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The trip had seemed like a good idea; a long weekend to see my older step sister, Kitty in the cold, clear air of the snowy mountains - my father had remarried when I was very young - now what could be better than that? 

My step sibling had landed a job as a chalet girl in some nameless pretty village in Italy and we had been invited to stay in the accommodation, free, for a couple of days. 

I had always loved skiing since I was a child and was especially looking forward to the white, icy slopes as I had always been more than proficient if not, without being too modest, somewhat talented at the sport. 

Paris had done some skiing but was not as good as me; she had however bought 2 outfits even for this short break away as that was her way, and at her tender, impressionable, provocative age wanted to look spectacular all the time.

She was just 19 and I was 20, we had been together since we were 16 and knew each other extremely and intimately well; Paris was a female knockout and turned heads wherever she went with her petite figure, pretty, blonde hair and angelic face.

However she was, behind the scenes, very wilful and demanding and no doubt this arctic adventure would be on full throttle as always for us.

I was privately nervous about seeing Kitty as she was always distant and bossy with me and not keen on my marrying so young but, as the taxi drove up outside the doll like, snow covered house, I was excitedly looking forward to our time here at it was an undeniably exquisite venue. 

Kitty came running out to us, dressed in a sweater and exceptionally tight, black ski pants and I noticed that she had lost some weight from the chubby girl that had I had seen just a few months previously. 

Her hair was still dark brunette and curly though, and her face still a little rounded, but the warm, brown eyes sparkled with the same colour and elixir of life as mine. 
We embraced expressively and after unpacking in our small bedroom we were treated by my newly domesticated step sister to a delicious, simple meal, with an acceptable bottle of the local red wine and we all settled back and began to relax.

The girls were not naturally companionable with each other as Kitty was 24, more experienced and did not take to Paris as she thought her posh, flirty and pretentious; My Girl did not like her because she thought her too pedestrian or ordinary and had a deserved reputation of being exceedingly promiscuous.

There were always stories about Kitty hanging out with various, unsuitable men but I never paid much heed or wanted to listen to them; I had lived closely with her since I was a young child, after all! 

Such unseemly matters were unimportant and a thing of the long, forgotten distant past as I was sure she had learned her lesson by now as I had heard nothing untoward lately.

Kitty told us that she had arranged for us to be guided around the mountain by a boy she had become friendly with and we were going down to the bar to meet him shortly; she was going to introduce us to our escort around the slopes and, as she so colourfully described them, the motley crew she hung about with!

Paris and I went into our room where my fiancé removed her dress and underwear then went into the small, functional shower as I quickly tidied up for her, hung up what was clean, placing the underwear and any dirty items for me to wash later.

My woman expected me to look after her in all menial ways and I never minded as I had been picking up after My Love for many years by now.

Eventually she came out, passed me the coarse, white towel and I dried her dripping skin before her delicate, painted fingers pulled a black cotton thong around her sublime line of sexual flesh with just a small tuft of blonde hair above while I tried to disguise my aching libido that pulsed in reaction each time I saw it.

We were quite used to seeing each other with no clothes on as we had been together so long and away so often but, each time I watched her like this, it was always a private thrill for me.

Her tiny hands then pulled a black, chiffon bra around her which I clipped at the back, then a skin-tight pair of inky, incredibly tight, ski trousers and a grey roll top sweater that hugged her petite but shapely breasts. 

To see her naked or getting herself dressed was indeed a never ending source of pleasure and wonder for me and the fascination with her delightful, but still in some ways mysterious body, never faded or dimmed.

Her figure was so slender, divine and perfect as it always had been from the very first time I had set eyes on her; in fact as she was maturing it seemed even better and shapelier than it had been before.

My woman was very much at or near her physical peak, and I wanted to set our wedding date as soon as we could.

By now my covetous eyes could see every curve of her bottom and thighs, as the flexible clothing clung to her so deliciously and provocatively; highlighting her taut, rear flesh and the pronounced but petite sexual mound that centred her thighs so exquisitely. 

She was undoubtedly, impossibly gorgeous and I was always thrilled that it was only me that had seen the hidden wonders beneath her enticing, feminine coverings.
Her pink pouting lips smiled at me admiring her so obviously, and asked a rhetorical question in her warm feminine, soft, velvety tone.

“What do you think, Sweetheart?”

She was truly spectacular, as always, but she constantly loved my adulation, confirmation and reassurance.

“Just, gorgeous, Darling… as you know!”

Her voice tinkled and laughed as she twirled then admired herself as she span in front of the inadequate, narrow, vertical mirror on the inside of one of the cupboards then exhaled in satisfaction at her reflection.

“Not bad… Hey…do I look like a virgin?”

I gasped as she looked so sexual and enticing.

“No, Paris…you look like a Slut!”

She smiled and giggled childishly in peculiar contentment.

“Good that’s just how I want to look!”

We went out to meet my step sibling who had somehow squeezed into a small pair of jeans and a tight, cashmere, white top that highlighted her ample bosom and bottom and I whistled lowly in disapproval and brotherly concern for her.

“Kitty, that’s too provocative for you!”

She laughed at my prudishness then stared directly at my fiancé!

“What about your little, Paris? She looks… dirty as normal…look how snug her trousers are…tell, her…if you’re so worried!”

I stared at my girlfriend who instantly berated me coolly. 

“Nonsense, Spencer…Kitty looks lovely…apologise … immediately!” 

It was unusual they were on the same page as they disliked each other intensely but Paris was sometimes firm with me and I listened to her stern rebuke then responded accordingly. 

“Sorry, Kitty…you do look nice but…very sexy.”

She smiled then turned in a slow, purposeful circle while admiring herself in the mirror as my Paris had done. 

“I am a woman, Spencer…but you are too innocent to realise…I was never a baby like you…so grow up a bit?”

I stared at my constantly bullying step sister and felt belittled as she then spoke to my girlfriend sharply; she always had that way of making me or everyone feel inadequate.

“Please don’t tease all the boys, Paris…don’t embarrass me… please!”

My Girl gave her a pure, virtuous and innocent look, as if she did not know what she was possibly referring to and I simply laughed as I understood exactly what Kitty meant; Paris was and had been always incorrigible.

I linked arms with my two gorgeous, young female companions and we walked the short distance down to the bar, wrapped in padded coats, braving the icy, chilling, cold, wind, swirling outside as we did so. 

The place when we arrived was small, dark, noisy and packed with people. 

Everyone waved or smiled at Kitty and we eventually sat at a table beside a tiny wooden dance-floor where a young man came directly over and joined us. 
He, as we soon discovered, was the ski instructor who was to be our guide; Bruno was tall, slim and broad with ruddy cheeks and a beaming white smile. 
His hair was tousled black, his face rugged, youthful and clean cut and his eyes piercing blue; undoubtedly with this sporting, daily regime in the mountains he was an impressive, fit, manly specimen. 

Paris noticed him immediately being somewhat of a connoisseur of the male form and she glanced at him warmly and approvingly, as this energetic, young man shook each of our hands amiably and firmly. 

“Welcome, Spencer…Kitty has told me all about you and Paris …the weather is good and we will have fun tomorrow! The forecast is for a wonderful weekend on the slopes…the snow at the moment…very thick.”

