ok put this on for decency as I need the white tunic left here.” 
 
    After what I had been though I slipped into the feminine covering without a second thought and did the zip up myself before hiding everything below the thick coat I came in then beamed childishly at her. 
 
    “Thank you so much, Miss…I did enjoy it…but may I ask…” 
 
    She stared at me with expectation as I muttered. 
 
    “…Should I have more hormones tomorrow?” 
 
    Gabby laughed softly at my impatience. 
 
    “We will see, as too much too soon will make changes in your physiology that will be irreversible so you need to be sure you wish to spend your life in the guise of a young woman.” 
 
    What she said was the first sound of reality I had dealt with all day and I acknowledged her salient advice then ran off into the bustle outside feeling unsure and vulnerable suddenly by assuming that everyone in the crowd or on the subway would see I was not female but to my shock that was not what transpired at all. 
 
    Men everywhere seemed to notice or smell my perfume while on the full carriage home I accidentally tumbled against a tall man who held me against him momentarily to correct my fall then graciously gave me a card and offered me a free dinner if I would ring him. 
 
    As if I did now know what he expected in return! 
 
    Naturally, when I reached the apartment I had flaming mixed emotions as I removed my coat and looked at my fully feminine image then wondered fleetingly if I had in fact gone entirely mad. 
 
    The door suddenly opened and Terri walked in looking flushed and gorgeous as she looked at me and smiled 
 
    “You look nice Baby…love the skirt…did you have a special day because…” 
 
    She stretched her arms up languidly and seemed to glow. 
 
    “...I certainly did, as working with Duncan is very informative!” 
 
    My body shook and I felt embarrassed with her talking to me like this as I whined. 
 
    “Can’t we just be normal at home?” 
 
    She took my hand then ceremoniously led me to the bedroom where she sat and I was placed over her knee before she lifted my skirt a fraction then stroked my deliciously covered bottom and sighed. 
 
    “We have to follow Diana’s strict rules where you are treated like a female servant isn’t that so Baby…?” 
 
    Her hands pulled up the hem further to expose the sensual nylon tights below and her voice raised a tone. 
 
    “…I mean you surely saw Diana at the salon today because I did when Duncan Kane fucked the whore roughly up against the office wall with his thick enormous cock and filled her manicured pussy with plentiful sperm which…” 
 
    She pulled down the silky pantyhose a fraction then spanked me hard. 
 
    “…I presume you sucked out of her slippery cunt as Duncan said you would…?” 
 
    My voice wailed in despair and abject shame as she beat me with the back of her hand in virulent fury. 
 
    “…Stupidly you have brought me into a viper’s nest where everyone is getting screwed but me and as I have to suffer this indignity for a month then…” 
 
    Her hand slapped me so tartly I shrieked in pain. 
 
    “...You will live up to your part of this lousy deal…!” 
 
    Terri’s fine fingertips ran over the crease of my ass and suddenly discovered the plug that Gabby had placed there earlier and howled. 
 
    “…Fuck what is this…you are truly like a silly sexy girl and will play that teenage part at home from now on…” 
 
    She slapped me a final time and hissed. 
 
    “…Run me a bath as I feel I’m dirty around all of this deviance!” 
 
    I ran off and did as she requested then returned and spoke meekly. 
 
    “Let me tend you Miss as I need to wash your lingerie and will buy new outfits tomorrow after work…” 
 
    She allowed me to undress her - as if I was a mere maid - and when my wife was naked I went to turn the bathwater off then came back and looked at her nervously.  
 
    “…I did learn many things today and as I am only allowed to touch you with my tongue I want to show you and help you relax…please…let me do something for you…” 
 
    Terri seemed weary suddenly and lay back on the covers then spread her legs as I asked her to and before she could utter a word of protest I bent my head and used my mouth to lovingly lick her pink vaginal lips through the forest of dark hair as I murmured. 
 
    “…Trust me Darling please…I am sorry for your suffering but let me serve you and bring you some respite.” 
 
    She went to pull away or scold me until suddenly I flicked her hidden clitoral rise and she went still then gasped. 
 
    “What are you doing…?” 
 
    I pushed and teased harder before her thighs parted like the proverbial red sea and she began to slide off into fantasy land. 
 
    “…Oh Carol…Bad Girl, yes…fuck yes…there…” 
 
    Terri’s hips began to rise then fall perhaps along with her imagination. 
 
    “…Duncan is such a crude Bastard making me watch him fuck blonde Diana when…” 
 
    The force of her hand pressed my head tightly against the vibrating weeping womanly line as she groaned in anger. 
 
    “…It was me he wanted to fuck…stick his great cock up deep inside me…me…!” 
 
    Suddenly she began to heave and thrash wildly as she cursed. 
 
    “...Do it do it…I want you to fuck me…like the…” 
 
    Her body seemed to melt then fall back onto the covers but she stroked my soft hair and sighed. 
 
    “…Other girls…goodness Carol…you are truly having an education…” 
 
    She pulled my growing hair to encourage the movement of my soft tongue again on her pussy and exhaled in delight. 
 
    “…Now repeat what you did because I have experienced so few orgasms in my life and realise I need to catch up to everyone else!” 
 
    It took another thirty minutes before she quivered once more to glory then sidled off into the bath when she called to me. 
 
    “Come here Carol…quickly now…!” 
 
    I had been dozing to find brief respite after a busy day but still staggered to stand before her in my dishevelled state when she smiled. 
 
    “…Perhaps I have judged you too harshly, Baby, as you seem increasingly useful suddenly and because I have a credit card now from Duncan you may put me out a pretty dress and fresh underwear and I will treat you to dinner.” 
 
    My face blushed in concern. 
 
    “Do I have to go out as a girl?” 
 
    She giggled meanly, 
 
    “Carol, please, you know the rules…pull your skirt down, tidy yourself up and we can go somewhere local because you need to get back to clean everything ready for tomorrow when as mentioned I expect you to buy extra sublime outfits and lingerie for me…” 
 
    Her mouth was still openly chuckling. 
 
    “...And maybe some extra cute items for you from Kay, because it appears the cheap tarty teenage look definitely suits you!” 
 
    Once again there was no point debating the issue as I felt famished and did not wish to cook, therefore I placed out a short summer dress and plain underwear for Terri with some flat shoes and we went to the local Chinese restaurant as two comely females when once more I expected people to appreciate I was not a real female but frankly no-one seemed to notice or care. 
 
    After some food and glasses of wine I began to settle as I asked how she had got on with her arrogant Boss but my wife seemed defensive and did not go into much detail while the only thing she made crystal clear was that she found the casual treatment of his women nothing short of disgusting. 
 
    I sensed she was not revealing the whole truth but neither did I because I also could not wholly admit how much I had enjoyed my time as the salon and the dinner - even dressed as a young woman - was indescribably enjoyable especially as weirdly Terri and I were far more relaxed and convivial with each other than usual.   
 
    It was clear she had taken on the senior role between us and paid for the meal before we walked home when I meticulously washed our respective lacy underwear as instructed so it would be ready for the morning and was taken aback at just how much sperm I had involuntarily released into the pad and panties. 
 
    When I had finished these servile domestic labours my wife was already on the bed in her long silken gown while my pink nightie was on the side chair which I drew over my scented skin - after my shower - when Terri pulled her hem up to the waist and grinned.    
 
    “Demonstrate what you learned again Carol…nice and slowly please…” 
 
    I positioned myself between her slender legs and gently buried my glowing face in her freshly washed cunt while she closed her eyes then murmured quietly at first before her thighs parted and the breath increasingly came in short bursts. 
 
    “…Don’t Duncan…I’m not like your other girls…I’m not…” 
 
    Her vaginal lips began to flow as did her darkest base imagination. 
 
    “…OK…I’ll hold it…fuck…it’s so hard…!” 
 
    She seemed to tremble then surge and stroked my hair to make me concentrate solely on my sole teasing purpose. 
 
    “…Just a lick…a taste…you can’t put it in my mouth…make me suck it…” 
 
    I could feel her building and building as her lips gasped. 
 
    “...Fuck my mouth…pretend I am a Slut for you to use…” 
 
    Terri’s lower body juddered as the womanly sliver on my mouth exploded in fluids while her voice drifted. 
 
    “…Then fuck me…fuck…” 
 
    Impulsively I felt her hand reach into my knickers and although I could barely become erect my penis had not stopped leaking as she laughed at the sodden mess. 
 
    “...Oh Carol…are you having secret sordid dreams as well…?” 
 
    My wife’s luscious body relaxed back limply while my tongue continued to provide soft comfort as she began to enter a sleazy sensual doze. 
 
    “…I do prefer you as a girl Baby…and if you have inclinations to suck a man you can share them with me as it’s only make-believe…” 
 
    Terri rubbed her clitoral point against my mouth greedily and sighed. 
 
    “…I would never use my mouth and intimate body on that unconscionable Monster or be naked before him like some worthless slave to fuck…” 
 
    Impossibly her head shook in another almost violent orgasm as she exhaled in exhaustion. 
 
    “…So, you can freely tell me your secret craving to be a dirty girl!” 
 
    All I could do was splutter from between her soft warm legs. 
 
    “I’m not gay, Terri, and have no interest in demeaning myself like that with any male…” 
 
    She pushed me away then lowered the hem of the gown and spooned me from behind while I wittered on inanely. 
 
    “…We nearly have the whole story now and then I can release it and we can return to what we had…” 
 
    I felt I needed to reinforce my point. 
 
    “…And, I would remind you that I am definitely not gay…definitely not…how many times must I tell you!” 
 
    Her fingers felt my saturated knickers and patted my tummy though the tactile nightie then sighed softly. 
 
    “Yes of course Baby…but I might have mentioned there is something surreal going on with you so night, night…and see you in the morning.” 
 
    What she accused me of was unspeakably troubling but I was absolutely fatigued then asleep almost immediately until we both woke a little late in the dawn then all was a flurry because we were both now dressing as girls which took time with barely any chance to talk. 
 
    Within half an hour I was at the salon when Gabby had me promptly remove the skirt then clean body suit and inspected me to ensure everything, including my make-up, was acceptable while listening as I spoke nervously. 
 
    “May I have a new pad please as the last one was filthy and…?” 
 
    I shivered in abashment. 
 
    “…I didn’t like to ask my wife.” 
 
    She chuckled at my discomfort then handed me a box of hygienic pads with two pairs of pantyhose. 
 
    “Don’t be shy Carol…I’m sure she would understand but you should have your own necessary items for work so these are spare.” 
 
    My face flushed once more as I handed her the anal plug and whispered. 
 
    “Could you put this is in for me as I could not quite manage and…” 
 
    As I leaned forward then widened my stance Gabby slipped her hand in my tights then panties and placed a soft pad around my genitals while I groaned. 
 
    “…And am I able to have another injection because…I truly enjoy the sensation when the hormones are in my system?” 
 
    She bent me over a chair, pulled my nylon and cotton covering down to the thighs then oiled my anus before teasing the destabilising hardness inside me while tapping my naked flesh and murmuring.  
 
    “I spoke to Diana and we decided to go easy on the juice until Terri is in Mr Kane’s bed and you have both signed up for the year because this can be a dangerously powerful drugs and if we push you too far then there might not be a way back to manhood for you.” 
 
    I wanted to declare that I barely cared about that but merely whined instead. 
 
    “May I just have a little bit please…a small amount can’t hurt.” 
 
    Her voice clucked as I felt a small needle in my bottom before Gabby exhaled. 
 
    “The last dose for a week because although I think you might enjoy this life we do not…” 
 
    I was so elated and overcome with the rush of happy pheromones I leaked into my sanitary towel while Gabby pulled up my underwear sharply and smiled. 
 
    “…Wish to be accused of influencing you detrimentally as such vital choices need to be made entirely by you...” 
 
    I put on my uniform of the pristine body suit then white coat as she stared at my dither. 
 
    “…Are you content here Carol as I want the time to be pleasurable?” 
 
    My whole internal being seemed to glow as I gasped. 
 
