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A Submissive Couple's Slow Descent into

Cuckoldry, Chastity & Sexual Degradation

Digby White spends his last year of high school tormented and humiliated by twisted beauty Alexandra. But after returning from university with a well-paid job and a bright future, her new attitude towards him seems genuine ..... How could Digby not fall in love?


Pushed by Alexandra, Digby embarks on a voyage of self-discovery. Alexandra's determination to combine limitless sexual freedom with a stable marriage leads her to dominate her husband so she can give way to her own fantasies of submission. Tied by his love towards her, Digby vows to remain virgin and submits himself to chastity, entirely at the mercy of his wife's sexual whims.


Embedded in this highly erotic journey - scenes of male and female domination and submission, interracial love, denial, prostitution, cuckoldry, sissyfication, orgies, bondage, lesbianism, voyeurism, chastity, spanking, sodomy and feminization - lies a deeper tale of self-realization and marital love. 


“Too Raw to be Erotica; Too Classy to be Porn.”


Delilah Dominguez writes on the following themes:


Cuckoldry, Slutwives, Reluctant Feminisation, Interracial Sex, Dominant/Submissive Relationships, Transgender, Foot Worship and BDSM. 
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"There's no point describing bodies being moved around and used like toys. There are videos for that. The darkest and most erotic organ is the mind. That's what a writer must penetrate. That's what I'm here to chronicle - people like you descending into the depths of depravity, and the horror, shame and arousal as you sink down."
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Prologue

“All men are chained by their desires. If you can grab that chain, you've got them by the balls.” Alexandra was next to me on the sofa. I felt her breasts against my arm.

“Like I did to you,” she whispered, slowly rubbing one finger up and down through my lace panties. I was only half aware of what she was saying.

“Exactly the same as I did to you,” she repeated. I was sucked on the little finger of the arm wrapped around my shoulder “The way I got you to do everything I wanted. The way I made you give in to my every whim. The way I transformed you into something beautiful.” Her right arm was under my lace nightgown, caressing me softly through the silk. “Most girls don't know how to use that power, but I'm going to show you how. You're going to drive men wild. I'll teach you how to make them do anything up for you.”

You could ask: was all this worth it? Was it worth the humiliation, the denial, the slow and painful transformation into someone I had never wanted to be? After eight years of marriage I still did not know what it was to enter a woman's pussy or feel a mouth on my cock - not even my wife's.

In all these years I had seen my wife used by other men in the same way I used tissues to clean up my mess. I had lost my job, my identity, my independence, my self-esteem. My mouth and my anus were used as a pussy by muscled figures that night after night grabbed me and bent me over or forced me to my knees. Whenever I look in the mirror, whenever I take a cock deep inside me, whenever I see my wife walk in a room full of men and close the door on me, I deny myself and what I was meant to be.

And yet the answer has always been yes – it has been worth it, without any doubt.

I would not swap this life for the other which was marked out for me. I would not want the life of other normal husbands, quickly stroking themselves to cuckold porn as their fat and grumpy wives fry sausages for his screaming kids, spending their days in traffic jams and pointless work assessments, waiting for two weeks' holiday, worn down with it all.

The fact is, I love my wife. And much more than that; I am obsessed by her. For men she is no more than a slut to fuck, but for me she is a goddess. When she leaves the shower I bend down and softly kiss the drops of water from every toe. When I see her her panting and moaning, eyes blank as her skirt is lifted and she is pounded from behind, my knees buckle with the adoration I feel. When at the end of the night she is left, glazed with cum, I hurry forward to clean her with my tongue. The years do not change my feelings; instead, every day I feel luckier that she calls me mine.

Alexandra is no bratty, demanding bitch. Her chains are sweet and loving. When men finish with her she smiles and beckons, and I know she is giving me that sweet moment – reserved for me alone - to kneel between her thighs and worship her. Many times my willy strains against the cage when I see her, and when she sees me wince she kisses me full on the mouth, soft and insistent, until I almost feel dizzy from the pain. And when she unlocks me she makes me crouch below her, slowly lowering a strap of her dress so I can jerk to one perfect breast. Yet just as I cum – it does not take long -  it is her face I gaze up at, looking down on me with a half-smile and twinkling eyes.
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Chapter 1: High School

My story with Alexandra started in the boy's toilets when we were at school.

I never liked to use the urinals, so I was sitting on the toilet when the door slammed open and some students crammed into the cubicle next to mine. I couldn't at first make out how many there were. Open-eyed, I tried to understand what was going on:

“Dammit – keep the noise down. They might hear us!” It was a boy's voice.

“There's hardly any room in here. Alexandra, sit down and we can get to you from the sides.” I sat quietly, shocked to the core. Is that Alexandra? No way!

“No, no – take your top off first. Let me see your tits. I want to suck 'em.”

“Listen, if you two want to get off, you're going to have to be quick about it. I'm meant to be on a period break. You've got three minutes.” I could recognise the soft, lazy tone of Alexandra's voice.

I was startled by a couple of bumps against the flimsy partition wall. Then I heard some sucking noises. From my porn sessions I could clearly imagine what was going on.

“It's alright for you, Dean. But what about me, Alexandra? Can't I fuck you meanwhile? Move around a bit.”

Alexandra's voice was muffled, almost intelligible. “No space. Wait your turn.”

“I think I'm going cum” It was Dean's voice again.

Now Alexandra's voice was clear. She had taken her mouth off his cock. “Don't you dare spray that stuff on me. I'm not going back into class with cum in my hair.”

“Then swallow it, you silly bitch.” I heard a moan. “Ah, it's coming!”

My willy was hard, but I didn't dare touch it so as not to make a sound. I kept quiet and still. I thought I heard Alexandra's throat contract and swallow. My heart was in overdrive.

“Man that felt good! I'm out of here. You better be quick, Ben, or you'll get caught.” The door shut, and then Dean left.

Ben's turn had come. “No, no! Turn around - I want to fuck you. Pull your panties down.”

“Hurry up, Ben....stick it in quick, like that – yeah, oh....God!”

“Oh man, I'm so hot – I.....Oh shit!” He gave out a whimper, and then a sigh.

“What? You've cum already?”

“I couldn't....”

“Damn it Ben - You came inside! Now I'll have that stuff seeping out into my panties all day long.”

“Hey Alexandra. You don't need to tell Dean or anyone about this, OK?”

“About what?”

“I mean – I was a bit quick, but that's not normal.”

Alexandra laughed. “Damn right that was quick. You didn't even last twenty seconds. People are going to love that.”

“But don't tell 'em, okay?”

“If you want to convince me we can go for a bit of shopping after school. I don't do anything for nothing, you know.”

“Deal. I'll go first. If anyone's around I'll whistle, okay?”

I heard the door close again, and for the first time since they came in, there was silence. I blew out as quietly as I could. But suddenly, there was a quick rap of knuckles on the partition wall.

“Who's there? Who's perving?”

My heart jumped. I took my hands off my cock and held them out in front of me, as if to freeze time. There was silence.

“Hey! You're the new boy? What's your name?” I looked up and saw Alexandra laughing down at me. She had climbed onto the toilet seat and was hanging onto the top of the board “Yes, you. There's nobody else here, is there?” She saw my little willy sticking out at her. “You dirty little boy! Were you jerking off?”

My face was boiling “No, no. I just....”

“My word! You've got a tiny cock, haven't you? You can't call that a cock, really. What's your name, little boy?”

“Ah...Digby.”

“Listen Digby. I'd love to stick around and see you stroke that little thing for me, but I've got no time. One thing though: do you want me to tell everybody that you get hot and sweaty in the toilets listening to people fuck?”

“No! Please don't do that!”

“In that case, we'll speak soon, because I might need you to do something for me. Meanwhile, I'll give you this little present.”  Alexandra laughed and dropped her wet panties on my lap. “Hours of jerky fun thinking about me.” She jumped off the toilet seat, and for the last time I heard the toilet door close, leaving me with my inner turmoil.

She had seen me with my tiny dick out. She had given me her panties. If I was late going to class she would know I stayed here to jerk off on them. My face was still burning, and a terrible fear gripped me. I was new to this school. I still didn't have any friends. Just think if word got about that I was a small-dick pervert! I imagined groups of girls whispering and giggling as I passed them along the corridor. As the image flashed through my mind I was seized by a real need, and I couldn't resist anymore. I grabbed my erect penis between two fingers and thumb and with a few jerks I had cum all over Alexandra's skimpy panties.

Can you imagine my face when I walked back into class? To get to my desk I had to walk past her. Crimson with humiliation, I didn't dare lift my gaze to see her mocking eyes and wide smile. When I got to my seat I could not hear a word that was being said. I was desperate for school to end so I could go back home with her panties and piece together every instant of what I had just experienced. But the hours refused to pass. At every change of class, during the breaks and every time I walked down the corridor, she greeted me with a soft smile “Hello, pervy!”, or “Still got my present? Hope you haven't lost it” or “What's on your mind, little boy? You look lost in class today.”

*                         *                         *

Alexandra soon lost interest in me, and apart from my jerking sessions and a slight loss of breath every time I saw her, it seemed that all was forgotten.

I had made some friends too. We were the brainy bunch, an assortment of misfits and marginals. But I felt at home with them. My mum had moved to the city for the last year of high school so that I would be better placed to go to university. I never knew who my dad was and I had no brothers or sisters either, so it was important for me to belong.

My second real contact with Alexandra – a couple of months after the first - messed all that up for me. Since the incident in the toilet I was more open to any chances with girls, and I saw that one of my group was interested in me. Her name was Julia and she had a sweet mousy sort of face behind impossibly wide glasses. She covered her skinny little body with all sorts of long baggy clothes. But she was sort of pretty in her way, and it was good to talk to her about homework and politics and what we wanted to study at university.

A couple of times we found ourselves alone in her bedroom or mine and kissed clumsily. I felt her little titties poking out from inside the jumper and once or twice she let me put my hands under and I teased and played with the little bumps, yet apart from lightly brushing my pants she took it no further.

All this finished one day when me and Julia were together at break, a few metres apart from the others. In the middle of the conversation I heard my name and lifted my head to see Alexandra at some distance. She was beckoning.

“Who does she think she is?” Julia was furious. “You're not a dog. Stay here! If she's got something to say to you she can come over.”

“Dig – by! Dig - by! I'm calling! Don't make me wait!” Alexandra called out playfully.

Was it my fear of what she could say around school? Was it just my infatuation? All I know is that I completely ignored Julia and what she had said. I stood up and walked over. Alexandra had a triumphant glitter in her eyes.

“Girls don't like what you've just done, you know. Your nerdy friend will be mad at you.”

“What do you want me for, Alexandra?”

She ignored my question “Are you still sniffing my panties and jerking that little thing of yours? Don't you need a change?” I flushed, and after a pause she carried on. “I need you to come to my place this Thursday after school. My marks are low and you have to help me.”

“You can tell people what you like. I'm not going to spend my evenings doing your work for you.”

She gave me a wide open smile. “Listen to me, Digby. I know you're a dirty little pervert. I know that if I want to get the best out of you for the rest of the year, I'm going to have to make it worth your while. We're going to be with in my bedroom, just you and me. If you were a real man, you would jump at the chance.”

She saw me flinch, and added one extra stab. “You can always go back to that flat-chested thing over there, but you'll never know what you're missing out on.” She waved at Julia, who was looking savagely at both of us. “See you on Thursday.”

As she sauntered past Julia she cooed sweetly at her, “Digby's coming to my place to help me with my homework. I'll send him back to you after, if there's anything left.”

“You stupid arsehole, Digby.” Julia had tears in her eyes “She'll treat you like shit and it'll serve you right, 'cos you've just made me feel like an idiot.”

From that day on things changed with me and my group. The girls completely blanked me. The boys still spoke, but it wasn't the same. I had messed up too early for them to really trust me from then on. I should have felt bad about it, but I was too excited about my date with Alexandra.

Although she had been pretty clear what it was for, I found I was telling myself it was a 'date'. She had said she would make it worth my while, and every time I tried to imagine what she meant I felt giddy with hope and nervousness.

That Thursday I appeared on her doorstep. I had tried to change my hairstyle and put on my trendiest clothes to impress her. If Alexandra noticed she said nothing. “Mum thinks it's great I'm spending time with the class nerd.” She was wearing some skintight leggings, and three steps behind her on the stairs I saw her perfect backside bouncing in front of my face. “Good job I haven't told her you're a little pervert. I magine if she knew you jerk all over my panties,” she laughed.

“Couldn't we do this at my place?” Actually I wasn't at all sure if it would be a good idea. I wasn't sure my mum would like Alexandra. I don't know why I said it.

“I'm grounded, so it has to be here.” She pushed me back on the bed and looked down at me. “How many times have you wanked since we spoke on Monday?”

I turned red “I don't do that... much,” I stammered. She laughed. “Good, 'cos then you'll be hot and ready for what's coming.” She was always laughing or smiling, and it was one of the things that fascinated me.

“What, now?” I was suddenly chilled to the bone.

“Right now. That way you'll be able to concentrate. You're not going to do a good job if you're drooling down my titties, are you?”

“What do you want me.....?”

“Just look and enjoy. No rubbing that little thing of yours 'til I tell you.”

There is no comparison between and porn and real life, especially when it comes to Alexandra. She started to slowly gyrate in front of me. As she thrust her hips forward I saw her pussy cleavage marked clearly in her light grey leggings. Looking at me straight in the eyes she slowly licked her middle finger and drew it up her crack. My willy sprang up so suddenly it hurt. I brought my hand to my groin but she shook her head. “No touching.”

She moved her hips forward and put her whole hand on her pussy, burying her middle finger in the crease of her leggings. “Do you want to fuck this pussy, Digby? Do you want to fuck me right now?”

“Oh please, I'd love to!” I was almost drooling, staring at her crotch with saucer-sized eyes.

“Digby, look at me. No, here. Look at my eyes.” She took my chin and lifted my gaze towards her. “I want you to understand something. You will never fuck this pussy. Never! Girls like me fuck big cocks. Little-dick boys like you don't get this. You get little nerdy types like Julia, but only if you marry them first.” She laughed maliciously. “I want you to repeat something so you understand. Tell me that little dick boys like you don't get good pussy.”

I was so blown away I could hardly care. Her eyes up close were honey-brown. Lord, what I wouldn't do for this girl, I said to myself. “Boys like me...”

“Little dick boys like me...”

“Little dick boys like me won't get good pussy.” It's what I secretly believed, anyway.

“Good little baby. Now kiss my butt.” Alexandra turned around and stuck her perfect rear in my face. I gave it a kiss, my hands still lowered. “Kiss it like you mean it. Kiss it like you love it. Do you love my butt, Digby?”

“It's perfect” I uttered, with all my heart.

She bent down further. Her arse cheeks opened and I could see her pussy crack between them. “This is how Ben fucked me in the toilet, do you remember? He just pulled my panties to one side and slipped his cock in. Then he grabbed my tits and came inside me. Did you hear it, Digby?” She stopped and looked around at me over her back and buttocks.

“Yes, I did.” My mouth was dry.

“Were you tugging your little weenie, hearing me getting it?” She was staring at me intently, waiting for an answer.

“Yes.”

“Don't be shy, Digby. Tell me what you were doing.”

“I was masturba.....”

“No, Digby Tell it like it is.” Alexandra turned around and stood above me “You were tugging your little dick. Say it.”

I was past caring. Above her waist, Alexandra's loose crop top left her midriff bare, firm, tanned and flawless. “I was tugging my little dick.”

“Look at me, Digby. Look up into my eyes. What were you tugging your little willy at? What made you want to tug?”

“I was listening to you getting fucked.” The words came out automatically, but I heard them as if they were spoken by someone else. I was under a spell.

“Did I make poor baby hot and flustered? Did hearing me get fucked make you want to tug your little willy?” She was slowly moving her hips, her butt, her torso. It was hypnotic.

“Can you see these titties, Digby?” Alexandra smoothed her hands back over her body. I suddenly saw the clear outline of her breasts. 

“Would you like to fuck them, baby? Don't you want to spurt your little dicky all over my boobies?” She cupped them and stuck them out into my face. The nipples stuck out hard through the thin cotton.

“Oh no!” I practically screamed. The sudden build-up took me completely by surprise. It was too late to pull back. I looked up at Alexandra desperately. She had stopped gyrating and was looking at me, eyes open in wonder.

I closed my eyes as I started to ejaculate inside my boxers, but her face was engraved on my retina. There was no cruelty in her eyes, nothing mean. She looked delighted with what was happening, at the tribute I was giving her.

As I stopped spurting I covered my crotch with my hands, my head hanging low. I had never in my life felt so ashamed as now. Alexandra had me where she wanted, and she wasn't going to let it finish now.

“What happened baby?” her voice was purring, “Digby baby, don't be shy. Look at me.” I could hardly hold her gaze. She looked ecstatic. “Look at me in the eyes and tell me what happened.”

I mumbled something back, but she was insistent. “Don't look away baby. I didn't hear what you said.”

“I came in my pants.”

She laughed and clapped her hands. It wasn't a mocking laugh. It was pure pleasure. “You didn't even touch yourself. Don't look down, baby – look me in the eyes.” I felt wetness spreading in my groin as she spoke. “You didn't even see anything. I didn't show you my pussy, my boobies, anything..... and you still spurted your little dicky!”

She sucked her middle finger and started to touch herself again. Her voice was low and husky. “You see now baby? Do you see why you won't ever be able to fuck a girl like me. You only need to look at me to spurt your little willy.”

“Alexandra, please,” I pleaded, “Can I clean up? I'm all messy.” In fact there was a patch visible on my trousers. Holy shit. I came bucketloads!

As I looked up at her imploringly she stood still for a while, touching herself and biting her lip. She's so turned on by what happened, I thought disbelievingly, and as it crossed my mind I felt my willy stir. Not again! My eyes opened wide in horror. If she found out I was getting hard again it would be torture. I just needed this to end.

“Let's see baby” Her finger was moving up and down the crack in her leggings “You can't use the bathroom 'cos you're too pervy. Imagine what you would do in there all on your own. So either you stay as you are or I find you some of my frilly panties to put on and take home with you.”

No way! I can't let her see I'm hard again. “I'll stay the way I am,” I answered stiffly.

She smiled into my face. “You filthy boy! You're going to spend hours with your willy all gooey?” She walked back to her desk and came back with a pile of books. “You know Digby? I've loved this, but now you've got some work to do. And when you finish you can go. I'll give you the panties I'm wearing now, as a little reward. You'll just need to thank me nicely.”

*                         *                         *

I could write volumes on what happened the rest of that school year. I went to Alexandra's house twice a week, and each time I sank further down into her sick mind.

After finishing her homework she would put on the timer, opening her legs so I could catch a glimpse of her panties under her skirt. “You've got three minutes,” she would say. It was always enough. I can still see myself in her room, stroking myself, sweating and panting as she coolly puffed on a cigarette, legs open and skirt up to her thighs, holding out the timer so I could see how long I had to cum.

Other times she would tell me about her exploits; where and when and who she been fucked by. She told me all the details: how they grabbed her and pulled her hair; what she was wearing when they fucked her; how many times they came in her pussy, mouth and arse; how big their cocks were and how veiny; how slutty she felt, how stuffed with their cocks, how wanted. I was made to listen. Occasionally she would let me touch myself as she described how a married man throat-fucked her as his wife was tucking the children into bed upstairs.

To help me understand what it was like, Alexandra made me strip and assume the positions she had been placed in. With a running commentary she would push the side of my face against the mattress, with my pert butt stuck up high in the air.

Once she sat me on the ground with my back against the bed. She held my head with a firm grip and thrust her groin repeatedly against my face, so that I could get a better idea of what it is like to have my mouth used by a man.

I had to be her accomplice. She would model outfits in front of me as she planned her next man-hunt. She ran her hands up and down her body, telling me to comment on her breasts, her bottom and her legs.

She seemed to know men's secret desires and dressed accordingly. In one house she had to babysit she planned to dress conservatively to fool the wife. But then I spent a long time helping her with her toes, painting the nails and choosing dainty open shoes that left her feet bare. I would play the role of the husband so she could practise with me, curling my tongue up her heel and sole, tenderly sucking each pretty toe.

But there was one thing that never changed. In all that time not once did Alexandra touch me. Either I had to stroke myself as she watched me, or was sent away with some used panties to 'do my own homework'. I was often made to wear them, or had to walk home with the silky feel of stockings on my thighs.

How could I stand this? How could I have accepted it? The answer is simple. Although I tried to deny it to myself - although I felt dirty, used and humiliated - I did not try to stop it because I did not want to. As the weeks went by I needed it. My life was school, study and Alexandra. I had no social life, no real friends, and no other hobbies. I even stopped consuming porn, preferring to jerk into her panties, using memories of her and her abuse of me.

It was obvious that Alexandra liked having me around. She told everyone at school (raising her voice when Julia was in earshot) that I was her little pet, and that I would do anything for her. When I knelt down on the floor and stroked my willy I could tell it excited her, although she never said so. I suppose she was used to having men fuck her and use her, and so my quiet devotion was what she needed to feel divine.

All this came to an end abruptly. As the final exams came into view my mother banned me from wasting time with 'that girl' and grounded me, telling me that my marks were falling and that I had to dedicate the final weeks with just one idea in mind – to study at the best university. However much I needed to be with Alexandra, I did not dare defy my mother. So I lowered my head and started to revise.

Alexandra's response was swift and shocking. Barely a week after telling her I was too busy to see her, a video spread like wildfire through the school corridors. With a smile of burning justice, it was Julia who showed it to me – the first time she had addressed me since that fateful day some months before.

When I saw the scene I thought I would have a heart attack. Quite clearly it was me, sitting on the edge of a bed. A girl – half off-screen and with her back to camera – was dancing sensually in front of me – of him. Of course I knew what was going to happen, but it was still awful to watch. Suddenly, my (his) eyes and mouth opened wide, my back arched and I started to give short thrusts forward, panting and gasping, as a wet patch appeared in my groin.

Yet the worst was yet to come – the hanging head, the look of humiliation, the imploring gaze upwards. It was pathetic! There was no sound to the video, and although it was well-edited so that Alexandra could not be identified, everyone knew it was her.

As soon as I saw it I knew I was finished. In the weeks that followed I crept between the classrooms with my head bent low, pretending to ignore the taunts and snickers that followed me. I spent the breaks alone in my classroom, and when the bell rang at the end of the day I stayed where I was so as not to face the mob outside.

Only one person spoke to me kindly during those awful weeks. Alexandra would call my name out loud in the hall and down the corridors. To everybody's hilarity she blew me kisses, or sucked her finger to provoke me. Julia's stare of contempt could do nothing to help, and yet despite the humiliation everybody could see the affect she had on me. I sat passively, consumed by shame, as she draped her arm over my shoulders.

And yet I could not escape. The worst were the groups of girls that turned and watched me pass with giggles and whispers. Despite my shame, an erection sprang up each time against my will. Whenever a girl openly taunted me I had to hurry to the toilets to relieve myself, my fingers a blur as I tried to calm my urge.

At last! When I left my last exam I felt the sky lift off my shoulders. For me there were no farewell parties, no graduation balls, no hugs and tears. I walked out of the school gates and took a straight road in front of me, vowing to wipe the slate clean of everything that happened here; to leave behind the school, Julia and the nerds, the grinning hordes of mindless loons, but above all – I swore to God –  Alexandra and her twisted mind.
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Chapter 2: University

“Digby! Is that you?”

I turned around and all my worst fears were made flesh and blood. The last person in the world I had wanted to see was walking up to me.

“Uh...Hi Alexandra.” I just had time to say the words when she hugged me close, just as if she was meeting her brother at the airport. Dammit! You've already messed up. You said you were going to freeze her out if you saw her.

“It's so good to see you!” She had taken both my hands in hers and was looking me up and down. “You look....older. Older but better, I mean.”

“You haven't changed much, either.” It was true. She had the same flawless honey skin and coffee-amber eyes, the same wide bright smile, the same taut yet rounded silhouette, generous arse and breasts. Only her hair was different; no longer straight. It was tousled, and loose strands fell across her cheek. She was still smiling and still holding my hands. I felt uncomfortable and wanted to leave. But what could I do? I just did not have it in me to turn my back and walk away.

“I hear you've graduated and you've found a job. Congratulations!” She smiled as she saw my look of surprise. “It turns out that my mum and yours know each other from the cookery club. I've been asking about you all these years. I haven't forgotten you.”

I realised that she had changed, not in not physical way, but in her attitude and in the way she spoke. She was still bubbly, but without that former arrogance. I saw it in other details too. She was wearing a simple white summer dress, which - although it enhanced her tanned skin – was a world away from the flashy clothes I remembered.

“It's great to see you, Alexandra, but....”

“How long are you going to be here?”

“I've been here since Saturday. I'm leaving tomorrow. Just a quick visit to see my mum.”

“That's a shame. Can't you stay longer?”

“I've got to work. I've just started so I can't mess around.” I made a move to walk away, but she stepped forward and put her hand on my chest.

“Digby, I need to talk to you. I treated you really bad, and now when I look back on what I did to you I feel ashamed.”

“It really doesn't matter, Alexandra,” I lied, “I can hardly remember.”

This was the same Alexandra that told me when to stop jerking and when to continue; the same Alexandra that pushed panties in my mouth and described how she had been shared by a group of men. I had never had a conversation with her that was not brutally honest. And now what struck me most was how formal we were, how we circled and side-stepped to avoid offence or misunderstanding. 

“But it matters to me, Digby. Now you're here, I need to get this weight off my shoulders. I want you to go back with another idea of me. I'm not the same girl you knew.....” She had now placed both hands on my shoulders. We were eye-to-eye. We're practically the same size.

“Alexandra, you don't need to feel like that. Really, there's no bad feeling on my side.”

“Tomorrow you're leaving. We might not see each other again. Please Digby, just ten minutes of your time.”

Within the depths of my soul there was a struggle. It didn't last long. “OK. Let's go for a quick drink.”

My fate was sealed. From that moment on, my life was no longer mine.

*                         *                         *

She ordered a camomile tea. “You never realised this, but I was cut up when you told me you didn't want to see me anymore.”

“I didn't say....”

“Whatever. I was hurt. Nobody had ever done anything like that to me. And I missed you, I really did. We spent hours together and I told you everything. You have to remember that I didn't have any friends. The girls all hated me and boys just wanted to fuck me. You were the only one. I was just too stupid and too bratty to treat you well. It was like I was on a power trip. What we had – whatever you want to call it - was really screwed, and I took you for granted until it was too late.”

I stopped hearing everything after the third sentence. “You missed me?!” A whole new world had opened. I had never imagined anything like this.

“Do you honestly think I would have done what I did if I didn't care about you?  A woman only hurts a person she really likes. You were too naive, Digby, and I was too mean.”

“But... you could have spoken to me, sent me a message, anything!” I realised I had raised my voice. Alexandra noticed it too. I put my head in my hands.

She touched my face “So you do care, and it does matter. I'm sorry Digby, I really am. I'm sorry for myself just as much as for you. When you left I lost a soul-mate. I'm just so glad we've had this chance to talk, so we can give our relationship the funeral it deserves, so we can go our separate ways with a different idea of what happened.”

I took my hands off and looked at her. I could read the regret in her eyes. “I had no idea.” There was a pause between us, but this time it wasn't awkward. It was like a breath being taken, a moment of peace.

“Well, you know what I've been doing," I told her, "but I don't know anything about you. That's not fair.”

She looked down. “I've had a pretty hard time the last couple of years. Serves me right, probably.” She shook her head and stopped talking.

“What was it? A boyfriend, husband, anything like that? Kids, maybe?”

She flinched at that last question. “No, no boyfriend, no kids. Just me and my mum, as before. I've put that all behind me now. I don't like talking about it, really. I don't even like thinking about it. It's over now.”

I took her hands “But you're OK now? Do you need any help?”

She beamed with delight and kissed my hand. “I just need you to forgive me and understand me, that's all.” There was another pause while we looked into each other's eyes. “And what about you, Digby? I bet you broke some hearts at university.”

I shrugged modestly. “I'm not the same either,” I answered.

“Have you got a girlfriend?”

“Er...Selena.”

“She must be beautiful.”

“She is. She's got gorgeous curly hair. She's black, sort of tough-looking, but she's really nice and she's helped me a lot.”

“I'm glad for you. You deserve to be happy,” she nodded sadly.

Why did I lie to her about having a girlfriend? Was it because I wanted her to miss me? Was it to show her I had changed? Did I want to make her feel jealous? Whatever the reason, it was too late. I made my excuses, we stood and said out goodbyes. I left for home, bursting with the sadness of loss and and the joy of reconciliation.

*                         *                         *

“Well? Are you coming in or not?” Selena asked impatiently.

“You want me to come in?” I answered incredulously.

I had a car and didn't drink, and this meant I was very popular at university. That night Selena had finished the night alone and had asked me to drive her back home. Her invitation inside was a surprise; I had nothing in common with the tattooed and muscular boys (or girls) she usually took home. The only time I could think of anything like sexual interest was when she pointed me out to her friends once in the park. “Look at those legs! Why can't we have legs like that?” she told them, as they laughed.

Yet here I was. After all these years of being a virgin, finally I was going to make love to a woman!

Opening the door for me, she gave my bum a huge slap as I walked past. I whimpered with surprise. Then – just as I heard the door close behind us - I felt myself being grabbed from behind and thrown against the wall. Breasts pushing up against me, she opened my mouth with her tongue and with one sharp pull ripped open my shirt in a shower of buttons. This is going to be rough! I thought.

“In here!” Selena pushed me into the living room. She was almost lifting my backside with both her hands, kissing me as if she wanted to devour me. As I fell back on the sofa she landed on top. “Watch this, white boy!” She raised her top and bra. Two huge black breasts dropped in one beautiful moment before my eyes. “Seen anything like these?” I shook my head emphatically.

“Suck on these babies!” But she didn't just give me her breasts to lick– she crammed one into my mouth. I could hardly handle the nipple, it was so big. The rest of her booby swelled up and covered my nose and my eyes. This went on for minutes. I felt suffocated.

“Get in there!” Now she held my head and pulled it between her giant orbs. My right cheek was smeared with my own saliva, I was out of breath and felt completely overwhelmed by this chunk of female power. She savagely unfastened my belt, stood up and took the bottom of my jeans. I felt like I was being lifted as she yanked them off. Throwing them to one side, she knelt and pulled at my boxers.

That's when it all went wrong.

“Wow, that's tiny!” Mouth open, but without taking her eyes off my jutting penis, she sat down on the sofa beside me. I glanced at her sideways, nervously.

“OK. There's a change of plan.” Selena licked her lips “I don't want to be mean with you. I'm not going to tell anybody, but your dick is far too small to be any good to me. Even stiff, it's no bigger than my little finger.”

My face was red, but my willy was hard. Almost a year had passed since the video, and while university was like a rabbit farm for most students I had had nothing. Now, just when I thought I could lose my virginity, all that shame came flooding back.

Selena pulled off her trousers. “This is the deal. I'll let you stick that little thing in me if you eat me out first. You're not getting anything before I get to cum on your face.”

I was taken firmly by the hair and dragged down in front of her. I saw her thighs open and I was pulled towards her black vagina. I really didn't know what to do. In the porn that I watched, blonde girls with glossy lips and make-up pleasured huge black cocks. I'd never really paid too much attention to this.

I kissed her cautiously, and then licked the puffy skin to the side. Then I kissed her again. And licked. And kissed. What does she want me to do?

“You've never eaten pussy, have you?” she asked me. I shrugged, uncomfortable.

“It's about time you started learning. Get in there and put your mouth to work. I'll tell you how to use it.”

My face was gripped on both sides and my nose was stuck into her moist pussy. “First, you've got to forget all you were taught about good table manners. Just eat as if you were starving.” She smeared my face up and down her crack.

“Now, start by licking me like a dog would. Use your tongue to get me wet.” She peeled back her clitoris. “Can you see this, baby? This is the key to the temple. With this you unlock everything. Worship, white boy.”

On my knees, pale and naked, I did as she told me. “Soft licks, from side to side.”

“Now use your mouth. Use your lips, tongue, everything, the way you kissed your first girlfriend. You've had a girlfriend, right?”

“I'm getting hot. Slow down the pace, boy, because I want this to last. We've got all night.”
 

“Hold up. I don't want to come yet. Come up and breathe. There's no hurry.”

I looked up at her from between her thighs, my mouth and chin glistening. How long had I been down there?

“I can't believe this is your first time. It's been so long anyone's eaten me that I almost forgot it feels so good. Studs are only interested in fucking, but you were born to eat pussy.” She made me lean back and show her my willy. It was pulsing. “You love this don't you, you little white bitch? That's why you're so good at it. Get in there and finish the job.”

I did like it. I was high on the smell of her pussy. I felt snug, wrapped up in her thighs. I loved it when she told me what to do, when she took my hair and coated me with her juices. I felt used and dirty. I felt like a slut.

“Go for it. Don't stop.”

I was breathing through my nose so as not to interrupt my rhythm, giving short licks on her clitoris while my lips closed down around it. I lost track of time.  My knees were red and sore, my jaw ached, my nose was tickling and my mouth was dry and pasty. But my little willy was throbbing hard.

“I'm cumming!” My face was suddenly squeezed between her thighs. She jerked her pelvis up and out, again and again. And again. And again. I couldn't breathe. Grey and purple swirls passed across my vision, my chest was thumping......I suddenly felt a sudden flow of moisture on my lips and cheeks, and then I was free.

Moments passed. We were both trying to catch our breath. “You've been a good little boy. Come and get your treat!”

I stood up and she took my willy with two beautiful, perfectly manicured, long black fingertips that gently peeled back my cock.

“Where do you want it, baby?” She gently massaged the underside with her thumb. “D o you want to cum in my pussy? Would you rather shoot it all in my mouth? Or on my face and hair? You've earned this, big boy.”

“I want.... I need....your pussy.” I'm still a virgin!

“Then come in. It's nice and warm inside.”