He spoke English in a dry, Italian accent but although he was polite, he had an air of supercilious confidence about him, and immediately almost instinctively, I didn’t like or take to him at all! 

This thrusting stranger masked his arrogance in a cool friendliness but I picked up on it straight away and reacted naturally against it. 

I noticed him sit close to Kitty, play-kiss her and I was annoyed at his cheek and impudence to do so with my step sister so openly and right in front of us.  
She fended him off with a push then a laugh and I was somewhat relieved when he left her and joined the crowd on the filling dance floor, gyrating crazily with the abandon of reckless youth to the raucous, rock music. 

Eventually she came back and sat close beside me in the pale darkness as I questioned her with some concern. 

“Is he your boyfriend?”

She looked at me coyly and slightly annoyed at my impertinence of questioning her privacy and virtue so directly, but responded after an introspective, second’s thought.
“He wants to be but I’m not ready for him or anyone out here just yet.”

Perhaps I was just curious about their relationship, primarily because she was my step sister and I felt some responsibility for her; I therefore, perhaps presumptuously, felt the right to speak personally and questioningly to her. 

“Have you had sex with him… or anyone here yet?”

She responded with a sarcastic smile.

“Have you, Spencer…?” 

My face flushed because she knew of my innocence but then I noticed that she had blushed as well, even in the gloom as her hands waved my question away.

“…Please don’t ask… it’s nothing to do with you!”

I pressed her as, perhaps unfairly, I really wanted to know.

“Tell me, Kitty I’m very broadminded… know more than you think!”

She smiled disarmingly and shook her head. 

“I barely believe that, Spencer…you’re wet behind the ears… but…OK…I will confide a little in you…”

She murmured foolishly.

“…Not yet but…I’m thinking about it! And yes I have heard all about your perverted, little sexual games with…”

She sighed almost in amusement.

“…Your, Paris…who so likes to talk…it’s pretty sick letting her flaunt herself and… you going down on her all the time, Spencer!”

It was my turn to fully colour up and I tried to reply but she quickly removed herself from tormenting me, joined the melee on the dance floor once more, and began to move closely with another muscular man in the murky light.

Undoubtedly she looked very attractive and as I watched her I tried to ignore the dark, perverse visions turning over in my head concerning my undoubtedly knowledgeable step sibling actually having real, raw sexual adventure.

This was unlike me…who in all reality was just playing at this game of life with Paris; as she had so correctly and directly alluded to.

Kitty was indeed more mature and experienced but it was still impossibly hard for me to imagine her truly having base intimacy or sex! 

In sudden distraction my eyes noticed in the gloom that my girlfriend was dancing closely with Bruno; her slender, lithe legs astride and pressing against one of his muscular thighs as she pushed against it in perfect rhythmical time to the music.

Although I liked her enjoying herself with other men I was definitely not pleased that she had chosen this pompous, cocky, brash male to express herself with. 

My head was sure and certain that I was correct in my assumptions about him; that he really was a pretentious, supercilious Bastard!

As I stared my anxious eyes were transfixed as My Girl closely, intimately moved with him; then surreptitiously and secretly, became physically aroused as always, when his strong arms reached out for her only for her to elegantly twirl and twist tantalisingly in and out of his reach and grasp.

Reflexively when I watched Paris like this, my penis was energised then firm and I flushed in furtive, wicked contentment as a rush of sullied adrenaline flowed through my body, 

I loved to observe my desirable and beautiful girl tease men so tortuously; it was a special hobby for us to share and we had done so pretty much since we had met.

In all honesty, Paris had not wanted me at first and I had to accept and endure endless other admirers chasing her before she eventually chose and decided on me and the financial life and position and future, through my family, I could offer for her.

She explained that she would not contemplate sex with anyone as she wanted to stay pure until married but needed the freedom and space to explore her power over men while she was still young and desirable.

Although initially it was an uncomfortable thing for me to accept I quickly did so, as it always made me proud and terribly alive that my Perfect, Delicious Girl was so sought after by others.

It was as if strangely I had something very private and special, all to myself.

To own a treasure that so many other men desired was intoxicating for me and bizarrely, gave me an ongoing flux of sexual energy and a weird sensation of power. 
I settled, saw that Paris excused herself from his clutches and, glowing with pink, flushed energy on her face, sat beside me as my extraordinarily difficult but bubbly step sister then began to bop with him.

Kitty was laughing gaily now, obviously enjoying herself, and my girlfriend watched her and spoke to me brightly.

“Bruno seems like a nice guy, Darling!”

It was a statement of fact and I didn’t reply as I did not wish to dampen her spirits with my assessment of him causing me to quietly return my attention to the dance floor.

Bruno was closer to Kitty now, touching her as if they were more than friends, but as they became entwined he seemed to whisper something in her ear and she theatrically hit him on his iron chest in dramatic, female, mock anger. 

She left him immediately, stormed back to our table, sat beside us and eventually sipped her drink loudly and angrily.

Paris and I looked at each other in concern before my fiancé questioned her tentatively but curiously. 

“What is it, Kitty?”  

My step sibling was very agitated, annoyed and then spoke in rousing, rising frustration.

“Bruno is just…insufferable!”

Paris raised her slim, manicured eyebrows in curiosity. “Why, Darling?

Kitty was suddenly withdrawn, silent and insular as Paris cajoled then entreated her gently and with feminine guile to open up to us. 

“Tell me, Kitty…please, Darling…we are all young and have no secrets.”

She exhaled in exasperation and irritation then finally stared at my Lovely Girl in seething anger and irritation! 

“He said if he can’t fuck me…”

Her voice added quickly.

“…Which he can’t… as he’s tried hard and long enough and I will not let him…”

Her tone was strained.

“…He’ll fuck you…!”

Her young, brown eyes were flashing wildly and blazing in absolute unbridled fury.

“…He’s prepared to bet me his new snowboard on it!”

My fiancé sat back, and then her delicate, innocent mouth and voice laughed uproariously and looked secretly and slyly at the tall, athletic young man still mingling in the crowd.

“Did he now?” 

Kitty bent her head in abashment and whispered to her. 

“I know that it’s a thing you and Spencer do…where he likes to watch you teasing and playing…but you’ve never done anything? I mean…”

She seemed abashed for a second.

“… I know I shouldn’t ask but… do you?” 

I was also extremely embarrassed that she knew so much about My Girl and our fetishes and fecklessness, but my innocent but assertive partner was unconcerned, shook her head firmly and smoothly reassured her.

“No, Kitty…it’s what Spencer and I like…some silly diversion and entertainment for us…I doubt you understand but we’re both virgins and want to have some fun safely.”

My step sister shook her head as if in confirmation of her assumption.  “You’re right…I don’t really understand…you should just fuck… get screwed…get it done and over with…then you don’t have to torture these men like you do…it is very unfair, Paris…”

My fiancé looked down her petite button nose at her.

“We’re not all cheap, Kitty…I want to save myself… as I have explained to you…Spencer and I both do!”

My step sibling was annoyed at the intimation to her lack of decency, propriety or modesty and she immediately sparked then flashed in temper at her.

“I know about Spencer’s dirty habits and yours…you’ve told everyone haven’t you… how Spencer follows you about like a dog…licking your little pussy…is that right…?”

Her face was flushed and fierce as she continued.

“…It’s pretty disgusting… so don’t be so fucking high and mighty, Little Miss, Precious, Precocious …Morality!”