    “Oh yes Miss…I simply love it.” 
 
    Her dark head nodded in satisfaction and she squeezed my arm.   
 
    “Perfect, as you will continue the massages with minimal supervision today and instructions for other useful treatments shall be introduced when there is a lull…” 
 
    Her palm pressed my flat crotch and she snickered as I groaned. 
 
    “…Now let’s make some money and our clients exceptionally happy.” 
 
    In minutes I was back into the same surreal sullied routine of the day before by dealing with endless students to hone my tactile and oral skills on their private parts and found the same delight in doing so as previously. 
 
    If there was time free I was shown how to clean then prepare nails then how to treat then paint them before - after lunch - there were another set of Duncan Kane’s gaggle of women that required extensive servicing. 
 
    I seemed to sail giddily through and any initial observation soon evaporated as each girl seemed elated with my work before my final client appeared through the door when I had to stand back in some stunned amazement because it was no other than Karen, our former friend, who stared at me then sighed icily. 
 
    “I heard you were here…and if I may mention you look so adorably sweet as Carol…” 
 
    She stripped promptly then settled on her back upon the bed then parted long luscious legs to show the trimmed perfection in-between and laughed at our improbable change in circumstances. 
 
    “…Duncan left a present which is deliciously creamy inside me and is now dripping out so…” 
 
    Karen smirked and displayed the stains on her vaginal crease. 
 
    “…Come and get it while it’s hot…!” 
 
    My head then nestled on the scented spermicidal mound before my tongue licked and lapped at the greasy fluids while she simpered. 
 
    “…I only wish Bernie could have been more enlightened and adaptable like you as maybe he would still be around…” 
 
    My tongue was deep inside her now as her voice wilted. 
 
    “…He struggled to see I was entitled to be fucked and mastered by a rich powerful man and there was no disgrace for either of us…” 
 
    The semen was swiftly ingested by me as she whimpered on then began to writhe as I teased the more erogenous spots. 
 
    “…For me to be full of spunk and him to suck it out of me like you are and will do for Terri because inevitably she’ll be fucking then flowing as well very soon…” 
 
    Her hand held my strained face firmly against her sodden crease before she eventually shuddered and ejaculated rich warm womanly juices then sighed in the fulfilment of resolution. 
 
    “…My Carol…the other girls said you were good but I might mention that although like Bernie you were never much of a husband or man even I am surprised…” 
 
    Ignoring her attempt to denigrate then humiliate me I diligently wiped then dried her vaginal crease before kissing it softly then gently placing my former friend on her front and starting the massage process from the very beginning just as I had been shown while her voice whispered softy but liltingly 
 
    “…Just how docile submissive or pliable you are and what…” 
 
    My hands began to tenderly and slowly oil her back as she quivered. 
 
    “…A hidden genius you seem to be developing for pleasuring us girls.”  
 
    Needless to say, Karen an hour or so later went away with a large glowing smile on her pretty lips - for many reasons - before I left my new place of work then rushed to the shops still in the façade of a girl where I purchased new outfits and lingerie for Terri along with some clothing for me which I selected with Kay’s help - she seemed unexpectedly to have become something of a friend - from the well-stocked teenage shop for girls. 
 
    Everything seemed to be happening at breakneck speed but I was definitely enjoying this holiday from myself - I dared not admit it openly - as the work was addictive, the clothing I wore each day felt divine and Terri and I could afford to eat out each evening on our expense accounts given her clever credit-card, along with the multitude of spare cash I was making in gracious tips from the salon.  
 
    After years of skimping and scraping it was the sweet taste of luxury that could not be taken for granted or simply sneezed at. 
 
    Another night ensued with me wearing another fresh tactile coving for bed before I settled between my wife’s perfect thighs and brought her to endless orgasms with my tongue while she rattled on about what a Mongrel and animal Duncan Kane was when it came to his select band of desirable, delectable but misinformed women. 
 
    Terri would always cum once then twice during these sessions then swear blindly she was only waiting until the month was up and she could escape from being around his nefarious influence. 
 
    By Thursday I had been at the salon for four full productive days and was now left entirely alone to complete the massages on the clients which were mostly students in the morning and Mr Kane’s luscious lithe girls during the afternoon while I picked up more skills on various beauty treatments in the quiet time.  
 
    I had become very confident in my duties and the female outfit I wore while the tight plug up my bottom seemed entirely comfortable, as was my valued role as a girl in this place and when Terri came through the door in the late afternoon I drew breath and took her presence in my gait while I played the part just like I had in training as my mouth murmured respectfully. 
 
    “Hello Miss, my name is Carol and I assume you wish the full treatment?” 
 
    She stared at me then laughed because it appeared we both weirdly enjoyed this disreputable theatre. 
 
    “Yes Carol…I have heard informed if not exceptional reports about your talents and Mr Kane wished me to test what it is like as one of his girls so naturally…” 
 
    Almost without being asked I helped her out of the black designer business suit she had on then the lingerie I had specifically bought her the day previously then lay my wife gently on the bed where she spread her legs on the separated parts before I placed a small towel on the mound for modesty as she laughed at the absurdity of it all. 
 
    “…I need my pussy hair trimmed like the others in his depraved brood just in case and…” 
 
    Her back quietly settled into the covered leather bed as I gently removed the thin fabric cover on her most private place and in professional mode looked for any stray hairs to put spots of remover on as she closed her eyes and drifted off into a sleazy daydream. 
 
    “…So, I’m ready if I decide to let him fuck me!” 
 
    As she mumbled or ranted quietly I did the necessary preparation then washed her tangled pubic-forest and any odd wild traces of hair or down away with the tart white cream before placing a chair between her divine thighs and spoke reverentially as I sat and concentrated.  
 
    “I will remove the unwanted areas first, Miss, but please relax as it will not hurt and I have become most accomplished at this...” 
 
    When her mound was distinctly fresh and springy I clipped away to make the surface uniform then proceeded to lather the area before starting to use the compact razor very purposefully then carefully until I had created the edge to the line I needed and used the object with ever more proficiency until my wife’s sweet pussy was perfectly framed by the simmering white froth. 
 
    Then, with the use of the hand shower, I rinsed the hair, pruned as necessary before the results of my craft were plainly divinely before me as I gasped in admiration of a job well done. 
 
    “…Miss, you look sublime” 
 
    Her head picked up and I used the small hand-held mirror to show Terri the delectable fruits of my labour as she groaned weakly. 
 
    “Do you really think so Carol…?” 
 
    My head automatically leaned down so my tongue could lick the now patently defined pink crease as she murmured dirtily. 
 
    ‘…Maybe some delicate new underwear might be in order…as I am becoming unexpectedly fond of the seductive materials around me and I want to be wearing something cute when Duncan puts the vibrator inside me…” 
 
    I had not received any injection for a few days and my penis was starting to become erect once more which became almost painful as she went on coarsely. 
 
    ‘…Mmm something deliciously tight and snug…so I know what it feels like to have a thick hard object in my cunt because I never had a man that could do that for me up to now…” 
 
    My cock spurted into my hidden female underwear while I suckled at her vaginal sliver in madness and she whined in equal lunacy. 
 
    “…And I will not let that Bastard fuck and rut me like his other easy sleazy women…” 
 
    Her lower body pushed up against the gentle pressure of my mouth before the entire milky skin of my slender spouse began to shiver and vibrate at which point a generous shower of womanly ejaculate covered my face while Terri slumped back and exhaled weakly. 
 
    “…Fuck, Carol, this is much better than I thought…” 
 
    She turned onto her front and murmured into the towel her head had been resting on. 
 
    ‘…I’m going to cat-nap so give me the full works as I definitely want to experience it all!” 
 
    Dutifully and tenderly - she was my wife after all - I pressed then oiled every inch of the precious skin until her shoulders and lower torso were literally glistening then did the same to the firm legs and thighs until only her pert bottom had not been touched when I whispered circumspectly. 
 
    “The other girls get rutted in their anus by Mr Kane as I am led to believe and like me to administer cool cream with my mouth Miss…” 
 
    I watched her ass start to wobble while my voice did the same. 
 
    “...May I?” 
 
    She grunted into the pillow in front of her face. 
 
    “Of course, Carol, and use the delicious toys they have told me about as well…” 
 
    Her tone was monotone and dangerously phlegmatic. 
 
    “…I want to know exactly what it feels like being a whore to a callous self-absorbed man like him!” 
 
    Immediately my cold teasing tongue slid deeply inside her anus and began to lick then suck as she whined silently in primitive appreciation.  
 
    Then, when all the cream had dissolved into the subtle creases, I oiled all the untreated areas and slid a small anal plug into the slippery rear cavity which her inner muscles seemed to grab eagerly before I turned her over then repeated the exact same salacious process on Terri’s heavenly front. 
 
    When her small plump breasts, tiny pink teats and speckled areolas were shining then glimmering with viscous fluids, I started squeezing the inner thighs while Terri spread them involuntarily as I grunted. 
 
    “Your pussy is so indescribably perfect, Miss…may I kiss it?” 
 
    In reply she pulled my head rapaciously to the vaginal crease and exhaled in audible craving and tension. 
 
    “Oil and cream it with your tongue first, Carol, then lick it off as if it was Marcus Kane’s cum because that’s what a good little cuckold is expected to do isn’t it…?” 
 
    I did precisely as she demanded until these womanly folds were gleaming in white liquid gel and realised I was solid in my panties as Terri guessed and smirked. 
 
    “…Make me climax Carol…use your mouth and declare you wish the cream was semen…some rich Bastard’s spunk all over your faithless wife…!” 
 
    My lips then tongue devoured the slimy slick juices before finding then flicking her clitoral switch mercilessly until Terri reached bliss multiple times at which point I teased her with various toys and finally slid a small dildo up the saturated sexual crevice while her body collapsed back in noticeable weariness but delectation as she sighed. 
 
    “…Oh Carol…how sublime you are at this; come and stand by my side…” 
 
    I shuffled to her shoulder line where my wife placed her hand below the white tunic I had on and found then pressed the bulge under the body suit as she grimaced. 
 
    “…Tell me you want me to fuck him and I might just do that…” 
 
    My mind was melting as an involuntary male surge towards climax took over. 
 
    “…It is what you want, Baby, a big cock from some wealthy Stud fucking and seeding me so you can get your sullied story and expose him…admit it and I may let him have me?” 
 
    My whole tainted spirit seemed to convulse as I ejaculated into the luxurious knickers around my small genitals and my lips confessed a despicable truth. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes…I want to see it all.” 
 
    Terri removed her hand then pressed or pushed my body away from her as if she needed separation from me suddenly. 
 
    “You really are a sick fuck Colin or Carol or whoever you are…” 
 
    Instinctively I stood back to see her open nakedly revelling in the rush of hot blood and rushing pheromones and listened while she mumbled tersely. 
 
    “…But I hate to disappoint you because I will not allow myself to be diminished or demeaned in such a manner…” 
 
    She seemed to shake or shiver in revulsion at such a debased idea or eventuality. 
 
    “…Believe me…it will never ever happen!” 
 
    My wife left soon afterwards without a backwards glance, as if she was just another contented client, and I spent some time tidying then talking to Gabby who was helpful and complimentary as usual before another day spent as a working girl had finished and I returned home to Terri after a brief shopping expedition as she was always short of something lately. 
 
    Relations between my partner and I were surprisingly genial or most companionable, as if we got on better a feminine lovers and housemates than we ever did as man and wife. 
 
    Also, our sexual life was also much improved, because I could readily supply orgasms to her order or expectation while she did not object to me wetting my various styles and materials of panties constantly because annoyingly, however much I pleaded, the beauty centre would not increase my dose of hormones until Terri and I had formally come under Mr Kane’s wicked whim or whip. 
 
    Which was clear from my wife’s dissatisfaction and annoyance with his foul sexual appetites with his other girls was never likely to happen. 
 
    Was it? 
 