It's hard to explain what happened next. There was a mirror to one side, and just as I was climbing onto her I saw my skinny white skin against her voluptuous black body, and it made me cum. There was no warning and no time to react; I just came.

The first spurt landed on her tits, and then the rest on her chunky thighs. I collapsed on top of her, covered my head in the crook of her shoulder and gasping, prayed that I would die.

Selena started stroking her arms up and down my body, cupping my bum, caressing my balls, stroking my hair. She didn't seem upset. “You're so soft, it's not real,” she whispered.

“I'm sorry, I really am. I can't believe this has happened again.”

“Sit up, Digby. I've got to tell you something.” She was smiling. “I'm going to be straight with you. You're cute. If someone sorts out your clothes and that hair, then girls will start lining up to get you. You've got such perfect white skin. And those lips – it's like you walk around pouting, inviting people to kiss you. And the way your bottom sticks out makes my mouth water.”

I sighed.

“Digby, are you a virgin?” she asked me. I nodded, head lowered.

“That makes me so wet, to think I was about to corrupt you forever. You've got to understand that you don't have the attitude or the cock to be a one-night ladies' man. Now listen to me carefully, because I'm going to give you some advice. Find a nice girl – someone like you – and marry her. And if you don't want her to get bored and run off with another man, you're going to have to eat her out every night before she goes to sleep. Or in the morning. No girl will ever leave you if she wakes up to feel you licking her pussy.”

“That dick is a problem, but it's a small one,” she chuckled, “And it can be sorted. Get yourself a vibrator, a big black one with veins running down the sides. That'll drive your lady wild when you eat her out. You can't expect to pleasure any woman with that thing you've got between your legs. It's not fair, but that's the way it is. You just have to change tactics.”

“And one more thing," she continued, "If you make a woman orgasm like you've done with me, then no lady's going to worry you not lasting more than twenty seconds. In fact, it's great! We've already had our fun so the quicker you get it over with, the better for us. So don't feel bad about that.”

Without answering, I kissed her. She laughed.

“You know, I could even marry you myself. It must be great coming home from work, falling back on the sofa, switching on the TV and getting you to satisfy my pussy with your tongue. I like the studs too much, though. But I might regret it someday.”

I started kissing her huge tits. I felt grateful for what she was saying. After Alexandra I needed someone to repair my battered self-esteem.

After a minute or so she pulled my face away. “Digby. I've always had this fantasy but I've never done anything about it. I want to do it with you, right now.”

I looked at her cautiously. “OK.... but it depends what it is.”

“I'm not asking, I'm telling. Stand up a bit.” She pulled me forward and put me face down over her knees.

“What are you......AW!”

Selena had spanked me on my buttocks. Not playfully, but a real open-handed slap. As I bucked on her lap, she grabbed my hair to hold me down. “Keep still.”

SMACK! I cried out as her hand cracked down on my skin. Selena paused to look at her work. “It comes up red in seconds,” she purred.

SMACK! “That's it, Selena. Please!”

SMACK! Again her hand came down, and again I screamed.

SMACK! “Oh, listen to that. It sounds so good!”

SMACK! “Stop now, Selena. It hurts!”

SMACK! “You don't like it? Then why is your little willy getting hard again?”

It was true. My dick was caught between her thighs, and as she spanked me I felt it stiffening. I was horrified.

SMACK! “Why do you think I brought you home tonight, huh?”

SMACK! “Did you think I couldn't tell what you were into?”

SMACK! “Selena, honestly. This is not my thing,” I whined.

SMACK! “That's what you're saying, but your little cock is telling me something else.”

Her voice betrayed her excitement. Each time she smacked she squeezed my buttock, gritting her teeth. She seemed possessed. “You love this, you little slut. And I was looking for a little white bitch boy to whip.”

Suddenly she picked up a fly swatter from the table and started hitting my backside with it. And as she quickened the rhythm of her strikes, my screams began to sound like moans. The pain blurred, my pelvis jerked in rhythm and I started to feel an intense heat on my buttocks and in my groin. After a few minutes, Selena's madness passed and she dropped the swatter. She was breathing heavily. I was sobbing.

She picked up some cream and began to spread it on my bottom. Did she have all this prepared? I wondered. It soothed and stung at the same time, and I whimpered as she rubbed it into my red and throbbing cheeks. Looking over into the mirror, watching her massaging my skinny pale body as it lay face down over her powerful black thighs, was to find myself in the same moment at the height of pleasure and the depths of humiliation. Mischievously she opened my cheeks and gently massaged my hole. I bit my lip and moaned softly.

“You like getting your bottom spanked, don't you, you dirty little boy? Your cock is hard.”

“Selena?” I was squirming in her lap.

“Hmmm-mmm” Her fingertip was pushing into my opening. Her voice was now soft and welcoming.

“Can we try again? Err ..... I mean, having sex?”

“I wouldn't do that to you. You need to stay pure and give yourself up to the right girl. You'll thank me one day,” she chuckled. “Just invite me to the wedding. I'm not going to take your virginity. Get up.”

My butt felt so raw I could hardly stand. Selena took me by the shoulders and forced me down. “With a cock like yours you can't afford to be selfish. You've got to think about your woman first. And it just so happens that spanking you has got me hot. I'm soaking! So you're going to have to start all over again. On your knees baby – it's gonna be a long night!”

*                         *                         *

Selena tried to set me up with 'the right girl' over the next few months. I had a few dates, but nothing really clicked. It could be that I didn't really attract them, or it could have been that I didn't really try. The root of the problem was that I wasn't attracted by what was good for me. Selena matched me with a series of Julias, but what I craved was a Selena or Alexandra. By now I could admit the truth, att least to myself.

Selena was right. I had to find someone steady and keep her happy with my tongue. That was the perfect solution. But how was I going to find her? I went on a series of dates, and they almost all finished with a goodnight and a kiss on the cheek.

In the second year I took a freckled redhead back to my room, and I wish I hadn't. When she saw me naked she burst out laughing. “My God! That's just so tiny!” Then, covering her mouth and giggling, she apologised. “I'm sorry, I really am, but it took me by surprise,” she told me.

I didn't get to fuck her either, although she was kind enough to take me in hand. It's funny how they never want to have sex with a small dick, and yet at the same time they find it so fascinating. She didn't take her eyes off it all the time she was stroking it. And when I spurted her eyes twinkled with amusement: “How come you spurt so much with such a tiny willy?” she asked me.

She wanted me to meet up with her girlfriends, but I was fed up. I needed a relationship; I didn't want to be anybody's freak show, and I decided to give it a rest. I wasn't going to try anymore.

And that was that for months, until, bleary-eyed, I answered a call at three o'clock in the morning.

“Listen, white boy. I've just finished this project, and now I'm stressed and tired and I can't sleep. You've got ten minutes to get here. Then I'll give your backside such a spanking you won't be able to sit for a week. And when I've calmed down a bit you'll be eating my pussy out until morning.”

Half asleep, I felt my willy stir under the sheets. “OK, Selena – I'll be there.”
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Chapter 3: Dating

“Alexandra. Don't do anything silly, please. You have to get on with my mum.”

“Relax! I've got it under control. I know how to make a good impression.”

In fact, I needn't have worried. She was dressed very conservatively, with trousers, blouse and jacket. She began to work on my mother as soon as we arrived, and it wasn't so hard to win her over as I had expected.

To be fair, Alexandra had a lot of points in her favour: Our respective mothers knew each other, although they weren't close enough to be friends; Alexandra herself had a natural manner and wide smile that meant she always made a good impression; I had rehearsed the meeting before, telling her about the topics she shouldn't get into (sex, health, the Labour party) and the ones she should (cooking, reading, gardening, animals). My mum had no idea about the high-school video, and as soon as Alexandra spoke about how grateful she was to me for all my help at high school, I saw my mother melt. The battle was being won already.

When we finished dinner Alexandra stood up to clear away the dishes, but I waved at my mother to keep seated.

“I need to tell you something, mum.” I licked my lips. “Alexandra and I want to get married.”

During that agonising second I saw my mother waver. “So soon? I've only just met her!” she exclaimed.

“But we know each other well, mum. All that time together at high school. And when I went to university I missed her. You know I didn't meet anyone I really....”

“So that's why!” Suddenly she was overjoyed. “You know, all these years without a girlfriend, I thought you might be... you know....”

“Shy?”

“No! I know you're shy. I mean gay or heterosexual or whatever they call it.”

“Homosexual,” I said, laughing.

“Well, it's wonderful news,” she said, rushing to her feet, “Of course it all makes sense now. She was your childhood sweetheart. That's lovely, it really is. I need to go and congratulate her.”

Childhood sweetheart? My mother never failed to catch me by surprise, and yet I couldn't have wished for anything better. The last obstacle had been lifted and now I saw my path was clear before me: I was earning good money, I was heading towards a successful future and now I could marry the love of my life.

*                         *                         *

The week before we had flown out to Corfu for a long weekend. On the second evening, in the hotel terrace, looking down onto the water, I had asked her to marry me. Alexandra almost cried, and I felt as if I was floating.

We walked along the shore after dinner, hands clasped tightly, eager to plan our life together.

“Rule one: No sex before marriage”

“What? No way!” I was desperate to lose my virginity. It was like a heavy load for me.

“I went through my slutty stage, Digby. Now I want to do things right.”

“But there's nothing right about that. That's prehistoric.”

“I need you to need me, baby. Other couples are so bored of each other by the time they marry that there's nothing special to their wedding night. I want it to be a moment to remember.”

“In that case, let's marry soon. I can't stand it much longer.” The night was warm, the air was clear and I was in heaven.

She stopped and kissed me on the mouth. It felt soft and tender. “I want you to keep your virginity for me. I want it to be special.” We carried on walking, lost in our thoughts.

“Rule two: I'm going to be Mrs. White. That has to mean something. I deserve a nice house, a fancy car, and a huge wardrobe. And you're going to give me everything because you love me and you can't live without me.”

“That's right.” She was so gorgeous and she drove me wild. She still had that twisted streak, but she now knew how to mix it with kindness.

“Then say it! Shout it so everybody can hear.”

“Alexandra, they're Greek. They won't understand,” I answered.

“Do it. If you love me, do it now,” she insisted.

“I'm going to marry this beautiful woman and I'm going to give her everything she wants because I feel so lucky!” I shouted. I felt silly but I also felt elated. Alexandra laughed and smiled and looked around at the faces turned towards us.

She stopped all of a sudden, grabbed me by the chin and looked at me furiously.

“Rule three: I'm a jealous bitch. If I find out you've been seeing a Selena or Serena or whoever, don't come asking for a divorce 'cos I won't give you one. I'll cut your balls off and you'll spend the rest of your life sucking cocks in a whorehouse. Don't test me because you know I'd do it.”

I had told her everything. Those raw and open conversations we had had in her bedroom made it natural for me. I couldn't hold anything back. She knew about Selena, about the spanking, about how I was told to go down on her and how I obeyed. It made Alexandra jealous but it also turned her on. She often asked me to repeat my stories, asked to see photos of Selena, made me describe her and how I felt when I was between her thighs.

I told her all this a few days after starting to date, or 'getting back together' as Alexandra preferred to call it. And on that same evening I had to show Alexandra what Selena had taught me. I spent hours on the bed, bringing Alexandra to orgasm again and again.

This was how our life together started. Coming home from work every day, I had to crawl across to where she was seated. She would part her tanned legs, and on hands and knees I had to lick her through her panties.  This was how each evening began.

Alexandra made me put Selena's theory into practice. On the second weekend together we went to different sex shops. In each one Alexandra made me ask the sales assistants about the sex toys on display.

“But can't you ask?”

“Sweetheart. You're the one who brought this up. Remember that this it was your girl who suggested this because of your.... you know.”

“Alexandra, she wasn't my girl. You know that.”

She ignored what I was saying. “Go on – ask him.”

“Excuse me,” I took a deep breath, “What sort of size would be suitable for...uh.... my girlfriend?”

“That depends on how stretched out she is. Each woman is different, but if they're well lubricated they should be able to take in a lot more than your average size penis.”

In another shop, another question. This time the assistant was a young woman, covered with tattoos and piercings.

“Excuse me. Do you sell anything that fits over my....err.....you know....to make it bigger?”

I caught the flicker of a smile. “Try these hollow strap-ons. They also vibrate to give pleasure to the person inside. You, in this case.”

“Ask her if they've got anything smaller,” Alexandra whispered to me, “Show her roughly how tiny you are.”

My forehead was hot and clammy. “Excuse me again. Er.....my.....thing's about this big." I stretched out my little finger. The girl now smiled openly. "Do you have anything for that size?”

That evening we stayed at home and ran a hot bath. Once settled in the foam, Alexandra drank champagne and massaged my erect penis with her feet. She was so perfect I could hardly bear to watch when she stepped out of the water.

I tenderly wrapped her in towels; I lovingly massaged her body with creams and oils; I sweetly kissed her pussy and her toes; With trembling hands I curled her stockings up to her thighs, helped her on with her panties, slipped her bodice over her breast, fastened her necklace, and bent down to help her with her heels.

I don't think I'll ever forget that evening. I felt ecstatic – drunk almost, although only Alexandra had the wine. And as she prepared her make-up, I laid the table with flowers and candles, made dinner and served her as she ate.

When we finished she got up, took my hand and led me to our bed. I'd never seen anything so beautiful as when she lay back on the cushions. “Do it to me sweetheart,” she murmured, “Make me feel like a real woman.” At last I was able to do what Selena had taught me. I slid her panties to one side and probed her with my tongue. Then I slowly licked her from the bottom up, and began to softly lap at her clit. She sighed with pleasure. I grew hard.

I had no idea of how long I was there. It was hard to keep track; time moved so slowly. “Give me that cock now, baby.” I took a huge black shaft and placed it at her opening, teasing her with its width. Her voice trembled with lust. “I need that cock inside me now.” I pushed it slowly in, fascinated to see how her lips opened to swallow it.

“More.” It was already in as far as I thought it would go.

“More.” Her hips lifted off the bed in need of pleasure.

“More!” I kept pushing, although I felt it could go no further.

“Oh God!” She was panting now, almost uncontrolled “Stick it in me! Fill me with that big black cock!”

“Alexandra – the neighbours! Keep your voice down.” They knew full well I was neither big nor black. What must they be thinking?

“Fuck the neighbours! Finish me off with your tongue!”

I closed my mouth down on the top of her vagina, and with a firm tongue started to rotate her clitoris. “OH – MY – GOD!” Her two hands grabbed me by the hair and forced me down. An image of Selena flashed by. I tried not to scream with the pain I felt. A she orgasmed, her pelvis pushed up, crushing my lips against my teeth.

She fell back on the cushions. I let my head drop on the bed. She had brought tears to my eyes. “That was the best ever. I swear I have never cum like that,” she uttered. Her voice was shaky. My turn, I thought, I need to cum so bad. But she hadn't finished yet.

“Darling, my pussy is dripping. Don't leave me like this.” She spread her legs and I leant forward.

“Clean me up, sweetheart. Use your tongue to clean me out.” I parted her lips and lapped at her juices.

“Softly love. Be gentle with me.” She had both hands on my head again, but now they were caressing my cheeks and hair.

“Inside, baby.” I curled my tongue and pushed it through, tasting her.

“Carry on down, sweetie. It's dripping out.” She shifted slightly, and I licked the hard mound between her arse and her vagina.

“My hole, baby, clean my hole,” she moaned, and with her hands she opened her buttocks for me. I crouched, softly kissing her anus and teasing it with my tongue. “Oh God! I think I'm going to cum again. Keep going!” she whispered, but I slowed my rhythm and softened my stroke, putting the moment off for as long as I could.

“Oh no,” she moaned. She started to tremble. I looked up at her, softly massaging her perfect hole with my thumb. “I'm cumming again - OH GOD!” She started shaking. Her hands were clawing the coverlet, her mouth open in ecstasy, eyes rolled upwards. I almost came myself at the sight.

Panting, she sank back onto the cushions. I felt proud that I could give her so much pleasure.

“Come here baby, next to me.” I lay next to her and she kissed my cum-lined lips.

“That was lovely. You've been a good boy.” She turned over and pushed her butt into my aching willy. “Who deserves a treat?”

“Let me inside, Alexandra,” I begged, “It won't take long.”

“Baby, you're being naughty,” she giggled, “Don't spoil it now.” She lifted the top of her stocking. “Come in here.” Obediently, I shuffled across and thrust my penis under the silk.

Alexandra sighed and laid her head against a cushion. “Sweetheart, do you love me?”

“Of course I do, darling. I adore you.” But I need to cum!

With one hand she reached down and lightly touched my pointed cock through the stocking. “Baby, would you leave me?”

“No, never. You know that.” Alexandra's started to stroke lazy circles across the head of my willy. Her voice was low, almost muffled. Only her fingers moved. “Would you leave me if I was old and ugly?”

She was not rubbing it hard enough. I won't be able to cum like this! “Baby, you'll never be old or ugly – not for me.” I was finding it difficult to speak.

“And if there was no money?” She softly started rubbing the underside of my willy.

“Oh God! We'd get by!” Beads of sweat began to form on my forehead.

“And if I was unfaithful. Would you forgive me?” She sounded sleepy.

“Yes, darling. Of course I would!” I started thrusting against her leg, out of my mind with desire.

“But if you saw me, darling? If you saw me with other men?”

“Please, Alexandra. Let me cum!”

“Tell me, Digby. Could you forgive me then? If you saw me with a man's cock in my mouth?”

“Yes, I'd forgive you!” Her fingers were incessant, but not enough to satisfy.

“Babe, you're not listening to me. I need you to pay attention.” Alexandra turned her head towards me, insistent. “Imagine a group of men fucking me like a whore, taking turns to share me. Imagine that. They're laughing at you and calling me bad names. Could you forgive me? I want you to close your eyes and see it. I want you to see it clearly. Do it. Shut your eyes.”

I did as she told me. Images from my porn sessions flooded my mind. But now it was Alexandra with high heels and lingerie being taken from all angles. It was Alexandra with lip-gloss, tongue out, ready. It was Alexandra who lay back and let a circle of men cover her with sperm.

I felt her grip suddenly tighten. She cupped her hand so I could fuck the silk. “Can you see it baby? Can you see them use my face? Can you see them use my pussy? Use my arse?”

“Oh yes!” I was so near now. I was on the edge.

She tightened her grip a little more “Would you forgive me darling? Would you still adore me if I did that to you?” When I opened my eyes I saw she was looking back at me over her shoulder, a soft smile curving the edge of her lips. I just had enough time to nod my head and breathe another emphatic 'Yes!' before the first spurt rocked me.

I closed my eyes again. The silk was suddenly warm and moist, and as my cock thrust forward into this improvised pussy, a shot of intense pleasure went to my head. With each new spurt my head jerked back, on and on, intense and mind-blowing..

And finally it subsided. I sighed and whimpered, and then hugged her close.

“Digby?”

“Yes, darling?” I kissed her shoulder.

“You won't forget this, will you? Not a word?”

“No, baby. I won't forget. I love you so much and I'd forgive you anything.” I felt I was floating. The climax had left me groggy with pleasure.

“Babe?”

“Yes, darling?”

“My thigh and stockings are sticky with your juice. I know you want to sleep baby, but just do one more thing for me, will you?”

“Of course, darling. What is it?”

“I want you to wear my stockings, baby. I know it's silly, but I want you to put them on and sleep with them. Just to make everything perfect for me tonight.”

“OK darling, if that's what you want.” I just wanted to sleep.

“How does it feel? How do the stockings feel on your legs?”

“It feels good.” It did feel good! It made me feel dirty and sexy.

“Baby?”

“Darling?”

“There's still some cum on my thigh. Lick it off and then we can sleep. Thank you darling. You're so sweet to me.”

And that's how we celebrated our ninth day of our relationship, before my proposal, before my mother's blessing – and less than three months before our wedding.
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Chapter 4: Engagement

“Baby?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“When you dumped me and you were with all those women at university,” she paused, and licked her lips in concentration. She makes me sound like a sexual predator! “...how often did you consume porn?” She looked at me carefully.

“Sweetheart, you know I didn't have many women at university.” You know full well I'm a virgin!

“Baby please. Answer the question.”

I nodded timidly. “Well, I watched videos from time to time.”

“Every what? Every week? Every day?”

I blinked. “It depends. When you're busy, some days you don't.... But other days if you're bored or if you can't sleep...” Alexandra nodded, urging me to carry on. “....maybe once day, or more.”

She tilted her head to one side. “So, like six times a week? Eight? Ten?”

“Maybe, sometimes.” I was beginning to feel a bit embarrassed.

“Digby, we're getting married next Saturday. Now I've found you again I'm determined to make this work, do you understand? I'll do whatever it takes to save our marriage and make it work.” She came and sat on my lap and kissed me gently on my lips. “We mustn't have any secrets between us, baby. I need you to look me in the eye when I ask you this.”

I waited nervously for her question. She looked grave.

“Have you consumed porn since we've come back together?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but no words came out. I was unable to lie and too ashamed  to tell the truth. I could only look at her, red-faced and wordless. She nodded sadly, got off my lap and looked out of the window, standing with her hands on hips. I cradled my head in my hands.

A minute passed, at least, before she began to speak. “What do you want me to say, Digby? Do you want me to tell you it's OK, that I understand these urges of yours? And what will happen a few years down the line?”

She turned around and faced me. “What happens to other marriages, Digby? That's how it could be for us. In three or fours years I'll be frying sausages for the kids, and you'll be upstairs jerking to some fat-titty slut on a porn page. Is that what you want, Digby? Is that what we're getting married for?” I shook my head silently.

I was relieved when she came over, knelt with her face to mine and softly began to stroke my cheek. “Don't get me wrong, baby. I don't want it to be like this. I'm not going to tell you what you can and can't do,” she paused, “I just need us to do things together; to be open and honest; to be a hundred per cent sincere with one another. If you need porn I want to be part of that.” She kissed me softly on the lips.

“But I know what it's like, baby. Believe me – I do understand you. I'm not an expert in boys, but I know you have these urges,” She smiled pityingly, “It's not your fault. It's biological. You have to spurt. And I know you're not strong enough to resist. I know you're going to end up jerking it at work, on your mobile in the toilets, or at home when I'm not here. And I don't want that, because then you won't need sex with me. It'll be the start of the end.”

I nodded sadly. She was right.

“I know it's not the same as you meeting up Selena someday. But on a psychological level it is cheating, in a way. And in the long-term it'll destroy this thing we've got. I've told you that I'll do whatever it takes to make this marriage work, but I can't do this alone.” She cupped my face into my hands. “Baby, I need to know if you're willing to help me save this love story.”

“What do you need from me, darling?”

She took me by the hand. “Come with me, baby.” I was led into the bedroom, where she opened a drawer and took out a box we had bought some months before.

“Do you remember this, darling? Do you know what it's for?”

I was horrified. I knew exactly what it was for. I was an avid consumer of chastity porn. I loved women teasing and then not giving. I got hard on the idea of being consumed by lust, with no chance of release. But that was just a fantasy. Now I was scared witless.

Alexandra saw my look of fear and smiled at me. “Baby, don't be frightened. It's me, not some dominatrix with a whip.” She took the device out of its box. It was small and inoffensive. “Sorry about the colour. It was the only one left.”

She put a finger on my lips as I started protesting. “Baby, this isn't about you going weeks and weeks without cumming. It's not like that at all. This is just so that when you come back home from work you're going to be hungry for my body. Please understand me. I'm not forcing you into this. I want you to understand that this is for us, and I want you to do this of your own free will.”

I nodded slowly and took the device. Alexandra threw her arms around my shoulders. “I'm going to make this worth your while, you'll see!” She looked at me, eyes shining. “Put it on now and I'll keep you hot all day. But I promise you I'll release you this evening, and you'll have the orgasm of your life!”

I nodded again, but with more assurance. She was right. This was the best for both of us. I stood up and pulled down my trousers and the frilly panties I was wearing. Then I gave the cage back to her.

She shook her finger at me . “No, no. I want this to be your decision.”

“Darling, this is my decision. And I want you to put it on.”

“This feels like another proposal. God, I feel so hot doing this.” I felt a strap around the back of my testicles, and then my penis being inserted and closed in the bright shaft. It was small but powerful. I knew immediately that there was no way I could pick the lock.

“It feels strange. Not unpleasant, just...strange.” The inside wasn't quite as hard as I had imagined. There was even a bit of space at the sides. But at the same time it was tiny. My penis had never looked smaller than now.

“You won't regret this baby. I'll make sure you won't.” Everything in her face screamed lust. “Let's go to the kitchen. Sit on that chair and switch on the computer.” I walked behind her, in my t-shirt and pink cock cage.

“Show me your porn, treasure. Show me what you jerk to.” Her voice was hoarse.

I felt cowed. “For example, something like this.”

Wordlessly, I clicked a link. It was a short video, but straight to the point. A slim blonde with surprisingly rounded tits was circled by a ring of black men. One by one they forced themselves into her mouth and throat, cheering each other on.

I glanced at Alexandra, but she could not look away from the screen. Two of them lifted the girl in the air and impaled her on their huge black cocks. The girl was tiny between their muscled bodies. As her thin legs wrapped around one man's waist, the man behind held her buttocks and pounded her arse. Alexandra watched wordlessly.

The video continued, and I began to feel the walls of my chastity begin to close. It wasn't what I was seeing that aroused me – I was such a connoisseur of porn that this no longer excited me – but my fiancée's reaction. She was mesmerised. As the scene unrolled Alexandra's hand reached down between her legs and started to rub herself through her trousers. The other took mine and held it.

The little blonde was now lying on the floor with her head on the sofa. Men stepped up, stroking their cocks into her face before shooting jets of cum into her mouth, into her hair, and across her tits. Her face was covered, and yet there were still more to come. The biggest of the gang came last. They lifted her onto the edge of the sofa and one by one placed the head of their cocks just at the opening of her vagina. To see their thick cum pulsing in the entrance of her stretched pussy made me wince. For the first time I started to realise what it would mean to be in chastity.

The men withdrew to the sides of the room and the blonde girl, doll-like, was left lying in a pool of cum. Her pussy opened slightly, and a thick line of semen began to trickle down the inside of her leg. But the video was not over. The men came back with a weedy little boy dressed in shirt and glasses and pushed him down in front of her. Oh shit, I screamed inwardly, I didn't realise this was a cuckold video. Now I'm in serious trouble!

“Oh God! This is amazing!!” Alexandra shifted herself forward, unzipped herself and pulled her trousers down to her ankles. Her hand disappeared between her thighs. “How can he do that? This is so sick! And he's enjoying it. He's eating it all!” She opened her knees further, and her hand moved ferociously. On the screen, the man was licking up thick ropes of cum as it flowed out of her vagina.

“It's disgusting. People will do anything for money,” I murmured. I was squirming with discomfort.

My fiancée looked across at me for the first time. Her stare was predatory. “You're so turned on by this, aren't you babe?” she asked. I shook my head desperately, but she ignored me. “This is so good for us. Look at what I'm discovering about you!”

“No, Alexandra, no. You've got the wrong idea. This isn't....”

There was something scary about the way she gritted her teeth when she looked at me. It was something similar to the fits of aggression that took over Selena when she began to pound my arse. She pushed me back on the chair, reached down and touched my anus with her finger. Involuntarily, I let out a groan of pleasure.

“You don't have to feel ashamed of this. This is just a fantasy, okay? It doesn't mean anything. Let's just watch and enjoy.” She kept fingering me.

“Look at him now,” she whispered in my ear, “He's sucking her boobies. Those big black cocks have ruined her, but her husband's cleaning it all up for her. And he loves it. You can see he loves what he's doing.”

The video finished. Alexandra took her finger out of my hole and I was left gasping. My willy was pushing against the sides of my cage, making it hard for me to think straight.

“Let's explore. I need to find out more about you.” She moved the chair so she was facing me, and began to flick through the sections.

First she put on a gay video. We watched for a minute. The pressure on my cage subsided, I relaxed and poured myself a drink. After examining my face for a while Alexandra clicked out.

She entered the 'pissing' section. I shook my head. “No way” I said. She stared at me for a while and then moved on. “Oral – Ebony – Japanese – Solo Women,” she read, “No point checking these out. Of course you like all that. Nothing new there. MILF?”

I shrugged as I answered, “There are good-looking and not so good-looking older women. The same as all the other categories.”

“So you don't mind mature ladies?”

“Not at all. Some are really hot.” I suddenly wondered if I had spoken too carelessly, but Alexandra was concentrating on the job in hand. Maybe it is a good idea to get it all out in the open, I thought, If only I had the guts.

“Lesbian?”

I smiled at her. “I can save you time there. Most men like the idea.”

She looked thoughtful. “So, if you had a girlfriend who had a girlfriend, would you say she was cheating?”

The question caught me off-balance. “Well, for me it's not the same as if she was with a man. I don't think it would hurt me quite as much.” I explained thoughtfully “But I really don't know. Nobody knows what their reaction would be in that sort of situation.”

“If you love the other person you would forgive them and try to work it out together, that's what I think.” You don't say that about Selena. “I mean, isn't that what we're doing now? I discover you jerk to other women, but instead of arguing and getting angry we sit down and talk and get to know each other's needs. If we love each other we can work it through.”

I must have looked doubtful because she carried on. “Honestly Digby, I don't want our marriage to be based what we should or shouldn't do just because that's what other marriages are like. If some day you like the idea of me taking another woman to bed, if you want to join us or just watch and wank, or even hide under the bed or whatever, that's something I would do for you. You just need to tell me your urges.”

I put my arms around her and kissed her full on the mouth. “Darling, you know I feel so lucky to have you. You'll be the best wife anyone could ever have. But don't worry about other women right now. I've got enough with you.”

She raised an eyebrow “What about me and Selena in bed together? I'm sure we could contact her, if you like the idea.”

I felt my groin pulse wildly. Holy shit! That would be amazing! “That's just scary.” I tried to laugh at the idea. “She could end up destroying your backside.”

My bride-to-be tilted her head to one side and smiled slightly. She was making me feel nervous. “Did she ever go with girls?”

“Ah...actually, a couple of times...You're not seriously...”

“Baby, this is just fantasy. Don't get jumpy. Your bum is safe with me, sort of.” Her smile stretched from ear to ear. “Although I would love to see her give you a good spanking. It gets me wet just thinking of letting a dominant black girl loose on my little hubby.” She opened her mouth as if she wanted to add something, but bit her lip.

“Alexandra? You and women.... I mean, have you ever-?”

She dismissed my question with a wave. “Digby, you know I went through a bad patch and  I don't want to talk about it anymore. That's all in the past now. Let's carry on looking what other surprises you've kept hidden from me.”

I saw her choice: 'Transgender'. My mouth suddenly went dry. There was no way I was going to tell her about this. Tranny, sissy, tgirl, shemale, ladyboy, girlcock, trap.....I knew all the tags. It was impossible to believe these creatures really existed. I had often wondered, dick in hand, if I would one day have the courage to fly to Brazil or Thailand or Russia and land in a forbidden world. I took a sip of juice and pointed at the screen as casually as I could, She's watching you. Be careful, “This one looks like an accountant with a wig and high heels.”

Alexandra didn't take her eyes off my face. “OK, let's change. This one. What do you think?” I licked my lips nervously. I knew this tgirl, an amateur working from home with a webcam. She was awesome.

“OK, let's imagine again. You're in a club and you're flirting with this girl – and don't tell me you'd notice anything because that's bullshit – and you go home with her. Are you telling me she couldn't make you cum?”

“If she gives me a blowjob or a handjob, I suppose I would. But if I saw a cock, I'd be out of there straight away.”

She smiled. “Let's do an experiment. Wait up.”

When she walked out, I drummed my fingers on the worktop. I was in turmoil.

She suspects something

Keep cool. Just deny it!

Maybe you should just tell her.

“Do you remember this, baby?” My future wife had returned, waving the hollow strapon we had bought in the sex shop. She was naked from the waist down. “This was meant to be for you. We haven't used it yet.” She placed it in her groin, pointing at me. “Now, you've seen my cock. Do you want to bet I can't make you cum?”

“That's not the same. You're a girl with a strapon, not a transvestite. And that's a piece of plastic, not a penis.”

“Okay, so then you can suck it.”

“What?”

“It's a piece of plastic, like the tip of a pen. Give it a little lick.”

I shook my head, but deep in my cage I felt something stir.

“I'll make it easier for you. I've still got some juice left from before.” I watched as she opened her thighs and dipped it in her pussy. “This is like puppy training. When you smell mummy you won't feel so afraid.” She held the phallus towards my mouth. “Just lick the tip. You don't have to do anything else.”

I slowly stuck out my tongue, and she smeared her juices on it. “You see? Now just give it a little suck and you're finished.” She placed the helmet in my mouth and watched as my lips closed down. “You were telling me that this is not the same as a big juicy cock, so you'll have no problem with what I'm going to do. Sit here on the floor, with your back against the fridge door.”

“Darling, what are you doing?” She had stepped into the straps and was fastening the strapon around her waist. It was crotchless, and the straps pushed out her pussy lips.

“Do you remember when we were first together? We used to play those silly little games where we tried to imagine what it was like to give a blowjob. Do you remember?” It wasn't like that at all. “You used to pretend that you were a girl and I was a boy, and that I was having sex with your mouth. It's so funny to think how innocent we were.”

“Alexandra, I don't want to do this.”

“Baby, it's just a little fantasy of mine. It doesn't mean anything. When Selena told you her fantasy was to spank you, you let her, didn't you?”

I had no answer. “Well yes, I suppose I did.”

“Don't worry baby. I can tell you that after a little while you actually feel quite sexy. You've got a gorgeous mouth, has anyone ever told you that?”

“You have, a few times.” And Selena.

“Good. Well, what did you think juicy little mouths like yours were made for?”

I found myself sitting against the fridge door, facing my fiancée's strapon. Her hands were holding my head tight. Next week we're getting married. This is not normal, I thought.

“Baby, just go along with it. Just to make me happy.”

Obediently I opened my mouth and she slipped in. It's not the giant black dildo, thank God. “There you are. That wasn't so bad, was it?”  She was right. It was not much more to it than the feeling of something hard passing through my lips – like an icicle, but without the ice.