I was a little shocked at her outburst but it was not unusual for her, as she had a short temper, was prone to speaking her mind and normally getting her way.

As my Paris was of course so I tried to calm the troubled waters between two turbulent, troublesome shores as I spoke pleadingly to my step sister.

“Don’t speak to my fiancé like that, Kitty please...for me!” 

She suddenly turned on me and her tone was terse and sharp, like Paris’s always was when she was cross and annoyed with me. 

“Shut the fuck up, Spencer I know you’re a bit of a pervert, so I wanted to double and quadruple-check my facts so…”

She drew in her breath as if to think.

“…You can both tell me straight out…”

Her face was scarlet in energy.

“…If Bruno has any chance of fucking her?”

I did not rise to her insults but remained relaxed and collected whilst Paris just began to giggle then replied as if she had asked something absurd.

“I don’t think so, Kitty…not with the likes of him…I think he would be overstepping his mark with me…so your bet would be safe and …”

She was catty, caustic and acid.

“…You can have and fuck him if you want…he definitely seems more your type!”

Kitty was most definitely, not entertained at her measured, obvious insults but held her temper and finally spoke in controlled determination.

“OK…you, Sarcastic Bitch…but I needed to know for sure…if you’re all show… I want to take the bet…Bruno is so arrogant and cocksure just because he’s fucked most of the girls that ski here…!”

Her tone was still angry and terse.

“… He thinks that we’re all easy and available to him!”
I instinctively answered for Paris, as Kitty was just reiterating what I had been thinking since the first minute I had met him. 

“Don’t question my fiancé’s virtue… many men have tried and failed…”

I was strangely proud and boastful.

“…to take her and have sexual relations with her since we met…so make your bet…it is definitely a safe one.”

Kitty looked at me concerned, then at Paris who smiled at her purely and proudly with regards to her virginity and mumbled dryly.

“Listen to your half-brother, Sweetie…I’ve never been unfaithful...never will be…!”

She smiled as if to correct herself.

“…not until we’re married…that is!”

Kitty fixed her with a stare and tried to work out if she had made a joke; we both did in fact but I always presumed she was being droll as usual.

Finally my step sister blinked at me with her open, pure, earthy eyes and spoke for confirmation to be absolutely sure.

“If I lose then I have to let him fuck me…anyway he wants…so are you both sure?”
I horrifyingly, secretly pulsed inside at the thought of her rich, full, youthful body performing such base corrupt, acts, but hid my reaction expertly as I was well used to performing such a sullied trick by now. 

Kitty and I always had shared a strained relationship but I had to admire her spirit, forthrightness and honesty in asking such difficult questions when she wanted to win or to get the better of someone 

As with skiing, she wanted to be to be utterly sure of her ground before she jumped!

Therefore I took command of the situation for us all and spoke with utter, supreme assurance borne from my experiences and relationship with My Paris, as I trusted her absolutely.

“Do you want the snow board, Kitty?”

She nodded greedily and with clear purpose. 

“Then make your bet…I will take full responsibility…I have faith in My Love, implicitly; you do not need to worry at all.”

Kitty seemed to relax her tense body a little then smiled animatedly at me with her white, icy teeth that matched the frozen water outside; then leaned over to me and teasingly kissed my glowing and rosy cheek.

“I will, Spencer…thanks.” 

With that remark she rose up to her feet, walked away and left us before she confronted her tall, conceited tormentor with the answer and riposte to his outrageous boast.

She stood provocatively with her hands on her slim hips as if to display what he could never possess and in that instant she proudly reminded me of the wonderful girl beside me.

I watched in fascination and surged with strange hormones and adrenaline as they shook hands solemnly to make their pact or promise; then I felt my skin tingle as I sensed Paris sidle up close beside me and I could feel the warmth of her delicate legs through her skin tight trousers while she whispered to me breathlessly. 


“I think, Bruno needs to be teased, Darling…and really taught a lesson! He is very brash and bombastic; what do you think?”

I nodded and knew exactly what she meant.

Paris, as I had explained, had spent most of her young life attracting men and tantalisingly drawing them to her, as a flame does to a moth. 

She was an expert in presenting herself in a way, where each man thought he had a chance with her, when in truth, now we were forever committed to each other, they never did!

No one ever had succeeded in sleeping with Paris, apart from me, her fiancé, although so many wealthy, handsome and even powerful men had tried. 

I was the only male who ever had that extraordinary privilege and thanked my lucky stars each and every passing day.

Undoubtedly what we had found in each other was special and I was always secure in the knowledge, she would never wish to break the tight band of love or commitment and the growing experiences we shared together.

The few sexual privileges she offered belonged only to me and would increase when we were wed and I was in no doubt that it would always remain that way throughout of relationship.

I kissed her soft lips and spoke gently, but excitedly, into her delicate ear.

“I think you should really drive him to distraction, Darling, teach the silly, self-absorbed, Young Stallion a lesson he will never forget…!”

I smiled egotistically and with true adoration.

“…You are so far out of his class and aspiration!”

She pressed the hardness between my thighs unnoticed in the darkness and stared at me with her large shining, expressive blue eyes that made me go so weak.
“You love that so many men desire and want to have sex with me, Spencer…?”
Her tongue licked mine and she squeezed the proof of her statement of fact that was pumping and beating so obviously within the shadows and my trousers.

“…Unveil me and fuck my little pussy!”

Her fingers again lightly pushed against my stiff erection and I whispered urgently and honestly to her.

“I adore it, Sweetheart…knowing I’m the only one that can now please you…you know I love you completely.”

Paris smiled then just glanced innocently across at Bruno who, unaware or our little game of tease, gestured at her amiably and entreatingly.

Her teeth nibbled my ear, further rousing my mind and perverted libido at the same moment as if she was setting the game in motion for us.

“Do you want me to press myself against his thick cock, Darling? It’s so sensual and sexual in these stretchy trousers rubbing my mound… will it arouse and please you?”
I was so energised and wound up as I placed my palm, flat on her silken thigh.

“Yes…Darling, it already is.”

She moved closer beside me so our legs were so snug it was electric; her voice murmured crudely as I continually got off on her talking dirtily to me as she always looked and appeared so innocent and pure.

“Do you want me to stick my tiny cunt against him, let him think I’m a Slut and push myself on his dirty, stiff flesh?”

I groaned silently as her words were so arousing.
“Yes, Darling I would love that.”

My head was racing as I gasped

“… Make him think he has you then leave him hanging and longing for you…come back to me and tell me how big… and just how desperate he is for you!”

She laughed and squeezed my aching penis again a final, passing time.

“…I’m going to make myself very wet, Darling…for you…!”

My mouth was dry and I was so breathless.

“…Ask me to make my pussy so wet for you to lick…”

Paris was so heavenly but filthy.

“…My cunt so slippery and smelly!”

My voice seemed to quiver and I spoke almost silently

“Please make your cunt wet, Paris…I like it like that…you know I do…fuck…I can’t wait to see it…make it even more dripping and sodden!”

Her angelic voice laughed softly as I blinked in delicious expectation then she smiled wickedly, walked away and moved her hips sexily and rhythmically to the music as she approached where the despicable, swarthy Bruno was.