    Subsequently, the days soon ran along as I worked in the lingerie shop on Friday and Saturday when my definite flair for selling the delectably fine items available continued to blossom but now - after discussion with Gabby and Mrs Tallit - I began to promote the salon to suitable and interested young women and especially couples where the often precocious pretty man was seeking to develop his feminine instinct or side while I would look to demonstrate that I could help develop his body alongside his mind, accordingly, with a specific treatment or two. 
 
    This was especially relevant to a rich older woman who was helping her blonde and beautiful younger prospective partner to gain an appreciation of sensual lingerie and surrender more to the female submissive side of his personality, which to me was obviously there but perhaps needed to be encouraged and brought out a little.  
 
    They, along with some other couples, said they would book in for treatments but I paid no real heed and took it all in my stride then was simply glad of a day off on Sunday when I could rest, sleep and recharge my batteries before the same rigorous routine began once more. 
 
    Surprisingly perhaps, I truly was relishing my time at the salon then shop and simply adored being able to dress Terri divinely each day before venturing off and entering my luxurious fragrant universe of tendering, pampering or even pandering to women - young and old - and making them deliriously sated then happy for a while in my own developing unique style. 
 
    Another week of this surreal cycle went along for my wife and I before on the Thursday Terri muttered to me in some patent anxiety. 
 
    “We have to attend a dinner party at Duncan’s house tomorrow at 6.30p.m…” 
 
    She shook in obvious horror. 
 
    “…When he will insert the obtuse vibrator inside me, as he mentioned last time we met, while you must strip me then film my awful ignominy.” 
 
    I readily remembered the previous discussion but cried out in defence of her honour. 
 
    “We can refuse…leave…we can leave at any time as they said.” 
 
    Her auburn tousled hair shook slightly but sadly. 
 
    “No Baby…maybe this is the final fateful step and you will have more than enough video proof to secure this report you are resolutely fashioning…” 
 
    My wife seemed so incredibly stoic and brave recently. 
 
    “…You buy me something truly spectacular from your shop and I’ll wear that long slinky evening dress you purchased last week which you can remove before the ceremony.” 
 
    I felt understandably outraged. 
 
    “Ceremony?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Baby, it is supposed to be a big deal when he inserts this devilish toy inside a girl because it has her name engraved upon it on and from that moment he can make it vibrate to his electronic touch from anywhere in the universe…”  
 
    The mere thought of it made me wet my knickers as she noticed and muttered darkly. 
 
    “…My pussy will need a final trim before we go so be sure you get home early with your secretive bag of beauty tricks because…” 
 
    Once more her skin seemed to tremble in myriad emotions. 
 
    “…I want him to admire then lust after what he can never have!” 
 
    The thought of our date with despicable destiny on the Friday seemed to consume us over the proceeding few days while we both did our duties within the sphere of this man’s vast empire of influence. 
 
    I received firm confirmation at the shop regarding two committed couples who made appointments the next week at the salon - while spending oodles of money in the process - but thought not much about it as I concentrated on something suitable for the occasion with Mr Kane then purposely selected a most sublime lingerie set for my wife of a short ornately detailed brassiere, with a thick delicate garter, suspenders and dark stockings to literally die for. 
 
    When I reached home Terri had already bathed and I carefully placed her on a towel upon the bed then used every ounce of skill I had gleaned so recently to ensure her vaginal hair was absolutely pristine and perfect before I leaned back to admire the view then exhaled in delight at her exotic look and my impressive work. 
 
    “Can I kiss it?” 
 
    She smiled dryly while I gently and tenderly brought her to climax with the end of my tongue then made everything on her womanly mound dry, perfumed and fabulous once more before helping put on the luxurious underwear I had brought home then eased my wife into the flowing black diamante evening dress then left to put on my suit with my own hidden female finery below while Terri provided her own feminine finishing touches in separation and privacy. 
 
    We arrived at his mansion fifteen minutes early then walked past security and into a grand study where there were many gorgeous women in various forms of evening wear with an odd man or two - I presumed husbands - dressed in generic suits looking distinctly uncomfortable just as I was. 
 
    I knew most if not all of the girls intimately because they had been through the beauty salon and after helping ourselves to the glasses of champagne - on the side tables - we turned our communal attention to the main doors as they burst open and Duncan Kane breezed through wearing a sleek dark grey satin designer suit and shades on his black eyes which made him look even cooler or colder than he already was. 
 
    The room went quiet at his presence allowing him to address us when he murmured quietly. 
 
    “Welcome my Pets and as you are aware we gather to extend the possibility to the lovely Terri in joining our pretty, exclusive band and…” 
 
    He slipped his fingers into the inside pocket of the silk jacket then drew out a golden dildo which he placed into the palm of his hand before glancing at my wife. 
 
    “…Place this gleaming token engraved with her precious name inside her just as I once did with each of you…” 
 
    There was a low ripple of humour from the young women and grimaces on the faces of the men but our host ignored both and continued. 
 
    “…Terri is still uncertain or unsure of her future but even if she does not decide to join us for the year then she will have this shimmering golden object to remember me and us by…” 
 
    His face expressed almost innocence which belied his base purpose. 
 
    “…So, to the few remaining husbands please strip your wives as I do like to see them in their succulent finery let the other girls undress also then I will choose which ones I may have to entertain me tonight.” 
 
    Unexpectedly one of the two men muttered up sharply while wrapping a comforting arm around the smaller girl beside him with short red hair. 
 
    “Look…we’ve had enough of your stupid games, Duncan, and you using and abusing our wives so me and Dave…” 
 
    The other man glared at a tall blonde nervously. 
 
    “…Are quitting right now and you can take your lousy luxury or extravagance and job because there are some things in life…money just can’t buy!” 
 
    After this unexpected but - I must admit - refreshingly admirable outburst, to my great surprise Duncan Kane merely grinned. 
 
    “As you all know the contract can be terminated at any time…” 
 
    His focus then alighted on the tall blonde then the more diminutive redhead as his tone lowered respectfully. 
 
    “…I will be sorry to lose you Shelly and Rose but of course and without question you may return to your former lives.” 
 
    The striking female with golden hair and a short tight red dress scowled directly at the man who had spoken for them all. 
 
    “I told you Kris that I’m not leaving and warned you what would happen if you caused a stir or fuss…” 
 
    She gazed anxiously at the billionaire and her voice was weak and suddenly desperate. 
 
    “…Please let me stay Sir…please.” 
 
    Duncan Kane turned his head towards the other wife and exhaled. 
 
    “What about you Rose?” 
 
    The response of the flame-haired slight, petite girl shocked me to the core as she snapped at her now tongue-tied silent partner. 
 
    “Just to say, Sir, that I would rather be your whore than his wife any day...” 
 
    Her husband began to turn white as she continued. 
 
     “…I love it here and would beg to remain and finish my term…” 
 
    Both men began to tremble as she groaned. 
 
    “…Please Mr Kane…I’ve been good, done as you asked please don’t send me home with them.” 
 
    In an instant and with a brief snap of his fingers two black guards appeared while he sighed as if empathetic to the emotional suffering of these cuckolded husbands. 
 
    “I apologise but people have entirely free will and given your feelings then you must both leave immediately. The work I organised for you is ended as is any wages because the contract for you is over and if you wish to speak to your wives from now please contact Diana who will naturally pass any messages on…” 
 
    Both men then tried to salvage the already untenable situation and apologise but it was far too late for further sympathy or mercy as they were escorted out of the room quickly and easily before there was only me, Mr Kane and fourteen divine girls including my wife as he looked on fondly then smiled at them all. 
 
    “…Sadly, many husbands and men selfishly cannot understand and truly appreciate that sometimes their wives and girlfriends need some excitement and variety to have the sensual and sexual delights they are entitled to as mature women but fortunately…”  
 
    His mesmerising black eyes found me. 
 
    “…As most of you know in Colin here or Carol as he appears at the salon we have a man who knows how to facilitate a lady’s eternal right to pleasure… please stand up…” 
 
    Sheepishly I did so while the girls spontaneously applauded me for my apparently sterling work and remarkable attitude before the man spoke once more. 
 
    “…So please undress my females and we shall enter the dining room for dinner where my precious Pets will take it in turns to fetch from the kitchen and serve…” 
 
    With shaking fingers, I obediently uncovered every young woman down to their delicious underwear - including my wife - then placed their clothing on hangers then a waiting rail before everyone followed Duncan Kane into the opulent room next door where a table had been delectably prepared for the dinner service. 
 
    I sat opposite Terri on either side of this omnipotent male when he whispered to me in a complimentary fashion. 
 
    “…In many ways you have a similar appreciation of women to me; as you treat them with great attention and care which they respect and deserve.” 
 
    My face blushed up brightly to such unanticipated praise and gushed in reply. 
 
    “To be honest I enjoy treating and serving them more than I ever anticipated…” 
 
    Once more my words betrayed my penchant for this illicit game. 
 
    “…And I love learning and working at the salon and shop where everyone is so lovely to me…” 
 
    I was uncomfortably hard once more as I whimpered pathetically. 
 
    “…Although they have restricted my hormones” 
 
    His thick eyebrows rose as if in surprise before he whispered. 
 
    “That is for your protection, but if you both wish to commit with Terri then I am inclined to offer you the exclusive position of personal attendee to my sublime girls which means you can provide and look after them full time…” 
 
    He glanced at my wife and smiled warmly but basely. 
 
    “…And take the highest hormone doses which you say you want and such a vital job in my environment could require because obviously I do now allow husbands or mere boyfriends to fuck my stock.” 
 
    My response was instinctive as I gasped stupidly. 
 
    “That’s so generous of you Sir…thank you.” 
 
    He merely nodded then sighed. 
 
    “We shall see, now let us sit and relax as I enjoy seeing my fragrant coterie drinking and eating in their beautiful lingerie.”  
 
    Terri watched me as if she thought I had gone utterly gaga then settled into the chair but rose and brought in food or wine as directed by Diana - who was wearing a fabulous cream Basque and finery below - and as I sat then took in this incredible selection of desirable looking women dressed so sensually and provocatively part of me felt I was already inside the gate of heaven or hell. 
 
    The spectacle and private thrill of watching the delicious girls go by in their luscious finery was so overwhelming it was difficult for my previously uninformed or pliable soul to tell the difference. 
 
    Strangely, I honestly longed to be free of my unfortunate reflex to be erect as I felt it blinded me from the simple but clear calling to merely treat or care for them all and I kept drifting back to the suggestion raised by Mr Kane then slowly started to understand why it appealed to my inherent impulses so much because - it had become apparent - I was at my level best around such luscious looking graceful females and even women in general. 
 
    Eventually after some ice glace` - to settle the palate - the table was bare of everything but full champagne glasses at which moment Duncan Kane slapped the gleaming wooden surface and murmured with dramatic purpose. 
 
    “Our prospective director regarding providing for all of your personal requirements will now strip each of you, leave the lingerie on the table in front of your seat and we shall formally present Terri with her trophy which I hope she will carry with the same pride as you all do.” 
 
    As if in some incredible decadent reverie everyone cheered as I quickly but carefully removed every flimsy item of underwear from each of the girls then did the same thing to my shivering wife who defiantly stood and stared directly at this man, as if to show off her superb intimate clothing then subsequently the revealed feminine wonders below that were partially covered at the top by her long tangly auburn hair that shielded her small but firm breasts. 
 
    Then quite incredibly Duncan Kane also rose up, placed the golden dildo beside his drink then had me remove the suit and black silk shorts until he was entirely nude and showing an enormous erection that was potently pointed towards all of the watching females while laughing almost with purity. 
 
    “You see how you all inflame me and although some might say what we enjoy is immoral, how can that be when our bodies endlessly crave what we can do so divinely for each other…?” 
 
    The only one that was dressed was me and I shrunk back to observe in disbelief as one by one each of the young women walked over to him, kneeled then sucked his cock and balls as if it was chocolate while I was privately thrilled I could still record everything because this was truly the pivotal evidence of abject unconscionable debauchery that could never be denied or condoned by decent society. 
 
