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  Ugly Duckling – 1




  




  I saw a large stately home in the distance and realised with relief the sat-nav hadn’t lied and I’d taken the correct winding road. The house had a wonderful view of the surrounding countryside and the bright sunny day with fluffy clouds being blown by a gusty breeze.




  The road twisted and turned and the sight of it was lost to me, although moments later around another bend it was there in all its glory. I slowed down and saw there was a short bit of stoned area leading up to the tall metal gates. I turned off the road and saw headed towards an intercom system I saw by the gate.




  I needn’t have bothered though as the metal gates silently opened at my approach. I waited until the gates were wide enough for my car and headed up the long stoned track to the column-straddled front door. The closer I got the more it looked as if it had been well looked after. I’d been to some stately homes and they looked like they’d fall down at the first heavy burst of rain.




  There were no other cars outside but a track led to the right of the house which I supposed must be where the cars were parked. This place had to have cars – the nearest shops were miles away.




  As I was pulling up the large right-hand door opened and a slim lady in an ankle-length black polka-dot dress emerged, I loved it on sight and the secret part of me wondered what it felt like to wear. The breeze played with her dress and I could see she had a sexy shape to her body. She had short black hair and smiled when she saw me.




  I turned the engine off and heard her black high heels clicking on the steps down to me. Her make-up was perfect and she was wearing a nice flowery scent; the dress shimmered in the sunlight because it was made of silk. I tend to notice these things about women and their clothes.




  “You must be Paul, welcome to Magne House,” she said in a pleasant voice. “I’m Natasha and I hope you’ll enjoy your stay here.”




  I struggled out of the hire car – it was small compared to my own one - and stretched my legs a bit. “Thank you. It took a bit of finding.”




  “We value our seclusion,” she replied. “If you’ll follow me we’ll sort your luggage out.” I followed her up the steps and into the hall admiring her swaying hips.




  Through the large doors was a wide entranceway with paintings of olde-english scenes on the walls. She led me to a desk with computer on top where we did the booking in. Nearby was a small dark wood coffee table with some comfy chairs around it.




  “Mrs Krohn is currently in a meeting, she wont be long though.” This would be where they tell me what to eat and what exercise to do I thought grimly. Although if I can be as slim as Natasha...I cut the thought off there.




  “Would you like tea or coffee or freshen-up first?”




  “Tea, please. And if you could direct me...?”




  She smiled and pointed down a corridor. “Second on the right. I’ll get your tea.”




  “Thank you,” I replied and went to the gents.




  Having finished I came back to the reception desk, Natasha was there tapping away on the keyboard and there was a tray with a fine china tea pot, cup and saucer, milk jug, and sugar bowl, complete with silver tongs waiting for me on the table. I sat down in a chair and leant forwards to put a couple of sugar lumps in and stirred it with what was probably a silver spoon.




  I took a couple of sips then a slight buzzing came from the desk. Natasha picked the phone up and quietly answered it. A few moments later she said, “Mrs Krohn will see you now.”




  I gave an inward sigh, took one final sip and stood up.




  “Please, follow me,” Natasha said. Anywhere I thought.




  We went further into the house down a large corridor and then up some carpeted stairs. The walls were polished wood and every so often we passed large paintings of people looking like they didn’t want to be painted.




  We stopped outside a wooden door and Natasha knocked. A voice from inside said, “Come.” She opened the door with its gilt handle and we walked on a soundless deep red carpet to where a grey-haired lady wearing a tweed suit with half-moon glasses was sitting behind a desk.




  The dark wood desk had the usual computer screen with the hard drive probably within the desk itself. There was a beige folder on the desk in front of her. In front of the desk was a plain wooden chair with arm rests. Natasha walked to one side of the desk and waited. I felt Mrs Krohn’s gaze on me as I walked towards her.




  When I got close enough she stood up. Her head only reached my shoulders and held out her hand which I shook.




  “This is Paul, Mrs Krohn,” Natasha said to one side.




  “Thank you, Natasha. That will be all.” She smiled at me on the way past, her shoes not making any sound at all on the carpet. Mrs Krohn indicated I should sit in the chair.




  “Yes, I can see you have a problem.”




  Can’t fault your eye-sight there then I thought.




  “Welcome, Paul. Is that the name you wish to be known by here at Magne House?”




  That was a strange thing to say. “Er, yes. It’ll be fine, thank you.”




  “Natasha mentioned that we value our privacy here.” I nodded that she had.”It’s because the therapy we practice wouldn’t be generally accepted.”




  “Oh?”




  She nodded. “Yes, we deal with the whole person. Not just their public face.”




  “Right,” I said slowly trying to make some sense of where she was going with this.




  “You must be disappointed,” she went on.




  “What?” This time she’d really flummoxed me.




  “You haven’t brought any sexy panties to wear,” she matter-of-factly says.




  I’m stunned to silence and take a few moments to collect my thoughts. She’s gone through my luggage? I’m not staying here! She nods to someone behind me while I use the armrests to get up from the chair but with two quick SNAP’s I find that I’m handcuffed to it. I look up and around to my right and see a beautiful dark-haired woman standing there in a red dress. I didn’t hear her come in.




  Two more SNAP’s and my ankles are fastened to the chair legs. “What?” To my left there’s a beautiful blond in a green dress just getting up from fastening me to the chair. She winks at me smiles. This is too strange now and I try and struggle up but two hands on my shoulders force me back into the chair, one from red-dress and one from green dress. “What?” I ask her. What is going on?




  “I’m sorry, Paul,” Mrs Krohn says. “In order to deal with your problem you need to be true to yourself; if you don’t you will never be able to progress.”




  This was some weird mumbo jumbo being spouted here. “Let me go.”




  “I’m sorry, Paul. We invited you here because we knew we could help you.”




  “Help me by handcuffing me?” I struggled some more and the hands from the two ladies either side increased their pressure. I could smell their perfume now and recognised it as being expensive.




  “If need be. Let us continue-”




  “Let me go and I won’t say anything to anyone.”




  “Hana, if you please,” Mrs Krohn nodded to the red-dressed girl. She walked in front of me and smiled as unrolled some large brown tape, used her pristine white teeth past her glossy red lips to bite some off and taped my mouth shut. The she returned to holding me down in the chair.




  “Better, thank you. Now let us continue. We’ve been studying you, Paul. If we couldn’t help you we wouldn’t have invited you here.”




  I decided to stay quiet and bide my time. What did she mean they studied me?




  Mrs Krohn saw the question in my eyes and turned the computer monitor around. There was a picture looking down at an angle of someone in front of a computer screen. With what felt like a punch to my stomach I realised it was me at home in what I called my office. My eyes widened as I realised I wasn’t wearing any jeans or trousers and I was wanking at what was on the computer screen.




  Mrs Krohn pressed a button on the keyboard and the picture started moving. They’d broken in and filmed me? I recognised what was on the screen in my office. I’d recently found a site with Japanese Hentai cartoons of shemales sucking off other shemales or being humiliated by being forced to suck cocks. The one on the screen was where a shemale was bound and forced to suck other men’s cocks and I was wanking to it. I sat back stunned. I was mortified and felt my face heating up realising that the two beautiful women holding me down were looking at it.
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