Within a minute she was entwined intimately with him; her thighs and hips wrapped tantalisingly around his leg as they moved slowly or quickly, almost independent to the rhythm of the music being played. 

It could hardly even be described as dancing as she was grinding her soft, delicate body or slyly pushing her hips and crotch against his rigid flesh and inevitably solid, enormous genitals at the same, depraved time.

Paris no doubt felt inconspicuous in the camouflage of the darkness, gloom and the mass of people around them but her outrageous behaviour was noticeable and inescapable.

Kitty sat beside me and we watched on like voyeurs; my step sister was noticeably disgusted while I was aroused, although I did my best, again, to conceal my unworthy, sordid reaction as she hissed at me.

“Why do you allow this…look at her…the Slut… she’s almost fucking him…!”

Unfortunately I had seen the performance of my fiancé’s pretence of her availability and inclination to seduction, from her many times before, but possibly not so outrageously enacted and my shoulder just hunched up in ambivalence.
In the end my lifelong companion finally ignored Paris’s outlandish games and then spoke to me warmly and softly in conciliation.
“…Sorry for calling you a pervert, Spencer…you can have whatever fetish you want with her if that’s what rocks your little, sullied, male boat…”

Her voice sighed in her own private thoughts.

“… To be honest…secretly I’m similar to her, a bit of a Slut!”

I tried my best not to listen.

“… I like it when I’m dancing and the guy is hard… it makes me wet my knickers as well…I like to imagine it… inside me!”

She looked at me, noticed I had gone bright red and sniggered at my obvious sweetness, naivety and embarrassment.

“I think she is a Contemptible Slut, Spencer…you know that… but I’m a woman so I understand how she feels…and if she makes you happy…!”

Her pretty head shook as she ruffled my straight, blonde hair and chuckled.

“…Then enjoy yourself…!”

We looked across at her and she was now thrusting her tiny, raised pussy firmly and provocatively against Bruno, whose hands were on the cheeks of her bottom, pressing her taut thighs and hips against him.

Their outrageous behaviour and deviant passion however seemingly lost in the bustling, rambunctious mayhem.

Kitty then spoke to me uncomfortably crudely as well.

“…I bet your girlfriend’s wet…soiled and wet...pushing it against Bruno’s big dick; fuck she’s almost screwing him on the floor, she must be slippery…Dirty Cow!”

I was becoming inflamed at my woman’s show along with my step sister’s disgusting description and jokey banter.

“Stop, Kitty…she is to be my wife!”

She smiled at me knowing my weaknesses and just continued to torment me.

“Some wife…the Whore…I thought you liked being open about sex, Spencer? You ask me about my life and I told you…so you need to be honest with me. Are you shy?”

Her logic was inescapable as I responded. 

“No…but…” Her voice interrupted.

“I know you wear her panties, Spencer…she tells everyone about your stupid submission to her…the Little, Salacious Shit?”

I did and Kitty knew but all I could do was hiss in a further strangled riposte, displaying my patent mortification and shame.

“Only sometimes!”

She giggled and I felt humbled before her.

“Mmmm that’s so weird, Spencer…you should be embarrassed…”

I looked away from her intrusive stare.

“…However…if you can cope… then I’ll try and be happy for you and think it’s great that you and Paris have such a cute, weird, fulfilling, fucking bizarre relationship.”
I didn’t want to discuss it and was so horrified by the conversation.

“Please, Kitty…don’t go on!”

But she was thinking ever more perversely now, and laughed at her own joke!

“I might find a boyfriend to wear my knickers…or even give you a pair of mine…would you like that Spencer? I have a nice, thin, pretty pair for you…! 

I tried to shut off my mind and divisive imagination and ignore her, but she just distastefully and horribly continued on.

“…What do you think?” 

I groaned at her continuation of a subject I wished to avoid.

“I think, Paris tells everyone far too much!”

Kitty just kept smiling and I felt squirmingly uncomfortable that she understood me and how my filthy mind worked, so well.

“She always has, Spencer, we all know about you and your Dirty, Little Slut of a fiancé…!”

I began to think and wonder in realisation, if my sweet, pretty, step sibling was actually laughing at me… rather than with me?

Thankfully she eventually became tired with her mockery; walked away towards the dance floor then waved at me merrily and cheekily as she left.

“…I’m going to find a boy and rub myself wet, like my future, filthy, sister in law!”

My cheeks flushed so red I felt as if I was glowing in the undoubted heat; she soon found a suitable male body in the crowd and I tried to look nonchalant and disinterested but my base libido was outrageously twisting and raging inside me. 
Paris was entwined with Bruno and now Kitty was pressing herself against another athletically toned, lean body and I watched them both closely until I sensed then felt myself, solidly firm in my trousers.

I knew it was not the reaction of someone normal, but both Paris and I, when compared to other couples we knew, seemed both more than a little unusual. 
However, I quickly reconciled myself to the ongoing fact that this was harmless pleasure for both my future wife and me and, in my personal, private, darkened solitude, I wondered dirtily, how wet her knickers were?

I couldn’t wait to find out and discuss these latest indiscretions in detail with her, as we always had done for so many recent years.

It is what we enjoyed and revelled in; talking about each sexual, tantalising game she went out and played, with her endless admirers.

This was the real adventure and fun for us, our innocent but naughty pleasure and entertainment, and always had been since almost we first teamed up.

When I had been waiting for her to accept me as her suitor and partner, she would often tell me about the men that had pursued and tried to charm her as if to test my seriousness and resolve to claim her for my own.

It was always in intimate, excruciating detail and terribly it excited me and this erotic drama or act had become part of a developing fetish and relationship between us.

Our connection was almost indivisible from it and it was part of our daily life.

In the end, as Kitty had alluded to, I would now indeed dress in her little cute panties and come in them as she recounted some story or other about her endless, sexual indiscretions; it was sick and seedy but strangely irresistible for us as well. 

Over the past years, Paris would sometimes even make me drive her to dates, as an innocuous, almost invisible, disguised chauffeur, and I had to suffer and watch her make out on the back seat while acting as her employee.

To my shame I had secretly and sometimes surreptitiously seen her felt up crudely many times with male fingers under her dresses or in her blouse but it was only just meaningless foreplay after all and meant nothing.

In truth, given, Paris was so delectable, I was clever, patient and unfortunately also somewhat sexually deviant but, as the men she courted eventually failed and faded, it was me that remained, staunch in my love and devotion to her and won my prize.

As I still had to this day, but things had moved on between us; she was now my fiancée and I would accept these childish games only until we were married; Paris and I had a clear agreement and understanding now and going forward!

At midnight, Kitty sat beside me and was ready to leave but Paris was still dancing with her stomach and hips flat and firmly pressed against her unsavoury suitor.

She separated herself briefly from Bruno, came and crouched closely beside me and I could see that my girl was flushed, sweating, buzzing and alive with energy and spoke to me in an agitated whisper.
“Did you enjoy that, Sweetheart…?”

Her voice sighed unsettlingly.

“… Bruno has such a big cock…I’m very, very wet…I mean saturated… it’s been tight and so hard against my pussy all night!”

I murmured lowly at her filthy description and begged her. “Let’s go back to the room, Darling, you can tell me…”

I gasped in my eagerness.

“…And I’ll show you how I love you….as I always do!”

Paris shook her pretty head and the sheer, long, resplendent blonde hair swished around her slim, elegant neck. 