    It seemed at last and through all of my humiliation suffered I had finally ultimately got my story! 
 
    However, after thirteen girls had paid oral homage to his hard penis his hand leaned across to support my wife’s fragile chin very gently as he sighed with equal care. 
 
    “…Would you like me to fit you with your present Terri so I can delight you at any time?” 
 
    Her head shook while the tactile long hair swung softly as she whimpered. 
 
    “Yes Sir…but let my husband film the moment as I wish it to be remembered…” 
 
    In seconds my phone was at my eye as he tenderly stroked her face then picked up the divisive phallus before sliding the smooth tip of the object tantalisingly down her naked body from the fragile swan-like neck to finally between her precious milky thighs as she parted them a fraction and groaned. 
 
    “…Put it inside me…I want it inside me…want to feel something deliciously snug there.” 
 
    His fingers eased along the vaginal line I had worked so hard to prepare as he sighed in satisfaction. 
 
    “Terri, you are already wet…you are indeed ready, now breathe in and declare you will suck my cock just for a moment as a simple gesture for my generosity.” 
 
    She was shaking now as her voice gasped. 
 
    “Of course…I can’t fuck you as I just can’t…but of course I will suck it like the other girls to show my gratitude as doing so means absolutely…nothing, nothing…” 
 
    The lens on my phone focussed on the golden object piercing her subtle tight entrance as she whimpered but accepted the rigidity then seemed to move her hips incidentally to welcome the device until it was fully invisibly inserted at which point she dropped to her knees and muttered weakly. 
 
    “…I’ve never sucked a cock before although I have recently read about it but frankly am unsure quite what to do.” 
 
    In an instant three other succulent females were kneeling beside her to stroke my wife’s clean ivory skin and curly fragrant hair as they kindly guided her head then open mouth to the smooth peak of the male hardness before - to my despair - Terri was uncertainly but undeniably sucking his prick as I disgracefully spurted in my panties but kept filming. 
 
    Each of the girls willingly demonstrated how to lick then suck his balls before gradually Terri began to gain some reassurance then certainty until impossibly the large erection was reaching the back of her slight delicate throat as the man began to inhale in shorter and shorter breaths before he pulled away suddenly and grunted. 
 
    “Not yet Terri because you are not mine…but you can share…’ 
 
    To this exclamation the bulbous circumcised tip of his penis exploded slimy white sperm over each of the four red and eager faces before then slowly wiping the gooey mess into their warm skins and directing them back to their chairs as he chuckled wearily. 
 
    “…Keep my gift on you, while I return the favour to all…” 
 
    Bizarrely I started to hear a faint hum from inside each other these four women - including Terri - then listened to obvious low squeals of female ecstasy then eventual rapture that began to form as each young girls started to stroke their naked bellies and slowly slither on their seats while Duncan Kane laughed. 
 
    “…Revel and relish to sensations of pleasure Ladies because you all deserve it…deserve to dance to my clever little vices and devices…” 
 
    I watched him play with the intensity on his inventive phone as the cries from the females increased exponentially. 
 
    “…Tell me you’re happy here and you love this sordid but louche life.” 
 
    Each high hormonal voice including Terri’s outlandishly declared their eternal devotion to him before every bountiful body trembled to climactic bliss and then slouched onto the armchairs while their eyes closed to let the emotions and the dissolving pheromones of their orgasm wash over them in pure bliss.  
 
    My head seemed similarly befuddled as I then watched while all the girls subsequently sucked his prick in teams of four or five before he covered their rosy faces with his pungent testosterone rich essence and used this insidious remote control to bring each of them to sullied heaven before everyone was gratified many times over and his palm clapped together to end a truly extraordinary evening. 
 
    It has been great fun, Ladies, so you may retire to your rooms while Shelly and Rose may come to attend me personally for their appreciated show of loyalty. 
 
    There were mock howls of disappointment from the remaining neglected young women before to my disturbance Terri murmured up feebly. 
 
    “And what about me or us, Sir?” 
 
    Duncan Kane did not even put on his clothing while my wife seemed to indecently stare at the flaccid but still striking penis between his powerful toned thighs. 
 
    “You and your husband have a week to make up your mind if you wish to take up my offer or decline at which point the only thing you shall keep of what could have been…” 
 
    His lips smacked childishly then crudely. 
 
    “…Is what’s up your sweetly trimmed pussy!” 
 
    Amazingly she did not seem offended but merely murmured. 
 
    “When will it be turned on again, Sir?” 
 
    He snickered meanly. 
 
    “Do you want a repeat performance?” 
 
    Her voice groaned. 
 
    “Oh yes…yes!” 
 
    He sat back and absorbed what she said. 
 
    “Well keep it in most of the time and you will not be disappointed…” 
 
    His eyes glanced at me. 
 
    “…And what about you, Colin…do you wish to now expose me or join me…?” 
 
    I flushed in anxiety at his accusation and query put presumed it was merely a guess or joke as he went on. 
 
    “…If you clean all of my girls then dress them in their finery and clothing I will permit Gabby to give you a high dose tomorrow but nothing further until you sign on the proverbial dotted line.” 
 
    My head bobbed positively and as Terri and he watched I gently licked then dried each moist pretty vaginal crease before expertly putting every divine girl in her underwear then dress - including my wife - before he relaxed and laughed almost in admiration and fascination. 
 
    “…You do that so well and have such a real flair for tending beautiful women it would be a shame to waste it but meanwhile I will instruct Gabby regarding what you mentioned and would invite you to one of my monthly parties in a few days when my friends and I will gorge on my pretty feminine stable…” 
 
    He lifted to his feet and I sensed most disconcertingly that Terri wanted to grab then hold his dangling prick. 
 
    “…Diana will explain the details but after that evening you will be in my household for a year or this will all be ended.”  
 
    Duncan Kane then left with the two worshipful girls that had lost their husbands that evening and we did not speak until reaching home when Terri whispered coolly. 
 
    “Undress me, run a bath and clean my special toy before I put it back inside me.” 
 
    Her tone was disdainful - as if I was truly her servant - but I was becoming adjusted to such expectation from my wife along with other beautiful women while I spoke in concern. 
 
    “Shall we stop…I have what we need to write and release the scoop about him?”  
 
    Her dress was already off and I began to unclip the shiny sensual stockings as she laughed. 
 
    “I don’t think the story is over, Baby, and to be honest…” 
 
    She was naked now to enable me to gingerly remove the golden dildo from inside her subtle folds before her breath caught while running to the bathroom. 
 
    “…There is a part of me that definitely wants to see it though until the very bitter end…don’t you agree…?” 
 
    We washed then dressed for bed in flimsy feminine nighties when I dutifully suckled her to heaven before gently inserting the phallus within the now soaked aperture when Terri rolled on her back then purred like a cat. 
 
    “…It’s surely heavenly to understand what it is to suck a man and to sense something hard and vibrating inside me…” 
 
    Her voice sighed cuttingly. 
 
    “…After being with you it is quite a revelation; and I spoke in confidence to Karen when I could tonight who told me that the actual sex with Duncan and his friends, is even better than this divisive glittery little toy…” 
 
    She patted the obvious revealing wetness in my panties and sighed. 
 
    “…My goodness, Baby, you are always excited nowadays and I think you long for this job looking after his female brood more than I am aching for Duncan’s cock…” 
 
    Her petite body settle on the bed as she groaned. 
 
    “…Because in all truth I am feeling wanton…needy and ready to become a woman at long last…” 
 
    Unexpectedly I started to hear a familiar low hum and watched as my wife began to reactively wriggle, move her hips then start to softly grunt and groan in audible desire. 
 
    “…Fuck me Duncan…fill me mouth and belly…oh fuck I love this!” 
 
    The slight buzz seemed to increasingly heighten in tone before soon Terri shivered, shook then relaxed and hugged her shoulders as if embracing these sordid sensations of pure sexual pleasure she had never even imagined existed before, after an hour or so, the disruptive bass sounds mercifully died and we both collapsed side by side in our fragrant finery and fell into an exhausted slumber. 
 
    It had undeniably been quite a late afternoon then evening for us both. 
 
    The morning brought routine and work, for me in the salon and for my wife the odious task of being around the predatory lecherous Duncan Kane; she had made me clean her gleaming personal dildo then insert it in her aromatic sensual crease before departing and I wondered how long it would be before her boss flicked the switch to make her tremble again.  
 
    The thought made me distinctly uncomfortable but I still presumed that his questionable charm and money would not be enough for Terri to accept the low life of a whore while I had also to wonder if this work was truly what I wanted to do with my own future existence, as it was undeniably depraved. 
 
    I was still in some louche dream-world when I reached the salon where Gabby escorted me to her office and unexpectedly whispered enthusiastically. 
 
    “I heard you performed wonderfully last night and Mr Kane mentioned you may wish to work here for the year and perhaps beyond that?” 
 
    All I could do was tell a white lie. 
 
    “It would be wonderful to continue in this place as I do adore it here and the whole heavenly processes of beautifying the young women.” 
 
    She nodded as if that fact was obvious then smiled. 
 
    “Well bend over Carol because after your request to Mr Kane I have been granted permission to give you a final but powerful injection of hormones if you still want them…?” 
 
    In enthusiastic reply I prostrated myself over the desk when her hand promptly pulled down my body, tights then panties and pressed the sharp needle to deliver the dosage I craved before teasing the small plug out of my bottom then putting back a slightly larger toy as she laughed. 
 
    “…We need to keep you developing as you are…” 
 
    Her hand slapped my delicate naked backside and she smirked at my instincts for submission. 
 
    “...But no more juice for you until you commit and please make yourself presentable then put on the white uniform as we have a busy day ahead.” 
 
    Instantly the hormones made my whole being glow then tingle as I swept through the appointments one by one with a distinct and noticeable female vim in my delicate delectable stride. 
 
    In the late afternoon my mature client from the lingerie shop arrived with her pretty blonde boyfriend called Jay; they were booked in for a full session, as I had mentioned that I performed for many of our special customers, and I provided a generous welcome when the duo entered the room where an extra bed had been provided for the work to be done on them both. 
 
    Mature dark-haired Mrs Avalon embraced me dramatically then sighed. 
 
    “I must declare right now that we have both become much tighter and more companionable since taking your advice Carol and I have decided to fully place ourselves in your capable hands today…” 
 
    She seemed to literally pulse in contentment while her sweet and comely blonde boyfriend smiled at me shyly. 
 
    “…Now what would you like to do to us? 
 
    I explained professionally what treatments I used for the superior females that visited here and that given her standing and importance as a valued client that I wanted to follow the precise same procedure for them together. 
 
    The woman agreed immediately and I swiftly removed the designer clothing she was wearing then placed her face down before the taking off Jay’s outer garments to see he was wearing a cute beige bustier and French silk panties as he gasped or perhaps gushed quietly but excitedly. 
 
    “I just love what you’ve done for me Carol…as I’m incredibly feverish and alive all the time in this seductive finery.” 
 
    As if to prove the prickly point he removed the underwear himself to show that his small penis was aroused and very hard but I ignored the impromptu dirty show then swiftly put him on the massage table beside his Mistress then set to work on her back with the usual scented viscous oils. 
 
    In time I licked her ass before turning the woman over then made the large plump breasts then brown teats glisten along with the rest of her warm white skin before setting to work on tidying up the mass of dark unkempt pubic hair which was soon manicured then slippery and glinting in the low light as well. 
 
    Needless to say, I dutifully then performed delectable slow oral duties to her as I did with the other female patrons here. 
 
    Once she had found hormonal bliss I slid an anal plug and a small vibrator inside the now pink and perfect vaginal sliver so she could simmer in luxurious vibrations then set about Jay who had watched me work with wide-eyed fascination and was already laying on his front expectantly. 
 
    I soaked his soft milky skin in plentiful liquids and perfumed oils until he was smeared and greasy but when I went to turn him over he simpered softly. 
 