“You're such a good boy. I'm proud of you, baby. Now just a bit more.” Her groin started pushing up against my face. As I put up my hands instinctively, Alexandra grabbed my wrists and pushed them up against the fridge. Eyes wide - and with her cock deep in my mouth - I tried to struggle. But she jammed her elbows against her stomach and the whole weight of her body was behind her. My tongue fought desperately against the shaft as it slid gently to the back of my mouth. It was no good. I was utterly powerless.

“You have no idea how much I love you, baby.” Her voice was almost dreamlike. “And you have no idea what I'm willing to do to keep you happy.” Her cock was almost touching my tonsils. If she keeps on I'm going to gag.

Slowly, she began to pull back. “But you're not willing to open up and give me your full commitment.”

She began to push in again “I think you're lying to me. I think those girly dicks turn you on, and you want to keep it secret.” My neck strained in its effort to take in the whole length. “And there can't be any secrets between us, sweetie. That would destroy our marriage.” She pulled back when I started to retch. I was left to recover, but she kept her cock between my lips. God. This is awful.

“So this is what we're going to do," she continued, "I'm going to take that virgin mouth of yours. I'm going to fuck that sweet little face for the very first time, and you're going to enjoy it.” Her voice was warm and friendly

“I know you're going to enjoy it because when I finish I'm going to unlock your cage. And when I do, your little willy is going to spring up all stiff and excited. And if I'm right and you're being a naughty little boy – if you've been keeping secrets from me - then it'll be the last time I let your willy out until the wedding. How does that sound, sweetheart? Nod if you think that's fair.”

She slid her cock back in. The tickle I felt at the back of my throat made tears begin to stream from my eyes. There is nothing sexy about this. “You have to straighten that throat, baby. Shuffle your back down a bit. That's right. Now lift your chin upwards as far as you can. You'll find it easier.”

Her voice was soft and soothing. “Slide down darling, or this'll go through the back of your head.” Still gripping my wrists, she stood over me, and penetrated me from above.

“Stick your chin up higher, treasure. You'll gag if you don't have that throat straight.” My mouth was swimming with saliva. I felt I was drowning.

“Breathe through your nose, baby. Don't panic...I'll go slow.” Totally overwhelmed, I started to follow her instructions. “Good boy. Now blow that saliva out of your mouth. That way you'll feel better.”

I closed my eyes. I don't feel better. I feel fucking awful. My drool was dripping down onto my throat and onto the top of my chest. My heart was pounding. “That's it baby, you're doing great. This takes some learning, but don't worry. We'll go slow, OK?”

“Listen carefully, sweetie. This is important," she continued, "When I stick this down, you need to widen your throat. You need to imagine you're yawning.”

She paused to let me recover and in that moment I turned my head, trying to free my mouth. The tip of the shaft caught in my cheek and trapped me. Alexandra chuckled warmly. “Baby, don't be silly. Let's get this done. Be patient, okay? Nobody learns this without a bit of practice.”

She blew me a kiss. “Are you ready? I'm going to give you a countdown. Three, two, one...slowly does it.” She gradually pushed down, and I opened my throat to take her in. “That's amazing! Now, just keep it in there while I do another countdown; Three, two, one....and out. Good boy.”

Down she went again. I felt like I wanted to throw up. “Just relax and enjoy it baby. We've got plenty of time. I'll be patient.” I looked up at her pleadingly. Please! I don't like this! 

She gave me time to recover between each slow thrust so I could breathe and blow out drool. “Well done! This took me ages to learn.”

“Can you imagine me in my bedroom, practising with a banana?” She giggled. “You didn't know me then, but I used to be such a cute little girl."

"You've got to breathe through your nose when I'm deep down, okay? That way you won't be so desperate for air when I come up.” I closed my eyes again. All the muscles of my neck and arms were tensed. Tears were trickling down my cheeks.

“Are you ready? There it goes! Now I'm going to hold it down so you can practise breathing through your nose. That's wonderful, baby! You're a natural.” I felt broken. How long is this going to continue?

“You see? There's nothing to it. The rest is practice.” After letting me breathe and blow out saliva she slowly thrust back down. And then repeated it over and over again, always giving me words of encouragement:

“That's it baby. I'm so proud of you.”

“D'you know what girls would do to learn this, treasure? They'd be so jealous!”

“That's wonderful, baby. I bet you never knew you would be so good at this.”

“Your future wife's fucking your mouth, sweetheart. Don't you think that's amazing?”

For the first time I began to catch the rhythm, and intoned silently, Three – two – one – Yawn - Breathe through the nose – Blow out...Three – two – one...

“You're starting to like this, aren't you baby? Now it's slipping in fine.”

“Darling, you should see yourself right now. You're on the kitchen floor getting deepthroated by your fiancée. That is so sexy.”

I opened my eyes just as she was pulling back. I could see her pussy just behind the strapon. Selena's vagina had been puffy and aggressively sexual, with big black lips and open pink hole. Alexandra's was neat and shy; a mound, an indent, a hooded bud, a closed mouth and no more.

But each time she lowered herself I saw her lips open slightly, before the shaft closed down on me and it disappeared from view. But in that moment her whole body seemed to envelop me. With my throat full I could look up and really appreciate the almost imperceptible muscle lines on that firm stomach, and under the crop top I saw her full breasts clearly in a way I never had before. It was fascinating.

I can't say I was enjoying it. The sensation itself was not pleasant, but there was something increasingly erotic about what was happening. I don't know if it was the sensation of being used and dominated, whether it was her words of encouragement, the view of her body from such a close new angle, or the pure filthiness of what was being done to me. All I know is that, despite everything, I was now profoundly aroused.

“If only Selena could see you now, baby. What do you think she'd say?”

“Just imagine that this was a real cock, treasure, and I was some exotic ladyboy in Bangkok. You'd love that, wouldn't you?”

“Do you know what I think, sweetie? I think you're loving this. I think you're a dirty little boy.”

“Practice makes perfect, darling. Just a few more, OK?”

By now I had no idea if I wanted her to stop or not. I was feeling an intense pressure in my cock cage. My whole body felt broken, and yet I was drunk on pure lust.

“Okay sweetie, this is the last one. This time I'm going to keep it in there for a while. I know you can do this.” She thrust in fast and hard, until she practically sat on my mouth. She stayed there. How long in this time?

“Oh God! You have no idea how sexy you look right now.” My eyes were almost popping out of their sockets. “I'd die right now just to have a real cock. A huge black one which I could use to fill your throat with cum right now. It's just not fair!”

She pulled out, and streams of saliva hung for a second between her shaft and my lips. Even after they dropped, I still felt them dangling from my chin onto my upper chest. My arms fell to my sides, lifeless. My t-shirt was drenched, my jaw aching and my arms and neck had been tensed for so long that there was no strength left in them.

But when she wiped her greasy cock on my cheeks and eyes, I felt my own willy pounding with need. I had seen this scene so many times on my computer – a hung stallion wiping his cock onto a pretty girl's face - that to live that experience myself was an instant shot of intense pleasure. I winced with discomfort.

Alexandra began stroking my hair. “Baby, if I take off your cage now, will I see a stiff willy wanting to cum?”

“Alexandra...I don't know how to describe it. I didn't like it at all, but-”

“Tell me the truth Digby.” Her cock was still in front of my face. “You jerk to those videos, don't you? Those beautiful ladies with their big boobs and hard cocks. They turn you on, don't they?”

I nodded. “I'm sorry darling....I just felt ashamed.”

“I hope you see what I'm trying to do here, baby. I'm trying to build something beautiful for us both. You do understand that, don't you?”

“I do, darling, and I feel so lucky to have you. You know that.”

“God! You should see yourself. I don't think I've ever seen anything so gorgeous in my life. I need you now.”

I tried to get up, but she took my shoulders, lay me flat out on the floor and mounted my face. “Eat me first. I'm too hot to wait.”

Her cock landed on the top of my head as she positioned herself on me. This time there was nothing sensual or restrained about her. She was responding to an urge, thrusting her pussy up over my mouth and nose, reaching under the shaft to touch herself. I was an inert and passive object, designed to satisfy her needs. I felt too battered to do anything other than close my eyes and submit myself.

It was the first time that I saw her lose her self-control like that, and it filled me with awe. I felt so aroused that I had provoked such violent desire in her. It hardly took a couple of minutes before she cupped her hands behind my head and pushed my whole mouth into her pussy. Again, I had to use my nose to breathe. I felt her orgasm tremble, stretch and subside.

“Oh baby, you have no idea how much I needed that.” We were both breathing heavily for a while. She got off me, helped me up and pushed me forward into the bedroom. I felt her cock bounce up against my backside as I walked. “Time for your little treat, sweetie. You deserve it.”

We were in the bedroom. “Here treasure. The other way round. Your head leaning over the edge of the mattress.” I looked up at the ceiling and felt a moment of tired happiness as I felt her unlock and open my chastity. Is she going to she give me a blowjob? It would be my first.

Two fingers tweaked and pressed to check my hardness, and then she came around and stood behind my head, looking down at me.

“You remember the deal, don't you baby? You lied to me. You told me you didn't like those girlies with their bouncy cocks. So I have to lock you up after this.” Sweaty and sticky with her cum and my saliva, I did not protest. “Enjoy this, because it's going to be your last before our wedding. I want you to stroke yourself. I want to watch you cum for me.”

Although erect and impatient, I was too exhausted to jerk very fast. Alexandra patted my chin and forehead with her strapon.

“Open that little mouth of yours, treasure. Let me fuck it for you. You'll see how easy it is now.” The way she took her penis in her hand and slipped it in my mouth again was hypnotic. She had removed her t-shirt, and from my angle I saw her face leaning over two peaks of intense beauty.

She was right. I took it inside with all the ease of a vagina. Alexandra noticed it too, and her rhythm was different than before. She was in no mood to be patient with me now.

“That's a good boy. Take that cock in.” She leaned forward on the bed and pushed in her full length the very first time. My chin was stretched back so far that my nose was under her pussy.

“You like that, don't you baby?” I did. I felt dirty. I felt hard. My strokes accelerated.

And so did her pace. The inside of her thighs thrust back and forward just before my line of vision. I felt her cock push up against the walls of my throat, time and time again. I gagged. She pulled out. I kept stroking. I was hot.

“Do you want me to carry on, sugar?” I nodded. “Then tell me how much you need it. Let me know what you want me to do to you.” I still felt her cum smeared around my lips as she patted my mouth with the shaft..

“Please Alexandra. Please carry on," I murmured.

“Carry on doing what, sweetheart?”

“Fucking my mouth. Please, I need it.”

“Does it make you feel dirty?” She slipped her cock between my lips and then out again, teasingly.

“It makes me feel like a whore.”

“Like a sissy whore?”

“Yes, that's right. Like a sissy whore.”

“I love hearing you talk like that. What are you, baby? Tell me.” I felt the shaft between my lips again, and straightened my throat to take it all in. Her whole body seemed to be bearing down on my mouth.

She pulled out. “I'm a slut.” I just had time to gasp out the words when she penetrated me again. “What else?”

“I'm a sissy.” As soon as I finished the sentence my lips opened to receive her.

“I'm a sissy cock whore.” My fingers were like a blur on my cock. I gagged again.

“Don't spurt yet, baby. I want my cock inside your throat while you cum,” she told me.

I couldn't wait. The pressure was building. I felt it arrive. “Please!" I cried "Stick it in now!”

She pushed her hips into my face and stayed there. There were a few eternal seconds of silence. I noticed her glistening vagina, the smoothness of her thighs, the pressure of the shaft cramming the walls of my throat, and the gradual yet unstoppable build-up in my loins. Then I heard Alexandra whisper:

“Just look at you, baby. You're getting married next Saturday, and here you are jerking off with a cock in your mouth.”

I came.

Everything blurred. Thick spurts fell on my stomach. Alexandra kept her cock buried deep in me. I could hardly breathe, my mind clouded and my climax seemed to take over my whole body. Finally, the orgasm loosened its grip on me. I shivered. The shaft slipped out, covered in saliva. I had come back from oblivion.

Faraway, I heard a click. Alexandra had closed my chastity belt and locked it.

“That's it 'til we're married, baby.”  She sat back against the headboard and took off her strapon. “Now it's my turn. The last one was too frantic for me.”

She opened a drawer and brought out the black dildo and a smaller silver one for her behind. “I need it to be more leisurely this time, more satisfying. Why don't we order a pizza? That way you can work my pussy all evening long.”

I rolled over and tilted my head towards her. Her legs were open. As she dialled she smiled at me and beckoned. There was no time to rest.
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Chapter 5: Wedding Night

It went really well, considering it was all so last-minute. Alexandra is a traditional girl, so of course she would have loved the full church wedding. I'm just grateful she was willing to give that dream up for my wish to marry quickly.

But it was as classical as we could manage it. To save time I had hired wedding planners and they did a really good job. We left the registry office under a hail of confetti and made our way to an little old country manor. It was one of those September days when the summer refuses to loose its grip on the blue skies and sunlit fields we travelled through.

We had all the usual wedding stuff: The vintage car; a pianist playing Pachelbel's 'Canon' as we filed in; drinks aplenty; a menu that combined lobster bisque, lamb cutlets, salmon fillets and of course, a range of drinks, desserts and then the cake; everybody cooing about what a good-looking couple we were.

And to be honest, I think they were right. In Alexandra's case there's no point even mentioning it. Seeing as you ask, I can tell you she wore a simple ivory wedding dress which left her shoulders bare, gorgeous against her tanned skin. She complemented it with a diadem and two pearl-drop earrings. She was truly beautiful.

But the biggest surprise, I think (basically because everybody expected the bride to be stunning) was how handsome I turned out. Both Alexandra and I overheard people commenting on it.

Alexandra had made me let my hair grow. It had lost its bowl shape and now curled down my neck almost to my shoulders. The unusually hot summer had left highlights on my chestnut tone. I was also beginning to notice the effect of the exercises we did together each morning; not weightlifting or push-ups or anything like that. Rather, different types of squats and lunges – 'bum toners', I think they're called. Anyway, with her help I had improved my posture and I was walking 'more gracefully' as she put it.

I was, of course, acutely aware of that chastity belt all through the ceremony and during the reception. Even after a week I hadn't got used to it. I hated the damn thing, especially as Alexandra made no exceptions as to her own sexual satisfaction. Curled up against her and with my cage wedged between in her bottom, I had found it difficult to sleep all week.

The night before the wedding I had spent on my own for the first time since we had got back together willing the hours to pass so I could be alone with her again.

And that time had arrived. Late in the evening we left the revellers and drove south-west  for just over an hour, until we found ourselves in the honeymoon suite of a small converted castle near Chesil Beach.

As soon as the porter showed us the four-poster bed, Alexandra's eyes lit up, but not because of the ice bucket and bottle of champagne. She looked at me slyly. My own mouth went dry. A week was far too long to be unloved.

After opening and serving the drinks with a flourish, the porter – smirking – backed out of the room. There was a sudden attack of silence as the door closed, and I felt a sudden pang of uncertainty.

I can't explain it very well. It's just that I saw my situation clearly for the very first time: I had married this girl after less than three months together. Our relationship was, let's say, unorthodox; I was ignorant of whole stages of her life; she had treated me cruelly when we had first met; she hadn't told me anything of what had happened to her in those years when I was studying; and now we had flown headlong into wedlock. For the first time my infatuation was unable to protect me from doubt. The woman opposite me was a stranger.

I saw no such apprehension in her eyes. She looked regal in an ivory corset top and knee-high tulle skirt. She lifted her arms behind her head and her ebony hair cascaded down her shoulders. In the soft light it was a sight to behold. She came and curled her arms around my neck and kissed me tenderly. I opened my mouth and felt her tongue. Her kiss awakened a sudden hunger in me. I needed her. I wanted her. I loved her. I was hers.

Slowly, she backed me up against the wall. My cock was throbbing and sore, but this spurred my passion further. Minutes passed before our mouths parted.

“Get undressed, hubby. I want to see you naked, all for me.”

The summer had left no mark on me, but the sunset glow that came through the windows gave a rosy tinge to my pale skin as I stood before her, dressed only in my tiny pink cage. She clasped her hands together and sighed with happiness. “A toast.” She passed me a glass.

“Here's to Mr. and Mrs. White. May they do whatever it takes to keep their passion alive and their marriage strong.” We wrapped arms and I sipped the champagne. She emptied her glass in one go, and poured herself another. “Darling. You've been so patient and so kind to me. Tonight is your night, and I don't want you to forget it. I'm going to make it special for you.” She held out her feet, and I bent down to kiss her high heels. She's going to take my virginity, I thought, At last!

“My beautiful husband!” she whispered, and moved across the room to open her suitcase.

“Take the key, baby.” I heard her throw it on the floor, and I scrabbled around to find it in the half-light.

I straightened and eagerly opened my prisoned cock. “Leave it on the table, darling, for later.” As I I did so, she took from her suitcase the same hollow strapon that she had used to spoil my mouth the week before. I looked at it with some dismay, as I had hoped to take her with my own penis, as tiny as it was. She'll let you, surely.

“No, don't get on the bed treasure. Stay there, facing that mirror opposite.”

With growing alarm I saw my bride pull the straps up under her skirt. “Darling, what...?” I asked doubtfully.

“Sweetheart, I want you to do something for me, okay? I'm a married woman now, so I want you to call me Mrs. White every time you speak. Can you do that, just for tonight at least? This is our wedding night and I want it to be special. Do you understand, treasure? Now, put your hands forward on the bed.”

Alexandra was fully dressed. I was totally naked and increasingly unsure. As I turned around to do her bidding I stammered slightly, “Darling....Mrs. White. I thought......I was thinking....”

“Yes, hubby?”

“You know darling...”

“Mrs. White, treasure.” In the mirror I saw her take her position behind me.

“You know I'm a virgin, Ale.....Mrs. White. I thought we could....”

“Hmmm?” Her firm hand pushed down on my lower back. In the reflection of the mirror opposite I saw her put on a glove and pick up a tube of some sort.

“I thought we could make love. You know, like other couples when they get married.”

I felt her hands part my cheeks, and flinched as her finger pushed cold gel into the opening of my anus. “Who am I, darling?.”

“Sorry, Mrs. White.....could we make love? I mean, to your vagina?”

“Do you think you're man enough to fuck me, hubby?” She started to gently massage my hole.

“Please let me, Mrs. White. I can do it.” Lord! That feels good!

“We're going to play a game tonight, baby. Listen carefully. A real man would fuck me in the pussy hard and fast. Then he would turn over, fall asleep and start snoring, and I'd be left wet and unsatisfied. You're squirming, treasure. Stop it.”

I gritted my teeth. The week-long chastity had taken its toll.

“But I don't think you're a real man. You're too loving and considerate. That's why I married you. And to prove you're not a real man, I'm going to fuck you in the arse. First I'll start slow so you can get into the rhythm, and when I see you're enjoying it I'll start to fuck your brains out of your little willy,” she sniggered, “Where's that champagne?”

“Mrs. White, please! I just want to do things normally for once. Just tonight.” Her finger  entered me, and was starting to probe. “This isn't comfortable.”

“Just relax, baby. You're pushing up against my finger. Breathe deeply and relax.” As she went deeper the stimulation I had felt at the beginning turned into a pressure inside that made me wince.

“If you're a sissy boy – which I think you are - you'll cum when I fuck you in the arse. If you aren't, you won't. In that case, I promise you that I'll open my legs and pussy for you, and you can fuck me any which way you please. Again and again. All night if you like.”

I groaned. There were two fingers inside me now. I felt cramped.

“If you want to win the bet, you've got everything in your favour. Not many men can cum just from having their bottoms pounded. A lot of them like it, they get horny, but they can't cum. Something about finding their gland." A sloppy noise could be heard as she increased the pace of her penetration. "Don't ask me what their problem is. It does the job for me every time.”

My forearm was supporting my weight on the mattress and now I was biting it to keep myself from panting as she continued. “But with you I honestly don't think it matters if you've got this gland or not.”

She took another sip of champagne. “Last night I was in my bedroom thinking about you. It was strange to be back, in the same place where I'd always dreamt about getting married. All those nights wondering who my Mr. Right could be, and there I was, my last night as an unmarried girl....Are you OK, baby?”

I let out a cry despite myself. Alexandra had pulled out both fingers, and abruptly pushed in three. She positioned herself so that I now felt her strapon on my lower back as she probed me. “So as I was there in my bedroom thinking, I came to the conclusion that I adore you so much exactly because you aren't a real man, and I don't want you to become one.”

I was gently swaying to each strong thrust of her hand inside me, puffing out each time. “But that doesn't mean I'm going to deny you sex. I mean, I'm not cruel. It's not like those awful women in those femdom books,” she giggled, “Do you know what I'm talking about? Those stories where there's a woman in high heels and leather whipping a filthy old man.”

God! This is a weird sensation. I'm not sure I like it.

“Some people have some really weird minds, that's all I can say. I don't know how they can get hot reading that rubbish. Now where was I? I think I'm a bit tipsy.” Head on the bed, I was still trying to listen, although it was difficult to follow.

I don't like it! It's too uncomfortable. It feels like I'm going to poo.

“Relax baby! As I was saying, I can't deny you your pleasure, but on the other hand I don't want you to start becoming this macho man who goes out 'til early hours of the morning, getting drunk and fucking prostitutes.”

What on earth are you talking about?

“But I really don't think you're like that." There was a slurping noise as she pulled out her fingers. "Wait there, baby. I'm going to take this glove off and wash my hands. Don't move.”

I stayed as I was, legs slightly apart and bottom in the air. I felt stunned. A part of me wanted to get dressed and walk out of the door. What kept me, perhaps, was the feeling that shouldn't was a word with the same force as couldn't. I certainly had no experience of standing up to Alexandra, or my mother. And so I stayed.

She was also far too beautiful. There was no way I could ever have imagined marrying someone so radiant. And drunk. When she came back out she stumbled around until she found the switch to a foot lamp in the corner. It bathed the room in a soft light.

As she approached, she saw me watching her in the mirror. Stopping in the centre of the room, she gave me a dainty little curtsy. Shouting “Honeymoon in Bangkok!”, she then raised the hem of her tulle skirt to reveal her strapon below, laughing merrily. I swallowed nervously.

She turned me over, laid me face up on the bed and put a pillow under my lower back. “Okay baby, I'm ready. Are you?” She squeezed out some gel, lifted her skirt and began to wank herself. Despite myself, I found it truly erotic. It was the scene of so many fantasies, and it did not feel entirely real. The smooth plastic shaft was startling against the grace and elegance of her dress.

My legs dangled awkwardly in mid-air, so she took my ankles and raised them high in the air. “Open your cheeks so I can get in there.” She saw my look of fear, and whispered gently, “I know you're a virgin, baby. I'll be gentle.”

I felt the head of her cock enter me, but my anus resisted. Forcing herself forward, she pushed too hard and entered with a thrust. I cried out in pain and humiliation.

“Sorry sweetie! That was clumsy.”

That burns! I whimpered, but kept quiet. She gripped my hips and hoisted me up, rearranged her postion, and entered me slowly. I gritted my teeth and moaned. She paused. I sighed. She continued.

“Take a rest baby. I won't push it,” she giggled, “Hold on a second.” She poured herself another glass, and when she had drunk, grabbed me by the upper legs and started pushing in again. “Slowly does it. I think that's far enough this time.” I blew out as she pulled back.

“I was telling you that I don't think it matters - the problem men have in finding this gland in their bottoms. Not for you. I'll tell you why, but first let's get a bit more lube in here.”

I heard a slurp as she pulled out. I moaned again. That was weird too, but sort of nice. The sound was dirty but arousing. I gasped as she parted my cheeks and slipped it in again. Gel was dripping out of my backside down the crack to my lower back and onto the sheets. “Baby, I need you to listen, 'cos this is important. It's about us, and about our marriage.”

“Some women only get off from their clitoris, like me. I love getting fucked, but actually I cum easier when I get it in my backside, like you now. Being fucked in the pussy makes me feel all hot and sweaty, but it doesn't make me cum.”

Caught up in all these new sensations, I wasn't really following what she was saying. I like it to start with, when her cock's around my hole, I thought, But when it goes further in it's just unpleasant. It feels like I need to go to the toilet.

“So everyone's got their own sex gland in a different place; in their pussy, in their arse, in their clit. And do you know where yours is, baby?" She pushed in hard as she asked me. I looked up at her, eyes unfocused and mouth open.

"I think you've got it in your head. Your mind is like a pussy, sweetie; warm, soft, open and eager to be fucked.” She smiled down at me as she said it. I could not answer.

She buried her cock up to the hilt again. I was clenching the sheets and whispering to myself. “And that's what I'm going to do. I'm going to fuck your mind, every single day. And you're going to beg me for more. And I'll give you more. But I'm not going to give you my pussy. And you're not going to cum in my mouth. Not yet."

I was beginning to understand what she was saying, but a mounting sense of pleasure prevented me from protesting. "It's like anything in life. If you don't earn it, you take it for granted. And if you take it for granted you end up throwing it away.”

She stopped with the tip right inside the opening. For the first time since she had started, I wanted her to push in. I looked up at her expectantly, waiting for her, but slowly, the shaft slipped out with a small sucking noise. I sighed with disappointment.

“What I mean, Mr. White, is that by denying you my pussy and my mouth I'm strengthening our marriage. People soon get bored when you hand them everything on a plate. If you fuck me, you might start getting curious about what it would be like to fuck other girls. Am I right?”

“I wouldn't do that darling. You know I wouldn't.”

“Incorrect answer, for two reasons.” She thrust in hard, and I let out a loud moan. That burnt!

“I wouldn't fuck other girls, Mrs. White.”

“Are you sure, baby? You'd get bored fucking my pussy. It happens with every single married man.”

“Darl....Mrs. White, making love to you would be amazing. How could I get bored?” She was now penetrating me with long, firm thrusts. I seemed to be taking it easily now.

“Other girls' pussies' wouldn't do the same job as mine, baby? Are you sure?” I couldn't answer for a second. A strange new sensation was taking over my arse and groin. The burning's gone.

“How about Selena, treasure? Did you never want to fuck her pussy?”

“Oh yes!”

As she pulled back she slapped my backside with both hands. “What's that, baby?”

“Yes, Mrs. White. I wanted her.” I'm starting to like this!

“Exactly, baby. And if I give you what you're asking for, you'll soon go looking for her pussy or someone else's. This isn't your fault, baby. You came out with a technical fault, like all your gender.” I was too distracted to answer. Little waves of pleasure were beginning to appear on the horizon.

“So this is the bet, hubby. If you cum now, with my cock inside you, that will be your love life sorted for a long time. You'll be locked up and taking it in the arse. So if I were you, I'd change that look on your face, 'cos I'm starting to think you're enjoying this.”

I raised my head slightly, and the whole scene was sealed on my mind: My wife's cock, emerging from her soft semi-transparent skirt and slapping into me; a view - between my raised legs - of her tanned shoulders against the soft ivory corset; a half-empty champagne glass daintily held in one hand as she took my virginity; the unkempt hair under the diadem; the full, sensual lips, smug and smiling, drunk on alcohol and power.

I tried to answer, but I could only look up at her with glazed eyes and open mouth. My head fell back on the mattress. Something strange was building up in my loins, under the sucking noises of each thrust.

“Oh God! You're cumming! You dirty beast.”

I was ejaculating! But it wasn't the same as normal. Instead of violent spurts, my cock was dribbling ceaselessly. Cum was flowing out of my willy and pouring down to form a pond at the base of my shaft. The body-shaking orgasms of other times had been replaced by something softer, which seemed to envelop my mind in a cloud of near-bliss. And it isn't over. It's still coming out!

“That's incredible! I've never seen so much cum in my life, and you're still at it."

I was beyond answering. My eyes were closed, head back, and my mouth was curled into a soft smile.

Alexandra pulled out, and my moan was a mixture of arousal and dismay. She poured another glass and stared at me as she sipped it. Shaking her head, she whispered to herself, "I can't believe I've just married a sissy boy!”

Red-faced, I lifted my head again. I didn't know what to say to excuse myself.

“That's so weird! It was like an orgasm but not exactly. I don't know if I've cum or not,” I said, finally.

“This is my first time fucking a man, so you'll have to bear with me. Help me with my corset, hubby, if you want to see my titties.” She giggled again.

“Okay darling.” I sat up as she turned around. Who cares? I liked that, and she doesn't mind.

“Mrs....? Don't forget, treasure.” She turned her head back toward me, eyebrow raised.

“Of course, Mrs. White.”

“You can have a little suck if you want, sweetie. But don't forget to thank me.”

“Thank you, Mrs. White, for letting me suck your titties.”

As my mouth closed down gently on her nipple, she softly stroked my hair. “I feel so happy, baby. You're perfect for me.” She suddenly raised my head and looked into my eyes “I'll make sure we'll always be happy together, darling, and we'll never get tired of each other. You just need to trust me and obey. Will you do that?”

I nodded. “I'll trust and obey you, Mrs. White.”

She smiled and pulled her skirt up over her breasts and head. “Let's turn you around and see if we can get more of that nasty goo out of you.” I think we can, I realised, I'm still hard and horny.

“No, here. Opposite that mirror.” I leant over on the bed with my back to her, and felt her grab my hips from behind. “I need you to open your bottom for me, hubby, so I can get in.” With my face on the mattress I stretched my arms behind me to do her bidding. “That's it, sweetie. You look so beautiful like that.” In the looking glass I saw her lube her cock again. This time I was eager to be penetrated.

She slapped my bottom mischeviously. “Get your tongue ready for when this finishes, baby. I'm leaking almost as badly as you are.” I bit my lip as I felt her glide into me again. “Tell me what you feel, sweetie. I want to know.”

“You're stretching me out, Mrs. White. It feels nice and warm and sticky.”

“Do you like my cock, baby? Do you like it when I fuck you?”  She had already set a steady rhythm.

“I love it. I love it when you fuck me.”

“Are you a sissy, baby? Have I married a sissy faggot?”

“I am. I'm a sissy. My cock is too small to call myself a real man.” At the end of each thrust she stayed inside for a moment, and each time I felt the front of her thighs against the back of mine.

“That's right, baby. That's what I want to hear. You know you can't satisfy me with that thing of yours. I want to hear you say it.”

“I can't satisfy you. I'll never be able. I'm just a small-cock sissy.” All that I had heard in my porn sessions suddenly spurted from my mouth. “I just need you to fill me with that big cock of yours!”

She stopped thrusting. Her shaft was again on the edge of the opening. I sighed with frustration. “I need you to ask for it, hubby. You have to beg,” she teased me.

“Please! I need it so bad.” She was entering me again, but now it was slower. “Oh, please fuck me harder. Like a sissy whore. I deserve it.” God, I feel so dirty!

“Then push back onto it, sissy, if you need it so bad.”

I raised myself onto my arms to do as she told me, and as I did so I saw myself in the mirror. My face was completely open; mouth, eyes, everything. Behind me, I saw Alexandra bend her torso down to mine.

“Can you feel my titties, hubby? How they slide across your back when you move?”

I'm cumming again! In the mirror, I saw a thin stream of seed slide down onto the bed. How much is there?

“Baby, this is our wedding night. I need you to give me your vows. Right now. There's no better moment,” I heard her whisper behind my ear, “Do you love me sweetheart? Will you repeat your vows for me?”

“Oh yes, I love you so much!” It felt like I could just keep cumming forever. When does this end?

“I, Digby White, do solemnly declare - say it baby! I promise I'll fuck you if you do, okay?”

I put my forehead on the mattress and let her control. There was no resistance now. She could pound me as she pleased. “I, Digby White, do solemnly declare....”

“...that I am a small-dick sissy with no right to pussy....” As I repeated, her hand crept under me and began to caress my balls.

“...and as such I am henceforth willing to hand all rights and ownership of my will, mind and body to my wife, Mrs. Alexandra White, including physical needs and sexual members....” She gently slid in, using the same slow rhythm of her thrusts to stroke my penis. I was on a plateau of arousal, neither advancing or receding.

“...understanding thereby that I have renounced all rights of redress, refusal or complaint...” Please, I only need three or four strong thrusts inside!

“....and that, under all circumstances and situations, I will obey, adore and please my wife as befits a beautiful sissy husband.” Alexandra was now jerking my dick faster. I closed my eyes. I was on the edge.

“...and that this accord is timeless, limitless and unbreakable.” As soon as I finished those last words Alexandra gave one last strong tug on my penis, took my hips and thrust into my arse savagely - once, twice and three times. “You dirty slut!” she hissed.

I screamed. And exploded. There was no doubt that this time it was the real thing. Streams of cum flew onto the sheets below. I could do no more than ride the huge waves that were about to engulf me. My scream became a moan, my moan a long whine, then a shudder. Finally I fell, a dead weight, onto my own seed.

I was still impaled. Alexandra scratched and squeezed my snow-white bottom distractedly, but I was too far gone to react. Only when she pulled out sharply did I cry out again,and shudder. But I did not move.

“You see, baby. The problem is when you cum first you forget about me. It's not really your fault. Men are genetically selfish, you know. That's why training is so important. So first you're going to thank me for fucking your backside, and then you're going to spend the rest of the night showing me how sincere you were when you uttered those vows. Meanwhile, I'm locking you up. Spoiling you now will just cause problems later.”
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Chapter 5: Honeymoon

Someone was softly patting my face. It took me a moment to find my bearings. The four-poster bed. The hotel. My wife. Honeymoon. "Baby, wake up. I need you," she was whispering - almost hissing - in my ear.

"Darling, what-?" I felt her climb up onto the pillows behind my head. Bleary-eyed and half-asleep, I muttered, "I need some water."

"No, no. Later!" I felt my wrists pinned down. She straddled my face. In one second I was enveloped by her skirt, buried in a cocoon. My upper arms sank into the mattress under the weight of her legs. I was trapped.

"Suck me out!" I felt her lower onto my face. "My bottom first." She shifted, and I sleepily stuck my tongue out onto her hole. "Rim it!" I felt her tug at my cage. She was releasing me.