“No you go, Spencer… I want to stay with Bruno for a few minutes…”

She snickered.

“…We did agree I would teach him something he wouldn’t forget!”
I pulsed at her dirty description and went to argue but she put her finger to her lips and there was absolutely no point in me debating with her further. 

Paris always had the last word in our relationship and when, My Woman didn’t wish me to answer or debate with her she raised her hand as she had just done to bid me silent.

Therefore I was muted as she murmured meaningfully and firmly allowing me no space to object or try and change her mind.
“Go with, Kitty, Darling…I’ll be back in a few minutes…don’t argue. I have some work left with our, good friend, Bruno!”

I nodded as usual in acceptance of her authority.

“Yes, Paris…of course.”

She then returned to him, then into their close embrace again and my eyes watched as she leant up and began to French kiss him deeply.

I was still not concerned however as she was allowed to caress intimately or indulge in foreplay if she wished to; it was within, and part of, the rules of her experimentation and engagement between us.

In fact she was allowed to do anything but have intercourse with her men or allow them to bring her oral pleasure which was entirely my domain.

Anything else was permissible, as long as she told me, and this she always did in the most exquisite, divine detail; honesty was a prerequisite word in our depraved world.
Their kissing was passionate by now and his hands were all over her body, but in all fairness it was just innocuous, general amusement and touching and I was still unconcerned in her faithfulness to me.

I believed in her and trusted Paris absolutely!

Eventually I had seen enough and walked back to the chalet with Kitty who continued to berate, torment and taunt me uncomfortably for, as she walked, her lips almost spat at me in her exasperation.

“How can you stand her acting like that? The Little Whore…?”

She spoke quietly but crassly, trying to challenge me but her well-intended words only inflamed my mind which was already high and floating in dark pleasure; although listening to her only made my perversity worse as she mumbled onwards to me.

“…Mmm I’m wet now…I hope your Dirty Girl behaves herself…but maybe I don’t…I could do with a fuck…so maybe your, Paris will not be so moral and dependable and perhaps do the dirty deed with him!”

I was outraged that she would talk continually in such licentious, base terms about my intended but only chastised her tamely.

“Kitty…please!”

She just giggled as though her cutting, sick jokes were funny and I was grateful to reach the sanctity of the accommodation where we had a brief coffee together and changed for bed. 

My step sibling tiredly came into my room, dressed in her pink, striped pyjamas and bent to give me a warm peck goodnight. 

Her fingers placed something soft, clammy and moist in my hand then whispered to me innocently as she then left quickly.
“Enjoy, Spencer I did promise you!”

I looked down and to my shock there was a pair of skimpy, polka dot panties in my palm; they were sensual and wet and I wanted to call and berate her for her disgraceful indiscretion but the smell was immediately entreating. 

Nervously my own fingers opened fully to inspect the crotch in foul, debased curiosity, saw the leakage deposited there and rubbed the moisture against my nose. 
It was disturbingly, sordidly intoxicating! 

Kitty, like my wife, seemed to understand my fetish and while she obviously did not approve, could not help but torture me as she had done since we were young; clearly but now ever more inventively and deliciously.

My eyes closed as my nasal senses continued to inhale the musky smell in perverted pleasure and to my shame I became immediately erect and very hard.

I was so distracted in my perversity, that to my embarrassment, I did not see Paris come bounding energetically into the room.

She stared at me in initial consternation and then smiled meaningfully.

“What are you doing, Spencer…?”

I looked up in abashment at the dirty underwear in my trebling palm as I instantly dropped them to the floor, but she only laughed. 

“…Kitty knows your secret, our sexy secret… has done for a while, Darling…she’s a woman as I will be soon…”

Her voice sounded unsettlingly inebriated.

“…So we do not have anything hidden from each other...she knows all about our present and past indiscretions…everyone does in our small circle.”

Her blue, azure eyes saw the pain on my face as I was horrified that our friends knew all of my unusual, bizarre, sexual tastes and appetites and my girlfriend’s as well.

“You told everyone… everything?”

Her head just nodded innocently “Yes…of course, Darling… it’s good that we have an honest relationship and people know… you’re not ashamed of me are you?”

I gasped unsure how to reply.

“…But everyone knows what I do for you!”

She smiled and stood with her hand on her slender hips and looked so desirable and utterly gorgeous.

“Don’t you love me, Spencer…I thought this was what we wanted and agreed to…didn’t we…Sweetheart…?”

Her finger slid tantalisingly and seductively over her little, perfect mound of femininity.

“…Don’t you want to love me as you like to?”

Instantly I was putty in her sweet, manipulative fingers.

“I do love you, Paris!”

She laughed softly then smiled seductively.

“Then accept as you have what power a woman has over her man…with just what we have between our sweet legs!”

I went to argue but she raised her palm to me and once again with that single gesture of command I was powerless before her as always.

Paris then spoke to me quietly but authoritatively, as if I were her menial or servant.
“Undress me, Darling I’m so… very wet…”

She stood erect and to rigid attention in the very middle of our bedroom while I pulled off her sweater, undid the zip on her tight, ski pants and peeled them off her sweaty body as if it was the closely attached rind of a lemon.

My hands quickly hung them up, as I had to keep everything tidy, and then returned to my girlfriend who was waiting patiently for me.

She looked so sexual and perfect in just her miniscule, black bra and tiny, sheer thong and she was smiling and noticeably pulsing with raw vigour and happiness.
My shaking fingers then undid the clips on her bra, removed it placing it carefully in the correct place in her wardrobe; as mentioned I was always very respectful of her clothes as she insisted that everything was specifically organised and pristine. 

She liked things to be precise in her world! 

Her breasts were so petite, but shapely and firm as they trembled so deliciously against her chest showing her thin, virginal, pink nipples.

Her lips smiled openly at me, in full command and control, as she always was with my veneration and love for her, and she murmured in direction to me.
“…Lick the front of my panties, very slowly and softly, Spencer before your remove them, Darling; they are so wet and you can see how much I am turned on…”

Immediately I kneeled then began to lap at the thin, black cotton and silk; they were infused with her pungent, luscious juices and smelled of her lurid, base, feminine arousal.

My salacious tongue licked the outside and then the inside as she drew the covering, sensual material away from her perspiring but smooth flesh to ease my access into her most sensitive, erogenous spots.

“…Eat and lick it all up, Sweetheart…you nearly had sperm over my vaginal lips tonight…”

She shuddered slightly.

“…I took Bruno outside the bar into the cold and gave him…”

Her voice quivered and wavered.

“…Just a taste of my tongue on his cock…”

She gasped as my tongue pressed onto then inside her feminine moisture.

“…Just to punish and make him go wild.”

I groaned to her sordid tale but could only lap lamely at the sodden, slimy entrance to her most special place and was compelled to pathetically ask what had happened with the despicable Bruno.

“You didn’t suck him did you, Paris?”

She muttered in debased arousal and riposte.

“No, Darling…I have told you many times I don’t give blow-jobs, Sweetheart…as you know…I think it is disgusting but…just a sensual lick can be quite special!”

My own penis reacted and raged in gross lust at the very, base thoughts of her disgraceful, disreputable, prurient actions as I cried.

“What happened?”

She leant back and pulled at my short, blonde hair.