    “You forgot to lick my ass Carol…if you please as it very much looks like bliss to me…” 
 
    It felt churlish to refuse as it was only a little fluid on my tongue then a quick wriggly inside him and I did my unappealing oral duty before performing the same massage procedure on the front of him before finally shaving every wisp of blonde pubic hair he had until the young man was entirely bald on his crotch while his erection pointed up vertically as he sighed. 
 
    “…finish off Carol…please…as you did for Helena.” 
 
    Suddenly I quivered with revulsion or uncertainty and shook my head nervously. 
 
    “I don’t suck men like that.” 
 
    The older woman at the nearby table opened her emerald eye like a lizard for a moment and grinned. 
 
    “Of course you do, Carol…you’re a serving girl aren’t you? Now use some of that lovely oil and make my little man happy as this is all just divine and I will not have my precious Jay disappointed…” 
 
    As she stared insistently I felt some security of the privacy here then gradually if not grudgingly put viscous fluid on my tongue, bent my head slowly and gently suckled his tiny balls and cock as she laughed. 
 
    “…Good girl Carol…very carefully, Darling, as he does ejaculate far too quickly.” 
 
    He began to immediately cry and whimper like a scalded schoolgirl as I applied the slightest oral pressure before improbably my head was moving up and down with his diminutive prick in my mouth as he began to quiver and shiver. 
 
    “Oh Helena…thank you for bringing me here…” 
 
    His hips began to buck slightly as he started to exhale in short hot breaths. 
 
    “…I do want this life with you…as your special feminine boyfriend…and would accept the offer to be an item…” 
 
    Unbelievably his flush or rush of hot semen spontaneously poured between my lips as he shook like a dog and gurgled. 
 
    “…Let’s do this at least once a week because…” 
 
    His hand held me over his leaking penis as he laughed. 
 
    “…It’s just scrumptious here!” 
 
    He then entered a short sleep or hormonally inspired doze as I inserted a tiny vibrator in his slimy gleaming bottom and allowed them to rest side by side before at last their time had expired when I gingerly dried them and helped the couple to dress but then noticed - as I pulled up his lacy shiny knickers - that he was erect again casing me to whisper without thinking. 
 
    “Let me ease the tension again, as you can’t leave like this, Sir.” 
 
    He stood over me as I sucked his sweet little cock on my knees like some cheap Slut until my mouth and belly were awash once more of his sticky essence before diligently wiping the flesh clean and ensuring that my valued customers were entirely satisfied as Mrs Avalon generously placed a $100 bill in my fingertips and told me to book them in at the same time next week. 
 
    Then, with simply a friendly peck on the cheek they disappeared from my sight and after an initial period of contemplation then momentary shame at my unforgivable perverse actions I reasoned that it was just part of my working life here and it actually made sense to be able to perform the complete massage for men and women. 
 
    Especially when they had only come at my personal request and behest! 
 
    Therefore, when another adventurous couple attended the following day - due to my invitation - I provided my oral specialities as desired then required without much introspection or fuss for them both and never for a moment admitted that there was something secretly sordidly delicious about sucking a prick until it fizzed then frothed over with sweet creamy ejaculate.   
 
    My imaginative mind rationalised my actions on the basis that I was merely a professional beautician doing a service and any such unnatural impulses or inclinations were entirely incidental and definitely not worth thinking or speaking about. 
 
    Towards the end of the week Terri and I had a brief meeting with Diana at the office building which required me to take the familiar ride as a female on the subway as my wife only had to come down from the top floor to attend. 
 
    I was therefore in my salon uniform - without the white coat - while Terri was wearing another sublime business suit with a short skirt and I felt like a true menial between these superior females as Diana kissed us both tenderly on the lips then sat on her side of the desk before smiling. 
 
    “Mr Kane’s party is on Sunday at 4p.m and as mentioned you are both invited…” 
 
    Terri went to speak but the blonde lady waved her still. 
 
    “…This is your last opportunity to test the waters, as if you accept the offer then you shall be wearing just a black short kimono with nothing below while Colin will be naked but with a cage on his penis to demonstrate his lowly position there…” 
 
    My wife and I sat back in some trauma as she chuckled. 
 
    “…You will have an hour to decide to remove the robe then sign this document…” 
 
    Her fingers pushed it over to us both. 
 
    “…Which ties you Terri to serve Mr Kane and his friends sexually for a year while Carol can remain in her female façade then work on all the girls at the mansion in-between the duties at the shop and salon as well…” 
 
    As if she could read my mind Diana giggled like a youngster. 
 
    “…And obviously you can receive lots of hormone injections so you feel absolutely fabulous all the time and don’t have the need for a cage ever again.” 
 
    My wife whispered first. 
 
    “And if I don’t come to the party or wish to refuse on the evening?” 
 
    Her head twisted slightly as she sighed. 
 
    “Then you shall leave freely and quietly without fuss but obviously Carol will lose her jobs and opportunities for more feminine knowledge and…” 
 
    Unexpectedly her hand turned her computer around to reveal a video of me sucking young Jay off in the massage room and I shivered in guilt then fear of my wife’s retribution as she went on. 
 
    “…If there are any negative stories or recordings about Mr Kane from that point then remember we have much worse pictures on Colin than he has on my Boss.”  
 
    Terri was staring at the screen and to my surprise she began to laugh. 
 
    “Oh Carol, Baby, you are truly full of surprises…” 
 
    I glanced at her in abject discomfort and abashment but she merely grinned. 
 
    “…What’s it like to completely swallow it?” 
 
    Diana joined in to taunt me. 
 
    “Tell the truth Carol or I will show her the other tapes of you greedily sucking dick on your sweet knees.” 
 
    My face flushed revealingly as I whispered. 
 
    “The first time I was pressured to perform but…found… that I…” 
 
    I was hard in my panties and pantyhose and ached for more hormones to supress these agonising instincts. 
 
    “…Liked it…loved it…the feeling of release in my mouth is…” 
 
    They watched me tremble to climax then gulp in unison. 
 
    “…Life-affirming…although I must still insist…” 
 
    Diana looked at me in curiosity as I exhaled in despair. 
 
    “…I’m definitely not gay!” 
 
    My wife laughed loudly then took my hand. 
 
    “You don’t have to explain Carol…I understand…in fact…” 
 
    She winked at the girl opposite. 
 
    “…I’m beginning to understand more every minute so….” 
 
    Her cool gaze locked with Diana’s azure eyes. 
 
    “…Tell Mr Kane we appreciate his patience and tolerance and the two of us will be there on Sunday, at the appointed time, when I will or we will make a final decision within the first hour to either sign the contract or…” 
 
    As she spoke the second eventuality suddenly did not sound at all appealing to either of us. 
 
    “…Return to what we shared or in truth endured as a married couple when I can assure you right now there will be no trouble or tales of indecency from us regarding Mr Kane!”  
 
    I travelled back to the salon as there were other customers to attend to while my wife returned to her unknown obligations regarding this despicable man although even now I had no real clue what they were other than she often saw him rutting his female entourage at his primitive beck and call. 
 
    The threat from him through Diana was unexpected and extremely disturbing for me because it was clear that given I did not know the ages of all the girls I had touched or teased and it seemed quite clear that any literary tale that came under my fingertips regarding the indefensibly immoral Mr Kane would have to be one of fiction rather than fact.  
 
    In truth with everything I had experienced in the past few weeks perhaps I had suddenly more to lose than this odious rich man; along with the succulent fact that the prospect of working full time in the shop and salon then taking up the job as a private executive to his beauteous bevy of female flesh had not left my deviant mind since the unanticipated offer had been made. 
 
    Since then, my irrational penis was continually uncontrollably erect and I ached for the magical hormones that seemed to help settle my soul and allow my erratic head to concentrate on this wonderful duty of simply attending and pleasuring women. 
 
    Terri and I dined out that evening with me dressed in my usual feminine attire and sensual image when my wife supped her wine and murmured intuitively but crudely. 
 
    “You want this position with him don’t you; to spend your days dressing and licking the slimy sticky cunts of your clients and his sleazy girls…?” 
 
    My face flushed revealingly and she laughed. 
 
    “…And sucking off pretty boys or perhaps in time rugged rough men…?” 
 
    Her hand slipped beneath my wrap around white skirt and pressed the hardness she found. 
 
    “…Just admit it Carol and anything is possible.” 
 
    Automatically my erection spurted its seminal prize as I gasped. 
 
    “I do enjoy this life but as I mentioned…” 
 
    She smirked and dismissed my defensiveness. 
 
    “You’re not gay…I know, I know, I know, you keep saying that… but you don’t have to own a label to enjoy dressing in panties and lace or sucking men or women off to orgasmic glory…” 
 
    Her voice spoke with the conviction of learning from innumerable detailed books dealing with this mercurial complicated subject of sexuality and fetish. 
 
    “…Just appreciate that you have this decadent inclination and accept it for a while, which I might do if I become a base working concubine for the perverse self-absorbed Mr Duncan Kane….” 
 
    The girl I had married far too young then looked at me as if she had already outgrown me. 
 
    “…You must follow your star Carol…and I have told Diana you will sign your part of the contract tomorrow as it is already agreed the special role of supervising his gorgeous girls that you desire so much will be yours as promised whether I finally put my name to the divisive paper or not.” 
 
    I tried to sound ambivalent or argue against her unilateral decision but lacked the fortitude to make a defence until I acquiesced and surrendered to the inevitable because - as Terri knew - this was what I wanted more that I could rationally or reasonably explain. 
 
    That night I became a true Lady’s aide to Terri in our own home as I tended then served her with my skilled mouth and realised that perhaps by following this illicit ill-advised path my wife was already beyond my reach - being her patently effeminate husband - whether she took up with this rude omnipotent man or not. 
 
    Subsequently, and as she directed, I went into her building at the given time to place my mark upon the detailed document when Diana confirmed that the occupation of my darkest sensate dreams was now set in stone for a year and that when I reached the salon that day I would surely get the precious doses of hormones to whatever level I desired. 
 
    Whatever confusion I felt disappeared once the extraordinary flow of incredible juices entered my system as I subsequently settled into my female role and uniform knowing that wondrously no-one could stop my journey or sensual destiny forward from this critical juncture. 
 
    Terri no longer discussed her pressurised position on the matter of Mr Kane and over the course of the next few days I simply acted as her female domestic or sexual menial knowing full-well that whatever marriage - drab as it now seemed - we had was more than likely already over. 
 
    Therefore, the two of us drove to the mansion early on Sunday afternoon dressed casually as girls - because Diana had our outfits for the party at the house - and she met us once through the security when we followed her lead into a small private room where she turned and inhaled sweetly.   
 
    “Welcome, please remove your clothing…” 
 
    I undressed then Terri stripped completely to reveal a delicate body I had worked so hard to become perfectly prepared as Diana then provided my wife with a flimsy silken black robe to hide my wife’s modesty then murmured lowly to me. 
 
    “…You will reveal Terri fully at the time of her choosing within the first hour or she will be banished never to return while you of course…” 
 
    Diana grinned warmly. 
 
    “…Shall take your appointed place and revel in the glorious opportunity of permanent duty to superior women like me and possibly...” 
 
    Her translucent azure eyes were unreadable like the steeliest poker player. 
 
    “…Your innocent, but undeniably lascivious wife!” 
 
    She dressed me in tight white ruffled knickers that hid my permanently flat prick now - I had sorely indulged on the hormones - and marked me as a weak pathetic cuckold but weirdly I felt only transient disgrace because improbably my mind sensed I had a higher purpose now and was inarguably where I longed to be. 
 
    Propriety or decency or any whacky sullied story that needed to be told about Duncan Kane seemed no longer the issue or of any importance at all anymore.    
 
    I observed, as Terri placed the slinky silken robe over her vibrating perfect skin while admiring the reflection she made - in the dress mirror - of female beauty and vulnerability before she whispered to Diana. 
 
    “I’m ready…ready…” 
 
    Her earthy eyes seemed glazed as she sighed. 
 
    “…Ready as I will ever be for this!” 
 