Wow! This works better than a strong coffee. I was already hardening under the sheets as Alexandra urged me on.

"It's coming. My pussy!" She shifted, and I felt the warmth of her vagina on my mouth. "Eat it, baby. Take whatever comes out."

The sensation was exhilarating. I could see nothing. My hearing was muffled. I was in a world of sensations, of husky smell and soft wetness. I started flicking her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, a little clumsily, as it was the opposite angle.

She was moaning with desire, "No, no baby! Leave that 'til later. Just open your mouth and suck my pussy. Drain it!" I obeyed, and she continued to instruct me, "Use your tongue."

I placed my lips and softly probed her opening. It was wet, but a wetness that was nothing like I had noticed before. It was loaded, thick, salty....

I cannot properly describe the flicker of my emotions. My first sensation was one of extreme arousal; I felt my willy surge and pulse, and then I was invaded by a tremor of apprehension which, shifting, quickly turned to alarm, disbelief, and then horror.

"What's this?!?" I screamed, but my muffles had no effect. I tried to kick, but I could not free myself from the well-tucked sheets. My arms were pinned down, my head imprisoned by her silky smooth thighs, and now her hands reached down to push my face in deeper. I felt helpless, humiliated and filthy.

"Baby, give in to it. Let yourself feel it." I had closed my mouth to stop the flow of seed entering my mouth. But now her pussy had covered it and I felt a thick, lava-like flow my lips. I was suffocating. My nose was buried between her cheeks. I could not breathe. "Don't be shy, sweetheart. I know you want to do this. Just let go of that stupid manly pride."

Don't open your mouth! My mind was screaming, but I could no longer struggle against my need to breathe. My muffled gasp was like that of a diver coming up for air. And in the same moment opened my mouth I felt the thickness enter my mouth. I flailed uselessly.

"Your cock's hard, baby. Don't deny what's real," she said as she stroked me, "There's nobody else here, hubby. You don't need to be ashamed of your desires." I closed my mouth again, but when she squeezed my testicles I gave a silent scream. At that same moment a lump of cream fell down onto the back of my tongue and slid down my throat.

"Don't make me get angry with you, sweetie. I need you to do this right. You have to clean me. That's what we agreed the other day." She gave me another squeeze as warning, and then softly pulled my foreskin.

The initial shock had subsided; cum was already pasting my mouth. I found myself overwhelmed, speechless, a recipient for her needs. I kept my mouth open and more seed flooded in. How much is there? I felt as if I was drowning. There was nowhere to blow. I swallowed. Dollops of semen passed through my throat. I swallowed again. I breathed. I parted her lips and began to tongue her. There was more inside. You're eating another man's cum!

Half-dizzy with my rude awakening, closed in my dark cell, even then I could tell she was ecstatic. Her voiced dripped thickly with lust. "This is what I want from you, baby. You are my husband, and this is your duty."

The pleasure of her gentle hand finally called me through the storm of emotions. I began to feel giddy. The smell of her wet pussy, the taste of seed, the touch of her hands - they all began to combine. I lost my footing, and was swept along by the force of my senses. Don't you have any sense of shame? This is disgusting.

"And you're gagging for it. You love eating other men's cum from your wife's pussy. Your little cock is throbbing." She released her hand, and I moaned with dismay.

"Baby, this is your life from now on. Learn to enjoy it." I felt her face and tight buttocks press down in short stabs on my face. Her voice was heavy with longing. "Every woman needs big hard cocks from time to time, baby. You're too small to satisfy me." I felt like an iron bar had been inserted in my willy. But now it was untouched and alone.

"I'm cumming!" She sounded surprised, as if taken in an ambush. Instinctively, I began licking the edges of her vagina.

"I'm cumming!!" More insistent this time, more urgent. I felt unbelievably sexy. "I'm....." Her sentence tailed off into a long, despairing wail. Her groin shook and my head, embedded, shook with it.

It was an overdose of eroticism, and yet a part of my mind refused to accept it. This is disgusting. You cannot like this.

"My God baby! It makes me so hot to think you love me enough to do this." Still panting, Alexandra rolled off, freeing me. "That was amazing!"

I remained on my back, my little cock pointing at the ceiling. I wiped a line of cum from my lips, and without thinking, smeared it on my tongue. I felt unnerved. I did not know how I should react. I was caught between my pride and my desire.

"Come here and kiss me, baby." I sat up, and she kissed me passionately. I was still daubed with juice, and she began to lick me, like a cat. "God! I love you so much!"

"Alexandra. What was that? What was I eating? What have you done?"

She stared me in the eye, with a faint smile curling the corner of her luscious mouth. Unaccountably, I blushed. She smiled, got up and took a chair. Still fully dressed, she sat opposite me.

"You left me downstairs, sugar. You were tired."

I nodded. The night before had been awful. I had spent the whole night satisfying Alexandra's needs. But although she had fucked my arse and stroked my penis, she had not allowed me to cum. It had been too frustrating for me to sleep.

On this, the last evening of our honeymoon, we had gone down to the hall for a quiet drink. There were not many people there. Some tourists, a few locals with their pints of bitter. The atmosphere was quiet, but Alexandra started up a conversation with some older ladies who were in the area on holiday. But I could not keep my eyes from closing and  Alexandra, taking pity on me, sent me up to bed.

"I was about to come up here and join you. I wasn't that tired, but people were leaving. Then this group of boys showed up," she explained.

I felt my stomach tightening. Watching my expression carefully, Alexandra took me between finger and thumb. "It was a stag night. They were country boys, big strapping lads, very noisy and boisterous, but nice kids really. One of them came up to me and asked me if I could kiss the groom-to-be. The last kiss before he gets married, that's what I was told." She began moving her hand on my willy. "He said that if I couldn't convince him to pull back from the brink, then nobody could," she giggled.

"So I kissed him. He smelt nice and fresh. He was quite good-looking, actually. Too young to marry, I thought, and I told him so. He was quite embarrassed actually, which provoked me. So I kissed him again." My breath was heavy, broken, and I was not sure if i wanted to carry on listening. "And this time we kept on kissing. For minutes."

"Alexandra," I mumbled, "We're married. You can't do this."

She took the gel from the bedside drawer and squeezed a little on her fingers. "Baby, other people don't get less attractive just because I've got a ring on my finger. I still need to feel sexy. I still want to feel desired. I've still got my urges."

"But....." I couldn't say anything. A tear ran down my face, out of nowhere.

"I know it's hard for you, sweetie, but I can help you. It'll take some time to get used to it, but if we love each other, we can do this." As her fingertips gently stroked the tip of my penis, she licked the tear from my face. I shook my head in anguish.

"There's one thing you need to know, treasure." I felt real physical pain from what I was hearing, but at the same time her fingers were soothing the heartache. "I never cum with these boys. With these and all the rest. When I come home after being fucked, the reason I need you as that they can't give me what I want. They make me horny, they make me hot; but I need your sweet tongue to put out the fire." Oh God! Her hand is killing me!

"If you're jealous, it's because you aren't thinking about me. Your mind has been crammed with all this crap we've learnt since we were born: about what it means to be a boy; about what a little girl should and shouldn't do. So it's normal that you feel like this. But what do you really want, once you strip all that away? Shall I show you?"

She took her hand away. My little cock was thrusting up, eager to continue.

"I know what turns you on, baby. And I think you do, too, if you were really honest with yourself. You don't want wifey to open her legs for you for five minutes every second Thursday. You don't want to spend the rest of your life living your needs on a computer screen. You want this, baby. But you need to stop thinking about what other people would say, about what's normal and what's not."

"But this boy was fucking my wife, as I was sleeping!" I blurted, outraged. Alexandra didn't answer. She looked down at my erect penis and, pointedly, looked back up at me. I flushed again.

"You don't need to feel jealous of these people, sweetheart. This boy's getting married next week. But he's already bored of poking his girl. He's going to spend his married life creeping around, denying to himself his real desires. Or do you think that he doesn't have hidden yearnings? Longings he can't confess? Do you think you're the only one?"

I looked at her in quiet awe. She's so wise! And so brave in her determination to live her own life! I nodded slightly. "But it's hard for me, Alexandra." Unwittingly, another tear fell.

"Of course it's hard, baby. But I'm doing this for both of us. And I know we can get through this together." She climbed on my lap, pulled down her blouse and offered me her breast. I clamped my mouth down on it. I needed comfort.

"I took him into the toilet, hubby. I sat him on a cubicle and sucked his cock. He loved it, treasure. He just couldn't believe it was happening. He was so grateful. I asked him, and he said that's he's only ever been with his girlfriend. He said that they've been sweethearts since they were fourteen. My heart went out to him. I think he's making a terrible mistake."

"So I told him to take me up to his room, right here on this floor. I wanted to make it special for him because he was just so sweet and innocent. I did a striptease, and his eyes just popped out of his head. He'd never seen anything like it. It was really touching."

Alexandra sat back down on the chair opposite me, with one breast showing, one strap dangling from her shoulder. She did not touch me, but my cock was sore with desire.

"And I sat on him and we made love. I made it as tender and as loving as I could, so he could think about it on those cold winter nights he's got in store." She touched my face. "Baby, stroke for me. Don't be so proud."

"And I asked him where he wanted to cum," she told me softly, as I took my erect penis, "He chose my pussy. And he came inside, baby. He didn't stop cumming. It was just lovely to watch his face and feel him."

"But of course I always end up with the same problem. My pussy's burning and I've got nothing to soothe it. So I asked him to call his friends." My heart gave another turn as I heard this, but my rhythm increased. I kept jerking and did not miss a word.

"So they all came up. And they all fucked me. One after the other. All of them came in my pussy. Every single one." She tilted her head as she said this, and watched my eyes cloud over. "You're moaning, baby. What's wrong?"

"There were a few sniggers and a few laddish comments, but I thought they were very respectful. Maybe too much, in fact. I needed a bit more roughness." My fingers were moving in a blur. She was smiling openly as she watched me.

"You know it's so sexy to see you like this, working your little cock while I tell you about how they fucked me. It reminds me of when we started."

It's coming! "Darling, how many were there?" I managed to breathe out the question.

She waved a hand. "Loads! A whole stag party. They practically filled the room. I don't know...fifteen? Twenty?" she chuckled, "I'm sorry cucky. I should have known you'd ask. I'll count next time."

I did not want to cum at that precise moment, but it was too much for me. I lost it. Alexandra clasped her hands together and laughed delightedly as she saw me spurt all over my hands and stomach. "Oh cucky, you're cumming! You love hearing about this, don't you, you dirty boy?"

Cucky. I fell back on the bed. My wife was already climbing on top of me. "You haven't finished yet. There's still some left inside."
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Chapter 6: Married Life

"It still hurts you, doesn't it, sweetie?"

It wasn't really a question. Since the honeymoon Alexandra had had a few 'incidents', as she referred to them, and she had told me, in varying detail, about each one. The latest was her (female) gym instructor. But there was still something I could not fully accept. There was something that still resisted.

I don't want to give you the image that my wife is a slut. It's not like that at all. Almost a year had passed since we were married, and she had only had her fun half a dozen times. She assured me that I satisfied her completely, and yet she needed those adventures to feel wanton, to feel seductive, to feel young and attractive - so that she could return home radiant, wanted, so that her husband would find her sexy. No frumpy housewife, no nagging bore. She did this all for her husband, for me.

And although I understood all this, and although I gave thanks for the luck that had led me back to her, there was a part of me - the last fortress of my mind - which held out, and told me that something was profoundly wrong. Each time her tales would reduce me to a panting mass of lust. But after my orgasm, I no longer felt at ease with myself.

"You need to see it. You need to take part."

"Darling, I'm not sure that's a good idea. What if I see things that I can't get out of my head later? I don't think I'll be able to go through with it."

"Ssshh, baby." She put a finger to my lips. "Don't you trust me?"

"Of course I trust you, darling," I licked my lips nervously, "But what did you have in mind?"

"There are only two types of men." She laughed. We were having breakfast, and she was wearing a summer chemise, almost transparent. Her breasts seemed ready to drill a hole through the satin. "The first are dommes, and they like pretty teen blondes. The second are subs. They like big black cocks." Her sly sideward glance made me squirm. "That's it. You only need a three-day course to understand the male species."

"You mean you don't like black .... er.... penises?"

"The key to happiness is a balanced and varied diet." She lifted her head and give a loud chortle. "Of course I like them, but it's not an obsession. But you people can't think about anything else."

You people? "Excuse me, darling, but I can assure you I do not spend my day dreaming about black cocks."

She looked at me tenderly. "You still try to show me your manliness, baby, and I love that. Keep at it, but we both know that when we want to watch a film, you always choose one with black cocks in it."

"That's not true!" I was genuinely hurt. "We watch other things." Lesbians and shemales.

I felt her foot nestle itself into my groin. "Wait until you see the real thing, baby. There's no comparison. The only shame is that I'm not blonde." My mouth went dry. She winked. "Do you want me to dye my hair, cucky? Just for you? Just to make it complete?"

With a growing pressure on my chest, I shook my head emphatically. Her eyes twinkled. "I know the right person. The husband of a friend of mine. They're both dommes. But they know how to tone it down if needs be. He does anyway. I'll make sure they treat you right."

"And what if I end up with a visual scar, with an image I can't get out of my head?" I held out my hands "I don't know if I can go through with it. I don't know how I'll react."

She smiled. "I do."

*                         *                         *

One week passed, and another, but I didn't mention anything. Nor did she. She was making me wait for it. A third week came and went. I was kept in chastity and milked with my wife's finger or with her cock. But she didn't let me cum. Not full on.

We watched more films than usual. Gangbangs, bukkake. Always black muscled bodies penetrating little teen blondes. At times she made me kneel and serve her pussy while she gave me a commentary, and I would get hard on the sounds I heard behind me.

Another week passed. She didn't have any 'dates'. She kept faithful and waited. Eventually, I cracked.

I licked my lips nervously, "Darling?"

"What is it, baby?" Her eyes were wide with concern.

"Do you remember our conversation?"

"Which one, sweetie?" She was eating melon with a knife and fork.

"The one about....your suggestion...." She looked at me, enquiringly. "You have a friend, a black friend and his girlfr....partner."

"I'm sorry baby." She shook her head. "I'm such an airhead. I can't remember anything."

I swallowed. She wasn't going to let me off the hook. "You said that maybe I should be...present...when you are, er....." This is going to be humiliating.

Alexandra sipped her coffee and waited, cup in hand.

I sighed. Try again. "The idea was that you make love to this man and his wife or girlfriend or whatever she is." She raised an eyebrow. "Have sex." I corrected myself. "You have sex with this couple and I watch. That was your idea."

She took another slice of melon, tasted it slowly and dabbed her lips with the napkin. Then she slowly smoothed the napkin out on the table, and sighed. "But baby. That was weeks ago. I'd forgotten all about it. Why didn't you remind me earlier, if you were so keen?"

"I wouldn't say keen. I mean, it's better for our marriage." That's what she would say.

"But I'm not so sure, sweetheart. I mean, you made me think about it. What if you see something that you can't get out of your mind? It could leave a mental scar. It might cause untold damage."

There was a pause. There's no way out of this. I have to say it.

"I don't think so, baby." I blew out. "I want to see it."

"Get to the point, baby. I have to do my hair." She beckoned me over.

"I want to see you have sex with this man," I said. My stomach fluttered. She smiled, took her necklace and opened my chastity belt. At last!

"But it's going to be more than just that, baby. He'll fuck my mouth, you know that?" She waved me down in front of her, and I knelt obediently.

"I know that, darling. I'm......willing." She opened her knees so I could look between her thighs.

"But you need more than just being willing, treasure." She took a packet of cigarettes from the table. Her morning cigarette. "You won't convince me like that. Try again."

"I want to see you being fucked by a black dick, darling. I want to see you suck a big black cock." There. I've said it. Involuntarily, my hand went down to my cock. Alexandra tutted and shook her head. I scratched my stomach, guiltily.

"Darling. How many times have I told you I love you? If you want something you only have to ask." A flame shot up as she lit her cigarette. She blew out. For an instant, a halo of smoke covered her head. I looked up at her imploringly. Please don't make me do this. She sat back in her chair. Her skirt slid up her thighs. I was hard.

"Darling, I'd love you to..." She shook her head. I bit my lip. "Would you be so kind as to let me watch..." I swallowed, "...you be fucked by a black man?"

She placed the cigarette between her lips, sucked slowly, and expelled. She never inhales. That's not smoking. Silence. She was waiting.

"Could you show me what it's like to see a black cock between your lips?" Just to be sure, I added, "And to see him cum in your mouth?"

"The magic word." She pulled up her skirt almost to her waist. Such perfect thighs.

"Please let me....enjoy that experience." Please let me touch myself.

"I'd do anything for you, baby. You know that and take advantage of me." She sighed and took another drag. "But if it makes you happy.... take my phone."

"What?!"

"Mind your manners, sweetheart."

"I'm sorry, darling," I blushed, "You want me to...call?"

"His name's Jason. If you ask him nicely he might find the time to fuck your wife."

My hand was shaking as I took the phone. I looked up at Alexandra desperately. She crossed her legs and coolly dangled her shoe as she smoked. Now or never. Get it over and done with. I pressed the button. It was ringing.

"Hello?" I heard a deep male voice. I opened my mouth, but nothing emerged. "Hello?" the man repeated

"Hi. Is that Jason?" I stared at the shoe. The slow swing from side to side was hypnotic. It helped me to calm my nerves.

"Speaking."

"Pleased to meet you." You haven't met him yet, you twit. "My name's Digby. I'm Alexandra's husband. Do you know Alexandra?" I blurted.

"Of course I do. Who doesn't know Alexandra?" he chuckled. It was a nice sound, soft and warm. "So you're her husband?"

"That's right." I was almost relieved to be talking to this man. After the conversation with Alexandra, this was almost soothing.

"And your reason for calling?"

I licked my lips. Just say it. "I want you to fuck her."

Immediately, I heard a hiss in front of me. Alexandra was shaking her finger at me. "That's no way to talk. Don't be rude, Digby!"

There was no sound on the other end of the line. The man was waiting. I tried again, "I'd be grateful if you could pleasure my wife."

He laughed out loud "That's great! There's no better way to start off the day than to have a man ask you to service his wife." He called to somebody off the phone. "Hey Sarah! It's Alexandra's husband. Wants to arrange a session." A pause. I heard a lady's voice in the background. He spoke to me again. "What do you mean by pleasure? What do you want me to do, exactly?"

I looked at Alexandra. She made a gesture with her hand. I can start stroking now. She lets me. "I'd love to see you use her mouth..."

"Hang on a second. Sarah, come over here and listen to this."

"...I've never been to... I mean, I've never seen my wife with anyone, not directly. It would be the first time." I was touching myself.

"Very romantic." It was the woman's voice. She sounded sharp, like a headteacher. "But what are you asking us? Don't beat around the bush."

"Could you come over....tonight?" I looked at Alexandra desperately. She looked genuinely surprised "And then you could both use her....as you want."

"And what would you do?"

"I would watch." I needed this conversation to end, so I could finish myself off. I felt humiliated, but at the same time deeply excited. I had never imagined myself capable of this.

"That's it? Watch?" The woman was leading the conversation now.

"I'd like to jerk myself off watching my wife....with your husband, and you too. If that's okay," I added politely.

"No, it's not okay. You'll have to eat my man's sperm from your wife's pussy. And from mine."

"That would be a pleasure."

"What's your problem? Why do you need us? Can't you satisfy her yourself?"

"I've got a small....willy."

"Put me over to Alexandra, cuck."

My wife took the phone and listened, watching as I beat at my willy furiously. "He's touching himself now, Sarah."

The stern voice continued at the other end. Alexandra called down to me, "Baby, Sarah says you can't ejaculate. You've got to keep sharp." No, please! I looked at her, pleading. "Sweetheart, take your hands off and don't be naughty. I shouldn't have to say it twice."

Alexandra listened to the voice on the end of the line, and stubbed out her cigarette. "Yes. Okay. That's a good idea. Tomorrow then, or this evening? That's great. You'll love him! He's like a puppy." She squeezed her legs.

"Oh God! Just like the last time - you're making me wet." She winked at me. "No, I swear I won't. I'll just get Digby to warm me up, but I won't overdo it." I felt my head being pushed into her crotch.

"We'll see each other at the parlour first, then. Make sure Jason doesn't see us though. Or Digby. We'll keep it under wraps. See you soon!" The conversation was over.

"Tonight, baby. Warm me up a bit, and then I'm off shopping," Alexandra informed me, “I'm off to meet up with Sarah for a bit of female therapy. You stay here, get the house ready and welcome Jason if he arrives before us. You'll be a good host, won't  you?”

I nodded.

“Good boy! Warm up my pussy a bit, and then I'll get ready.”

*                         *                         *

I had just finished laying the drinks and snacks on the table when the doorbell rang. On opening the door I had to take a step backwards to see his face.

"Hi. You must be Digby." It was the same deep voice I had heard on the phone.

I've never been very tall. At my first high school I was called 'runt' or 'snowflake' - although that second was because of the colour of my skin - so I'm used to being looked down on. But Jason was simply huge: impossibly tall, black and bulky. He could have been a basketball player. Or a porn star.

"That's right. And you're Jason. A pleasure. Come on in." I waved him through, nervously.

He passed into the corridor and kept walking instead of waiting for me to lead him. Wow, he's enormous! "Great house you've got here!" he nodded.

It was a great house. With my salary we had been offered a  mortgage big enough to move out into the leafy suburbs. It wasn't so big, but Alexandra had put her own traditional touch on it. It was light and airy but with a rustic feel that made it homely. "None of this modern stuff," she had said.

"Would you like a drink?" he asked me. I blinked. Shouldn't I offer him? "No thanks. I don't drink....often," I answered.

"Have a brandy." He poured one with a flourish and handed it to me. I looked at it doubtfully.

He laughed, "It'll calm your nerves. This is your first time, right?" He came over to me and laid a hand on my shoulder. Although he was tremendously friendly, I felt intimidated by his pure bulk and the lack of space he afforded me.

"It's brave of you to do this. This is quite a step,” he explained, “But you won't regret it. It's the right thing to do. You'll meet really nice, clean-living people. Take a seat."

I sat down on the sofa. I was used to taking orders from my wife, but this was just weird. "So, are you a sub?" he enquired naturally. As he did so he put his hand on my knee.

Alexandra, please come quickly! "Eeerr....I suppose you could say that, yes," I answered. He looked at me, nodding. I swallowed.

"So you've known Alexandra for a while?" I asked, to break the silence and cover my discomfort. As soon as I said it, I blushed.

He laughed as a big man laughs, heartily. "I've seen Alexandra a couple of times, but not in this type of situation. Sarah's our contact." I nodded to show I understood "I mean, I'm excited. I've heard a lot about her, but this'll be our first time together." He looked at my glass. "You haven't touched it."

Maybe getting drunk is a good idea. I decided to get it over with, and drank it all down. Jason broke out into a huge smile as he saw me cough and shiver.

"Let's have another one!" he declared. The doorbell saved me. I almost ran to open it, and for the second time running, took a step back in surprise. Two blondes were on the doorstep. It took me a second to understand what I was seeing.

"Hey baby! What do you think?" asked my wife She's gone platinum blonde!

"You've done a good job, Alexandra. He looks a lot better than he used to," said the lady beside her. How does she know me? I've never met this woman.

My wife was breathtaking, simply gorgeous. White was her 'special occasion' colour. It set off the honey tone of her skin, and now that her hair matched the silky platinum colour of the dress, she looked...fuckable. Fuckmustable. Maybe not as classy as before, but much more striking. She oozed sex.

I had expected Sarah to be a bony spectacled headmistress with a hair-bun. Nothing of the sort. She was big and round, with a wide, meaty mouth in a pretty oval face; a full, curvy body; a cascade of golden curls. And an expression that changed like a May morning. When she smiled, her face lit up; when she frowned, shadows fell.

"Hey Jason! Long time no see," Alexandra greeted Jason when they walked into the living room literally folded around Alexandra when she walked into the living room. I thought she was going to disappear into his embrace as he folded himself over her.

"You've changed your hair. I love blonde," he answered.

"Especially for you, big boy." They kissed on the lips. I waited until they stopped. Jason put an arm around my wife and passed me my glass of brandy. It was full.

Alexandra took it off me. "No, Jason. He doesn't drink. And I know what you're up to. Leave him alone.”

Sarah laughed out loud. "Even a sub gets protective of her puppies," she chuckled. I looked at her in amazement. Sub? Alexandra?

"I'll introduce myself, seeing as nobody's doing it for me," she told me as she approached, "I'm Sarah, and I'm sure we'll get to know each other very well this evening." She kissed me on the lips. I have to adapt to the new social rules. "She's told me all about you, but I want to see for myself." She winked at me. I shifted awkwardly.

"So what's the plan? Some nibbles, perhaps?" I asked. I wasn't hungry so I served the others to cover my nerves and put off the inevitable. After some small talk, it was Sarah who broke the ice.

"So this is all about breaking in your new husband?" Sarah was looking at me with cat-like eyes.

"He wants to get to know the lifestyle," answered Alexandra. How could she look so calm?

"Show us the goods, cucky," Sarah ordered. I looked at my wife desperately.

She nodded at me. "They want to see you, sweetheart."

I swallowed, and began to unbutton my shirt. "Over there," Sarah told me, pointing to the centre of the room.

As I undressed I felt the same sense of shame as when I used to shower at school. The three of them had seated and were watching me with varying degrees of interest: Alexandra with proud and shining eyes; Sarah with a malicious smile; Jason had leaned forward to obbserve. His gaze was too keen for my liking.

Standing before them dressed only with my chastity cage, I crossed my arms and held my knees together. "Turn around, baby," my wife's soft voice instructed me. I obeyed.

"That arse is a work of art," muttered Jason. I was beginning to feel alarmed.

Alexandra came over and kissed me on the cheek. I sighed with relief.  Then she grabbed me and squeezed my cheeks. "Can you see this bacckside, Jason? Do you see how white it is? Do you want it?"

"Turn him over to me. I promise that I'll hand him back to you in one piece after I have my way with him." His eyes seemed to have misted over.

I instinctively took cover behind my wife. "He's mine, Jason. You don't get to touch him," she taunted.

"Watch out, Alexandra. If you turn around, Jason will run off with your twinkie," Sarah cackled, "We'd just have to console each other."

"Take that thing off," growled Jason. Alexandra gave me the key, but for the first time I was reluctant to remove it. The necklace fell on the floor. I scraped around on the floor, careful not to show them my bottom. I stood and unlocked myself and returned the necklace to my wife.

"That is tiny," Jason declared, but not in a tone of mocking but of lust. He was scaring me.

Sarah looked at him, annd then at Alexandra. "I think he's fallen in love with your subby. Our trip to the parlour has been a waste of time, Alexandra. He doesn't even notice us."

"We'll see." My wife lowered one shoulder strap, looking Jason in the eye. She slowly peeled down her dress and revealed a strapless lace bra. As she cupped it in her hand, she licked a finger and circled her nipple through the fabric. She lifted her eyes again, slowly and provocatively, to stare at the giant man opposite her. Watching from the corner, my knees trembled. It's starting. I didn't know whether to feel fear or desire.

She smoothed the fabric down over her hips and rear, turned her head, unhooked the other strap from her shoulder, and with a faint smile let the dress fall to her heels, revealing perfect body, with lace top stockings and a double-strap embroidered tanga, which - as she bent to pick up the dress - opened slightly to reveal, in a heart-stopping moment, a shade of forbidden fruit. She's crotchless.

Jason stood, took off his polo shirt, and in two strides lifted her off the ground. I glanced at Sarah from the corner of my eye, and saw that she was observing me intently. She's taken Alexandra to bed a few times. She sees Jason every day. I'm her prey today. I looked away quickly.

Alexandra's legs and heels were wrapped around Jason's waist as they kissed. His huge hands had grabbed her arse and lifted her effortlessly. No attention was being paid to me. I stood, alone, awkward, waiting.

"Watch and weep, cucky." Sarah drank up her wine and walked towards me, smiling. "This is what your wife thinks about when you eat her. This is what she imagines when she cums."

She took me by the hair and made me kneel beside them. "Don't you dare turn your eyes away. Look and learn why your wife searches for satisfaction. Learn to serve her and support her need for big black cocks like these."

She stood behind Alexandra and, looking at me, slipped her finger through the open crotch and began to rub her clit. Alexandra broke off her kiss and gave a gasp. With the other hand Sarah lightly touched her anus through the lace. My wife's kissing became more laboured. She broke from Jason's mouth to take in air before returning.

This lasted some minutes, until Sarah got bored and pulled Alexandra's hair. "Slut! Who gave you permission to kiss my husband?" Alexandra cried in pain. I looked up alarmed, but did nothing.

"Get down here, where you belong. You're not here to get romantic. You're here to suck cock." She pushed my wife to her knees, directly in front of me and opposite Jason's groin. "What are you good at, whore?" Sarah taunted as she pulled her hair again.

"Sucking cocks," Alexandra squealed. She had her arms up above her head, trying to protect herself from Sarah's assault, but to no avail.

"What are you, whore? Tell us what type of person you are," Sarah ordered.

"I'm a whore."

"What else? Your husband's here. Tell him."

"I'm a slut." Her face was contorted with pain. Jason looked on, but did not lift a finger. Nor did I.

"Apologise to your husband. Explain what you're like and what you do. Tell him why you won't change."

I looked at her, alarmed. Is this your friend? How can you accept this? Jason had moved away. He was sipping from a glass, looking on with obvious interest.

"Baby. I know you love me, but I'm a slut," Alexandra whispered to me, "I don't deserve you. I just-" I could not believe what I was hearing.

"Then why did you marry him?"Sarah grabbed her by the hair again, and forced her eyes up to mine. Alexandra paused, looking down to avoid my gaze.

"Baby. I wanted....I want to be with you because I know you would support me and give me the life I was looking for," she mumbled.

"Tell him, whore! Tell him what you told me," shouted Sarah.

"That's enough, Sarah. Please!" Alexandra was trying to shake herself free, but the bigger lady had grabbed her head roughly.

"Tell him!"

"I want to fuck who I want, when I want. I.....want somebody who accepts that, who will pander to my whims, who will support me. I always had you in mind, even before you returned," she spat out suddenly. She looked at me with an expression I had never seen before. Pleading? Asking me for forgiveness?

"It doesn't matter, darling," I whispered, "I love you."

Sarah let her go and shouted triumphantly, "You see? You don't know shit!" She circled Alexandra, pointing at me as she did so. "He's a sub. I told you you could do anything with this one, but you didn't believe me. Didn't I tell you to go for him as soon as he came back from university, to get your hooks in and marry him, if you wanted to live the life you love?"

Sarah stood behind me. "If you tell him he's not a man he'll only love you more; If you tell him you only need him to support you financially and emotionally while you fuck bigger, harder cocks, he'll adore you; If you tell he's too small to satisfy a woman, you'll be his goddess forever. I told you to tell him straight, but you didn't have the brains or the balls to do it. Now he knows the truth. It's better for you and it's better for him to know what kind of slut you are."

Sarah's smile as she looked at me was pure evil. "We had this planned from the very start. I told her what she had to say to snare you. We both followed you to the supermarket, and we talked about it after."

She waved a finger in my face. "Do you really think it was a coincidence that you bumped into Alexandra in London a week later? In London? Didn't that strike you as being a bit too good to be true? Do you really think she was on her way to an interview and just by chance stopped off at the place where you have lunch? That was a set-up, cucky. The whole thing was planned, from start to finish."

Alexandra was shaking her head, looking at me desperately. "I love you," I whispered silently at her. Tears began to form in her honey eyes.

Sarah cackled. My hair stood on end. "That's beautiful cucky, the way you'll forgive everything." Can't you see she's in tears? Can't you see you're hurting her? Aren't you her friend? I thought.

"Don't worry about your wife, sissy! Just see how soon it takes her to get over her guilt. Come here, hubby." Jason came forward and stood in the same place as before. "You're both about to see what a real  cock is. You, sissy!" She pointed at me, "don't forget what your lovely wife has just told you. Watch her tears dry as she sucks some black meat. And you slut! Take it out and start sucking."

After caressing the bulge in his trousers Alexandra looked up towards Jason's face as she unzipped him. Slowly, she unbuckled his jeans, and pulled his jeans downward. A thick shaft came into view, too big to be free. She pulled further. Still it was not enough. After a final sharp yank, the monster finally emerged.

"My God!" Her face mirrored my own. "I'd heard....but that's amazing!" Her face betrayed none of the sorrow I had witnessed moments before. It was forgotten.

"Your mouth's for sucking, slut, not for talking."

Sarah's words were not needed. Alexandra cupped the piece of meat in both hands, as if weighing it. Then she passed her lips and tongue along its whole length.

There is no way she can take that! I was alarmed, excited. I remembered my wife's words; your obsession with black cocks. Alexandra took the head of Jason's cock and kissed it tenderly - lovingly, almost - and then she remembered me.

This time she fixed her eyes on mine as she passed her tongue along the side. Our thoughts were locked together. Our film sessions, our conversations, our fantasies. She's going to put on a show for me. Her lips closed over the tip, her tongue flicked the base, she tried to take it deep, but had to stop somewhere more than halfway up. My willy hardened as I saw her face stretch and fold with the effort. She pulled back, and her saliva bridged her lower lip and his helmet. She slurped and stroked him onto her tongue, but in no moment did her eyes leave mine. She looks so beautiful! I had to touch myself.

"You watching boy? 'Cos you'll be next." I froze in fear as Jason looked down on me. "Look and learn what it's like to worship a black dick." He picked up Alexandra by the shoulders and laid her on the dining table.

"Get your wife's pussy ready for my cock," he ordered. Alexandra smiled at me and beckoned.

I hurried over to hide in my refuge between her thighs. I sat on a stool and bowed my head into her. "Baby, just remember I love you, OK? Whatever happens." She stroked my hair as she spoke. I nodded and as I lapped at her sweet pussy she looked up at the couple behind me. I could see nothing. My tongue flicked into my wife's warmth. It's already wet.