“Do you really want to know, Spencer…it’s so very coarse and dirty?”

She simply revelled in teasing me; making me suffer, squirm and plead so diabolically.

“Yes…yes…please…you know I have to.”

She was simply a devil in female form!

“Lick me again, Spencer…Bad Boy and say please…please tell me, Paris…tell me about this man that so wanted to fuck you!”

My cock was driving me crazy and affecting my bursting head as I sucked on the wet crotch of her salivating flesh and knickers.

“Please, Paris…please tell me…tell me…I’m begging you!”

She seemed to shiver then shake at her dark thoughts; including my ability to dissolve to her will and of course…my own, obviously dirty mind.

“He was so big and close to coming, Spencer…”

Her voice was gasping as she murmured.

“…His hardness was right on…”

I watched in fascination as her longest finger stroked her lower, uncovered, sexual, pink creases and lips as she whispered.

“… The tip of this… I was going to let him spurt and climax over my knickers as a treat for you, Spencer!”

I groaned in shock and absolute confusion.

“What do you mean, Paris?”

She chuckled quietly but dryly.

“I read on the internet than men like you want to lick semen from their girlfriends…wouldn’t you have liked that…me covered in spunk…?”

In frustration I pulled the thong to her knees then stared at the slim, bald, slimy slit of flesh with just a trace of blonde down above that had ruled my life for so long and, in spite of my efforts not to, imagined its purity and innocence despoiled and smeared in the sullied, white juices of another man.

My fiancé was so depravedly, horribly turned on as she spoke on breathlessly.

“…Would you have liked that Darling? Licking up another man’s sperm from my panties? I have thought that would be nice for you?”

I looked up to her smiling, smug, superior, gorgeous, virtuous face.

“No, Paris…that is too much!”

She pulled my head further into her soft, womanly flesh.

“Lick me, Spencer and tell me you would still do this… if it was full of semen…dripping with thick spunk…on my lips and pussy…draw it out of me!”

The scene was so seductive and the sheer, sordid thought of it made me mutter such disgusting, unseemly words

“Yes, Paris…anything to please you, Darling.”

She laughed and pressed my mouth ever more firmly into her slippery source of power until my tongue was well inside her wetness.

It was so clean, bald and leaking apart from some blonde, pubic hair just neatly trimmed above her divine, inverted crease of flesh, and I let my mouth taste her sliver of femininity from top to bottom as she groaned in dark, depraved delight.

“I just adore you doing that, Spencer, Darling? I simply love for you to quietly settle, serve and pleasure me like you do.”

I flicked at her again and again with my tongue as she pulled my fine hair harder and harder until the pain seared into me, as my oral, salivating flesh worshiped the deep sodden recesses of her most inaccessible, sexual core.

Her pale eyes looked down at me condescendingly as I laboured, diligently in her private, perfect, womanly centre and her lips smiled tenderly.

“You are so good at this, Darling…take my knickers off me and…you put them on; around your little cock and go and lie on the bed!”

Without argument or reaction I did as she told me and soon her discarded, wet thong was encapsulating my genitals and I was reclined back on the middle of the low, brightly covered, wooden framed, sleeping area. 

Paris came over onto the soft mattress, straddled her perfect, naked, ivory thighs over my face and slowly lowered her delicate mound over my mouth and smiled as she did so.

“Fuck me with your tongue, Spencer…lick my pussy, Darling… you’re such a Good Pussy Licker…aren’t you?”

The evocative smell of femininity was incredibly powerful and strong as she pressed her now sopping, leaking crack down on me, until it was firmly and tight against my lips.

Her hips then moved purposefully against me and her voice mumbled in fierce instruction and needful desire.

“Lick me Spencer, Darling…hard…make me come…work your wonderful mouth…I’m so terribly horny…!”

My tongue meekly lapped at her pink wetness, found her small, sensitive, enraged bud, and she pushed down on me forcefully with wantonness and craving before she grumbled deeply and arched her slender, curved, agile back as she did so.
“…That Young Man was so bad, Spencer…I could feel his hard cock…all night…he was so fucking stiff…”

Her flesh seemed to quiver and flow like a small, rippling wave as she murmured.

“…Fuck, he wanted to fuck me…”

I was shocked as I had never seen her so agitated before.

“…Made me so hot, Spencer…his big hands were all over me; on my breasts and ass…he begged me to fuck him…!”

She pressed her body and sexual depression against my soft flesh and began to catch her breath in short bursts as her movements became erratic and laboured until I held the giving, soft cheeks of her bottom in my hands to help and steady her disorientation.

“…He was so thick, Darling…big and iron…”

Her tone was then so dismissive.

“…Not like you…Bruno was so fucking masterful and powerful…”

Her brain seemed to melt or dissolve as she spoke.

“…Like a Stallion…oh fuck…fuck…oh God, fuck…me…!”

Instantly and helplessly my girlfriend climaxed; I felt her vibrate dramatically on my tongue and begin to shiver and tremble through her whole, divine body as her weakened voice gasped out loudly in mournful, helpless, female ecstasy and delight.

“…This is how my body reacts, Spencer…when a man like, fit, muscular Bruno wants me; I get so aroused, so dirty and wanton…like I can’t contain it…!”
She stretched and reached behind her back and felt my penis. 

I was small, slim but solid and she wrapped her fingers around my slender, penile length through the light material of her underwear as she sighed.
“…You love it too, Sweetheart; look at you, always so hard when you see me and taste me…”

Her voice was always teasing and even, more accurately, torturing me lately.

“…Soon you can have me like that as your wife, Spencer…”

Sometimes she could be so cruel.

“…If you can stay like that to fuck me…?”

Her mind and voice babbled then murmured as if lost in thought or madness.

“… But, Bruno could… said he would… promised me that he was going to fuck Your Woman, Spencer…fuck my little, virginal pussy…!”

In that precise moment my head seemed to spiral then spin as my penis reflexively jerked and spent its fluid into the warm moist underwear wrapped around it.

Paris instantly removed her fingers from against my flesh then moved beside me and lay back on the bed, spreading her delicate, slender, pale legs and thighs wide apart in the process of her doing so.

“…You like the thought of that, Spencer you, Dirty Boy? Enjoy the dark thoughts that another man wants to fuck your sexy fiancé …?”

Her spoken tone was now a titter and had a recognisable mocking edge to it.

“… Now adore me, Spencer…and bring me to a hundred orgasms…I am still so excited and worked up…”

I bent my head and began to taste and titillate her vaginal crevice once again while she explained to me in more specific, troubling detail about the young, horrible, superior, arrogant youth and what actually transpired when I left them.

“…When you left I took him outside into the cold and dark, Darling…do you want to know what I did?”

I was always desperate to find out.

“Yes, Darling…please…please!”

Her painted, sparkling fingernails stroked my golden hair as I lapped and laboured in her slippery wetness.

“Say please again, Sweetheart…I do so like it when you crave for me to tell you.”

I could sense her agitation as her sexuality was so sodden and it was as if I was licking a flowing river of aromatic, pungent, female juices.

“I’m begging you, Paris…what happened…please…I’m simply desperate to know.”

She inhaled in wicked recall, as I steadily pleasured then pressed her and she spoke in a wailing, erratic whisper.

“Bruno stood in the blackness as I kneeled down outside in the cold; undid his zip and released his huge cock into my fingers….”