    Diana provided us each with a tot of scotch for courage before she removed all of her suit and underwear then led us nakedly or brazenly through a door and into an expansive grand room where most of the girls I had seen and laboured on in recent weeks were already mingling - with many men in expensive dark suits - without a singular stich of clothing on any of them.  
 
    I felt a personal surge of silent pride that each of the glorious women - that had recently lay delectably on my massage bed - presented their most perfect manicured pussies and I subversively longed for these pristine vaginas to be fouled and dirtied so I could use my recently developed talents once again. 
 
    Diana told me to walk with Terri and show her off - because Duncan Kane had not made his entrance yet - and we wandered within the small elite crowd who were drinking champagne and swallowing canapés until a tall mature man with piercing blue eyes stopped my wife and placed a glass of bubbly liquid in her hand. 
 
    “Why are you covered, Young Lady?” 
 
    My wife looked challengingly straight at him with a strange but audible confidence. 
 
    “I have been given permission to look, think then decide if I wish to remain here.” 
 
    His head bobbed then stared at me. 
 
    “You must be very proud of your woman…I take it that she is your fabulous wife?” 
 
    My response was instinctive and revealingly boastful in not vain. 
 
    “Yes Sir, but I prepare all of the females here.” 
 
    He smiled slyly. 
 
    “Ah yes…I have heard Duncan mention you, so please show me what you have done with your delicious woman if she will permit it?” 
 
    I looked at Terri who blinked her permission then undid the fine belt to the shiny gown to display a body the fabled goddess Venus herself would have envied, with a pristine pink vagina line while she posed as if sensing the sexual power she could exert over these rapacious men as she scowled. 
 
    “Do you like Sir…can I be of use to you?” 
 
    The older and obviously refined man just laughed at her brashness. 
 
    “Oh, my Goodness yes, Young Lady…I would love you to drop to the floor to suck me then let me fuck you right now.” 
 
    She slowly closed the material as if purposely protecting her virtue then tied it securely and wittered in an elevated tone. 
 
    “Only if I choose to live like this and even then only as Mr Kane directs.” 
 
    He patted her pert bottom though the slippery covering then slapped my panty covered ass as well as we escaped from his primal grasp or reach but wherever we ventured in this compact but luxurious space she faced ogling lecherous rich well-turned-out men who wanted to primitively explore her and humble me at the same time.   
 
    The hour was undoubtedly upon us and passing because I clearly felt my wife’s tension, agitation and inner turmoil because she had to make a quick possibly terrible decision whether to stay or leave as I stood supportively by her side then watched her turn to ice when Duncan Kane marched through double doors and stood before a small lectern where he smiled and raised his arm effusively.   
 
    “Welcome to another party and you know the procedure gentlemen…” 
 
    He inhaled and pumped up his chest like a stallion. 
 
    “…My girls are your whores tonight as I do love to share them but may I remind you that we treat my luscious females all with kindness and care…” 
 
    There was a generous ripple of applause. 
 
    “…Diana will ceremonially remove my cock and any of my divine ladies that wish to play and participate this evening will come and suck it before, with my permission…” 
 
    He chuckled like the Bastard he was while revelling in his gross generosity. 
 
    “…They can suck yours and perhaps more?” 
 
    Almost instantly the blonde woman’s pink lips were around his large piece of bursting manhood before one by one all of the other naked women in the grand lounge followed the same dissolute degrading process until I found myself walking after my wife who courageously stood before him and took the hardness in her fingertips before turning to me. 
 
    “Take off my robe as I do not need it anymore...” 
 
    With trembling hands, I let it slide off her smooth milky shoulders then into my hand as she stood before him nakedly and whispered with apparent defiance. 
 
    “…You have won and I am yours…” 
 
    She kneeled elegantly then took the still extensive erection between her painted lips then sputtered. 
 
    “…Do with me as you will because…after much consideration I have come to the conclusion that I need to know.” 
 
    Duncan Kane moved his hips in synchronisation with her gentle motion and smiled. 
 
    “Know what my Pet?” 
 
    Her hands squeezed his full balls as she sucked him with more than mere passion. 
 
    “What is feels like to swallow cum and be endlessly properly fucked!” 
 
    My wife’s glamorous giddy young head moved faster and faster on the full tactile pole before he held it fast then exploded his plentiful explosion of ejaculate down Terri’s throat and howled like a juvenile. 
 
    “The party has definitely begun so please everyone have a blast and as a special treat…!” 
 
    He waved his hand at me. 
 
    “…The cute and clever Carol here will clean the girls this evening after they have become filthy at your hands and pricks; as that is her speciality with my women, so please feel free to cover and fill them as much as possible.” 
 
    As the overbearing pampered spoilt males whooped and hollered stupidly I bent down in some bemusement and murmured to my wife who was now licking her lips free of white residue and smiling, as if she was the cat who now knew what cream tasted like.  
 
    “I thought you had to sign the documents?” 
 
    Terri merely blinked then shook her tousled aromatic brown hair that also had small white flecks of semen in it. 
 
    “I did that yesterday…” 
 
    She giggled like a child on laughing gas. 
 
    “…But Duncan didn’t know as I wanted it to be a surprise because Diana promised she’d keep the secret…” 
 
    His penis was still dangling and she licked the dripping end of it then cooed. 
 
    “…I mean if you’re already in for the debased ride then why should I continue to play the nun…and as the girl said that afternoon…?” 
 
    Her diabolical words cut me to the quick. 
 
    “…I’d rather be his whore than your wife…” 
 
    Terri then ignored me and stared up with wide darkened pupils at the predatory male still patting her head. 
 
    “…When do I get the second part of my wish?” 
 
    Duncan Kane looked down on my teenage bride and let her impulsively suckle his flesh once more before murmuring. 
 
    “There is ample time now, Terri, as you shall attend me later with your friend Karen, because I enjoy having two girls in my bed while your docile husband can film us so I can replay the event to my devilish heart’s content…” 
 
    His cock was fully inside her mouth again now as he laughed. 
 
    “…Does that not shock you?” 
 
    She gurgled in between mouthfuls and her focus found me. 
 
    “My husband is dressed in cute panties and is more the girl than I am, as he sucked a cock long before I did so…” 
 
    Her lips seemed to savour the taste of him as she slurped. 
 
    “…Why should I be surprised at anything?”  
 
    He leaned back to savour his capture and capitulation of my wife and when he was fully loaded withdrew the erection then patted her delicate head caringly. 
 
    “Go and explore and entertain my guests as they know they cannot fuck you yet, but I am sure you can ease and tease them off over your skin and with your sweet mouth so please play your part and…” 
 
    His inky eyes gazed at me. 
 
    “…Carol here will tend and cleanse you with the rest of my naughty female following as necessary.” 
 
    Terri did not argue - as if sorely resolved to follow his rule or direction - and began to amble around the large opulent room where all sorts of debauchery was already taking place. 
 
    The girls I had worked on so diligently were now being pressed to their knees to suck the pricks of older men or being bent over chairs and against flat walls where their bodies were being fucked, fouled and filled constantly.  
 
    I watched almost hypnotised as Diana was made to place her hand flat against the heavy cabinet while a small black male fucked her ass and pussy with relentless energy before she was fuelled with thick semen and grunted to me cuttingly as this selfish man instantly walked off to recover and take a drink. 
 
    “Lick me out Fag…make me perfect again…” 
 
    Instinctively I lowered my body then lapped at the sodden creases as she pressed against my tongue and groaned. 
 
    “…Fuck…that’s good Fag you look after all the girls and…” 
 
    Her wavering head gestured to a nearby door. 
 
    “…A temporary massage bed and all the creams you require are in there as we will all need regenerating before the night is over.” 
 
    As if she was a fabled prophet of old, when I had finished demeaning duties with her then another girl needed my tongue and unique set of skills, then another before my mouth was flowing with the base essence of all these males but had no time to ponder such fetid deviance as someone else wanted my talents. 
 
    While sucking up the juices of a pretty oriental girl I looked up to see my wife on her knees giving her mouth to the man we had met earlier while holding the thick erection of another male at his side before one cock erupted in between her lips and the other all over Terri’s sweet face as she shook herself like a hound before I swiftly finished my obligation then walked to her in concern but when she merely smiled dismissively. 
 
    “Well lick him off me Fag….as I have other interested admirers to see to and sate…” 
 
    I fell and crouched down at her side to suckle the streaming white juices from her precious skin and pert pouting mouth as she laughed crazily. 
 
    “…This is all so wild…deliciously wild!” 
 
    She ran off in madness back to the surreal debauchery before I retreated to my transient medical or recovery room where the young women came in like damaged soldiers from a sleazy battlefield all in desperate need of care, attention then repair with soothing cold oils and reviving creams in their delicate places before venturing back out into the sexual war against the predatory barbaric males that feasted upon them rapaciously once again. 
 
    I thought the mayhem would never cease but eventually the avaricious guests left before most of the wearied girls retreated to their rooms to snack then rest until it was just my wife, Karen and Duncan Kane who were remaining in the grand room when he muttered in suggestion to his more experienced female servant. 
 
    “You lead them to my room where Carol will bathe and prepare you for my delight and I will join you after a hearty meal and a brief doze…” 
 
    His voice chuckled at his decadent excess and ability to manipulate us all. 
 
    “…As even I need time to regain my stamina…” 
 
    I became the uncomfortable centre of his attention for a moment. 
 
    “…You did admirably Carol…a much better cuckold than we anticipated and you shall ensure my girls are suitably smooth, fragrant, dreamy and creamy for me…” 
 
    He walked towards the exit. 
 
    “…Then you can video as I instruct your wife more in the many ways she shall tend a man so we can all remember the sublime sensual evening forever!” 
 
    The abject humiliation that washed over me was immense but all I could do was murmur meekly in response. 
 
    “Yes, Sir, you can of course depend on me.” 
 
    Terri and I followed Karen’s shapely bottom up some rear stairs then into a truly fabulous room where a four-poster bed lay waiting draped in white silk and lace and she stood still then erect as her finger pointed to another arched door while addressing me. 
 
    “Run the bath in there but before you do…” 
 
    She pressed her hips and subtle mound forward expectantly. 
 
    “…Lick out the poison, Fag, as I am so full of spunk…” 
 
    Her pretty golden head turned to my wife as she sighed. 
 
    “…You don’t mind me referring to him like that Terri do you?” 
 
    My marital partner just gurgled dismissively. 
 
    “No not at all, he dresses as a girl, sucks cock and obviously adores his new role so why not call a spade a spade and a Fag a Fag because that…” 
 
    As she snickered I unconscionably kneeled between Karen’s long legs and began to slowly draw the milky fluids from her slimy crease as she groaned and Terri gurgled. 
 
    “…Is exactly what she is!”  
 
    I made my old friend cum quickly then prepared the water in the large white porcelain tub before pouring fragrant soaps or scents into a lather until the girls slid into the entreating foam and settled while I tenderly washed their luscious bodies as Karen began to smile in delight.  
 
    “If only Bernie could have been more like your Colin then he might still be here but…” 
 
    She opened her thighs so I could clean her greasy pussy properly. 
 
    “…He’s gone now never to return I’m afraid but it’s no real loss…” 
 
    Karen wriggled her toes on the entrance to my wife’s vagina and sighed. 
 
    “…You know he expects us to play with each other intimately?” 
 
    Terri seemed surprised and groaned with delicious innocence. 
 
    “What’s lesbian sex like, Karen?” 
 
    The girl laughed at her purity then leaned over and kissed my wife’s soft mouth. 
 
    “Like a massage from Carol but much, much, better.” 
 
    They giggled like drunken schoolgirls while I stretched then dried them over a towel on the bed before applying more icy cream and fragrant oils until they were literally glistening as Karen relaxed back and simpered while gesturing with her hand. 
 
    “…There are short silk slips in the drawers there…pick out two but no panties as…” 
 
    Once more she found humour in their combined disgrace. 
 
    “…We won’t be, needing them.” 
 