I felt Sarah buckle a leather strap around my waists, and as I inhaled the heady smell of my wife's cunt, my wrists were pulled down by my sides and fastened to the belt. "No hands. We don't want any spills, do we?" taunted the big lady.

She took another harness and strapped Alexandra's hands too. My wife was prone, helpless. Sarah took one breast and squeezed it. "You're going to eat my pussy, aren't you slut?"

"Yes, mistress," Alexandra whimpered. Mistress?

"You see, Jason? I've trained her well. She does what you tell her," Sarah told her man.

Sarah took me by the hair and forced me back. "Time's up, cucky. Now watch."

Almost in the same moment Jason stepped forward and lifted Alexandra by the thighs, and as he plunged in she gave a low plaintive wail. At the end of his thrust her quiet scream gave way to silence but her mouth remained open. His clock slid out again. It was huge.

I was pushed forward again, onto the table, just above her raised thigh. From this viewpoint I could see his member enter her, again and again, from just a few centimetres away. I was hypnotised. "Tell us how much you want it, whore!" It was Sarah "Let your sissy husband hear."

"Oh God, fuck me!" My wife obeyed enthusiastically. "Give me that black cock."

"Tell us about your husband, slut." On the table, beside ours, Sarah laid out a type of black paddle, a small plug-like object, and a strapon - bigger than the one we had, and double ended.

"He can't fuck me. I don't let him." I did not recognise the woman laid out in front of me; blonde, submissive, yet possessed by lust. "He's never fucked me. He never will."

"He's still a virgin? That's sick, Alexandra." Sarah took the small vibrator and opened my backside. "Bend over sissy. You're going to love this." I felt it slip into my anus.

"I need giant cocks to keep me happy." Alexandra was looking at me as she said this. Her face was transformed, malicious. I remembered her from high school, how cruel she was and how she loved to humiliate. "He has to use his tongue. His cock is tiny. He only cums when I fuck his arse." Apart from spurring Jason on with this filth, she was making me feel dirty, too.

"Who's better? Your husband or me?" the black man asked. I saw foam form on the edges of my wife's pussy as his shaft thrust in. Not all of it enters, I realised in disbelief.

I twitched with pleasure as Sarah switched on the vibrator in my anus. It felt good. "Hold still," she ordered.

"My husband can't satisfy me. He's not a man. I save my pussy for giant cocks like yours. He loves stroking his little thing as I tell him about it." She's getting hot saying this, too. 

I was suddenly smacked on my buttocks. I gave a squeal of shock. Sarah hit me again with the paddle, a flat square of hard plastic with a handle. It burns. "Your time to talk." She smacked me again. "Tell us, cucky. Do you get hot seeing wifey stuffed by a big black cock?"

"Oh God, yes!" It came out without thinking. I was hard, hot and needy. All my senses were in overload: my wife's pants and moans; the sight of that massive member pounding her pussy; the filth and humiliation I was suffering; the spanking, I haven't had a good spanking since Selena; the tingle in my anus, the small of arousal......if I had touched my penis - just for a few seconds - I would have exploded. Yet I could not. My hands were tied.

"Then tell us cucky. Tell us what makes your little willy hard." Every time she smacked me my buttocks clenched around the vibrating buttplug, making me weak.

"I love to see her happy. I love to see her face when her pussy's being stuffed. I love to see her give other men what she's never given me." Saying it feels right. When I'm hot I can admit it. I know it's true.

I continued, "She loves to take huge cocks and I want to watch her. I love to see her hot and hungry. I love to eat her when her pussy's full of cum." So easy to say.

Sarah stopped spanking me. I put my head on the table and gave a sob. My legs were trembling. Alexandra called to me softly, "Baby, keep looking. Don't stop."

Sarah put on the strapon, slipping the smaller part into her vagina. She was a big, voluptuous woman, and the tight corset held in her midriff and gave her body a curvy, mouthwatering shape. The whiteness of her round, almost obscene boobs stood out starkly against her deeper tan. I felt their smoothness on my back when she sat on the stool and pulled me down, impaling me. I closed my eyes and sighed. I had missed this. My anus had been taught to be open and welcoming. The last few weeks had been hard for me. I had missed being fucked.

On the fifth descent I sank down to the hilt. Sarah reached around and twisted my nipples. My hands twitched by my sides, helpless. I moaned. 

"Look at your wife, cucky. Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?"

I opened my eyes. She was right. What I was seeing was truly amazing. The tight, black body working on my wife's frame; his arse moving powerfully between her stockinged thighs; her hands tied down, clawing the table; her head thrown back; her blonde, almost white hair; heels high in the air....

"Yes, she's stunning. I'm lucky to have her," I stammered.

"And you know why she loves you, don't you, cuck? She loves you because she knows she can fuck who she likes, and you'll love her for it. When she told me about you and her at school it just clicked. I knew she had to marry you and make you her sissy cuck," she whispered in my ear, "Or how do you think you could end up with a woman like that?"

I moaned with desire and humiliation. She's right. I would never be good enough for someone like her. She continued, "And you don't deserve her. She's far too good for you. And that's why you'll give her what she wants and stand back as other men do what you cannot."

I felt degraded and abased, and yet at the same time on the crest of a wave of pleasure. "I know that, I know." I whispered. She twisted my nipples harder. I gasped. Spots of cum dribbled from my tiny penis. This could go on all night, I thought desperately, I'll keep on cumming and yet never really cum.

Jason pulled out. My wife gave a moan of frustration. Her legs dropped and dangled from the table. He came and stood in front of me, brandishing his huge shaft and looking at the trickle that streamed from my little white willy. He licked his lips. "Can you see your wife, white boy?" he taunted, "What do you think she needs?"

He moved to the other side of the table, lifting my wife and placing her - like a doll - face down over the table. "Put the sissy opposite her. I want them to watch each other. I want them to see what the other is feeling."

Sarah lifted me up on her strapon and pushed me to the table. The sensation of not being able to use your hands was demeaning. They could do anything. You could do nothing. You were an object to be used. You could react only with groans, cries, gasps or panting.

I found myself at the very bottom of the pit, wallowing in my own filthiest  needs. Sarah's heavy breasts pressed down on my back. Her thighs closed down on my buttocks. I felt her breath in my ear - and could only submit to her invasion.

We were a mirror image, my wife and I. Her blonde hair was gripped and her head raised so I could gaze on her. Sarah did the same with me. Jason moved with deliberate, deep strokes that pushed her body forward. So did Sarah. As I looked in her face I saw a reflection. We were both being used. We were both lost to dignity, slaves to our deep desires.

And yet as we tried to ride the waves of pleasure I felt, at the same time, a strange but deep communion between my wife and I. As never before, we were one. I felt as she felt; I groaned when she groaned; I read on her face my own desire and humiliation. In one moment, eyes glazed and mouth open, she smiled at me. I closed my eyes and drank the moment in.

Jason pulled out. With a long slurping sound, Sarah followed. I felt emptied. "Why don't we change?" he said "You take your friend, and I'll break the twinkie."

"No!" I exclaimed. I shook my head desperately. "No, not that."

There was a pause. Sarah and Jason waited expectantly, looking at my wife.

"Baby?" Alexandra was looking at me with smoky, tender eyes. "You'll love it." She raised her eyebrows and gave me a quick nod. "Try it!"

"No. I can't."

"It feels so good, sweetheart. If you knew how good it felt, you'd understand me. Nothing bad's going to happen, treasure. I'm here with you."

"No, no, no!" I started to cry. It was so sudden and so shocking. I felt so vulnerable with my hands buckled. "I don't want to. I don't want to do it!"

Alexandra looked at the giant beside her. "Leave him," she said firmly.

"He wants it, Alexandra." He frowned. "You know that. You can tell."

"He's not ready, Jason. Leave him be." I was sniffling. What is up with you? You cried like a baby! I could not wipe the tears from off my face, but I felt safe. Alexandra was there to save me.

"You're too protective, and you're not doing him any favours. You're hiding him from himself." He pointed a finger at her. "You're going to pay for this. You're gonna get it hard."

Alexandra flushed and bit her lip. Jason towered over her. "Let me have your sissy's arse." Alexandra shook her head. Jason took the cup and tore the lace open in one movement. Her breast poked out from the fabric, her nipple hard.

"Give me your sissy, slut."

"No, Jason. He's mine. You're not having him." Her breathing was broken, but she stood firm. He ripped her other cup. Both breasts were left naked.

"Then I'll take your arse instead." He span her around. "Last chance, whore."

She stuck out her round bottom. "Do it," she answered defiantly.

He slapped it so hard the sound reverberated. I gasped. Her head jerked up, but she made no sound. He stuck his fingers into the fabric of her tanga and tore it open. Another slap. Alexandra gave a low moan. I was sweating.

He grabbed her arse and squeezed it. Alexandra was gritting her teeth, eyes closed. He slid his hand under her, out of my view. She stiffened. He had inserted fingers into her vagina, and now his thumb was probing her anus while his other hand squeezed her breasts. A huge black man was abusing my wife in front of my eyes.

"Warm this bitch up, Sarah."

Sarah took the same paddle as before and walked over. She took Alexandra's nipple between finger and thumb, and pulled it slowly. My wife was taking short breaths and trembling. "You like my husband, don't you whore?" She took her paddle and gave her backside a small slap. "You think you can fuck him in front of me?" The second slap was harder. I winced. "Answer me, bitch!"

"Yes, mistress." SMACK

"Yes, mistress what, whore?"

"I like fucking your husband." SMACK! The paddle came down three times.

"You think you're sexier than me, hussy?" SMACK!  Each time the paddle fell Alexandra gasped in pain.

"I think I'm gorgeous. And I drive your husband wild. He's going to love fucking my pussy." This time there was no mercy. Sarah took Alexandra and gave her backside a hiding that made me squeal.

At that moment Jason picked me up under my shoulders and placed me with my back on the table. "Your wife won't save you from this, sissy. This is a preview of what will happen to you when I get you, so watch carefully."

He then lifted Alexandra and placed her, face down, on top of me. Her head dropped onto my lap, her hair covering my erect penis. She was whimpering slightly and no longer had the energy to hold herself. I felt her vagina under my chin. She was soaking.

Jason placed his hands under her groin and raised her backside. Her vagina was just above my eyes. I knew what was going to happen and was helpless to stop it. I could not even avert my eyes as I saw that black cock slide into my newlywed. Oh God, that's huge!

It was the same as the porn that I had consumed, but at the same time it was far more erotic than you could ever imagine. Imagine your wife's pussy being serviced by a huge black cock just a couple of inches from your eyes. The sighs and moans I heard were not those of a professional actress. They were those of my recently married spouse. The freshly-trimmed vagina that gaped open to receive Jason's shaft was the one I had explored countless times with my tongue. The smell of her juices was the smell of home.

"You've got a job to do, cucky." Sarah slid a cushion under my head. I knew what I had to do. Reaching out with my tongue, I gently licked the sides of her pussy. I wanted to soothe her, to support her, to let her know that I was there. I forgot about myself and my own selfishness to focus all my attention on her needs.

"Oh baby, that feels so good." I heard her call. I missed the touch of her hand on my cheek and in my hair. I missed looking up at her to witness her enjoyment. But I was happy; I could feel her pleasure.

My lips were glistening with her juice. I cleaned the small bubbles of foam at the sides of her crevice. Although held by Jason's spade-like hands, I felt her hips tremble. She let out a long, wordless moan, and began to buck. On key, Jason's veiny black member plunged in faster, harder, deeper, and I heard the slapping of their flesh reverberating in my ears. Suddenly the gates opened and I was flooded with warmth. I softly passed my tongue down the crook of her thighs. I'm here. I love you.

Do you know the bliss that comes from seeing the love of your life take her pleasure on another man's cock? It's as intoxicating and addictive as a drug. Alexandra was sobbing. To see her like this was to unlock another room inside her. For me, she had always been quietly dominant, in control, softly demanding. To see this new blonde submission was to see myself, to identify her in my own needs. She's like me. She likes what I like. She understands me!

She had not even begun to recover, but there was no sign of mercy. She was lifted off my body and onto the sofa. I was also taken and placed on Sarah's ample thighs. "It's my turn now, sissy. Tell me, where do you want it?" Jason asked me.

Uncomprehending, I looked at my wife. Alexandra turned her eyes towards me tenderly. Her voice seemed to come from deep within. "You've got to clean his juice when he finishes with me, baby." She smiled, tired and satisfied. "Do you want to suck it from my pussy, sweetheart? Lick it off my face? From my boobies?"

Oh God! I felt as if I had stopped breathing. I closed my eyes, gained control of myself and spoke. "Your face...I want to see....your face." So many times jerking myself to this moment. Black cock, blonde hair, open mouth...

"Then ask him, treasure. Tell him what you want."

"Jason, please-"

As I said it Sarah squeezed my nipple hard. "Sir!" she hissed.

"Please sir," I pleaded, "Could you cum all over my wife's face, so I can clean it?"

He pointed his member towards me. "Wouldn't you prefer direct from source, fresh and warm?" I shrank back, fearful.

He laughed, and placed the tip on my wife's outstretched tongue. "I'm doing your job for you, cucky. I'm giving your wife the pleasure that you can't give. You owe me a favour and someday soon I'll take it from that beautiful white arse and that girly mouth of yours. Meanwhile, watch and weep."

He pushed my wife's face onto his cock. She opened her mouth to welcome it in, but could not take it all without gagging. As I watched, hypnotised, I felt Sarah's strapon feel its way under me. Shuffling, I made way for it, and sank back with a sigh onto her hard cock and soft flesh. As before, her hands reached around to play with my nipples. "You won't have to wait long, cucky. You'll soon feel that tasty cum thick and warm down your throat and on your tongue."

As Jason fed Alexandra his length Sarah began to abuse her. "You're gagging for his black cock, aren't you, whore? That's all you are - a white slut desperate to be treated like a piece of meat." Her words seemed to spur Alexandra. She slurped, gagged and sucked, looking up at the man who was using her.

Jason put a hand on her forehead and pulled out. "Are you ready, slut? 'Cos I've got it all here waiting." I felt a slow surge in my own loins as he pulled on his giant shaft, working himself onto her open mouth.

Sarah squeezed and pulled my nipples. With my hands buckled to my sides and her strapon buried in my anus, I could do nothing to hold back the approaching tide. What I was seeing and feeling was too much for me. Without being touched once all evening, my penis began to pour out a sticky stream of seed.

"Tongue out, bitch!" Jason muttered, and a huge dollop hit my wife on her forehead and fell down onto her cheek. She gave out a soft sigh. The second landed on her eyelid and lashes, and the third directly on her welcoming mouth and tongue.

It was all I needed to push me over the edge. All by itself, my willy started jerking frantically and as jets of black seed showered down on my wife's upturned face, my own tiny penis spat on her thigh. Without being touched. Just like our first time together. Alexandra was in heaven. She quivered and fell back into the sofa, lost in her own private temple.

"No time to relax, cucky." Sarah pushed me up, and I heard her strapon squelch as it slid out from inside me. "Clean up your wife so she's ready for us to use her again. I haven't had anything yet, and I need it bad."

Breathless, I leaned towards Alexandra and kissed her with all the love I felt. Beads of thick curd was passed between our tired and panting lips. It was a moment of togetherness, of unity. I began to lick her face like a cat with kittens. I was no longer aroused - I had just ejaculated. Yet I was not at all disgusted. This was my wife, this was her perfect skin and the cum that had so excited her.

As I fed on the strings of seed, my wife turned her head and cleaned Jason's giant shaft. There was something basic, so instinctive in that act that I recognised in me- a need to serve and to satisfy. I lowered myself and cleaned my own dribble from her thigh. My mouth felt full, sticky and fulfilled.

If only you could live such an experience! That night a whole new world was opened up to me. I was freed: I would no longer feel that ache in my belly on hearing my wife's exploits; no longer feel separate from my wife's pleasure; no longer superfluous, no longer uncomfortable; now a participant in her desires, a tool for her fantasies.

If only you could feel what I felt! Jason penetrated her anus. She was willing, but could not take it. I felt for her. She tried and failed, but kept on trying, until Sarah fucked her backside with the strapon, and Jason her cunt, thrusting in and out in practised harmony. They've done this so many times before. My wife closed her eyes and murmured softly under her breath. To see her so radiant, so pure, so lost to the world - for me it was an almost religious feeling. I was converted.

Sarah was especially demanding. She had been the last to cum, and forced both my wife and I to service her dripping pussy. "You don't know how it's done," she spat at Alexandra viciously, "Your sissy does it better." Then Jason covered her vagina with cum, and I was again called upon to clean her.

When they parted we were left together. I poured her a bath, added her salts and foam to the water, bathed and wiped her aching muscles as if she were a child. That night we slept soundly in each other's arms.

*                         *                         *

The first change was interior - I was no longer pained, no longer reluctant. I became an enthusiastic accomplice to my wife's plans, even though many times I was not invited to her soirées. Often I had to drive her and wait in the car outside. At such times she would light a cigarette before entering, coolly watching me as I stroked myself.

Other times I was included. Once, four men drank and laughed as I worked my mouth between my wife's legs after they had used her. Other times I took her to a lay-by at night, watching in the headlights as she was passed between shadowy figures.

Another time an 'old friend' of hers came to visit. I was sent to the spare room but could not sleep, unable to relieve myself, as I heard my wife's soft moans and sounds of lovemaking into the small hours of the morning.

But it was not only men that made use of her body. At one party a tattooed and purple-haired girl shouldered me away to approach Alexandra. A few minutes later they started kissing. Shortly after, as I was being taught the benefits of investing in Kazakhstan by a fat and bald businessman, I saw them slip quietly away. That night the girl came back to our house. I was allowed to watch - but not to touch. The softness and sweetness of their lovemaking touched me, and our house was always open to her from that day on.

Some months after our first meeting, Alexandra went to stay with Jason and Sarah while I travelled to Frankfurt on business. The two nights I was there they phoned, torturing me with graphic descriptions of what they had done and what they were doing. Sarah's taunts drove me wild with a lust I could not quench. My dick was caged and locked. As I heard the sounds of their passion, I eased the pressure with a vibrator in my hole, alone in my room.

When I returned, desperate to see her, they sent her back to me haggard and black-eyed with lack of sleep. Dry cum coated her face, breasts and pussy. Soft blue bruises patterned her hips and thighs. I sweetly kissed the sores and welts on her bottom, soothed them with ointment and put her to bed.
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Chapter 7: Social Circle

Our next meeting with Jason and Sarah did not take place until a year later, and in the most curious surroundings:

We had been invited to a private 'charity ball' to a stately home to the west of London. I cannot tell you where, even if I wished to. Taking a small bag with a change of clothes, we were picked up at a pre-arranged meeting point and blindfolded. Even though I had expected this, I found it alarming. Alexandra seemed not to worry, and took my hand in hers.

Our bag was taken off us and kept for safekeeping. High corridors flanked with mirrors awaited us, tables stacked with food and drinks, and butlers and servers in the most formal attire. In one large hall, under a row of chandeliers, a long platform had been set up with large rectangular and circular beds. Further up, some forty or more chairs formed a large circle. Just beyond, there were two staircases each side of the room, leading to a gallery above.

There were only a few people when we arrived - all, like us, wearing evening dress. We picked at the food and sipped our drinks, engaging in small talk with the rest. More people came trickling in - women and couples, but no single men. It was hard to start a conversation without wanting to give away any part of us: our lives and livelihood, our hobbies, our location. Any attempt floundered on the need for discretion.

We were both glad when Jason and Sarah arrived. We chatted like good friends. Jason was charming and intelligent, Sarah vivacious and amusing. The contrast between their normal and sexual selves felt like Jekyll and Hyde. With their clothes on, they were great company.

Some of the people that came were masked or hooded. They lent an edge to the gathering. There was a growing mood of expectation among the guests, and a sense that the proceedings were about to start.

Bowls were passed with colour-coded labels to hang around our necks: Green (bisexual), blue (hetero) and red (voyeur). Each of these had a different shade. Dark for dominant, light for sub. Jason and Sarah both took dark green, Alexandra light green and I chose light blue. Jason looked at me with barely concealed irritation. I would have liked to have taken red, but Alexandra did not allow me.

A bell rang suddenly. All murmuring was silenced. A tall slim female figure walked into the centre of the circle, with a long black cloak and stiff ponytail that pulled back her hair sharply. Her face was covered by a white mask. She held a thin black cane.

"Please take a seat. We are ready to begin," she declared.

I made sure I sat next to Alexandra. She was supremely composed, while I was extremely nervous. Not everybody had seats, I noticed. Some stood behind the chairs.

"As you all know," the mistress of ceremonies declared, "This ball has been held for humanitarian reasons. All funds will be donated to the foundation. And to make this evening more entertaining, we have thought that it would interesting for all of you present to make a choice: to bid or to donate."

"In fact, you have already made that choice. Those that have light blue or light green have already donated their own bodies. Those that want a partner or partners for tonight will have to bid. This will take place here and now. Those of you who are voyeurs - thankfully few, as I can see - made a generous contribution before attending, pre-arranged with the organisers. I will ask these to go up to the gallery, at least for the time being." The seats that were vacated were immediately filled by those that were standing. The numbers were exact.

"Please listen." The lady raised her hand to ask for silence. Her bearing was imperious. "Now we will start the auction. You must bear in mind three rules: All these present have come on their own free will. Everything will take place between consenting adults. Do you understand?" The guests nodded.

"Two: You all know the minimum bid. Three: Those bids will be considered unspoken yet binding contracts that must be respected until midnight exactly. When you hear the bell - this is like Cinderella.." There were nervous laughs all around. "... then all labels can be removed, all bids are void, all restrictions lowered. From then on it will be a free-for-all. Now, could those ladies with the light green labels please stand?"

Alexandra stood, together with some ten other women. "Good. Now everybody!” She addressed the circle. “You will see that on your label you have a number. Those with darker blue or green may start bidding, beginning with the lowest number." She pointed with the cane.

Number one was a woman with a dark blue label. Number two was also female, light blue. Number three was a man in a hood. He wanted Alexandra. His first bid exceeded the minimum. "Would anybody else be willing to meet the bid? Please raise your hands."

Nine hands went up. Two women. I looked around nervously. The madame approached us. Her eyes were a clear, cold blue which seemed to pierce through the mask. As her lips could not be seen moving when she spoke, the effect was eerie.

She whispered something to Alexandra. My wife answered. The lady turned and walked back into the centre of the circle. "Very well. Let's make this as quick as possible. How many of you are willing to pay double the minimum for this lady, even if it means sharing her body?"

Six hands, then five, as one man quickly lowered his hand. The madame waved a finger at him disapprovingly, but said nothing. Instead she turned to the others and congratulated them. "Well done! Now I would like to invite the lady in question to move onto the platform. And the gentlemen who have bought her body may dispose of their purchase immediately."

My stomach clenched with nerves. Alexandra bent down to kiss me on the lips. "Love you!" she whispered. I felt my face being observed carefully as I watched her leave, surrounded by her buyers. All men. Together, they were a mix of black, white and Asian, mature and reasonably young. One was enormously overweight.

Sarah bid for and bought a red-haired girl all for herself. She was pale, skinny, with freckles and glasses. As Sarah took her purchase away the image of my wife - beaten, exhausted - crossed my mind. Does she know what she's getting into?

The madame moved onto the straight women; those with the light blue tags. Again, they came in all shapes and ages. Some were taken off by one man only. Others were shared by several at the same time.

"You will remain here until the bidding is over, on the platform or around. Then, when the bell rings, if you so desire, there are a variety of thematic rooms opposite." Thematic, I thought. BDSM. The platform was busy. I did not have a clear view of Alexandra through the bodies. I felt alone.

There were fewer of us now. The light green men were next. As they stood, Jason raised his hand. I looked at him, alarmed. How can you dare? She won't be happy. The lady clicked her tongue disapprovingly but nodded her head.

"Be quick. We are behind schedule," she told him. To my horror, Jason pointed at me. "I want to bid for this boy."

"Don't waste my time, number twenty-seven. He's light blue. You know you can't."

"I know him well, madame, both him and his wife. He's in denial. Let me have him for five minutes after the bidding - you can watch if you don't believe what I'm saying. Five minutes, and he'll be eating out of my hand." I shook my head. "I'll pay. I'll pay the amount you want, but I need to buy this boy."

Her first reaction was to shut him down, but there was something in his voice that stayed her hand. "You, number nineteen. Approach me." I obeyed, shaking my head desperately. "Why don't you want this man to buy you?"

"Please don't let this happen, madame."

"Why not?" Her pale blue eyes and expressionless face terrified me.

"I don't want.... I'm not gay." Tears were forming in my eyes. Again. He always does this to me. Her long fingers took my chin. She stared at me. Cold, cold eyes.

The mask nodded slowly. "He does not want to go with you or any man. You may be right, but you cannot have him until he wills it." She raised her voice, "I have chosen my partner for tonight. Until midnight, this sub is mine.No-one can bid for number nineteen."

Jason scowled. My heart skipped a beat. I did not know if I was lucky or not. She pointed to a chair on the other wall.. "Sit there and await me." I walked out of the circle and awaited my fate.

The auction continued. I did not want to look at Jason, so from my viewpoint I searched for Alexandra. In a mass of bodies on a bed I recognised the young Asian man she had walked off with. I began to make sense of what I was seeing. Alexandra was lying on one man who was servicing her pussy, while another penetrated her from behind. The rest, grabbing at her breasts and hair, shared her mouth among them. Like wild animals feeding on their prey.

Jason climbed onto the platform with two young men. Two! I was glad he had found something. I didn't want him to bear me ill-feeling. I watched as the last sub men - light blue, my colour - were sold. I tapped my feet on the floor, nervously.

A bell sounded. On the platform and around people lifted their heads. "The bidding is over. You may move between the rooms. There are dungeons and bondage stations, quieter spaces where you can make yourselves comfortable, and at the end of the corridor, the swimming pool. If you wish to undress, leave your clothing with your number tag, and it will be collected for you in due course. You have until midnight with your current partner or partners. Enjoy!"

She turned, looked at me, and beckoned. I stood and walked towards her, heart in my mouth. "Follow me." she said, and led me out into the corridor. Her blonde ponytail - long enough to reach the centre of her spine - swayed as she moved. She was as thin and straight as the cane she carried.

We walked down the whole length of the corridor. To the left I caught a glimpse of the rooms. In one there was an assortment of benches, whips, cages and restraints. In another large stretches of mattress. The third led to an indoor swimming pool. At the end we stopped at a door. Madame placed her thumb on an electronic pad and passed through into a lounge. It had an air of a gentleman's club: striped wallpaper, bookcases, oil paintings of English landscapes around the walls, a grand piano, carpets, sofas and armchairs. Nothing very weird here. I felt a flutter of relief.

But then we walked through the room into a small hall, pushed through some swinging doors and went into a kitchen which was large enough to be a school canteen. Next to the fridge there was a nondescript metal door. Another electronic pad. We entered and made our way down some iron steps. Her heels rang out loudly as we descended. My mouth began to dry out. At the bottom, there was one last corridor and a row of doors, cell-like, to the left. To the right, just one. As we approached we heard a buzz. She stood to one side and made me pass in front of her.

It was a large room, entirely white, lit up with a harsh fluorescent light. The left wall was entirely taken up by a huge mirror. In the centre, I saw a set of harnesses and straps fixed between wall and ceiling,  surrounded by cameras set up on stilts. Two young women sat in hard chairs, with crossed legs and impassive faces, dressed in school uniform - tight blouses, tartan mini-skirts, knee-length stockings. Both were young and very attractive: a slim oriental with girlish face, and a voluptuous dark-skinned latina.

Madame took me by the shoulder and made me stand in front of the mirror. I was a good head shorter than her, even without counting her heels. "This was my choice." she declared, seemingly to nobody in particular. Alexandra, where are you? I pleaded silently

"Good! Begin," declared a metallic voice from hidden speakers.

"Strip," madame ordered me. I kicked off my shoes and bent clumsily to remove my socks. Under the intent eyes of all present my fingers fumbled on my shirt buttons. Finally, I stood in front of the mirror, naked.

Madame saw my chastity belt and frowned. She pointed with her cane. "His partner was the first to be purchased. Shall I call for her?"

"Number eighteen? I see her. Mediterranean-looking. She's being gang-banged." There was a pause. We waited "No. Let her be. Continue."

He sees everything, I realised. Madame pointed at the harness in the centre of the room. Terrified now, I went up to it and held my arms out. I needed no instructions. Just run! I thought to myself, but the two girls stood and fastened my wrists and ankles with leather restrainers. My body formed an X. There was a camera in front of me, less than a metre from my face. There were others behind me and to the sides.

The oriental girl took a hood from a bench nearby. The voice stopped her. "No. Don't hide his face."

At the same moment the latina held up a gag, questioningly. "I want to hear him." She put it back.

Madame stood in front of me. Looking me straight in the eye, she pulled her cloak off her shoulders and it fell in a pool around her feet. She stepped fowards, and what I saw took my breath away: impossibly narrow heels and an outfit of metal studs and PVC which wound around her narrow bust and waist. My fears were confirmed. She was a dominatrix. Alexandra, why have you left me with these people?

The two girls sat down in their chairs in the same position as before, but this time with a gleam in their eyes. Nobody moved. I was locked in Madame's gaze like a rabbit in headlights. The sensation of looking at a mask and seeing nothing but a cold blue stare was terrifying. The voice spoke from the loudspeakers, "Begin!" I felt my body go weak. These people are mad. Nobody knows where I am. They can do anything they like with me.

With slow and deliberate movements, Madame walked to the bench and brought back two small objects. Carefully she stood to one side so he can see my reaction and two steel mouths clamped down on my nipples. I whimpered as much from fear as from pain. She returned to the bench and took a riding whip. Slowly, heels clicking on the hard floor, she circled me. And again. And came to rest behind me.

The pause that followed seemed to stretch on forever. I saw the two girls opposite watch me with malicious eyes. I felt the throbbing pain of the clamps spread across my chest. Yet nothing happened. I heard my own quick breathing loud in my ears.

"Now!" Less than a second later a stinging pain shook me, so intense that only after a few seconds did I realise that it came from my buttocks. I think I yelled.

The riding crop fell again. It was like an explosion that ripped through my senses, dying down to a red hot ember on my arse. Each time she hit me I screamed as though I were dying. Each time the wrist straps held me up as I collapsed, sobbing. I no longer saw, felt or thought anything. The rhythm was constant. I only screamed, bucked, fell, sobbed, and screamed again...

"Stop." It sounded like a voice from heaven. I had no idea how long I had been beaten. Almost certainly not half as long as the eternity it seemed. Each mark had been engraved in fire. I had been branded.

Madame came around, still masked, and looked at me. Seeing the tracks of my tears she nodded to herself and made a gesture. What other perversions does this maniac have in store for me?

The oriental girl stood and walked to the bench. She approached me, holding a silver flask. "The other side," ordered Madame. I sensed her behind me, and then felt liquid being poured on my lower back.

At first I noticed only wetness. Then, slowly, a growing heat. My eyes and mouth opened in horror. Each individual stroke on my cheeks seemed to melt together in a furnace. My scream this time was uninterrupted. My body tensed on the straps that held me. The oriental girl stood waiting. The camera kept recording. I was on fire.

The agony subsided, but the heat remained. I looked at the three women imploringly. "Please stop this!" I begged. I was crying again. Madame nodded, and I saw the girl squeeze the flask onto my cock cage. I froze.

"All of it." The sensation was indescribable, like an army of ants piercing into the most intimate flesh. I writhed. I felt a searing heat on my penis. In my penis. Again, the initial flame sank down to a sensation of burning embers. It was hot, burning. I bit my lip.

"Begin." The oriental girl pulled on some pulleys, and I sank slightly.The latina stood in front of me and slowly began to unbutton her blouse. She pulled it back and offered me a small pointed breast. I took it, grateful for the comfort it provided. What has this sicko got in mind now?

The nipple was brown and stuck out like a tiny cock. It was pleasant to play with and her hand on the back of my head told me of her appreciation. To my wonder, the warm itch in my groin - fused now with the burn on my backside - began to inflame my groin. As I sucked, I stiffened - an uncomfortable tightness took hold of me. What was that liquid?

I released her tit as the wrist straps loosened and I sank further. Now I was on my knees. The oriental girl stood next to her companion, both dressed in the same school blouses, knee-high socks, mini-skirts. Madame had moved a couple of cameras to record me from a new angle, and now took a seat to one side. She's finished her job. Now it's their turn.

My heart lurched wildly as the oriental girl lifted her skirt. I saw a distinct bulge in her white panties. I looked up, almost forgetting the hellish burn of my arse and groin, but the latina pushed my head down again. Her eyes were gleaming.

No way! I looked at the oriental, unbelieving, and she smiled back. Slowly, she put a hand under her skirt and slipped her panties to one side. She had a half-erect penis - small, almost as small as mine, but a penis nevertheless. She stroked it and offered it to me. I knew what I had to do.

As I closed my mouth on her softness, the irony of my situation did not escape me. I ended up here because I had not wanted to suck Jason's cock. Yet here I was, feeling another harden and swell within my mouth. The latina's cock was bigger than the oriental's. Not big, exactly, but longer and slim with a bulbous tip and gentle curve. Beautiful ladydicks.

I was throbbing intensely. The sensation I was feeling since having that firewater poured on my cock was of a red hot iron bar being rammed into my dick to make it harder.

They took turns on my mouth. As I worked on one cock - glad to be able to take my mind off the intense heat of my groin - the other used hers to caress my cheek and play with me. The little oriental was in a playful mood, pushing her little willy into my ear and smearing one eyelid with my own saliva.

Madame stood up and grabbed a pulley. My ankles were thrown back from under me. I assumed a superman position, face down and parallel to the floor. Thick harnesses were fastened under my chest and belly to support my weight. I was lifted a little  - waist height - and my ankles were left to fall on the floor. I had no doubts about what their plans were.