My fiancé was patently consumed with her erotic story.

“… He was so long, stretched and solid…Darling!”

I was engrossed in my servile work and this divisive, degenerate tale, but puffed out at her unworthily.

“Then what…What?”

Paris answered lowly and slowly again, in lewd recollection.

“Then your fiancé was a very, Bad Girl, Darling…”

She sighed deeply.

“… I licked the tip of his penis with my slippery tongue as I told you and then…then.”

It was as if my mind was floating.

“What…then what?”

She whispered as if she was in a dream.

“I placed my hands over his stiff, powerful, masculine penis and pressed then pulled it as if I was his Whore…”

It seemed as if she was hyperventilating.

“…Your Faithless, Best Girl was stroking this virile boy’s cock on my bended knees in the frosty cold, like a Slut…!”

I had increasingly become an expert with my tongue and knew exactly how to make her climax and, as she muttered, her body trembled and vibrated once more while her fingers held my hair roughly before she sank back in the giving covers for some separation to settle then luxuriate in her whizzing pheromones and attempt to recover.

Finally she rose up slowly and kneeled, before she took a commanding position over me once more and then purposefully rode my mouth over and over again while she further recounted her foul thoughts and despicable acts with the awful Bruno. 

Paris was becoming more and more unstable, insatiable, sexually demanding and greedy in these games but, after many grinding, rousing, climaxes, she finally slowed her pace, shook her gleaming hair and looked at me as if she had just woken from a strange, hypnotic trance.

“…Wow that’s better, Darling…”

She laughed as if she was drunk.

“…Bruno made me so terribly horny…I’m sorry…sorry… sorry …but I really did want to fuck him…”

She shook her slight form over my shocked, stunned face and let her salivating, wet, pussy lips dance and brush against my mouth.

“… I wouldn’t of course, I wouldn’t even let him come or orgasm last night…just teased him so cruelly and terribly…Spencer…”

It was as if she was demented or off her mind as she muttered onward in confusion.

“…I swear if I fucked a man like him?”

I’d never heard her so aroused and unbalanced and spoke in real worry and concern.

“What, Darling?”

She sighed deeply and with real, heartfelt emotion.

“…I might not be able to stop, Spencer…what you do for me would not be enough…. Sometimes I sense a woman needs a man like that…”

Her eyes were closed so fast in tightly sealed imagination.

“… I would like to know what it feels like …to be properly fucked and taken by a brute or animal like that…!”

My mouth whispered to her.

“I can and will provide you with that, Paris…when we are married…or even sooner if you wish?”

She laughed most discouragingly and reached behind to stroke my little cock that was noticeably weak and wet in her knickers.

“Bless, Spencer…but I don’t think that would be quite the same, Darling…but we will see soon once we have tied the knot and…”

Her voice giggled dismissively.

“…You might surprise me!”

My mouth licked her again slowly and sensually; deep within her softness and moisture and she quietly caught her breath again in pleasure while I spoke devoutly as if I was worshiping or praying to her.

“Then don’t think about it, Paris let it just be me that pleases you… as I always have…and will continue to do…forever!”

She stroked my gleaming hair fondly.

“…Of course, Darling…you can change the panties now you must be very wet…?”

I nodded, as I had come many times in them and my betrothed just smiled in acknowledgement of my ongoing fetish and fevered passion for her as she continued to mumble tiredly and gently.

“…Then we can go to sleep…I’m almost calm now…but Bruno was raging too…he was so frustrated when I left him…not a Happy Boy!”

Suddenly the mood changed between us and we laughed together in our shared perversity then, after I had put some clean, lace, orange knickers on and tidied up, ensuring everything was exactly in place, I re-joined and lay close beside her in our bed.

She was in a fresh, yellow negligee and panties set I had left out for her, had showered, put on perfume and smelt heavenly as my aching mouth spoke only in total adoration and admiration of My Love.

“He should not have underestimated you, Paris.”

Her head nodded tiredly then smiled and snuggled her pillow.

“He should not have, Spencer…I’m afraid young Bruno will have to manage without my pussy…”

She was in such good humour.

“…And his snowboard!”

We giggled in unison; I felt her fine, tight knickers around my tingling cock and finally exhaled in my own private relaxation and pleasure. 

I didn’t know why I enjoyed the feel of her finery on me, or why the smell of her juices excited me so much but they did and we both accepted and revelled in our little games of pretend. 

It seemed that we had enacted it many times before with different men and situations all ending with frustrated suitors and my mouth between her thighs while I declared my love and total devotion to her.

“You are so duplicitous and clever, Darling.”

Her pale, weary eyes were darting then dancing.

“Bad you mean?”

We sniggered like children and, as I sensed her warm body close beside me I felt so privileged and lucky to have and share my life with, such a special, vibrant and extremely sexual young woman like the angelic, Paris

It was an undeniable fact that we both cherished and enjoyed this unusual but close relationship we shared, and we thoroughly made the most of it all.

I thought we had finished our sexual playing but after an hour or so she woke me and spoke to me in urgent instruction.

“Again, Spencer, lick me…”

Her voice was agitated and anxious.

“… I was just thinking about that Bruno’s cock again; it was so devilishly thick and dangerous...”

I tiredly moved down to her womanly, weeping centre and began to provide my endless, expert oral pleasure to her again whilst she began to fantasise and moan.

“…Oh don’t stick it inside me Bruno…oh fuck…no Bruno… don’t fuck me…you, Bastard…”

Her hips pressed my face and squeezed my cheeks with such warm, slender thighs as she muttered dirtily, pathetically and moaned out loud.

“Oh fuck, Bruno…No…don’t fuck my cunt… I’m a virgin…oh, Bruno…oh Fuck you’re inside me…fuck…fuck, fuck…me!

She squealed in abandon then quickly climaxed to her foolish fantasy about what she would like to do with this other, young, lustful male.

It was degenerate but somehow normal for us as she had shared her reveries about other men and lovers on many occasions but, unusually this time, she then whispered up at me with an unexpected invitation and opportunity.

“You can fuck me, Spencer if you want to…fuck me like a man…a wild Stallion! Do it Spencer...do me…I can’t wait anymore…fuck my pussy…fuck it!”

She spread her arms and thighs wide apart but then, in my sudden anxiety and tension, as I went to kneel between her thighs I felt my penis uncooperatively jerk fluid into the knickers I was wearing and I was spent, wet, and sexually useless to her for copulation as I wailed in my devastation and distress.

“I can’t, Paris we need to wait… you are just overwhelmed…we both are!”

My Love laughed softly as if she understood or chose to ignore my patent inadequacy.

“Lick me then, Spencer…if you’re not ready to master me…then perhaps that is more your special expertise? Don’t feel bad, Darling…not every man can fuck…!”

She was obviously delirious and I needed to sate or settle her; therefore my mouth and tongue returned to her slimy folds for another half an hour until, after numerous, further climaxes, eventually my young, future wife was fulfilled and happy.

When she was finished I took some tissue, gently wiped and patted her sodden, vaginal lips dry then pulled her knickers back up around her so she could relax and sleep.

Paris lay behind me and placed her hand on the small erection in my knickers and played with my mind, as she always did, so outstandingly well.

“…Come in my panties again, Darling let your little man spurt its juice…then you can rest properly…”

Her voice sighed contentedly if not condescendingly.