    Soon they were half-covered and reposing side by side on the lush covers before their lips met briefly and they began to lick then kiss and start touching then teasing gently and were murmuring softly when Duncan Kane arrived just in a fluffy white towelling robe and smiled at me. 
 
    “What a good girl you are Carol…my Pets are purring already…” 
 
    He sat then eased his fingers along their thighs and sighed contentedly as he passed me a small video recorder. 
 
    “…Get closer girls then I’ll join you while Carol films.” 
 
    Suddenly Karen’s face was buried between my wife’s thighs before Terri reciprocated and the two of them began writhing like luscious sensual snakes as they pressed and rubbed their precious sensitive forms until there were small cries of ecstasy at which point Duncan Kane removed his robe then placed himself between them and grinned at me drolly. 
 
    “It’s a tough job but someone has to do it…” 
 
    His fingers pulled up the creased shiny brightly coloured slips then ran his digits over the pristine vaginal lines and chuckled as both girls whimpered. 
 
    “…So deliciously wet and ready…” 
 
    With that he lay on his back and literally picked up my delicate wife by the hips then placed her female crease at the tip of his primed extended cock before muttering like the selfish base man he was. 
 
    “…Down you go…slowly slowly…that’s it, Terri…your first time should be like this…” 
 
    My device captured every disturbing second of her deflowering when his hard flesh effortlessly eased up the slippery pussy until the diabolical male weapon was entirely embedded inside her as he then let my wife rise up then gently fall again as his voice simpered sardonically. 
 
    “…Do you get the picture my Pet…now you do it…very gently and leisurely as I want to see the exquisite look of discovery on your sweet face?” 
 
    The expression on Terri’s celestial features was a mixture of shock then rapture as she began to work her body against the vertical power then gasped in visible relish. 
 
    “I never realised it could be like this Mr Kane…” 
 
    Karen’s hands and palms were stroking and guiding my errant spouse who gradually began to move faster against the magnetic stiffness and spoke openly but disloyally about me. 
 
    “…My husband was never anything like a man…thank you…thank you…I can feel it… love this…Oh…Mr Kane…what’s happening…” 
 
    In the lens of the camera, I watched as she spread her thighs wider and moved ever more quickly until her body violently jerked - as if she had been shot or maimed - then exhaled loudly while her whole skin and bones began to shiver and shake along with her delirious head 
 
    “…Oh Fuck…I’ve cum…cum…I can’t believe I’ve cum to real sex and fornication…” 
 
    The male had not yet released as she moved her watery sexual lips against the force which made a slight squishy sound then sighed.  
 
    “…I am yours Mr Kane…will do whatever you ask of me obediently and willingly…” 
 
    She seemed to immediately relish the sensation of tight snugness inside as her lips sputtered. 
 
    “…Suck or fuck whoever you instruct me to…” 
 
    I could see her womanly muscles grab his prick as she gushed disgustingly 
 
    “…Cum inside me…as I want your seed deep…deep in my belly!” 
 
    To this crude request he moved her off him when Karen got on board the physical train and demonstrated how a real whore did it with some verve, confidence and gusto before she too began shivering to glory then rolled limply beside Terri. 
 
    Duncan Kane then spread-eagled their sublime creamy legs until I could get a close up of both gleaming wet pussies and let his finger ease along the saturated creases before kneeling between Terri’s open thighs and slipping inside her easily then starting to gradually fuck her as he grunted. 
 
    “You’re ready to do it all Terri…learn how to pleasure me and my close friends…?” 
 
    Her petite ankles appeared unexpectedly around his back as he rutted her harder and she welcomed his brutishness. 
 
    “…Tell me you are and I’ll give you your first load but be assured there will be much, much more to follow.” 
 
    In answer, her calves dirtily drew him down upon her fragile body until they were almost a single entity of heaving flesh before he groaned loudly then pressed, fucked and finally spurted his semen in rich swathes up her precious passage as she vibrated in a second wave of climactic joy and cried out.  
 
    “Oh Mr Kane…I am yours…bring it on…” 
 
    She opened her eyes looked up dizzily then kissed him on the mouth which was weirdly even more dispiriting for me that watching her being taken so primitively, before my wife whispered with unnerving purity. 
 
    “…Teach me everything and I will become…” 
 
    Her lips smacked together playfully. 
 
    “…Whatever you wish me to be.” 
 
    I expected that I would be called upon to magically clean her but Karen proceeded to suck the white slimy fluids out - as if the taste of him was some slick treat - before the two girls relaxed on his legs and took it in turns to lick and suck his genitals like sweet candies until after less than half an hour he was solid once more. 
 
    He subsequently pressed both women face forward on their knees and kneeled behind them before pounding their pussies merely for show then teasing or easing the plentiful liquids into my wife’s tight virginal anus then squeezing his huge prick slowly but remorsefully into her tightest aperture while she howled in debasement but eventually bent her confounded head in recognition that this was her immediate dark destiny now.  
 
    Once she was full of his masculinity this Bastard gingerly then moved his cock backwards and forwards as her shrieks of agony gradually changed to grumbles of faint desire then low pleasure until they were moving in perverse unison as if this base intimacy was unexpectedly natural to her newly discovered then corrupted erotic taste-buds. 
 
    Eventually, he climaxed gutturally then rolled on his back when both females cleaned his penis without coercion before Karen suckled him to rigidity once more then eagerly took her lowly prostrate position to let him fuck then fill her ass which seemed far more accessible than my wife’s probably due to extensive previous use.  
 
    When I gathered my rattled mind or perverse thoughts I glanced at the clock then realised that over two hours had passed and, as both females were face down on the bed in exhaustion, Duncan Kane lifted his toned lean form, took the delicate silver camera from my hands then smiled with twisted lips. 
 
    “You settle and clean them thoroughly and I will return to finish our delightful but decadent movie…” 
 
    His dark eyes stared knowingly but accusingly. 
 
    “…You do like to record stuff don’t you, Carol…?” 
 
    I flushed guiltily at his assertion to my previous secret illicit filming but all such foolish ideas were already long gone as I pressed my body then tongue to lick the gooey hormonal mess and when I looked up the malevolent male had departed and did not reappear until both of the girls were perfumed and entirely fresh where he took his dominant place in the just re-made bed and sighed softly. 
 
    “…You may leave now…Diana it outside and you will stay with her tonight before returning to your home in the morning when she will design a routine for you around your new obligations here along with the shop and salon as well…” 
 
    It seemed as if he was laughing at me.   
 
    “…Who do not wish to lose your special expertise and it seems…” 
 
    I began to trudge wearily towards the door as I watched my recently prepared women turn over to welcome him with their cool dry scented skin as he grinned. 
 
    “…We need to spread your unique gifts around so everyone benefits.” 
 
    As promised, dependable Diana was waiting for me in in the shadows and I followed her through the dim light to her private room upstairs where she went into a drawer and handed me a fresh pair of panties then simpered. 
 
    “I presume you need a change…” 
 
    In honesty I had barely realised my frilly knickers were utterly saturated and dripping with my reflexive essence and I put the clean pair on gratefully then slid in beside her when she settled on her back, opened her thighs and murmured selfishly. 
 
    “…Ease me to slumber as I am utterly…” 
 
    She groaned in audible appreciation as I used my long soft liquid tongue full of cold cream - that was handily on her side table - to soothe her sexual lips made raw from the sullied rigours of the evening. 
 
    “…Fucked and shagged!” 
 
    She was asleep in mere minutes but I ensured that her private places were suitably treated before resting at her side and sensing the entire world had tipped over and I was hanging upside down by the finest thread. 
 
    In the morning I was quickly dispatched away in my car wearing the feminine clothing I had come in and went home, showered then changed into the comely but insidious uniform for the salon and only realised - as I pulled on the white coat of my possible insanity - that I was now alone and Terri was probably still snuggled and warm in Duncan Kane’s bed. 
 
    Only at that precise moment of despair, disgrace or unwanted insight did I begin to fully understand that I had probably already lost my wife forever!   
 
    As I entered Gabby’s small office I had a sudden rush then wave of insecurity that washed over my disgraced soul but - as if everything was preordained - she smiled in empathy then gently bent me over her desk and whispered kindly. 
 
    “I hear you are an integral part of the team now and I have permission to give you full doses of hormones if you want them…?” 
 
    She teased down my dark precious body suit, pantyhose then lacy pastel blue panties and oiled then eased an ever larger plug in my ass. 
 
    “...Would you like that Carol, stop worrying about what your promiscuous wife is doing with Mr Kane and become a real girl!” 
 
    My lips groaned in affirmation as she inserted the sharp needle and as the divine mixture entered my already raging system I began to literally glow all over in feminine sensation and grumbled darkly. 
 
    “I want the maximum amount possible.” 
 
    She laughed at my desire for fabulous sensation and eased up my suit, panties then tights before stroking my bottom then the defining flatness between my thighs. 
 
    “If I follow what you say you will never become hard as a man again, Sweetie, and will have to get your kicks as a horny female.” 
 
    All I could do was put on the white coat of the uniform then shiver in lunacy. 
 
    “That’s just fine…fine…as this is what I desire.” 
 
    Improbably, all jealousy or negative thoughts of Terri seemed to dissolve with the plentiful hormones now flowing around in my heated blood and I sailed through the day then sucked cute blonde Jay when he came in with his mistress in the late afternoon with some obvious enthusiasm if not open relish. 
 
    Unexpectedly, I privately began to enjoy the depraved act of giving head although I pretended in my fuzzy brain as always it was all part of the service that I offered. 
 
    I was informed by Diana that I would not be needed back at the mansion for a week or so, as a dedicated room was being prepared for me, but I had my work at the salon and the shop to keep me busy along with the injections to keep me high if not literally stratospheric. 
 
    On Friday I went into the familiar favourite teenage shop on the way home because I wanted to buy some new trendy outfits and once more Kay captured me and this time - when I explained my wayward wife had run off with a predatory billionaire - I accepted her invitation to join her for a girls’ Saturday night out. 
 
    Therefore, on the following evening I went drinking then dancing with her and two pretty friends and to be perfectly frank had the most glorious time in tight black satin shorts and a golden cut off top while simply relishing being one of the comely frisky females that seemed to be everywhere. 
 
    Boys flocked around us like horny pests but we kept ourselves mainly to ourselves although at the end of the night I did kiss a stocky black male before sucking his huge thick inky cock to completion on my haunches against a shadowy wall - mainly because I just simply had to! 
 
    Kay took me back to her apartment where we slept together innocently - in cheap tacky nighties - as she was indeed lesbian and had a girlfriend but weirdly, as we relaxed in each other’s arms just for comfort, I felt closer and more relaxed with her than any other friend I had ever had. 
 
    It was hard to understand but strangely my eternal spirit felt more natural and sensate as a desirable young woman than I ever had as a boy and in truth everything I did seemed easier and far more pleasurable. 
 
    After around ten agreeable days of living alone as a teenage girl I was called back one afternoon to the mansion where I was led through to the odious Duncan Kane and found Terri at his side without any clothing on at all, who dropped to her knees - perhaps to make an obvious point - when she saw me and instantly extracted the large erection from inside his trousers and eased it between her lips as he spoke. 
 
    “Ah Carol you look especially cute and I hear you are enjoying and adjusting to your new life…” 
 
    He stroked my wife’s tangled brown hair which seemed to be resting on his knees then simpered. 
 
    “…As is Terri who as you can see has turned into a contented little whore in recent times…” 
 
    She merely sucked him harder and with pure debased devotion. 
 
    “…She performs head and fucks admirably under my direction…” 
 
    His hand held her head tightly over his pumped-up pulsating cock and smiled while she choked. 
 
    “…Don’t you my favourite Slut…” 
 
    He visibly spewed his semen inside her pressurised mouth and leaned back as she swallowed then spluttered as he addressed me. 
 
    “…Tell me how that makes you feel?” 
 
    If this was a test I barely flickered with indignation and merely exhaled softly. 
 
    “I am happy if she is content Sir, and only wish to attend her so my wife can be in pristine condition for you.” 
 