I had been given some time to look at the two girls with more attention and growing disbelief. The oriental was petite, with delicate breasts and a doll-like oval face. The latina was more sex-bomb; pouting lips and tight round boobs and behind. There was nothing about them that did not ooze femininity. These were the women and their cocks I used to jerk to.

I was highly aroused and yet my arousal was not pleasant. It throbbed, it burnt, it gave no sign of abating. My only refuge was to set my mind to work. It was a relief to see the oriental approach once more with her little girly cock in hand. I opened my mouth and welcomed her in with my tongue.

As I did so, Madame shifted the camera. Something in me rebelled against playing the victim. I looked at the lens defiantly. Take a look, pervert. I'm going to put a show on for you.

The oriental ladyboy entered me so far that my nose pushed up against her lower belly. Even so, her dick felt comfortable in my mouth. At that same moment the latina parted my seared buttocks to attack me from behind. My scream was muffled by the cock in my mouth, but the pain was real. And every time the latina thrust into my hole, a burning heat spread across my buttocks and my mouth sucked with greater passion the cute willy in my mouth.

These were my first real, flesh-and-blood cocks. After the whipping I had suffered it was almost a relief to take them inside me. It felt natural and produced in me none of the fear of Jason's huge shaft. This made perfect sense to me. After all, a man's bottom may be aesthetically pleasing, but - even if it is the same size and shape - can never be as sexually attractive as on a woman. In the same way, these were women's cocks - infinitely more desirable than their male versions, at least for a hetero like me.

I have never been able to decide whether that experience was intensely erotic, or extremely unpleasant. Would I repeat it, given the chance? I have no idea. I can only say that all the time I was penetrated from both ends, under the intent gaze of madame and the twisted millionaire behind the mirror, my cock was as hard as a flagpole, and just as likely to cum. I suffered every time the latina thrust her hips up to the scalded skin of my buttocks. Yet I enjoyed the feel of the oriental's ladylike penis on my tongue. I even felt the burning arousal of humiliation as madame came close to inspect me.

The oriental was breathing heavily. Her hips were beginning to slap frantically against my mouth, and Madame, still in her mask, looked towards her.

"Yes, I'm ready," I heard the ladyboy whisper.

"Wait," answered Madame, and adjusted the camera. "Good. Remember, I want it on his tongue."

She looked down at me and ordered, "You will swallow. If not, I will give you a second session on your backside." I quivered at the thought.

The oriental pulled back, and started tugging at her penis. Only two fingers, just like me. She gave a little moan - God, she is so sexy it is not possible - and her first spurt caught me right above my upper lip. I blinked in surprise. Then the second landed directly in my mouth. With little whimpers, she put her dainty cock on my tongue. Out pumped three, four and five more smaller loads of cum. I closed my mouth and swallowed, looking at Madame as I did so. Then, almost revelling in the show I was putting on, licked the seed dripping from my upper lip.

I was feeling good. The latina's cock was a perfect size for my anus. In the afterglow of my first blowjob, it was difficult to draw the border between pleasure and pain. The heat of my caned backside had fused with the warmth of desire. Her quickened rhythm and frantic panting told me that she had witnessed her companion's ejaculation.

"Don't cum too far down," warned Madame, "I want it just inside the opening, so it can slide out." Another video for their master.

Grabbing me by the hips, the latina drew out almost to the entrance, and gave short thrusts inside. For me this was heaven, not least because it relieved the burning in my buttocks. I felt her fire two spurts inside me and then withdraw. The next bursts of cum landed on my arsehole. I felt her fall back, leaving my arsehole slippery and slimy. I moaned in pleasure.

The moment was short-lived. Madame opened my cheeks for a better view, making me scream and writhe in pain. "Use your cock to push it in," she told the latina. I felt her cock gather up the cum dripping down my crack and enter me again. Several times I felt her push her seed into my anus, until I felt her soften and drop away.

"Let him go, and take him out of here." I heard the sound of Madame's heels receding as those two heavenly creatures dropped me down on the floor and unbuckled me. I stayed for a while on hands and knees, trying to arm myself with enough courage to stand.

"You must go," said the ladyboy, and took my hand to help me up. I whined with pain as I stood and hobbled to the door behind her. The latina stayed.

Will I ever be able to walk normally again? Climbing the stairs was like a penance. When we entered the kitchen the oriental looked up and around her carefully, then pushed me against the fridge and kissed me. Her tongue searched inside my mouth for what she had left there a short while before.

I felt a second of anxiety. Was I being unfaithful? But I was overwhelmed by what I had gone through and clung to that kiss like a drowning man. She took me through the gentleman's lounge and opened the door to the corridor. "Goodbye!" she whispered. It was a brief parting, though not without feeling. I watched her silently as she closed the door and then turned to look for Alexandra.

The corridor and rooms were like the second circle of hell. Figures, some masked or hooded, flitted one way or the next. There were whippings and screams of torment; bodies that merged and collided; slapping noises, moans and whimpers; a mixed smell of perfume, bodies and semen.

I looked inside the swimming pool. It was a den of laughter, shouts and debauchery. I moved on, gritting my teeth against the pain of my loins, naked, my penis throbbing against the cage. What have they done to me? What did they pour on my penis? It won't go down.

The second room was full. I scanned it quickly. Sarah was sodomising her red-haired slave. Alexandra wasn't here. I wandered on to the next. Jason was with his two twinkies. I pulled back quickly in order to sneak away, but it was too late. He had seen me.

"Digby, Digby!" He came running after me, and I was in too much pain to escape him. He saw my scarlet  buttocks and gave me a slap. I screamed in pain. He grabbed me by my cage and forced me back with him. "When I call, you come," he growled.

I was pulled over to where his boys were. The blonde was lying on the mattress, flicking his tongue over the Arab boy's cock. "Now you don't have wifey to hide behind," said Jason, "If you try to escape, I swear I'll lose all patience with you. Now watch this, because you'll find it useful."

I looked on as his huge black hands opened the blonde boy as if he was an apricot. A large hole gaped through the smooth white buttocks. Jason positioned the tip of his shaft in the opening and thrust in deep. The boy squealed like a pig, but Jason took no notice. As he pounded in, he stared at me. I understood he wanted to make an impression - and he was succeeding. I was rooted to the spot. How can such a huge cock fit?

I was uncomfortable. My arse was sore, my cock throbbed uncomfortably, I felt embarrassed and excited. "Jason.... I'm looking for Alexandra. I've had enough tonight."

He growled with anger, pulled out and pushed the boy away savagely, grabbed me by the the neck and forced me down with him. Holding my head just a few centimetres away, he began to suck the Arab boy's cock, not for one second taking his gaze off me.

Why don't you understand that I'm not gay? I shouted at him with my eyes. Almost as an answer, the cock in his hands throbbed and spasmed. I saw Jason close his mouth over it and take it all down. The boy lifted his hips and thrust up into Jason's face before collapsing back onto the mattress. Jason looked at me intently, licking his lips. I felt disturbed, awkward, flushed. He pointed at the door, silently, telling me to leave. As I rose, wincing, Jason turned on the blonde boy once again.

I entered the great hall. There on the platform - in the same place as before - I saw Alexandra, still covered by bodies. I climbed up towards her but she did not see me. I had found her. 

She was on a sofa. One man with a hood was standing over her, sexing her mouth. Behind him, a bit lower down, a bald fat man was slipping his cock in and out of her pussy. When she saw me she took the cock out of her mouth. "Digby, baby. You're here!"she exclaimed happily. She held her hand out and I took it lovingly. At that same moment the hooded figure began to cum on her cheek. She turned her head to catch it in her mouth. I felt safe now. I felt happy.

"Baby, when he finishes I want you to clean me. I was waiting for you." I looked at the bald man, impatient for him to cum. He was middle-aged with red cheeks, puffy eyes and a hairy white belly that drooped over Alexandra's firm olive torso. Not long now, I thought. He had his tongue out, and gave pig-like grunts as he entered her.

Alexandra and I looked at each other in complicity and then at him. "Come on, big boy," my wife encouraged him, "Give me what I need. Make me feel like a real woman." The man was sweating bucketloads. He only grunted in reply. "I can't get enough of that huge cock of yours. Fuck me harder. Treat me like a slut!"

Alexandra entwined her fingers in mine. Together we watched as he panted and laboured. "Can you see him? This is my husband. He's got a tiny dick and he's never fucked me. How does that make you feel, big boy? To know that my husband has never been inside my pussy?"

The man lifted his belly, opened his mouth, and a stubby little cock came into view. Snorting and puffing, he spouted watery dribbles on my wife's thighs. He pulled himself off and raised her thigh, slapping her on her buttocks.

"Whore!" he stammered, as he pulled up his trousers. "Now eat out my spunk, cucky!" he spat at me, and walked off laughing.

We hugged each other. She was sticky, and smelt of sex. Cum was in her hair, coating her face and breasts. They didn't even give her time to take off her dress. “Alexandra, they're watching us,” I told her.

“Who are?” She kissed me with hunger, with passion.

“I don't know. A man. He's watching through the cameras,” I answered.

She ignored me. “Sweetheart, they've been fucking me all night. They've treated me like a slut. But now you're here,” she whispered in my ear, “Make me feel like a goddess, baby.”

I kissed her mouth once more and knelt between her legs. She pulled her dress up off her thighs and opened herself for me. All around, I saw other men watching as I leant in to kiss her bud.

“Clean me up, hubby.” Her leg folded over my shoulder and forced me in further. I had wanted to tell her more about my evening. I would have liked to ask her about hers. But there would be time tomorrow. I won't tell her about the kiss.

First I licked clean the lips and folds of her pussy. Using my tongue I wiped the encrusted sperm from the edges of her thighs, and as I did so I lifted my arms and felt her breasts. They were slippery, and I used the sperm to caress and fondle her nipples. Far off I heard raucous laughs and lewd comments, but I did not care. I was at peace.

I gently opened her with my lips and penetrated her with my tongue. There was more here, much more. Alexandra shifted so I could reach in further, squeezing and pushing out cum to feed me. I brought down one hand and softly stroked that small hard ridge between her two holes, revelling in Alexandra's happy sighs. Then I used other men's seed to massage her anus, feeling the orgasm build up in her, keeping the rhythm as she came. It was a quiet and satisfying orgasm for us both, one of peace and fulfilment.

My own cock was as rigid as ever. I needed release. As I took Alexandra in my arms and kissed her again, I asked her to set me free. She smiled up at me, took the necklace and withdrew the lock. My cage was open. She touched my cock and looked at me with surprise. “Baby, you're so hard!” she exclaimed.

“Darling, could I.....now?” I begged. She understood me, kissed my cheek and shook her head at me. Instead, she began to slowly knead my tip and balls. I gazed into her eyes and knew that only she could put out this fire.

“Alexandra.” It was Jason. He had climbed up to the platform. “Give him to me, right here and now, in front of you. I know you want to see it. You know he wants it. Hand him over to me.”

She did not answer immediately, but looked at me with a raised eyebrow and gentle smile. “Baby....?”

I shook my head. “No, Alexandra. No!”

“You'll like it, sweety.”

“No Alexandra. Don't do that to me. I love you. You can't make me do that.” Tears came to my eyes – again!

“You've heard him, Jason,” Alexandra answered.

He pointed his finger at me as I cowered behind her. “She won't always save you. There'll be a moment when she'll sell you off, and I'll make you pay for all this humiliation.” He turned to leave.

“Jason, where are you going?” Alexandra called him. He looked back at her suspiciously.

“I was jerking Digby. Come here and join us,” she entreated.

Jason smiled. Such white teeth in such a black face. He turned to face us, lifted his huge cock in front of my eyes and started stroking too. He was staring at me. Alexandra was pulling on my cock. My need was building.

“You have no idea what that would feel like deep inside you,” my wife whispered in my ear, “Until you take a huge black cock you will never know what it's like to be truly filled.”

I was trying not to show my deep arousal, but beads of sweat began to form on my forehead. Was it the smell of sex? That liquid they poured on me?

“Can you just imagine a cock like that spurting loads of cum deep inside you? To feel it, warm and sticky, deep inside?” We were on the sofa, just at the height of Jason's groin. She stopped jerking. “You carry on, baby. My wrist hurts.”

I began to stroke. Whatever they had poured on me acted at the same time as a stimulant and as a dampener. It took me to the edge, but kept me there.

“Look at the size of that thing, darling. If you took that you would know how hot it feels to be used by a man.”

The itching sensation would not leave me. My hand was a blur. I was unable to make that final surge. It was mesmerising to see him work his huge cock just in front of us. I could not tear my eyes away. I was torn between a deep need and a refusal to show how it affected me.

“This is for you, sissy boy.” Jason stepped forward and, towering high above, pointed his huge cock and sent a shower of seed towards me.

“Oh God, no!” I shouted as it hit me high in the face, on my lips and chin. Then on my belly. Finally, and with a groan, he aimed a dollop right onto my own tiny cock, and stepped back to admire his work.

“Oh no!” I screamed again, but for a completely different reason. It was partly Alexandra's delighted laugh that pushed me over; it was also her hand that crept and scratched the inside of my thigh; it was the memory of those ladycocks inside my mouth and arse; it was my desperation to ejaculate.

But it was not, in any way or form whatsoever, the smoothness of Jason's cum on my cock as I stroked myself. It was not his huge shaft in front of my eyes, or his savage stare. It was not – believe me – the feel of his warm seed on my face and mouth that enabled me to free myself from that chemical restraint.

But the fact is, I came. And as I came I clenched my buttocks. And all that heat and itchiness seemed to come together in a ball in my groin and explode out of my little dick. I came so intensely that I lost the sense of where I was. And I kept cumming. And I fell back onto the cushions. And even then I was still cumming. Alexandra licked my nipples as I bucked and writhed. It was too much. And still I came.

What else can I tell you about that night? I wish I could say that it was over and that we went home, that my burning subsided and my backside was soothed. But nothing was further from the truth. The guests' needs had been met, but not satiated. The atmosphere relaxed, but the sex continued. Quite simply, people began to be more selective in their desires.

The rest of the night I kept close to Alexandra, and as her sub was object to acts of extreme humiliation. At one time she was laid with her back on top of my chest, and I held her by the waist as men lined up to have their way with her pussy. When one stepped in - eyes bulging with lust - to replace the other, I saw their faces of lust and depravity just as she saw it; when they began to slap hard against her, I felt her body rock on my own; and when they came, their seed seeped down her thighs and onto my own.

At last, when the daylight filtered through the windows, the crowds began to disperse. I could no longer see Jason or Sarah. My cock and arse were still raging, but we soothed our tired and aching limbs in the indoor pool. Alexandra started a conversation with Sarah's little red-head, and as I swam to stretch my tired limbs, they kissed and fondled by the side.

It was time to go. We showered, dried ourselves and changed our clothes. Tired and hungry, we had one last bite to eat. Then, hand-in-hand we headed for the door.

“You!” We turned as someone called. “The Spanish-looking girl! I've been wanting to meet you all night, but you were always busy.” It was an silver-haired, rather distinguished-looking gentleman. I kept my hand in hers as she bent over wordlessly for him. He unzipped his trousers, pulled up her skirt, slipped in and began to pump himself inside her. Alexandra did not react in any way. She was so exhausted that she was used like a sex doll.

It was done in a few minutes. The man dumped his load inside her with a soft moan, pulled out, zipped up and walked away without so much as a farewell. Alexandra pulled her skirt back down. We opened the door and stepped out into the fresh morning air. A driver was waiting for us. The night was over.
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Chapter 8: Crisis and Change

Reading back what I have written here, it sounds like our lives were a carousel of sexual activity. In fact, we lived a life as normal as any. On Monday mornings I woke up, had a quick breakfast and drove to work. My wife – traditional as ever – stayed home to do the housework, go shopping, and tone up in the gym. Our life was orthodox: mortgages, restaurants, holidays (to Jamaica or Barbados – I'll talk about those another day), bills, telly, shopping sprees, parties, work-related stress and business trips. Not so different from any other married couple. Perhaps only – and this is my conceit – that we were so very happy together.

Alexandra was the perfect wife for me. When my mother passed away unexpectedly two years after our wedding she put off her sexual exploits and focussed her attention on my grief. We moved again, this time deep into the country, restoring an old farmhouse and kitting it with a gym, indoor pool and jacuzzi.

There were changes at work. My old boss - and father figure - retired, and the new MD was of a different generation and outlook: aggressive, demanding, competitive. He brought in a new class of colleague; louts in suits, basically. One by the name of Daniel especially grated my nerves. Younger than me, he came in as if he owned the place, and spent his time seducing the secretaries instead of working.

It's depressing to see how common values are dying in this country. I'm not talking about homosexuals or immigrants, don't get me wrong. What I mean is that everything that being British ever stood for – stiff upper lip, politeness, respect for others, good manners and dislike of overt shows of wealth or extravagance – is being sold off in a mad rush for money. My beloved Conservatives – formerly guardians of our principles and morals – are now no more than vulgar investment bankers and snake-oil merchants. There is no-one on the political scene to stand up for basic ideas of decency. And I'm sure that you, dear and discerning reader, can only agree. I think my wife's traditional outlook on life has influenced me - in a positive way, of course.

Imagine how appalling it is to discover leftovers of cocaine in the work toilets, and then to hear – the very same day – acts of debauchery in the very next cubicle to mine. My new boss was indirectly responsible for this decadence, although it was Daniel who dragged our company down into the depths of depravity.

I felt very uncomfortable in this new macho culture. The behind-hand titters when I walked by slowly gave way to open comments of scorn. I never went out with my new colleagues after work, to their strip clubs and drug-fuelled pub crawls.

“Wifey's waiting with her whip, Digby? Better run!” Daniel called out as I left one Friday. The sounds of female laughter reminded me of the school bullies. My new secretary – a big-titted bimbo by the name of Jessie, whose eyes went misty every time she saw Daniel pass – chewed gum when I spoke to her, shrugged and rolled her eyes. There was no respect whatsoever, now that the atmosphere was toxic.

But when the crash came it caught us all off-balance. Daniel and the boss were the first to climb to safety, pulling up their little gang of favourites and drawing up the ladder behind them. The rest of us went to the wall. I was sacked in the meanest and most despicable way imaginable, in front of everyone in the middle of the office. Daniel smirked as he watched me take my things. “Don't cry, baby - bye, bye!” I heard Jessie call as I left, humiliated.

“What are we going to do?” I wailed in despair some four months later. I was not earning anything, but the bills were still queueing at the letterbox. Alexandra – as always – reacted wonderfully, but with the stress of unemployment the first cracks and tensions appeared.

I hadn't been so worried to start with. Indeed, a part of me was relieved. I would never have had the courage to decide to leave by myself, even though it had been a dream in those last few months. I had six interviews in the first three weeks; my company had a good reputation, and there were too many rumours in the industry about what was going on to really harm my prospects.

The problem was the economy itself. Of those six interviews I was offered a vacancy in two, but there was no way I could accept them. The figures were less than my starting salary, and not nearly enough to cover our costs. We were so deep in debt that I could not just take anything, because I would not have earned enough to get by. So I held out for something better, but something better did not come.

Why not sell the house, you ask me? Not an option, either. With the crash in the market its value was already a lot less than the mortgage we were paying. It would mean being homeless but still in debt. And now, four months after my sacking, we had spent our meagre savings and the banks had shut their books on us. We were running on empty.

It was time to react and consider more radical options. We were having a coffee when I began. “We could rent this place out, just to cover the mortgage. Then I can take any job – serving tables, picking apples, anything – and we can rent some one-room apartment, or move in with your mum.” Even as I said it, I knew how awful it sounded. I cradled my head in my hands. But what else is there?

Alexandra took my hands in hers and asked me, “Baby, listen to me carefully. Do you trust me?”

I nodded, deeply impressed by her composure. “I appreciate what you're doing for us," she said, "We both know we're against the ropes. But I'm not willing for us to move back in my mother. What would happen if we did that? I don't want that, sweetheart, and I don't think we need to do it.” She smiled at me tenderly.

“The most important thing is for us to stick together. That's what we've got to keep in mind. If we do that, and if we've got the strength to make sacrifices – both of us – this can make our marriage stronger. Would you be willing?”

I nodded again, silently, hopeful. “I know I've left this side of our lives to you ever since we got married, but now it's time for me to step in and take the load off your back. There is a way to make money. You know what it is, and I do too. But neither of us has had the courage to say it. And I want you to tell me. We have to do this together, right from the start.”

I looked down at my mug and sighed. I knew what she was talking about. “Prostitution,” I whispered, “But I can't allow that to happen, Alexandra. Not to you.”

She placed a hand on my cheek and lifted my head. “Baby, I know what you're thinking, and it doesn't have to be like that. It's not going to be street corners and seedy brothels. If we do this, they will come here. It would be select, upmarket. We can choose our clients.”

I looked at her, shaking my head. She continued, “I'm not going to pretend it's the same as what we do sometimes. It'll be a job. You have to earn money, whether you feel in the mood or not. But it doesn't have to be so awful. A man comes in, he gets a drink, we go upstairs.....and that's it. We've come a long way, sweetheart, for us to find this so terrible. Do you really want us to lose our house? We're strong enough to do this.” I shook my head, doubtfully.

“I've been looking things up. I've made phone calls. People pay at least £300 per hour - or more than one grand a night - for someone like me. Or someone like you. You've got to be in this as well. That's my only condition.”

I was caught totally off-balance, not knowing whether to react to the figures she had mentioned, or to the mention of my involvement. I looked at her, alarmed. “Darling, nobody would pay that money for me,” I told her.

She stood up, sat on my lap and kissed me full on my lips. “I'd pay that and more.” She looked at me straight in the eye. “Jason would too.” She saw my reaction and hugged me.

“Treasure, nobody wants this. The question is this: what's best for our marriage? To go back and live with my mum? For you to face the misery of signing up for unemployment and holding down dead-end jobs? Or to take a step forward and say: 'I can do this, and I will do this so we can be happy together'?”

“I know why you're scared of Jason, baby. And deep down, you know why too. And you don't want to admit it. That's why you tremble when he's around. And I've always protected you, sweetie, you know that. But now I need you to stand up to your fears.”

“But I don't like men, Alexandra.”

“Let's say that's true, baby. But you don't need to. You only need to like their cocks. And we both know you do.”

I was quiet because there was nothing I could say. She opened my mouth with her tongue and probed inside. “You won't ever be alone, baby. We'll do this together.” I watched as she unbuttoned the cotton shirt – mine - she was wearing. She pulled my head down and offered her breast to my hungry lips. It'll be alright. Just try it. Trust her.

“Baby, I want you to know one thing. If you're not willing to do this I won't force you.” She squeezed her boob into my mouth. “If you can't take that step I'll phone my mother and we'll move out of here. But we have to decide today.”

I looked up and shook my head. “Alexandra, I've decided. Let's do this. If you're with me I won't be scared.”

“But do you trust me, sugar? Will you let me manage it? I know how this works. I know what men want. If you put yourself in my hands they'll come for me but stay for you.” I smiled doubtfully.

“Do the sums," she insisted, "Together we can earn more than what you were bringing home before - much more. Just give me a year or two until we get out of this hole we're in. Then we can move away, make a new life for ourselves abroad - in Spain, in Greece, anywhere. But do you trust me enough to leave yourself in my hands, with no doubt, no 'no's, no quibbles?”

“I do.”

Her eyes gleamed. “Baby, there'll be moments you'll regret this, today, tomorrow, next week. But I swear in six months' time you'll look back to this moment and thank the lucky stars we've done this.”

“I won't regret it, ever. If I've got you with me I'll be alright.” I took a deep breath. “Call Jason.”

“Not yet sweetheart,” she laughed, “You're keen, but we've got some things to do. First we're going upstairs. You need some practice on that pretty arse of yours.”

*                         *                         *

That afternoon she drove me into the city. I wanted to ask what she had in mind but knew I could not. My promise to her had been clear and simple: to accept whatever she had planned for me.

We were entering one of the posher boroughs where she drove our Range Rover into a car-park. I followed her nervously out onto the high street. Where's she taking me? All sorts of fears assailed me, but to my relief we entered a beauty parlour.

She knew the staff well, and introduced me. They all seemed to know why we were there and made a big fuss of me, taking me to a small room in the back of the store. It was a simple place with a reclining chair, a small table with make-up and nail polish and no mirrors.

“I'll sit here and watch, sugar. I'm not going anywhere, okay? This is Abby. She's going to make you feel like a million dollars.” I nodded. It sounded good to me. The only thing that kept me from breathing properly was the thought of Jason. “He'll be your dress rehearsal,” Alexandra had told me, “If you can take him, you can take anything.”

Abby cut and dyed my hair, which was almost shoulder-length now. I was not allowed to see what was happening. “It's a surprise, baby.” As I waited for the dye to set in, hair in curlers, my feet were left in water and my hands manicured.

“What beautiful, delicate hands you've got!” Abby commented. Then she started on the pedicure. After that, my hair was washed and dried. This is going on forever.

I stripped off into some bathing trunks to be waxed. Although I did not like this, I was used to it. Alexandra had never wanted me to have facial or body hair, as it wasn't 'graceful', as she put it. In the same search for elegance she had taught me to carry myself with poise and elegance throughout these years together. So I bore the waxing bravely.

Then, covered by a thin tunic, Abby massaged cream into my face and sat me down by the table. This was when I started shooting nervous looks over at Alexandra. “You promised,” she mouthed back at me. I stayed silent.

Foundation, eyeliner, false lashes, lipstick (which tickled), nail polish which was applied on my hands and feet. ..... This was not the first time I had been made up, but the situation, the place and the motive made me feel uncomfortable. I knew now what Alexandra had in mind for me.

I was ready. Alexandra hugged Abby. “You're an artist!” she congratulated her.

The beautician smiled, proud of her work. “Your husband's a natural. You should have done this long ago. I'll leave you to....talk. The mirror's over there.”

My wife took my hands and looked at me for a long time, taking in my eyes, mouth, hair. She kissed me. “I would never let you near my man,” She laughed, “You're a danger to any wife around.”

“Are you ready?” She turned the mirror and I froze as I saw myself.

“Don't tell me you wouldn't want to fuck that,” Alexandra whispered in my ear, “I do.”

I shook my head, not in horror but in disbelief. The person in the mirror was simply beautiful. It was just impossible to accept that it was me.

I had a tousled bob, a little shorter than before. Beach blonde with highlights and a side parting that fell across the right side of my forehead. Long lashes, blue eyes, flawless skin, soft pink lips. Oh God! I look like a woman!

What shocked me most was how good I looked. Alexandra was watching me, but my shock prevented me from making any comment. I had no idea myself if I liked the transformation. I went up to the mirror and touched my face, fluttered my lashes, pouted, kissed, and shook my head in disbelief.

My wife turned my face to hers. “Baby, you look wonderful! I appreciate what you're doing for us, and I love you.”

I looked at her and nodded with determination. “I'm OK, darling. I can do this. I don't mind.” I tried to smile “Good job this suits me. I'm better now than I was before.”

Alexandra bit her lip. “I'm ready to get married all over again.” she murmured. With a flutter of joy I realised that she was aroused at the sight of me.

We went into the parlour to pay. I  was scared, but my wife held me firmly by the hand. The girls gathered around excitedly. There were two older customers who were not impressed. They don't realise I'm not a girl, I realised.

“Be careful with her, Alexandra,” giggled Abby, “She won't last very long on her own.” It was just the sort of comment I had heard since I was twelve in the school changing rooms. But this time it was not malicious but teasing. This time I liked the comment. We fled from the coos and cries of appreciation to the street outside.

Was it my imagination or was everybody watching me? Everybody! I gripped my wife's hand and held her arm. All the men looked at us. They knew! “They know,” I whispered, “They know I'm not a girl.”

“Those men are looking at two hot chicks walking down the high street. That's what men do. Relax and enjoy it, because that's your life from now on." 

I tried to act normal but my eyes flicked around me. A couple of teenage boys smiled at me. One black man winked. Holy shit! They think I'm a girl. I was wearing the same clothes as before: trainers, jeans, a sweater. “Please, Alexandra. Talk to me. Tell me things. This is too weird.”

"Welcome to a woman's world,” she laughed, “We're going shopping. This is the cash we've got. We're going to spend it all on you until we've got nothing left except each other. That's all we'll need.” She stopped at a boutique. “Let's start here.”

“We'll begin with the basics: some blouses and t-shirts, trousers, shorts, a jacket.” She started to go through the clothes and took out a top.

I shook my head. “Not that green. It's too dark.” I took a lighter baby blue. “This one.”

Alexandra smiled at me and we carried on. “High neckline, off-the-shoulder. That's perfect.” The assistant looked over, and I felt a wave of anxiety swamp me. Then she stifled a yawn.

“I like this,” I said. It was an off-the-shoulder crop top with horizontal stripes.

Alexandra held it up. “Good choice baby. This will leave your midriff bare. They'll love this.” Her eyes gleamed. “You've got no boobs, so you need to get their eyes somewhere else, and your belly is so sexy.” She called the assistant over. “Excuse me. Do you have more crop tops?” With a lazy smile, we were taken over to the back of the shop.

“Try these three," my wife instructed, "They'll look gorgeous on you. You can wear them with jeans, shorts, even with maxi-skirts, although it's a shame to cover those legs. You can put a jacket over them, too. This one's lovely, like a blouse, almost....”

“I don't like these shorts.”

“Baby, that high waist pushes your bottom up. Look at yourself in the mirror. You see how that sticks out, pert and smackable? We need some tight jeans, too, with the same high waist....”

We moved on to another shop. Four pairs of shoes of different heights. The last one was the closest I'd been to committing suicide – it had needle-like heels that gave me vertigo.

“You can work your way up from the lowest heels, baby. They make your bottom stick out. I don't want to see you in flat shoes from now on, you understand?”

I looked at her wordlessly. Wait, but this is only for professional reasons, isn't  it? I mean, when we're not working I'll dress like normal, right? But I said nothing. I'd promised. Anyway, I was almost enjoying myself. It felt naughty and fun.

More shops. Flared floral skirts showing my leg well above the knee. “Tulle skirt” Alexandra held one up and winked.

I remembered the surprise one like that had held for me on my wedding night. “I want it.” I whispered. She chuckled warmly.

“This dress, too,” I pleaded. It was off-the-shoulder and belted at the waist. Pastel pink. Alexandra licked her lips when I tried it on.

“We need one more dress,” she told me, and I found it. This time it was all my choice: a scarlet, open back and off-the-shoulder, halter neck, chiffon dress.... For Jason.

“But it's too expensive,” I protested symbolically. I thought it was gorgeous.

“Not for you, sweetheart. Not for my beautiful girl.” We looked at each other, and I felt overwhelmed. What am I doing? What would mum say? And yet I realised I didn't care. I was excited. I wanted to go home and try it all on. I had often put on Alexandra's stockings and thongs and I had always liked the sensation, but this was a completely different level.

Lingerie. We were down to our last few banknotes, but Alexandra had no qualms. We were both focussed on Jason, but she didn't say anything so as not to scare me, and I did not want to touch that topic either. I caressed the fabrics of the briefs and bras before me.

“You need a corset. Not black. Underbust, for the time being.” For the time being? At that time, I was too taken up to care. Whatever she wants from me. Let it be.

I saw it first. “This one! Purple and black.” It was absolutely feminine but with a gothic touch, with bows and suspenders, laced up at the back.

My wife practically pushed me up to the counter. “Let's go, baby. I need you home right now. I can't wait a second longer.”

The rest of the day we spent at home. I tried on the dress and practised walking around the bedroom with the high heels. But Alexandra could not wait anymore, and fucked me from behind savagely, telling me what a whore I was. She made me eat her, and then I continued: tight jeans and crop top with high heel trainers. I modelled different combinations. My wife grew impatient again, and took me back to bed. This time we kissed on the mattress and made love tenderly, woman to woman.

“Sweetheart, I know what this means to you. I know you're worried about tomorrow. You don't need to, baby. You'll love it. I know you will.” She saw a second of fear pass through my eyes. “I've never taken you in my mouth, sugar. Never, in seven years of marriage. How would you like me to do that, baby? How would you like me to do what you've seen me do to other men so many times before?”

I nodded, tears in my eyes.

“I'll do it just for you, darling. I'll give you the best blowjob a woman could give. You'll see stars, I promise you. You just need to be brave, baby. You just need to take one more step, tomorrow...”

*                         *                         *

“Where's Sarah?” Alexandra asked, after closing the door.

“I left her behind. I don't want any distractions tonight.” I heard Jason's deep voice in the corridor, and almost wet myself with fear. I can't do this!

“If I catch Digby saying something like that, I'd cut his balls off,” Alexandra laughed. They're at the door. There was a pause. “Jason, please go easy. He's nervous. Make him feel....like a woman, okay?” The door opened.

Jason turned to stone when he saw me. “Holy shit! What is this?”

Alexandra signalled for me to get up. Jason's face was a poem, and I felt a flutter of empowerment in my stomach. Take that big boy! I took some steps on my heels, preened, turned my head, looked over my shoulder and gave him a wink. Still in a state of shock, he looked at my pert bottom and devoured my whole body with his gaze.

My wife's eyes were gleaming with pride. She nodded, and I turned to face the black man who so desired me. I was wearing the corset and suspenders - “Not the dress, baby. He might tear it. Leave it for the next time.” - my makeup was discreet, my hair carefully styled for that out-of-bed look. I looked gorgeous and I knew it.

“Wait there, baby. I'll start this off first.” Alexandra stood behind Jason, and I saw her hands wrapping around his chest and unbutton him. She was whispering in his ear. The big man seemed hypnotised, transfixed - passive almost – as Alexandra pulled his shirt down his broad shoulders to reveal the ripples of his stomach, giant chest and trunk-like arms. I loved the sight of her delicate white hands on his firm black skin.

Her fingers began to stroke his groin through his trousers. Warmed by his gaze I licked my fingertips and began to play with my nipples, looking at him shyly. You can do this. Don't get nervous.

Jason looked as if he was going to lunge at me but Alexandra's soft voice kept him put. Still behind him, Alexandra unzipped him and gently tugged down his trousers and briefs. I looked at his giant cock, then up at his eyes. He nodded at me and smiled. This time your arse is mine. I looked down again, and rubbed my willy through the black lace thong I wore.

Jason kicked off his shoes and stood before me, naked and powerful. Alexandra made a sign and I approached. As Alexandra kissed him, I knelt and took his member in my hands. The feel of it, warm and muscular, was like nothing else I had ever touched. It had nothing to do with what I called a willy. I was trembling. I could not do it. The sheer weight and bulk of it daunted me. I lightly touched the ridge and the delicate chord of skin with my thumb, and felt it twitch. But I could go no further.

Alexandra knelt and joined me. I looked at her helplessly. She gave me a quick smile, took the cock from my hands, opened her mouth and licked the underside. She took the tip into her mouth, sucking it gently, wanking him with her lips. He was now completely hard. I was too. Alexandra passed her mouth down the shaft. Then she pushed me in towards him.

I took the jump, opening my mouth and copying my wife: As her mouth slid down one side, mine passed down the other. You've done this before. It's not your first cock, I thought. Alexandra slurped at the tip and passed it to me. I copied her. She licked his balls and the thin skin wire just below the tip. I did the same. For five minutes I was given a crash course in giving head. We were in it together.

“She's all yours, Jason. Just make sure she likes what you're giving her,” Alexandra told the big man. He gave a throaty laugh and took my head in his hands. I felt a second of panic as I sensed the balance of power shift. Don't go, Alexandra!

To confirm my fears, Jason began to thrust forward. He's going to fuck my mouth. I was right. He grabbed me by my hair and chin and began to thrust forward.

On my knees and with my mouth and throat open, the position I found myself was not comfortable. I stroked my penis to keep myself hot and receptive, but I had to stop. A surge had come out of nowhere, and I had to cool down. I was too excited, and could not trust myself to keep my urges under control.

He picked me up and placed me on the table. The same table as last time. I gave a soft whimper as he squeezed by buttocks aggressively. Then he turned me over so I was facing upwards and entered my mouth again. I closed my eyes and calmed my nerves. Remember to yawn as he goes down. Breathe through your nose.

I felt his cock touch the opening to my throat. Then he entered, cramming the sides. I took it, eyes wide open, shocked at the size. He pulled out. And pushed in. God, it's so big, but I can take it! The thought of how I must have looked at that moment – high heels, lace stockings and suspenders, frilly thong and lace-up corset, with blonde bob and pink lips, deepthroating a huge black cock – made me feel weak with lust.

He pulled out of my throat, and I slurped up the strings of saliva. I glanced over at Alexandra. She was a few metres away, on an armchair, smoking. Something about her face made me look again. She was watching me with an expression I had never seen before. As I gulped down the cock again, I started thinking and analysing. Jealousy? No, something else. Worry, insecurity. I felt a jolt in my stomach. Was she worried that she would lose me? That I would fall in love with Jason? That she would lose me to another man?

Show her you're thinking about her. That you're doing this for both. I took his cock out, rolled over and smiled at her, and then closed my mouth on Jason's shaft. I jerked him onto my tongue and gave a sly look rightwards. I sucked noisily, keeping eye contact with my wife. She understood what I was trying to tell her and smiled as a cat smiles, with her eyes. I felt happy. I closed my eyes. And when I opened them Alexandra had closed hers. She was touching herself.

Jason cut in on my daydream. “I'm about to cum,” he muttered. I didn't want him to, not yet. Not like that. I took his balls and gently pushed him forward into my throat. Further. To the end. My forehead touched his stomach. With my finger I stroked the soft skin between cock and anus. Then I felt him tremble. He gave short thrusts forwards with his buttocks, moaning. And then he came.

I felt it hit me in the bottom of my throat. I swallowed and gulped it all down noisily. He spurted again and again. It was suffocating, oppressive even, but I could not pull out, not least because his hand was on my head, forcing me forward. As he came I swallowed, gagging and gargling. He released me. My head dropped on the table. His cock slid out, spreading a mixture of cum and saliva over my lips and on the table. I had done it. The exam was over. I had taken on a black monster and survived.

Jason was in a state of total disbelief. “Nobody has ever done that to me. Nobody. Ever.” I lifted my eyes to his face, but the effort was too much, and I closed them. I needed some time to get my energy back. But I had caught his expression. It was awe.

I felt Alexandra's arms around me. She was kissing my face. “What have I created? God!” Her voice was broken, tremulous. “I could see your throat bulging with his cock inside. And that sound, when you swallowed! How can I compete with that? I would never be able to take his whole length.” She laughed and stroked my face.

“I love you, Alexandra,” I whispered.

“And I love you too, baby. I adore you!” She lifted my chin. “Don't dare cheat on me, baby. Not now. Don't you dare.”

I shook my head tiredly. How can she feel so insecure? “I'm nothing without you, darling.”

Jason had collapsed on the sofa. Alexandra turned to him. “Thanks for coming, Jason. That's your freebie.” She slapped me on my backside, hard. I whimpered. “If you want this, we need to start talking business.”

Jason pointed at her, threateningly. “I've been waiting years to fuck that arse. You can't back out now.” I rolled over to look at them.

Alexandra pointed at me. “She's a girl now. If you want to be part of the project you can get involved. She needs titties.”

“That's a deal, if I get free membership.” He licked his lips. “Can you imagine? Skinny but with huge boobs?”

“You're not turning her into a plastic blow-up sex toy, Jason. This girl is mine. She's going to ooze class. She needs pointed titties, like soft icecream cones.” She twisted my nipples. You two do realise I'm here and I'm listening.

Alexandra poured lubricant on her hand and started to finger my hole. She squeezed out some more, and repeated. “I want her to be able to put on the best clothes. She's going to have the figure of a model. She won't wear a bra. Men will see her titties poking out of her thin silk blouse or dress. That'll drive them crazy. Or she'll just put on a buttoned up blazer, and they'll see the curve of her little boobies in the cleavage.” She kissed me. “You're going to blow them away,” she whispered.

“And about this free pass...” She turned to Jason “It's easy. If you treat us like princesses we'll treat you like a lord. If we're happy we'll make sure you're happy. That's the way the world works. And this is no different.”

Jason nodded. “Deal! I've got a friend who's a surgeon. A top surgeon. I'll speak to him tomorrow, let him know I'll foot the bill and you'll have it done as quick as possible. But don't touch anything else.” He was getting hard already. “The rest is perfect. That arse, that face, those legs...it's all perfect.”

“Well spoken.” Alexandra climbed on his lap. I saw his black hands encircle her. “First I'll warm you up, and then I'll let you loose on her backside.” She pushed his head in between her breasts. “I've done a good job on her. You'll appreciate my training.” She raised her hips and sunk down on his now-erect penis. “But give me a little taste first. I've got my needs too, you know. I don't want you all to forget about me.”

I stroked myself a little, then stopped. I'm too hot. I wanted to keep myself for my wife's mouth. My nerves had gone. I felt good. I felt sure of myself, and for the first time in months I was not worried about the future. This is going to work out fine. And I'm going to like it.

Jason smacked my wife's bottom and Alexandra reluctantly climbed off. “Go take her pussy, big boy. Make her feel like a real woman.” I breathed out not with fear, but with excitement. I felt his powerful hands on my hips as he turned me around and pushed my head down on the table.

“At last!” He sighed. “Your arse is mine. I told you, didn't I?” I felt the tip of his cock on my hole. It poked in. I closed my eyes. “I told you this day would come, and that I'd take it all out on you – all that humiliation, all those rejections. Nobody has ever turned me down. Newlyweds, young mothers, businesswomen. Nobody!”

He thrust in slowly. God, this is big! I've never had anything this size before. I sighed as he pushed in. It sounded like a moan.

And he kept entering. Slowly, but without stopping. I stuck my arse as high as I could to welcome him in. He pulled back. And pushed in again, slowly, deliberately. I closed my eyes as he began to pick up the pace. “You're taking it all, baby. You're swallowing my whole cock with your arsehole, like a pretty little whore,” my wife said encouragingly.

I looked up at Alexandra. She was opposite me, bare feet up on the sofa, panties pulled to one side, flicking her clitoris. Everything on her face screamed depravity. She's loving this: seeing me dressed up in lingerie, getting stuffed by a black dick.

I tried to smile at her, but my mouth was frozen in an 'O'  of arousal. But she saw my desire. We saw each other, we felt each other. She felt the pleasure that was filling me. I felt the need to be filled, to be taken, to be fucked, to be used. God, this is amazing! I feel like a woman.

Jason was now fucking me with no restraint, talking to himself as he did so. “Slut. She's taking it all. It's like a pussy, but tighter. Oh my god, this feels so good. You little bitch. You thought you could escape me? You're gonna take my big black cock time and time again, you white sissy cock whore.....”

Oh no. I don't want to cum. I want to keep myself for Alexandra. It was hard to fight back against my own desire. I had cum so many times the night before, and shouldn't have felt this need. One plus one is two, two plus two is four, four plus four is eight.... I tried to distract myself.

“He's filling you up, baby. I can't believe you're taking all that cock.” Alexandra was on the edge too, I could see. Her eyes were dreamy, her voice soft and warm. “You're a slut, aren't you? All that time with me, and you were craving to suck big black cocks. You never were a man, were you baby?”

She began to tremble, and her voice rose in volume. “I can't believe I'm married to a sissy cocksucker.” She threw her head back, closed her eyes and started to cum.... Sixteen plus sixteen is thirty-two, thirty-two plus thirty-two is...sixty-four. Sixty-four and sixty-four are...are...oh God! Think of something else!

Jason thrust in hard, and stayed there. My feet – heels and all – were lifted off the ground for a second. Then he pulled back and thrust in with all his strength. Once. Twice. Three times....and then he came. I felt his cum spurt deep inside me. Sixty-four plus sixty four is a hundred and....something. Don't cum!  He stayed inside until the last drop had seeped into my bowels, and then withdrew. He slapped my buttocks hard, and walked over to the sofa. Exhausted, he sat next to Alexandra. Meanwhile, I was clinging to the table like it was my lifeline. Oh God, I'm on the edge. Don't touch me. Nobody touch me!

“Cigarette, Jason?” Alexandra passed him the packet. He lit up, and they both watched me with a type of impassive curiosity, as I gritted my teeth and moaning, tried to beat back the climax.

“Oh baby. Just wait 'til I close my mouth on that little clitty of yours. I'm going to suck you dry,” my wife whispered, more to herself than me.

“Let me do it, Alexandra. Let me suck her off.” I was beginning to bring myself under control, but could still not answer his comment.

“Listen, Jason. Nobody has ever done that to her. Nobody. I've reserved it all this time. For me," she declared firmly, "She's mine, and I'll be the first to do it. My mouth will be the first to taste her cum. Another day you'll get to do it. When she's got her breasts.” She stood up. “But this is a private moment between the two of us, Jason. We appreciate you coming...”

The man nodded, stood and collected his clothes. “Another day, then. I can afford to wait now.” He took Alexandra in his arms and kissed her warmly. “And I'll speak to my friend tomorrow, and I'll let you know what he says.” He came over to me and kissed me. On the lips.

“That was amazing. I've just got to go home, pack up my stuff, tell Sarah I'm leaving, and I'll be right back,” he joked.

Yes please, I thought. Alexandra laughed. “You wouldn't dare! Sarah scares you as much as she does me.” Jason stopped suddenly as they walked over to the door. He looked at Alexandra, then at me, then back at Alexandra. “Your...hi....her name? What name do I use now?” he asked.

My wife smiled at him. “Her name's Chastity.” She looked at me with pride. “It's perfect.”

“Chastity,” murmured Jason, trying to get the feel of the name.

They went out to the hall together. I heard the last goodbyes, and the door closed. Alexandra came back into the room.

“Let me finish my cigarette, sweetheart.” Chastity. She stood, looking at me. “How was it? You can tell me the truth, baby. Don't be shy.”

“It was amazing.” I didn't know if what I was saying would hurt her or please her. Or both. “It was like the strapon. But different. It was flesh. It was cum. It was warm and sticky and filling. I loved it.” I paused, looking at her carefully. “But I loved you being there, watching me. I loved seeing you so hot. I love you, and that made it special.”

She smiled, put out the cigarette, took my hand and sat me on the sofa. For the very first time she knelt between my knees. “I love you too, baby. We've got nothing to worry about. Nothing. And if either of us has got any little doubt or misgiving, we've got to let the other know.”

“Alexandra. You've just chosen my name. You haven't even asked me if I like it.”

“Do you like it?” She had taken my stiff willy and was massaging it with her fingertips.

“I do like it. A lot. It's very classical. But that's not the point.”

“It is the point, treasure. What did we agree when you were Digby? To trust me. To put yourself in my hands. This new you is mine. Chastity is my property.” She lowered her mouth.

For the first time I felt what it was to have a woman's mouth on my penis, to feel the soft suck and pull, the sensation of a tongue swirling around the tip. “Darling, I.....don't think I'm going to last long,” I muttered, leaning back.

“Relax, baby. You deserve a reward. It won't be the last tonight.” She looked up at me. “You know men are going to queue up to taste your cum, don't you babe? And they'll pay to do it. But I'll always be the first, and the best.” She began to pump me with her mouth. Such a small dick, so easy to suck! “Delicious.....enjoy this, Chastity. You've been a good girl tonight.”
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Chapter 10: A Perfect Couple

“My name is Chastity White. I am a top-end transexual escort. I boast long golden blonde hair, a boyish figure, a plump bottom, small perky breasts. I have a feminine face and kissable mouth; a cute little dick, in perfect working order.

"I'm a fashionista; I love to dress up and be treated like a princess, to be given gifts and jewellery. I like to be wined and dined. Enthusiastically passive in bed, I'm an oral queen: Can suck a tennis ball through a hosepipe. Call-outs and lesbian shows on request.”

My name is Chastity. Nobody used to notice me. But when I enter a bar now all heads turn. The men who used to ignore me stop listening to their wives and girlfriends when I walk past. The girls who used to laugh at me look at me with jealous eyes. The boys who made fun of my small penis get on their knees to worship it and take it in their mouths. When I was Digby, I was shy. Now I am Chastity, graceful, classy. And I walk with my head up high.

The other day I was following Alexandra out of a restaurant when I stopped and looked back behind me. I had just passed my old secretary, Jessie, who used to laugh at my every move. As I looked at the back of her head, her boyfriend looked up at me with the type of gaze I had come to know so well.

I smiled at him, nodded towards the toilets, and sent a quick message to Alexandra to wait outside. In just one moment he was next to me in the cubicle, and in two he was inside. I lifted my skirt and guided him in, and a few minutes it was over. I kissed him and told him to wait for me to leave.

I made a detour to pass by her table again. “Hey Jessie!” She looked up in surprise. “The boy you're with, the one with the dragon tatoo?” I pointed to my lower abdomen “We've finished, and he's coming now. He doesn't last long, does he?”

I waved at her as I walked away. “Don't cry, baby - bye, bye!” The expression on her face as she tried to comprehend what I was saying filled me with joy.

Nobody owes me now or humiliates me. I am Alexandra's property, nobody else's. Jason and Sarah can use me at will, but only because she allows it. I am no longer timid, because now I know who I am.

I spend much more time with my wife than I used to. Most of our work is in the evenings and at night, so our days are spent shopping, relaxing or going to the gym.

I have to get up earlier than Alexandra, because there is a client who visits me every day before he goes to work – a young, sporty guy, with a cute face. I go downstairs without doing my hair or make-up, half-asleep. I unlock the door and sit back on the sofa. I often fall asleep and wake up to find him sucking my dick.  Sometimes I'm having breakfast when he comes in. If so, he crawls under the table and tongues me as I spread my home-made jam on toast. I leave the coffee until he's finished, in case it spills.

That's the way my day starts, from Monday to Friday. After five minutes or so he gets up, cum in throat, and leaves for work. And I go back up to my wife.

“I hate getting up so early!” I complained, “He goes to bed at midnight, while we're up 'til four or five o'clock.” But my wife brushed away my moans. “He almost pays the whole mortgage for the privilege of sucking your dick.”

I have other regular clients: One licks my feet every Wednesday. I watch TV or read a book while he curls his tongue around my toes. Others prefer to pay to have both of us, and lick our feet at the same time. We trample them, they cum onto my wife's feet, and either they clean it up, or me.

First-timers come to me because the size of my penis makes them feel brave enough to try something new. Then they try other t-girls, but they always return. I have one elderly lady – poised and elegant - who was passed to me by Alexandra. After being widowed, she summoned up the courage to follow her fantasy, and brushed away a lifetime of denial to hire Alexandra for one night. My wife pulled out all the stops, treating her with care and respect. She comes often, and many times asks for me.

But one thing is out of bounds. I can penetrate others' mouths, but no more. “Your virginity is mine. You will give it to no-one,” Alexandra warned me, “I will be the first. Anything else is betrayal.” Men have offered me dizzying amounts of money to break that vow, but to no avail.

Jason and Sarah help us from time to time, refusing our offer of payment. They don't live far away, and like to have fun. Alexandra is a good domme, but when it gets extreme she calls Sarah, who is only too happy to oblige. I sometimes wonder what would happen if one of the clients recognised their dentist whipping their backside. Sarah has begun to wear a mask, just in case.

Cuckoldry is another kink, and Jason is our man. Last week a couple came to celebrate their anniversary. Jason fucked his wife a few metres away from where Sarah was whipping the man's backside and making him suck my cock. They promised to return, and I think they will.

We have made a few changes to our house. Now upstairs is just for us, and downstairs – except the kitchen - is reserved for our profession. When the clients come in they walk straight into the living room. There are drinks and snacks on the sideboard and a king-size bed in the centre, with sofas around. From the lounge there is the swimming pool, and three smaller rooms for privacy; one of them – the old gym – for BDSM; with bondage benches, straps, whips, and caning boards.

A couple of months ago I got the shock of my life. Waiting for our clients – I was dressed in a transparent baby doll nightdress – I saw Daniel and my old boss get out of the car in the driveway. I turned to Alexandra, ashen-faced, to warn her. She reacted immediately, taking the phone and calling Sarah. I breathed deeply and went to open the door. They did not notice anything and my nerves were soon put to rest. Daniel's getting fat, I thought, as I poured them out a whisky each. Alexandra returned.

My boss recognised her straight away. “Aren't you Digby's wife?” My stomach churned. His eyes lit up as he saw her, he wet his lips, and began to fondle her breasts. How did he know her? I never went to the office parties, and he's never seen my wife.

“I recognise you from a photo he had on his desk. I always wanted to meet you. I always told him to bring you along.” He laughed and snorted. “Where is Digby? Can we see him? He can watch us fuck you.”

“As far as I'm concerned, Digby doesn't exist anymore. He's in the past.” Alexandra placed a hand on his belly, and stuck a finger through his buttons..

“He was a sissy,” Daniel answered, sipping his whisky, “I'm not surprised you've started to do this....” Prostitution “….to find out how a real man fucks.” He looked at the older man. “Do you want to share? What shall we do with this one?” He pointed at me.

“Leave her to me. I've always wanted to fuck that little runt's wife. You can do her another time. I'll lend you the tranny tonight.” My boss pulled down Alexandra's shoulder strap and began to lick her breast. She began kneading his groin.

This can't be real, I thought desperately. Daniel came up from behind and began to touch my nipples through my nightdress. They don't realise!

“I can't believe you've got a cock. I've fucked other trannies, but nothing like this.” My old enemy kissed me. “It turns me on to think a girl is packing.” His hand went down between my legs and began to stroke me. “Lovely, nice and small, just how I like it.” He's making me hard.

He pushed me down. I unzipped him. Nice size, though not enormous. I had to admit that he was good-looking, despite myself. Even after all that he had put me through it was not unpleasant to have his dick in my mouth. Looking across as I worked his cock, I saw Alexandra was doing the same with my boss. With his thick, wet lips, he was looking down at her with lecherous eyes.

Alexandra stopped. “Go in to the other room,” she told me “And I'll take my gentleman to the bondage room.” My boss was about to say something, but he shrugged. Daniel smiled.

Alexandra stuck her tongue in her client's ear. “I'm going to tie you up and see how close to the edge I can take you, without you cumming.”

There was no protest. “That sounds kinky!” he replied. Alexandra took him away.

I led Daniel through to a bedroom, smiling. I think we might lose these clients, I thought, Or not. Maybe he'll like it. Daniel took off his jacket and shirt and kicked off his trousers.

“What's your name?” he asked me.

“What's your wife's name?” I replied sweetly.

He stepped back and looked at me. “What does my wife have to do with this?” he answered aggressively.

I smoothed my hands over my groin. He looked down at the bulge. “I want to be your fantasy,” I purred, “Your fantasy wife. Your wife with a cock. Wouldn't you like that?”

I pushed him back on the bed and began to sway my hips. “Wouldn't you want to wake up with this every morning?” He looked up at me, hypnotised. I've got you. “What's your wife's name, sweetheart?”

“Jane.” You bastard. She's at home looking after your house and your kids, and you give her name to a transvestite hooker?

“Tell me baby.” I moved my panties to one side and pulled out my dick. He looked at it with interest. “Does Jane have a cock like this?”

I offered it to him, but he shook his head. “I'm not gay. I've got no problem fucking you, but that's going too far.” I've just seen the expression on your face, and you're gagging to give head. Sucker.

“But you don't mind me giving you head, do you, handsome? Does Jane give head as good as me, sugar? I bet she doesn't.” He's trying to ignore my comments, but they turn him on. I can feel it. These people love cheating on their wives. It makes them feel manly.

His cock was in my mouth again. “Do you like it, Daniel?” I asked.

He looked surprised. “How do you know my name?”

I laughed. “Maybe we know each other from a past life. Or maybe I heard your friend say it.” Let's start the show. I patted his cock on my outstretched tongue. “How about this, Daniel. Does wifey do this?” He looked at me and flushed. “Does she let you cum in her mouth? Does she, baby? Tell me.”

“Not anymore. Hardly ever.”

“What a shame. If I was your wife I'd wake you up every morning with a sloppy blowjob. It's not asking much. Two or three minutes each day just to have a happy husband.”

He moaned, and lifted my head off his dick. “Stop.” It's really turning him on.

“Get on the bed, all fours,” He ordered gruffly.

Just then a scream was heard from the other room. Daniel turned his head, astonished. “Your friend has ordered something spicy,” I giggled.

I put my head under my chest and looked back at him, opening my arsehole wide. “Baby, don't you want this?” I pouted. A second scream was heard, but he shook his head at the sound and climbed on the bed.

“Jelly, darling. Put on plenty of jelly.” I continued talking when he was inside me. Get inside his head. “Call me by name, Daniel. Call me Jane. I want to be your wifey tonight.” He groaned every time I spoke. “How do you fuck your wife Daniel? Do you take her doggystyle? Do you fuck her in the arse?”

“No.” He was sweating. He's going to remember this.

“No, Jane. Say it please, baby.”

“No, Jane.” He slowed his pace. He doesn't want to cum too soon.

“Relax, Danny. Take it slowly. Let's not finish yet.” I turned my head back towards him and touched his face with my hand. Bastard. You made my life hell. You laughed at me. And yet I didn't feel the rage maybe I should have. Not because he was so good-looking, exactly, but because I felt sorry for him. He's with a wife he doesn't desire, looking for something but not knowing what. He's alone.

“How do you make love to Jane, baby? Tell me what position you use.” Without speaking, he pulled out, laid me on my back and raised my legs. Then he lay down beside me, and curled his groin up to mine.

“Like this,” he muttered.

I looked at him. “Ask me nicely if you want to make love, Danny. And call me by my name.”

Something fluttered in his eyes. Does he recognise me? Or do I remind him of somebody? “Can we make love, Jane?”

I smiled at him, delighted. “Fuck me, Danny. Fuck wifey's arse.”

He moaned even before he entered. Now I'm going to finish him off. “Danny, who turns you on, me or your other wife?” He didn't answer. “Who's got a better body? Tell me Danny.”

“You do.” More shouts from the other room. He didn't seem to notice.

“Tell me, Danny. Tell me I've got a better body than your wife's. Tell me I fuck better than her.” His strokes were slow and careful.

“You've got a much better body than my wife. You fuck much better. You're sexier than her.” He's getting close.

“What's Jane like, Danny?” No more screams were heard from Alexandra's side, but I distinctly heard the crack of a whip. Sarah had arrived.

“She's fat. She's boring. She's ugly.” You swine.

“Tell me you'd rather fuck a tranny like me than a woman like her.” He was at snail's pace, hardly moving. He can't go any faster.

“That's easy. I'd rather fuck a tranny than my pig-ugly wife.” As soon as he said it, he lost control. “I'm cumming!” he screamed. He started thrusting desperately, and I felt him thrash and pulse inside.

He lay back, weakened by his orgasm. I climbed on top of him and with my legs pinned down his arms as Alexandra had done with me during the honeymoon.

“No, no!” He shouted. He was stronger than me, and I held on as he bucked and writhed beneath me. “Get off, you bitch!” I lowered my head so he would not catch me with his legs.

“Keep still, or I'll...”. I lost patience and covered his nose and mouth. His eyes bulged, and he flailed around more forcefully than ever. I held on from grim life, until his strength began to fail him. “Are you going to stop and let me do this? Or do you need convincing?”

“You bitch!” He screamed, and tried to throw me off.

“Alexandra! Sarah!” I shouted desperately. “Bring some cuffs, quickly!” I lowered my head again and held on to his arms grimly. A few moments later both women came into the room. “Cuff him, Gag him!” I rolled off as they got him under control. My body was aching. “Where's your man?” I asked faintly.

“He's a bit tied up at the moment,” joked Sarah, “I'm giving Alexandra a masterclass in fisting, using the gentleman in question. She's not doing so well, though.” Daniel was strapped and gagged, but hearing every word. “Your wife gets a bit impatient and goes in too hard. That hurts.”

“Haven't you got one of those gags that forces his mouth open?” I asked, looking down at Daniel. Alexandra looked at me with mild surprise. I shrugged “What? I haven't cum yet.”

“Whatever, baby. Just make sure you get it on tape, so they don't think of doing anything nasty later.” Sarah came back for the gag I asked for, and after a short struggle, managed to remove one and insert the other. Did she learn that in her faculty of Dentistry?

“Are you alright, baby? Do you need us to stick around?” asked Alexandra. I shook my head and kissed her. When they left I climbed on top of Daniel again, placing myself above his face so he could have a clear view of me jerking.

“You heard, didn't you? If we get a scratch on our car anytime in the next fifty years, this tape will be sent to sweet Jane.”

He looked at me with fury. His mouth was forced open so wide I could see his tonsils. “Although she might like it, you never know. It might turn her on to find out her husband pays good money to eat tranny cum. I mean, have you ever thought that your wife finds sex with you boring? That you don't know how to satisfy her? That she might be fucking big black cocks right now, in your living room, with your kids asleep upstairs?”

I reached back and squeezed his penis. “Hold on. Are you getting hard again?” I looked at him disbelievingly. “You like this, you dirty bastard!” I laughed, “Well Danny, you should have told me this turns you on! We would have saved ourselves all that unpleasantness.”

This feels so good! “Well you know Danny. I'm going to help you.” I was still holding his semi-erect cock.

I looked at him carefully. “I'm going to cum in your mouth,” I smiled, “And I'm not taking that gag out you until you swallow it all.” He twitched in my hand. It's growing! “But I think we both know you'll like it. There's no need for secrets here.”

I let his penis go and slowly began to jerk myself. “You might not believe me, Danny, but I'm worried about your marriage. You need to make more effort with Jane. I mean, women have their fantasies too. And you're letting yourself go. You're fatter than you used to be.” I said it deliberately, looking him in the eye. He blanched.

“Are you sure you haven't seen me before?” I smiled. I kept jerking. He looked me in the face, and suddenly turned red. He's recognised me. Now he knows who I am.

“Oh God, I'm getting hot.” I put another pillow under his head to tilt his head towards me. I leant forward so that my cock was pointed directly into his open mouth. “Don't pretend you don't want this. Your cock is throbbing.”

He could do nothing. Eyes wide open, he watched me wank right into his mouth. I ejaculated directly between his open lips, spurt after spurt. With a moan, I sat back on his chest and looked at him. He was trying not to swallow, but it was a losing battle. There was still cum on the tip of my cock. I wiped it on his cheek.

I turned a little and massaged his balls and erect cock. “When was the last time you got Jane to swallow, Danny?” I teased. “She needs you to treat her like a slut. If you don't, some hot stud will.” I clambered off and called back at him, “So I'm going to leave that stiffy for your lovely wife. But you can think of me when you fuck her."

I went through to the other room. My boss was strapped to a bench, legs open, with Alexandra's hand stuffed down his hole. I stopped, amazed. “Is that even possible?” I asked. Her whole hand was inside, up to her wrist.

Alexandra smiled up at me. “Hi babe! I'm getting the hang of it now. I think he's starting to enjoy it. Have you finished with yours?”

“I have, and it was great. I don't know what to do with him now though.”

“Leave him to me,” Sarah answered, “I feel like a wee so I might as well use his mouth, seeing as it's open. That way we don't waste water.”

“But how are we going to get rid of them?”

“I'll drive them off somewhere in their car, and give each one the key to the other's handcuff. They'll have to work it out from there. Alexandra can follow and bring me back.”

Alexandra smiled up at me. She was twisting her fist inside the man's anus. I watched horrified. That must hurt so much! “You go to bed sweetheart. You've got your sporty hunk coming tomorrow morning to suck your cock. You need to get some sleep.”

“Alexandra?”

“Baby?”

“I was thinking, maybe we shouldn't charge them tonight's service.”

Both girls laughed. I saw my old boss trying to crane his neck. I stopped at the stairs and looked back.

“You know what? Give them a month to admit that they've loved what we've done tonight, and they'll be back, knocking at our door.”

I was right, too. They became regular clients of ours, although they never came together. They appeared at the doorstep from time, blushing, ashamed, pushed by their need.

*                         *                         *

I've got just two more things to tell you before I sign off:

The first happened just a few weeks ago. I was walking along the high street with Alexandra, and I saw a familiar shape coming in the opposite direction. Could it be? I thought to myself.  Alexandra looked at me quizzically as I slackened my pace. I didn't know what to do. It was a moment that I had imagined a few times, and never knew if I feared or desired it.

I had to react or live with the doubt later. “Selena!” I called.

Alexandra, as I feared, turned to stone. Selena stopped and looked at me, shaking her head. “I'm sorry, but....” she answered.

She looked good because she looked happy. Her smile was bright, and her eye twinkled. She was with a waify-looking black-haired girl with white skin. The wimpy, studious type. Lovely curly hair, though.

“You don't recognise me?” I laughed, and when I did so her eyes popped out of her head “Digby? No way!”

“Chastity, actually.” I was going to give her a hug, but she stepped forward and gave me a kiss on the lips - just like that, without asking - in the middle of the pavement.

“Ah...this is my wife.” I didn't dare look at Alexandra. Instead I glanced at the curly-haired waif.

“Oh this is Julia, but she's not anything, really,” Selena said. They both laughed. “Just a friend with extras.”

Selena looked at me and Alexandra. “I'm so happy for you! Really....you look amazing! Have you done this to him?” she asked my wife.

Alexandra laughed. I'm sure she didn't want to, but she did. “I think I just helped him bring out something that was always there. You helped too, I think.”

Selena looked Alexandra up and down. “I'm sure I'm not the first person to tell you this, but you're a prime specimen.” Julia nodded enthusiastically at her words. Alexandra's blushing! How often does that happen? I shuffled nervously. What's going on here?

“Listen, I'm really sorry everybody,” Julia broke in, “But we've got an appointment and we've got to be there, like...” she checked her watch “....five minutes ago. Can't we swap numbers and meet up someday soon?”

“Great idea.” said Alexandra, taking Selena's hands with a smile. “You could visit us.” I felt a moment pass between them. For a second Julia and I were just spectators as they gazed into each other's eyes. Selena and Alexandra? And me? A whole series of images flashed through my mind. I was flooded with nerves and excitement.

“We'll meet up soon.” Selena called, as Julia pulled her up the pavement. We turned and carried on our way. Alexandra looked at me, and kept quiet.

“That was Selena” I said eventually.

“So I see,” She smiled, “Very nice-looking, powerful, womanly,” she told me, “I can just imagine her pounding your backside. That would be worth seeing.”

“She might prefer to pound yours,” I answered.

That was a few weeks ago. After an exchange of messages, Alexandra called Selena yesterday, inviting the two of them to stay next weekend. Every time I think about it my stomach clenches up into a tight ball.

*                         *                         *

We were standing on opposite sides of the room, waiting. All of us were wearing our finest evening dresses and high heels. I had chosen a halter neck dress which gave a flash of breast to the side.

The atmosphere was tense. There was a low cough here and there, a girl shifting her weight, but other than that, silence. After some time we heard voices approach. The doors were opened and the dinner guests filed in.

I knew I was going to see her. As soon as we arrived in front of the manor I had recognised the entrance hall and corridor. This time that tall, slim, forbidding figure entered without her mask.

What I was not expecting was to recognise her from the magazines. I think all of us on both sides of the room drew back a little when we saw her. My eyes immediately swivelled in search of the 'voice'. And there he was, an enormous bulky figure, half-fat and half-muscle. Everybody knew the story: The ex-supermodel lost in a world of drugs and alcohol who  finds refuge in the arms of one of Britain's richest men. They became one of society's glamour couples, ever-present in award ceremonies, cocktail parties and golf tournaments. Popular also, as generous donors to a range of charities.

My two t-girls were also there, positively smouldering in their elegant outfits. I watched them with awe, the way they carried themselves,conscious that no man or woman could ever guess the surprise they carried.

You don't recognise me either, I thought as I remembered the Oriental girl's kiss, Now I'm one of you, a magical creature, a unicorn-type fantasy, magical yet somehow real. There were another five of my kind to the left and right of me, all of them beautiful enough to rival the girls opposite.

There were not so many guests – not more than fifteen, and mostly men. They were served drinks and two of them lit cigars. Isn't that one that famous football player from years ago?