    Terri gazed at me in true wonder as Duncan Kane laughed. 
 
    “Perfect Carol…I sense you are becoming ready to be an invaluable asset here…” 
 
    Terri rose to her watery legs as he sighed. 
 
    “…She will show you your room then you can work on her and the other girls throughout the day as…” 
 
    His tone was cool and distant. 
 
    “…They have all had a busy time lately and are surely and sorely in need of your caring dependable expert touch!” 
 
    I did not find humour at his play on words as Terri led me along various corridors until she opened a door at the top of this house where there were two massage beds and all the equipment needed for my many duties as she settled on one of them then muttered crudely. 
 
    “Trim and soothe my bits because the Bastard’s barely had his big prick out of me for days…” 
 
    I could see the sexual lips were inflamed and red therefore immediately applied cold fluids with my languid tongue and as she began to relax before I settled between her slender legs to work on the brown pubic hair that was a little unkempt as she wittered on. 
 
    “…Not that I mind as I love to be fucked but…” 
 
    She stroked my fair hair. 
 
    “…That’s why we need you Carol…because alongside his stable of girls I require professional tending.” 
 
    Her eyes closed fully as I slowly laboured until the curly fine hair was pristine when I turned my wife onto her front and had a sudden surge of remorse. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I dragged you into this and do not appear more angered or outraged at what had transpired.” 
 
    She sniggered then cooed into the pillow as I began to firmly oil her arms and delicate back. 
 
    “Oh Baby, don’t be silly, you are just a hapless Sissy Fag after all, and I see it that perhaps the two of us are both where we are meant to be at this time…” 
 
    Her body wriggled as I began to lick her delicious pert bottom that had obviously been well used by a foul man recently. 
 
    “…You serving as you do while I learn about sexual matters I have been sadly and entirely uninformed about…” 
 
    She groaned in delight when my icy tongue wriggled inside her rear passage. 
 
    “…As I have learned that a young woman needs to comprehend such basic things to truly get on in the world of rampant rich men.” 
 
    Terri had long made it clear that I was in her eyes merely a slave, and I attended her while she dozed before Diana entered the room expectantly an hour after I had begun, until over the next few days I dutifully ensured every girl returned to tip-top condition for the enigmatic but forever demanding Duncan Kane. 
 
    There was adequate space in the corner of my beauty studio where I could sleep; I was able to eat in the kitchens where the food was first class and it was fair to say that working with such luscious female beauty who all respected and longed for my company and increasing skills was definitely not to be treated lightly. 
 
    In unspoken veracity I was having the girlish time of my life. 
 
    I spoke to Duncan Kane now and then over the next few days who confirmed I was on a huge salary but as my days would be spent between the shop, salon and his mansion then I saw no reason to upgrade the apartment, especially because I intended to spend more time with sweet Kay during any freedom I had coming to me.  
 
    Well, my wife was always in demand, she had made her feelings plain to me and there were events and holidays with her boss coming up that I would definitely not be party to! 
 
    So, the months revolved in a whirlwind of hormone injections, endless beautification and regeneration for Mr Kane’s capricious feminine flock along with the fabulous sales job in the shop and the services within the salon where the effeminate males that required dirtily sucking off were increasing exponentially.  
 
    Privately, if not shamefully, I had grown to unspeakably revel in these surreal obligations and subsequently found great delight in drawing a spectacular black cock on my bended knees at the end of an evening out with Kay when we would ultimately invariably sleep sweetly together as her girlfriend was normally away and the two of us enjoyed cuddling up in something sensual and scented. 
 
    Although we were close there was no real intimacy or love but as the weeks rolled along Kay and I surely became the best of friends. 
 
    After six months I barely recognised myself or the new feminine façade, instincts or impulses that formed me within this perfumed world I had made my own. 
 
    I still had a penis - minute as it now was - although it no longer functioned as a male appendage but like an enlarged clitoris that demanded being wrapped up in pretty underwear and leaking constantly into hygienic pads because my hormone-induced female libido was continually aflame. 
 
    The casual interest I possessed in strong virile black men had also feverishly grown and as my bottom was definitely permeable to the largest anal toy my sullied mind had begun to perversely fantasise what it would be like to be fucked by one of these huge cocks although - out of understandable concern if not fear - I still resisted this final affront to what remained of my manhood. 
 
    Which, in all disgrace but honesty…was not very much! 
 
    By now I thought of my wife as another valued part of the harem and had observed her go from the desirous favourite of Duncan Kane - for many initial months - to just another one if his pussy-posse as new dazzling girls came in while other young women’s contracts ended and the man’s fetid appetites span dizzyingly in some sleazy sordid promiscuous cycle of depravity. 
 
    In all fairness Terri did not seem to mind and she played her permissive part in servicing him or his greedy nefarious friends sexually whenever required to, while I found unspoken delight in exploring the new young ladies and having them react accordingly to my wondrously honed talents on their always fair or black skins which each of them visibly then vocally expressed sincere appreciation for. 
 
    So, my wife and I were placidly silently content in our own small bubbles of experiencing parts of life that had and - but for Duncan Kane - always would have passed us by while earning vast sums of money in the dissolute process. 
 
    Further seasons promptly came then went until one late afternoon Terri came into my private clinic at the opulent house all dressed up in a delightful black trouser suit where she took my hand and simpered softly. 
 
    “I have had my year, Baby, and I’m leaving in half an hour…” 
 
    Obviously I knew our time here was limited but to realise it was already done was horrifying as she went on calmly. 
 
    “…Don’t feel badly about what had happened because I have thoroughly enjoyed my term here and see us as both stronger for it…!” 
 
    Her tone was measured. 
 
    “…Obviously we will divorce as you never could be the husband I needed…” 
 
    She looked at me in my tight clingy charcoal body suit and white coat then unsuccessfully tried not to smile. 
 
    “…And certainly couldn’t now…so we can part as friends and I would tell you in secret…” 
 
    Her voice lowered a semi-tone. 
 
    “…I have met someone through Duncan’s many influential acquaintances who wants me to move into his palatial home and, as I like him a lot, I will then see what happens because I do ultimately want a permanent partner and family.” 
 
    My lips blurted out a foolish question.  
 
    “How have you escaped being made pregnant by all these endless virile men over so many long pernicious months?” 
 
    Terri laughed at my naivety and whispered as if I was still the stupid man she had married. 
 
    “Oh Colin, really…I took contraception of course; you don’t think the clever gorgeous girls here wish to catch…” 
 
    She shrugged agreeably. 
 
    “…It’s all a bit of harmless filthy fun while we are still vital and young and to be honest the only one that took it to heart was…” 
 
    She rose up like a fragrant female vision and kissed me lovingly on the curly tip off my golden head. 
 
    “…You…and by the way Mr Kane has asked if you would go in and see him now!”  
 
    My wife then disappeared through the open door and somehow I knew immediately I would never see her again; because I would never argue against the impending separation given tragically but honestly our marriage had already been over even before we started down this salacious slippery slope with Duncan Kane. 
 
    Somehow, through all of this debauchery, I felt my former wife was now experienced enough to recognise the right direction and although I had not knowingly met this man she was about to co-habit with, I sensed she understood herself much better and what would fulfil her as a whole woman for the years to come. 
 
    However, my own destiny was now far more uncertain and I entered into Duncan Kane’s private lair with real concern and trepidation then took a chair opposite his as he offered me a drink which I refused because my throat was too dry from anxiety. 
 
    As if he sensed my disquiet he smiled then spoke kindly. 
 
    “You know, Terri has left us both - he sounded sad as if we had equally been unreasonably deserted - but let me make it clear there is no obligation for you to do the same…” 
 
    My head shook in cloying tension as he went on. 
 
    “…Diana recognised your potential for me at the very beginning and although your former wife was and still is a female beauty we made the offer to you both mainly because I wanted to give you the opportunity to blossom and help me”      
 
    I gasped in bemusement. 
 
    “Help you…how could I possibly help you?” 
 
    He relaxed back on his supple leather chair then leant forward and passed and provided me with a small scotch - as if we had miraculously become respected friends - before chuckling. 
 
    “Most men and husbands stick around for a harrowing while then cannot take the pain that their wives do not sexually belong to them anymore but you…” 
 
    The man made my disgrace feel like a compliment. 
 
    “…You passionately embraced it all Carol…and over the months have proved to be indispensible in the shop, salon, tending my girls and…” 
 
    His dark eyes glinted malevolently. 
 
    “…Now perhaps looking out for something fresh and new because after all…” 
 
    The logic was inescapable. 
 
    “…Who knows my primitive tastes when it comes to sensational sensuous women better than you; so what do you say…?” 
 
    I sipped my drink as if it was the alcohol making me heady but remained utterly mute as he went on. 
 
    “…Twice your present salary, 10% partnership in the shop and salon and a rolling one year contract for as long as you wish…come on…what do you say?” 
 
    In a fleeting moment of confusion, I downed my drink - felt the fire - and then things became clearer in my head as I rose up and - given an extension of my hand seemed entirely inappropriate given my female attire - under the provocative circumstance, I stretched over then kissed his handsome cheek softly then murmured skittishly. 
 
    “Mr Kane I would confess that…” 
 
    I pecked him again as his aftershave was addictive and divine. 
 
    “…I am definitely your girl!” 
 
    From that unanticipated meeting - and although I had already accidentally found my place in the cosmos - his offer cemented me into this irresistible life working solely for him and with all elements of feminine finery or beauty that had become such a calling under my now trained and schooled fingertips. 
 
    Along with Diana, who was permanent staff, I became his second right-hand girl until over the coming years he increasingly grew to rely and depend on my introductions and advice regarding his female flames and coterie. 
 
    He was indeed correct about the fact I could sense his refined female appetites and when the pull of ordinary glamour faded for a while I introduced him to Kay - when she similarly became bored with women - who joined in with his illicit games and found she had a previously undiscovered penchant for semen and cocks and quite understandably the addictive taste of a luxury lifestyle that went with them.  
 
    My favourite friend grew up and eventually went on her merry way as all the girls did after their sullied stints were done; but we were all still young and there were many years to milk this divine lifestyle towards our own particular decadent pleasures as I ensured the salon and shops made great profits then strides while having the promiscuous time of my entirely feminised life. 
 
    I could of course tell you plainly whether I finally bent over for one of my black boyfriends in some busy seedy dimly-lit club and took it in the ass but would hope you appreciate that a nice girl never talks about such base things! 
 
    Over five years then subsequently suddenly passed by since the memorable day Mr Kane made his unbelievable unanticipated offer to me, during which time Terri and I formally divorced, my ex-wife had in fact then married the wealthy man she had moved in with and was now gloriously happy being the mother to a gorgeous young girl and boy. 
 
    All in all, it had been quite a perverse proverbial ride which was still going strong for me and Diana because Duncan Kane had more money than Croesus and the sexual energy of a veritable bull which meant that our particular subtle skills were still definitely in constant demand. 
 
    I would like to confess that I had broody introspective moments where I wished I had not wandered along this wicked slippery road but that in fact would not be the truth because the path taken was destiny-led and filled - for both Terri and me - with uncountable riches in all manner or means along with an incredible education in sexuality or sensuality that had unexpectedly taken me exactly where I inadvertently had always wanted to go. 
 
    For many, the dissolute environment around the predatory rapacious Duncan Kane had proven toxic - causing innumerable crushed relationships and broken marriages - but for me it had all been something of a fluffy dream come true and not a singular day went by when I did not feel surely privileged in my fabulous, feminised role. 
 
    Like all things, such exotic or erotic matters are entirely a subjective matter as some may frown on me deliciously dressing, working and living entirely a submissive Sissy female but, from my personal perverse perspective, I truly embraced the on-going chances and tactile theatre of a full working life in such a wondrous fragrant firmament. 
 
    Unquestionably, I felt forever blessed with my miraculous fate or unanticipated good fortune and knew in my revealed feminine soul that from now to eternity - as long as I could continue as I was - it would always seem like that for lucky-old…me!     
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