The madame looked at us sternly. I looked back. She turned and walked towards the girls. Everybody in the room followed her with their eyes. You're getting old, but my word you're beautiful! Who would guess you have such force in such slim arms?

She walked up the line, inspecting, stopping when she reached Alexandra. My heart jumped. I could not bear to think of her whipping my wife's buttocks. No, please not her! Could I volunteer instead?

“Don't I know you?” She asked. It was the same voice, imperious. Her long fingers took my wife's chin and lifted it. Alexandra shook her head, slowly. She doesn't know.You were wearing a mask.

“Your face looks familiar.” She took her by the shoulder and led her into the centre of the room. “What do you think, gentlemen?” She curtsied to the female guests “And ladies?” There was a murmur of approbation, nods and smiles. Then silence fell once more. I looked at my wife with concern. She's not nervous. She never is.

Madame gave a nod, and my two t-princesses approached. The latina kissed Alexandra with open mouth and hungry tongue, and my wife responded passionately. It was a sight to behold, two black-haired beauties – light and dark coffee skin together – in such a warm embrace. Meanwhile, the oriental softly unbuttoned Alexandra and pulled her dress down over her shoulders. The latina fed on her full, tight breasts. The guests' expressions grew wolfish.

Madame took each of the girls and whispered in their ear. One by one they detached themselves from the line and found a partner. One female guest was sent a copper-haired beauty with full, gorgeous curls. The other lady seemed to be content to sit back and watch.

Alexandra was on her back, being devoured by my two princesses. The oriental was now on her breasts, while the latina had descended to the depths of her groin. My wife arched her back and smiled across at me. Madame caught the exchange, and nodded slightly.

There was movement in the room. The magnate had a girl on his lap and was fondling her breasts through her blouse. The footballer was grinding his groin against his lady's backside. The two women sipped at their glasses and kissed each other alternately. My row of six t-girls were not called upon. We were left watching and waiting.

The oriental girl lifted her skirt and began feeding Alexandra her little cock. My wife's head twisted as she took it in. The latina snuggled up beside her, and lifting her leg, worked her erect cock under and into my wife's pussy. My mouth felt dry.

If you have never seen your wife penetrated in her mouth and vagina by beautiful female cocks - in front of a crowd of spectators - it is hard for me to explain the frustration that is produced by doing nothing, keeping quiet and watching. Alexandra's face was radiant. She was bathing in waves of desire. This is the life she had always wanted. This is why she chose me.

On Madame's command, the oriental placed herself in my wife's arms and entered her pussy. The latina was penetrating her from anus from behind. My cock was tearing through my lace panties.

Everyone slowed their own activity to watch. The oriental girl pulled out her delicate little cock and, with a low cry, pumped seed onto my wife's labia. That didn't take long. She then bent down, panting, to nuzzle Alexandra's breasts once more. The latina was still not ready. Her thrusts were slow and deliberate.

Madame nodded to the first t-girl of my line; a strikingly tall, proud-faced Somali. She walked over to Alexandra and, with no preliminary foreplay, took out a huge cock from under her dress and entered her pussy. My wife uttered a low wail of pleasure. Some guests closed in around them, semi-naked, touching and licking their bare flesh, all excited by the performance.

It was a lot for my wife. Too much, in fact. Both girls entered with the same rhythm, the latina penetrating her anus while the black girl thrust her huge member into her vagina. People were touching Alexandra's breasts and pushing their dicks onto her face. She tried to respond, but her attempts to suck were half-hearted, distracted. She was possessed by the cocks that ravaged her.

A man knelt down and removed Alexandra's heels. He began to massage her feet and suck her toes through her stockings. As I looked, uncomfortably aroused by what I was seeing, he took a penis out of his suit trousers and began to stroke it.

And that was when Alexandra came, shaking and mewling like a newborn kitten. Hearing her cries the Somali girl pulled out and covered her tits and belly in a shower of cum. A man behind my wife grunted slightly, and deposited a small but thick pile on her forehead. This is moving too fast - People are going to run out of petrol before too long.

Alexandra had no time to recover. Another girl replaced the Somali, entering her wet pussy. But the latina kept fucking her arse with the same grim determination. Suddenly I realised, They've poured that liquid on her cock and balls. She's going to be rock hard all night.

The man at her legs had gripped her foot firmly with one hand and was wanking over it with the other. In a few short moments her foot was covered with sperm. The man groaned, still kneeling, and began to spread and massage it into her skin.

I was next in line. Madame approached me. “Is she your partner?” she asked, pointing at Alexandra.

“She's my wife,” I muttered.

“Then you shall be last.” She took me to the end of the queue, but instead of leaving me she held me by the neck, looking at me with those cold blue eyes.

“I see you have undergone a transformation. I congratulate you. You are truly beautiful.” I blushed. That someone so beautiful, rich and powerful would recognise me was pure flattery.

“When we finish with your wife, we will repeat our little liason.” Was that a smile? “Women have a higher pain threshold than men. Let's see if your feminisation is real.”

The whole room was now a scene of depravity. Women in the finest silks were bent over Georgian furniture, being taken from behind. Or kneeling, using their perfect lipstick mouths to pleasure men's cocks. I saw Alexandra sucking one when suddenly another man grabbed her face roughly. He just had time to insert himself in her mouth when he ejaculated.

The first spurt landed on her chin, wobbled, but did not drop. The first man could not hold it any more. Dollops of cum landed in her hair. The third t-girl came on the entrance to her vagina. It was non-stop. Alexandra was moaning softly.

A fourth girl, nordic, muscled, walked up and took out her penis. The latina pushed Alexandra up and off the edge of the bed in order to drive her hips in more powerfully. The blonde reached down, pushed my wife's knees back onto her shoulders and penetrated her mercilessly.

She was being treated like a sex doll. I had a perfect view of the two cocks that drove, like pistons, into her pussy and arse. The latina was sweating with desire and frustration. I remembered my own desperation and my heart went out to her. I wanted to go down on her, to see if my mouth could free her from her need.

All around us there were scenes of debauchery: sodomy, fellatio and cunnilingus; creatures neither fully male nor fully female; men being loved by other men, and women by women. And I could only stand still, and watch it all revolve around my wife, trying to ignore my raging need.

The nordic girl came, deep down inside my wife's womb. Another girl took her place. And then another. The footballer was using Alexandra's mouth as a sex toy. Finally, and with a scream that sounded like agony, the latina discharged inside her anus. She had done it, although from experience I knew that her need would still not subside.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please! I apologize for the inconvenience, but may I interrupt you all for just one second?” Groans were muted, thrusts were paused, faces turned to look.

Madame glanced at Alexandra approvingly. “Firstly, I believe I can speak in the name of all of us in giving you my most heartfelt thanks for your presence here this evening.” The latina was still hugging Alexandra, resting as her mistress spoke.

“Now, I believe this is your spouse?” Madame beckoned me forward. “A delightful creature.” She inserted her hand into the side of my dress and began to fondle my nipples.

“We have already made our acquaintance, this lovely lady and I.” Madame turned to Alexandra, who could not conceal her surprise. “She will perform her marital duties on you now the others have finished with you, as it should be in any loving marriage. 'Droit du seigneur' this was called, in olden days. And we will all witness!”

Alexandra smiled at me. I swallowed, my throat tightened. Could it be, at last? Madame, hands on my shoulders, addressed the audience. “After your spouse makes love to you, the gentlemen of this room will use her in the same way as you have been used, for the sake of fairness. Although I will first warm her buttocks, so that the gentlemen may feel that heat when they thrust up inside her.”

She tugged on the fabric of my dress, arranging it so that my breasts were left exposed. “So, ladies and gentlemen, please join me in applauding this perfect couple.”

The guests smiled and clapped warmly as I stepped forward, dress tucked into my belt and small cock pointing proudly upwards. I looked at my wife, heart bursting with emotion.

At last! She stretched out her hands at me, eyes shining, and we locked our bodies together in a loving embrace.

She smelt of semen and her breasts were sticky. I tasted the cum on her lips and tongue. She held me tight.

“You're the most beautiful woman in the world,” I whispered, “I love you so much.”

She kissed me passionately. “Come inside, baby. Cum inside me. Your time has come.”

My time has come. I felt her thighs open and her hand reach down to guide me in. She was dripping. Her thighs and groin were smeared with seed. As I entered, I felt the warmth and wetness that others had left inside her.

“Alexandra, I don't think I'm going to last long,” I whispered.

She cradled me in the corner of her shoulder as I slipped inside. “It's your moment, baby. Just close your eyes and feel it.”

I sank with a loud slurp into her moist body, into her full, wet pussy, and into her world. This moment was going to be short - I already felt the pressure building. But right then everything was just as it should be. I felt safe. I had a refuge. I loved, I was loved, desired and desirable.

All around us silhouettes and figures of fantasy moved as if in a dream. We were at the centre, as if in a bubble, two bodies moving in harmony, one intimate and eternal moment of mutual love.
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Chapter 3: Maledom

The change was spectacular. Kay stepped back to admire herself.

Although she had kept the slim legs and doll-like face of her teenage years everything between had swelled, sagged and crumpled in the last few years. She had been too lazy - or too busy - to resist the decline. It had been ages since she had properly examined herself in the mirror. The thought of facing her heavy thighs, round belly and sagging bottom scared her.

Only her legs and breasts saved her. Brian was a breast man. When they were dating she used to spend hours straddling him, and he took turns kissing her soft mouth and boobs. They were even larger now, and Kay had to be careful in summer not to leave cleavage that would attract the gaze of passer-bys.

But now with this corset that she had been given - uncomfortable as it was - she had a big but shapely figure. Her belly was hidden, and the swells of her hips were sculpted into womanly curves. Her breasts, supported by an under-cup, were now huge, pushing out rather than sagging down. And her bum was coyly suggestive beneath a small lace skirt. For the first time in years she looked and felt sexy.

I'm going to get one of these the second I get out of here. You'll see how soon I'll have Brian between my tits again. She walked back into the main room with a shy smile. Tyrone - artistic name, she imagined - looked at her and nodded in appreciation.

"You're looking good," He said. When he came up to her Kay's stomach tightened.

The first time she had seen him was a shock. He was a man-tower of firm black skin and muscle, elegantly dressed with dinner jacket and silver watch, nothing like she had imagined. Like a turbo-charged James Bond.

"You're a bit more in tune with the environment now," he said, "We can't have a reporter sitting down and taking notes, can we? That'll put anyone off."

"Columnist, really." She wasn't sure how she felt about the way Tyrone was examining her. She was restless; eager and reluctant at the same time.

"What do you think?" she joked "Could I do you out of a job?"

Tyrone laughed, deep and hearty. "You've got sub written all over you. You could be a good assistant, though."

"Sub?" Kay was genuinely indignant, "Why do you say that? I'm not a sub!"

Tyrone placed his powerful black hands on her shoulders and smiled into her face. She fell silent.  "Every day women come to visit me; university students, middle-aged housewives, divorcées, retired ladies.... I can read you all. I know what you need. You can't fool me." Kay's knees trembled slightly as he spoke. His face was a picture of calm security.

"And do you get anyone who isn't....? I mean, do you do anything else?" She wanted to claw back her position as columnist and spectator. I'm not your client. Let's stop talking about me.

"Couples," he answered, "Lots of couples, always white. Lots of men fantasise about seeing their wives and girlfriends taken in front of their eyes. I tie the man up and he watches as I open up a whole new world to his woman." Kay swallowed, and closed her thighs slightly as he spoke. 

"And... don't you feel bad? Guilty?" Why do you always ask people this question? You're obsessed with guilt!

Tyrone chuckled. "Is it my fault that men can't satisfy their partners? That they want their wives to discover what sex should really be? Is it my fault that women crave this too, but pretend to comply just to satisfy their man's desires? Should I feel bad for giving them both what they really need?"

He pointed to a chair, and Kay sat immediately. "There's something going on with white couples. Your men need to be cuckolds. They don't want to fuck their own wives. They only get hard when they see me do it for them."

They were in an open attic. In the centre of the room there was something like a dentist's chair, but with moveable arms and legs. Leather straps hung from the ceiling over stocks, benches, whips and paddles. Yet this was no dark and grimy dungeon. The long wooden floor stretched to full length windows at both sides. It was light and airy, overlooking the streets and rooftops of the city. This must be worth a fortune, Kay thought.

A bell rang. Tyrone went to the intercom and pressed a button. Turning he ponted at Kay ad told her, "She's here. Remember; you're just another client. As a journalist I can rely on you to keep secrets, but they won't. So you've got to play the part if you want to watch."

He took Kay's wrists and cuffed her into the chair. Kay felt her heart begin to beat wildly. Tyrone looked at her and smiled, "If you're thinking I might take advantage of you while you're tied up - don't worry. I don't give out free samples," he chuckled "But if you're worried I won't, then I'm afraid you'll have to live with the disappointment."

Kay flushed as he bent down and buckled her ankles My legs are wide open, and my knickers are transparent. He can see my pussy for sure!

Under her stunned gaze Tyrone placed a mouth gag between her teeth. "You might drool a bit at first, but then you'll get used to it."

Good Lord! I'm meant to be writing a column on other people's fetishes, not sitting here tied up myself!

Tyrone crossed the room and opened the door. "Enter," he said, "Stand there, in the centre." The joking tone he had used with Kay had disappeared. His voice was suddenly imperious.

Kay's eyes opened wide when a petite young lady in an elegant summer dress and high heels entered the room timidly.. She recognised her. Oh my God! Isn't that Gabrielle R__, the daughter of the Minister of _____?!

Kay doubted if Tyrone knew who she was, but she had never taken her finger off the pulse, even after so long out of the news industry. She tried to piece together the information she had in her mind. She's getting married soon, to that boy, the son of..... She couldn't remember ...some financier or tycoon. I have to find out. Or has she got married already?

Gabrielle stood where she had been instructed, handbag hanging from one shoulder. Her eyes widened as she saw Kay strapped and gagged. What are you doing here? Do you know what would happen if someone found out? Kay wanted to tell her.

It would be my biggest scoop ever! For a second Kay played with the idea before pushing it away. You're not that sort of journalist, and this is not the sort of story your magazine publishes. She added, almost as an afterthought, And it's not ethical.

"What's your name?" Tyrone took the girl's handbag and placed it on a sofa.

"Er...Mary." Her breathing was heavy.

"And why have you come, Mary? What do you want here?" He was walking around her, as he had done with Kay. She flushed, tried to stammer an answer, and fell silent. She was visibly nervous.

He took her gently by the chin and lifted her face towards him. Even with her heels he towered above her. Her eyes were lowered. "Look at me," he ordered. She obeyed, red-faced. "Hundreds of women have been here. And they come for the same reason as you. But I want you to tell me what you need here."

She swallowed painfully and whispered, "I need to... be dominated."

Tyrone began to run his black hands down her arms and onto her hips. "Tell me more," he commanded, "about how you want to be dominated."

Kay suddenly remembered. Her fiancé was Kevin B____, the youngest son of one of the UK's most successful entrepreneurs. She had always found him a bit shallow, a two-dimensional figure with nothing to show behind the fancy cars and champagne parties. They're getting married next month. This girl must be treating herself to her own bacholerette present.

"I want.... to be taken..." Her voice was tremulous,quavering, "...to be used...by a big, strong man."

"A black man?" he asked. She nodded, ashamed.

"Can you see this woman?" Tyrone pointed at me. "I want you to put all your fantasies onto her. What would you like to see me do to her?"

Her eyes lit up immediately as she looked at me. "I'd like you to whip her, to spank her," She bit her lip. Her face lost its nervousness. Her voice turned cutting. "I'd love to see her humiliated."

"Talk to her, not to me. Go and tell it to her face."

Oh God! I hope she doesn't recognise me. Kay tried to calm her nerves. How would she recognise you? You're nobody important. She's never seen you.

"I want to see you bent over, taking big black cock." Her voice was now hoarse. To Kay's horror, the girl put her perfectly manicured hands on her breasts. "I want to see him treat you like a filthy whore." She started to squeeze. "And use you like a cheap tart. I want to see you bruised and limping when you leave." Damn! She's hurting me!

Tyrone took Gabrielle by the hair and dragged her back into the centre. With a shrill scream she put her hands up in an attempt to defend herself. "That's enough, slut. Now strip."

"What?" When she answered Tyrone pulled her hair again. She gave another shriek.

"You call me master. And you talk to me with respect."

"Yes, master."

"Don't look at me in the eye unless I tell you to. You understand, whore?"

She nodded, head lowered. The sadistic streak Kay had just witnessed had disappeared. "Get naked. But keep your heels on."

When her dress dropped onto the floor Kay looked at her body admiringly. She was so tiny that there was not an inch of fat on her body. She boasted a narrow waist, small but perfectly formed breasts and a tight stomach. Under the intent gaze of both Kay and Tyrone, she reached back and undid her bra. She likes us watching.

"Keep the stockings on, too." She bent her knees to take off her tanga, and a shaved, pretty pussy came into view. She's like a little doll.

With one hand Tyrone took both breasts and squeezed them together. Gabrielle winced.

"Have you ever been fucked by a black cock?" he asked her. She shook her head.

He smiled. "But this is your dream, isn't it?"

She did not reply. "Answer me, slut!" he ordered.

"I've always wanted...been curious..."

"You've got a boyfriend, haven't you?" She nodded silently.

He took her hand and whistled sarcastically. "What an engagement ring. Very nice, very expensive. Tell me Mary, does he love you very much?" He turned her so that her back faced Kay.

"Yes, he loves me a lot. We're getting married," the girl answered defiantly.

His huge hands grabbed her arse so hard that for an instant Kay not only saw her pussy between the cheeks, but even a hint of moisture within.

"And if he knew his fiancée is a slut for black cock?"

She didn't answer. He lifted her effortlessly and, spinning her around, bent her over Kay's chair. Gabrielle instinctively placed her hands on the older woman's thighs; her dainty little face almost touched Kay's.

Kay heard a resounding smack and saw the girl flinch.

"That's what you deserve, isn't it, whore?" His black hands reached around and grabbed her nut-shaped breasts. Kay saw her eyes cloud over in pain.

"D'you know what I think? I think you'd like your boyfriend to see this." As soon as he said it Kay saw her groan silently. He's found her out. It is her fantasy!

"I think you want to see him tied up, the same as her," he pointed at Kay, "and watch while I fuck you and use you like the slut you are." Gabrielle closed her eyes and whimpered.

"Stay there!" Inches apart, Kay and Gabrielle looked into each other's eyes. There was a silent communication between them; the companionship of a shared fate. Kay saw the glimmer of a smile appear on the young girl's lips. Aghast, she felt a surge of  wetness in her groin.

Tyrone returned and reached around with his hands again. Nipple clamps! Kay saw them before she did. When Gabrielle yelled he gave her a huge slap on her backside. "Keep still, bitch! Use your mouth to swallow, not to whine!"

Kay saw Tyrone raise a riding crop above the girl's head. When he hit her, she screamed in a long high tone, stopping only for a moment on each strike. And each time her tiny hands clenched around Kay's thighs. Each time Gabrielle's mouth opened in pain, revealing a pink tongue and pearl-white teeth. This is torture! It must hurt so bad!

"Finished!" Gabrielle gave a sob as Tyrone threw the riding crop onto the floor. He took some cream from the bench and returned, spreading the ointment out onto his palm.

"Stay there." He began to massage it into the girl's buttocks. She whimpered in pain and, under Kay's unbelieving eyes, bent down to close her mouth on the older woman's nipple. A woman is sucking my tits!

Kay's sexual résumé was modest, to put it mildly. A bit of fumbling at high school and university until she had met Brian, who had been her only sexual partner. A blowjob was about as adventurous as she had gone. And that's been a while too.

This was the first physical contact with another person since she had got married, and the effect was electrifying. A ripple of eroticism rippled down through her body. Hands tied, mouth gagged, she could only arch her back. Gabrielle hardly noticed. She was just trying to find comfort, to distract herself from the pain.

"Turn around."

Kay would have let out a cry of alarm when she saw the girl's buttocks. Tight, white and boyish, they had been totally ruined by Tyrone's ruthless whipping. Thick crimson stripes crossed the width of her skin. It was a gruesome symbol of submission.

"Kneel and thank me for disciplining you." Gabrielle bent with difficulty; the angry welts seemed to open as her bottom tightened.

"Kiss my feet." She bent on hands and knees and did his bidding, pressing her lips against his spotless shoes.

"Thank you, master. I needed correction. I needed you to show me that I am no more than your slave," she intoned. Kay felt turmoil when she heard those words. To see a woman so humiliated by a man went against everything she stood for, everything she believed.

"Tell me why you needed a whipping. Tell me why you deserved it."

"I'm a slut. I can't help myself, my impure thoughts. I'm getting married soon. Yet I can't stop thinking about big cocks. I can't stop imagining black men penetrating me, treating me like a whore."

"Stand over there, by the window."

Gabrielle looked up at him fearfully. "People will see me."

"Don't answer me back. Do it!"

"Please..." she whispered, but got to her feet, "Someone might....know me." Tyrone placed his hand on her back and guided her over to the end of the room. "Please don't make me do this."

"But that's what you want, isn't it? You want people to see you. You want people to point at you and call you a slut. That's your fantasy."

They were at the window. With his feet he made her stand legs open, facing out onto the city. He placed his hand under her buttocks and began to finger her. I saw her small body - dwarfed by his huge black frame - tense and tighten.

"You're soaking. Why are you trying to refuse if you want people to see you?"

"No!" She shook her head, but her answer was broken with lust.

He opened a panel in the window. The sounds of the city suddenly leapt into the room. "I want you to shout at the top of your voice. I want you to tell everyone you're a whore, and you want to be looked at."

"Please! This could ruin me!" Kay could not tell if she was crying from despair or desire. She probably doesn't know either.

The older lady felt the wetness in her knickers grow as she watched. As Tyrone had said, a line of dribble had slowly dropped from the corner of her mouth and was now hanging from her chin. She felt vulnerable, humiliated and desperate.

"Look at me!" she cried timidly. Tyrone slapped her on the rear so hard she screamed. Her buttocks are raw. That must hurt so much. "Louder, bitch! You won't get black cock until people are watching. They need to see it."

"Look at me!" she shouted, "I'm a slut! I need black cock. You have to watch him fuck me."

"That's it. Keep going if you want my black cock inside you. And use your hand. I want you to finger yourself. I want people to see you." He turned and walked towards Kay. He stood in front of her and began to undress, slowly. Why here? I'm not your client, she thought to herself.

After taking off his jacket, folding it and placing it on the sofa, he unbuttoned his shirt. His eye fell on the damp patch on Kays' crotch. He looked at her in the eye and smiled. She blushed. The trickle of drool was now a steady stream that fell from her chin onto her right breast, and into the lace frill that decorated her corset around her nipple.

Tyrone stepped forward. Kay looked at him pleadingly. Oh God! He's going to finger my pussy, and I'm going to cum right here in front of him.

Another second thought collided with the first. Don't you want it? Wouldn't you open up right now and let him fuck you and fuck Brian and fuck pretending to be the perfect wife and mother?

But Tyrone did not touch her. Looking at Kay in the eye, he kicked off his shoes and slowly unzipped his trousers. There was a sudden whimper from Gabrielle. "They're looking at me. Please let me go...sir!"

"Carry on touching yourself." He lowered his trousers and briefs and Kay began to see his cock come into view. There was no comparison with what she had ever seen. It was so thick that Kay doubted if she could circle it with her hand. And veiny. Only when his trousers got beyond halfway to his knees did it finally spring out. Its size was frightening. There is no way that was meant to enter a woman's vagina.

"Workmen!" Gabrielle's voice was plaintive, pleading, breathless. "Please sir. They're taking their mobiles. Please let me go. I'm getting married."

Tyrone took the girl's dress and a bottle of water from the bench and wandered over. If Michelangelo had ever sculpted a black man with a huge cock, it would have been something like this. Broad shoulders tapered into a V down an espresso-coloured back to a small waist and tight buttocks. Kay could see his member dangling between his legs as he approached Gabrielle.

He placed the dress over her head and wound it around so that it tightened around her face. She was suddenly anonymous and faceless, her breathing laboured through the cloth. He poured water over her head, and she squirmed as she fought her claustrophobia. "Stand still," he instructed her, "Now they can see you, but they won't know who you are; You'll just be another white slut gagging for black meat."

With one hand twisting the dress on her head, he reached around her body with the other. Kay heard Gabrielle's muffled gasp from under the fabric and the sound of the nipple clamps falling to the floor.

"You're right," he said softly, "Seven of them. They've seen you, and they're recording. So make sure you put on a good performance." As he spoke he stroked himself onto her lower back so that Gabrielle could begin to imagine the size of the cock that was going to invade her.

"I'm going to fuck your arse first. You don't deserve anything else. You need to be treated like a whore. And the filthiest, dirtiest whores take it from behind."

"God!" Gabrielle's moan was choked by her dress.

"Tell me, whore," Tyrone placed his cock at the entry of her vagina, "Has your future husband taken your sweet arse?" She let out a moan, and shook her head. The fabric blew in and out with her heavy breathing.

"Is my little slut a virgin? Are you giving that sweet little hole to me?"

"Please, just fuck me!"

She sounded desperate. Like me, thought Kay. The fabric around her nipple was now soaking with her own saliva. Her groin was so damp she felt like she had wet herself. Her helplessness, her open legs, her humiliation - it was all unbearably arousing.

"Am I the first to fuck that perfect little arse, lady?"  Kay watched with open eyes as Tyrone lubed up his massive dick. Can she see that? Does she know what's going in her?

"Nobody's made love to my bottom," she gasped, "You're the first, I promise."

"And you're not going to give it to him, or to anyone. This is for me, you understand?"

"Yes, yes. It's just for you. Oh God!" Tyrone's cock was dripping as it pushed against her hole. There is no way that can fit.

"Bend down further, or this will hurt." Gabrielle was suddenly quiet, as if realising what she was facing. She bent down with her back below horizontal. I bet she goes to the gym, Kay thought, absurdly.

"Oh God," Gabrielle repeated. Only the tip had entered, and yet her small frame was already quivering. Face covered by the dress, Kay could only imagine the heat and suffocation she was suffering.

"Don't you think this is romantic? Seven workmen watching as I take your cherry?" Tyrone purred. Gabrielle could not answer. Her mouth was open in a silent scream.

"You realise that if I fuck your pussy, it'll stretch you out so much that your husband's little white willy is just going to flop around inside?" Kay began to hear a noise. She took a while to realise that it was a constant moan, building steadily in volume and pitch as Tyrone slid in.

"So I want you back here just before you get married. I'll ruin your husband's pussy for him. And you'll never find pleasure from anyone else but me. Or from other big black cocks like mine." He pressed down on her beaten buttocks. "But you'll feel nothing with your husband. You like that idea, don't you, slut? You love being a dirty little cheating wife."

He was halfway in. Even from Kay's angle Gabrielle's damaged buttocks could be seen contorting in an effort to take in that monster. Bent over, she laid one hand on the window to keep balance. The other was between her legs.

"They're recording it all." Tyrone pulled out and slipped it back in again. Gabrielle's legs - an inverted V - were trembling as he thrust into her. She can't take more than half.

"They're recording all this. And they're laughing. They're talking about what a slut you are." He slid in again, faster now. She was now wailing openly. "Just think, this is going to be uploaded onto loads of porn sites. Within a few hours thousands of men worldwide will be jerking off, watching you taking black cock up your virgin arse."

She came, with a scream and a gargle, impaled on his cock.

Kay, gagged and drooling, looked on wide-eyed as the girl's slim body arched and jerked back, before collapsing in a heap on the floor, impaled on Tyrone's huge shaft. He lowered himself onto her and pushed in one last time. Gabrielle gave one final shriek. It was a sound of a complete loss of any self-control.

Tyrone pulled out. There was a slurping noise, and a thick string of lube fell from his cock onto her beaten white bottom. She was low on her hands and knees, flat on the floor. Her arms were shaking, eyes closed, mouth open and panting.

"Oh my god oh my god oh my god.." she muttered over and over. Tyrone turned his back on her and walked slowly over to Kay. Breathless with some unnamed emotion, she saw his huge black cock less than a metre from her face. The smoky scent of his skin impregnated her.

"You're dribbling," he said, and lightly stroked her nipple. Kay, helpless, bound and silent, began to buck in the chair. Tyrone smiled, and kept drawing a soft circle. I'm going to cum! she thought disbelievingly. He hasn't even touched my pussy, and I'm going to cum!

Kay had spent the whole session with her legs forced open. The dampness from her pussy had spread into her groin, leaving it sensitive and exposed. But it was worse now, as with eyes closed in shame she felt herself soak her knickers.

Tyrone bent a little and looked at her open crotch curiously. "You're wetting yourself," he said, smiling. She did not answer. Her sobs could have been of pleasure or humiliation. Please touch my pussy. Just one touch! She opened her eyes and looked at him, pleading.

"I'll help you." In one hand he took his shaft and stroked it into her face. She saw it pointing at her. In the other he took her pale nipple in his big black hand and squeezed it hard. Pain shot through her,, and pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled up; her head twisted back; her hips thrust forward in short desperate jerks and she came with an intensity and power that left her helpless and writhing. There had been only the lightest contact; no penetration and no tongue. And yet she came in a way she had never cum with her husband.

Gabrielle had begun to recover. Still prostrate on the floor, she had taken her dress from her head and was looking at it in disbelief.

"How can I go out like this?" she cried, almost sobbing, "It's all wet and crumpled. What's he going to think?"

"You're having lunch with him?" Tyrone took Gabrielle's tanga from the sofa and approached her as she clambered to her feet, whining in pain and pulling her damp dress over her head.

"I'll give you a present." Both Gabrielle and Kay looked as he began to stroke himself onto her lacy briefs.

"I want you back here before the wedding," he said as he worked his thick black cock, "I need to stretch open that tight little pussy of yours; ruin it for your husband."

"You bastard!" the girl whispered savagely, "There's no way I'm ever coming back here again."

Tyrone wrapped the delicate fabric round the tip of his shaft and spurted. Gabrielle fell silent and looked down in utter fascination. Clots of thick steamy cum fell onto his huge palm and into her tanga. He kept stroking, and more and more seed appeared. Kay, legs open, groaned inwardly. She was still too sensitive to witness this.

With a sigh Tyrone squeezed out the last few drops and passed the tanga to the girl before him. "Wear it," He ordered, "I want you to feel it when you're with him."

"Are you mad?" Gabrielle recoiled in horror. It was covered with a thick coat of sperm.

"Put it on," he ordered. She lifted her hands in an attitude of prayer. Seeing her pleas fall on  his stoney face, she dropped her head and took the tanga.

"Put it on," he repeated. Wordlessly, she stepped over and pulled the tanga up.

"Please don't make me do this," she begged. Kay saw the sheer humiliation written on her face, and quivered.

"Pull it right up. I want you to feel it." She obeyed, feeling the sticky load squelch against her pussy.

"Clean it." There were still clots of cum on his hand. She hesitated, looked at him, and then bowed her head down to feed from his palm.

"Good girl," he murmured.

When she finished she lifted her head, tears in her eyes. "I never want to see you again, ever. I need to forget about this, forget this ever happened."

She turned and staggered to the door. How is she going to explain that limp? wondered Kay

As Gabrielle passed, she cast an eye down on her disapprovingly. "You should be ashamed of yourself, a woman your age, coming to a place like this. I bet you've got a husband and children, too."

"See you soon, Maria!" Tyrone laughed as he closed the door on her. He turned, smiling, and approached Kay again, this time to unbuckle her straps and take out her gag. As he did so, one last stream of saliva fell down into her cleavage. The sensation made her tremble.

"You can keep the corset," he told her, "The client moved to America. And it looks great on you."

"Thank you," she whispered.

"I hope you've got enough material for your article," he asked her, "Do you see now what women respond to, despite themselves?"

He lifted Kay up onto her feet. "Dress me," he said. She took his shirt from the sofa obediently and held it out to him so he could slip in. Without being instructed, she began to button the white silk over his muscled chest and rippling stomach.

"This girl is going to have lunch right now with her fiancé. And she's going to be thinking about what's happened here. She's going to feel awful. Really guilty. And yet - completely against her will - tonight she's going to lie in bed and remember. And she's going to get hot."

"Trousers," he instructed. Kay took them and bent down. His huge cock dangled in front of her. I could just open my mouth now and take it in.

"And the guiltier she feels during the day, the hotter she's going to get at night. There's nothing she can do about it. Women are just designed that way. She's going to plan her wedding and tell herself that she's going to be the perfect spouse, but in the back of her mind she's opened a door that she can't close." Kay buttoned him and, fingers trembling, zipped him up. Almost unconsciously, her hand brushed against the bulge in his trousers.

"And so she'll be back. Before the wedding. That way she can cheat herself into thinking that it'll be her last big mistake, and that everything will change when she gets married."

He took Kay's shoulders and drew her towards him. She swallowed nervously. "But both you and I know that marriage provides a lot, but good, hard sex is not one of them. You need something more. You need to feel dirty, wanton, wicked."

Kay shook her head desperately at Tyrone's words. He smiled at her reaction. "And that's why you will always have to stray. Put that in your article. And mention me, of course. I could do with a few more clients."


"TOO RAW TO BE EROTIC; TOO CLASSY TO BE PORN."


Delilah Dominguez writes on the following themes:


Cuckoldry, Slutwives, Reluctant Feminisation, Interracial Sex, Dominant/Submissive Relationships, Transgender, Foot Worship and BDSM. 

[image: ]

"There's no point describing bodies being moved around and used like toys. There are videos for that. The darkest and most erotic organ is the mind. That's what a writer must penetrate. That's what I'm here to chronicle - people like you descending into the depths of depravity, and the horror, shame and arousal as you sink down."

Amazon

Lushstories

#delilahdominguez

OEBPS/image_rsrc1UD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1U5.jpg
Delilah Dominguez
®






cover.jpeg
Delilah Dominguez

|

A\l
H ‘

Chastity White

Like a Virgin

A Loving Wife trains her Sissy Cuckold





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1U6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1U8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1U9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1U7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1UE.jpg