“…Thank you for not fucking me…I would have let you but you are right…we are not ready are we…no we’re not…”

My penis was hard again to her mockery of me.

“..You are such a Good Slave and Pussy Licker, Darling… wonderful…now come for me…think about, Bruno, fucking me…”

Her hand felt me harden to her, filthy, provocative words.

“…He’s a Stud…a proper man…he can mount and fuck my pussy then…you can lick him out of me…come for me… Yes…come on Spencer…you can do…it!”

Instantly I saw the foul fantasy in my head, shook to her physical and mental pressure and spent my blobs in the slim, female sensual gusset and heard her giggle in contemptuous hilarity and glee.

“…That’s better, Spencer…Goodnight, Darling… you’re such a good and special fiancé!”

She was so deliciously cruel but I still kissed her forehead lovingly as she drifted into slumber and I turned onto my side away from her delectable, resting skin and tried not to stain the sheets with my soaking underwear.

I should have felt upset or embarrassed at how she treated me but I didn’t at all; this was how it was between us and, as fatigue began to consume me, I knew that I was as happy and euphoric with my lovely Paris as I had ever been.

The morning, when it arrived, was bright and clear; I got up stretching from our bed and was looking forward to an ideal day of snowy adventure. 

I stood by the window, stared out and could tell that the air was so wonderfully crisp and clean, with a tingly freshness that could only be found in the atmospheric, high mountains. 

There was also just a glimmer or flicker of sunlight and the conditions were about as perfect as they could be for recreational skiing.

We were meeting Bruno at 10a.m at the chair lift and Kitty accompanied us as she was going to join us for the morning runs then go to work in the afternoon; both girls when ready looked just divine in dark, skin-tight ski pants and bright clingy, covering jumpers. 

Surprisingly when we reached the outdoors it was actually quite warm and I clipped on my skis and gently let the slope ease me down to the lifts; I was revelling in the smooth whiteness and the return to what I felt was, my natural environment of adventurous, winter activity. 

Bruno was waiting for us in his red, ski instructor’s suit; Kitty had booked him for the whole day and he flashed his shiny teeth at me and then presumptuously embraced the girls who reciprocated his gentle touches and caresses warmly and with puckered, lipstick removing, kisses. 

However to my ongoing perplexity with him, he was very distant and after that initial friendliness to the female members of our small party he concentrated professionally on showing us the mountain.

He sat between the young women and chatted on the chair lifts and took us on the easy, safer runs so they could gain their slippery feet, relax and enjoy the morning.

Both young women were not at my level or aptitude and to be honest I was beginning to find the gentle routes a little bit tedious; I was happy to let Bruno lead initially, but as we approached lunch, I began to get my real confidence, take the front and to ski the blacks, apace. 

Paris, as I mentioned, was certainly not as good a skier as me and Bruno always took her down the inclines, with Kitty for company and support, in slow gentle curves to join me waiting ever more impatiently at the bottom. 

Obviously given my sporting expertise I began to become impatient and empowered as I waited and teased them all.

“Come on, Slow-Coaches…I’m waiting!”

The girls smiled but Bruno was not amused or happy as he chided me sternly.

“Spencer…you must take care…your technique is not so good…go easily…please…it can be dangerous…on the mountains!”

My overconfident mind shrugged off his advice; I was in my element and was happy that I had exposed our immature, amorous mentor for the jealous, juvenile person he was in front of both my exceptional but impressionable girls. 

It was so clear to me that he was just miffed that I could ski as well, or better than he could, and I realised he was patently intimidated by my Alpine abilities.

He could not show-off so much on the slopes as he did on the dance floor, to me or Paris, and I seriously began to question and wonder why we needed him as a guide at all; I could teach and show the girls and save money as well! 

We had lunch at the base of the mountain, just some pasta, bread and wine before, Kitty then waved us off on the drag lift as she returned to the chalet and the mundane obligation of her work and duties.

I pulled my sunglasses over my eyes, sat back as the lift propelled us upwards, and we went off on our new, afternoon, snowy escapade.

My spirit and masculine, sporting vim was up; I was set to meet the physical, energetic challenge, of testing myself and my undoubted, balancing skills against the sheer, daunting but very tameable mountain. 

I went for it fully the whole afternoon, although my fiancé held us up somewhat and, unconcerned by her demonstrable tiredness, I insisted we caught the last lift and we all went to the very top of the peak for one, final, ultimate race down. 

The slopes were now deserted and desolate as the light was beginning to fade, but without asking Bruno, I took the off-piste route, behind the thick, white laden trees and childishly waved at them challengingly, to follow me. 

I thought it would be fun to hide from them and I took refuge behind a large trunk, waited for them to gingerly pass me and, when they were down the bottom of the steepest slope I came out and inanely shook my silver poles at them as if was the bravest and cleverest person in the whole wide-world. 

In that spilt second of destiny my body perched proudly and gallantly at the summit of the sheer face of the icy hill, in full, purposeful, charge of my faculties and capabilities as I sensed that I was in fact indestructible.

I looked below, saw the incline was severe and full of snow, but undaunted I leapt downward, confident in my talent and span effortlessly into my first turn, then into my second, but by the time I reached my third I knew I was horribly in trouble!

My left side fell sharply and my brain felt my foot crack as I hit the cruel ground and to my utter horror, then sensed the white softness beginning to crumble and dislodge all around me.

Horrifically I was instantly engulfed in the centre of a small avalanche moving swiftly and uncontrollably down the gradient and I was terrified, in overwhelming panic and real fear of my very life.

My body tumbled then span over and over in the thick whiteness and it seemed to embrace me darkly into its grasp as if it was tender but cruel, mother earth enclosing my soul to bring and welcome me home into darkness.

In keeping with my sense of death and demise my mind blacked out temporarily then awoke to feel the compacted, white essence, beside me and above me enclosing me like the very eternal grave itself.

I was terrified and knew in that second that this was indeed the end for me!

Suddenly however I heard and felt digging, then the miracle of a gloved hand, and Bruno’s tense, concerned face pulling me up from my white tomb and unwelcome, pressurised, grey icy prison of incarceration.

Initially he made sure I was breathing and when he was satisfied I was alive, then raged at me and spoke in unbridled, blazing anger.

“You…Stupid Man! Are you OK…?”

My arm, foot and knee were in dramatic, searing pain and I shook my head weakly and sadly; I was indeed such a fool! 

It was becoming worryingly dark; the weather had turned inclement and the wicked wind was biting as the snow was beginning to fall in large deceptively pretty, thick flakes. 

I looked to see, Paris shivering in shock and her own panic and felt so guilty that I had put everyone in this sudden peril through my crass, puerile stupidity. 

Bruno looked at the situation in concern as well and spoke to us seriously but maintaining as measured and calm a demeanour as he could possibly manage under the circumstances.

“….We cannot get down now…we will have to take shelter…you must both do exactly as I say…do you understand… that this is serious…?”

Paris and I nodded in alarm as Bruno picked me up and I cried out in agony as we shuffled off through the gathering, swirling, storm that sought to blind us with its driving, pure energy; my weight was leaning heavily on his strong, broad shoulders for support and assistance. 

I was in a traumatised state and although Paris tried to help, she was just struggling to keep up and becoming soaked and rapidly exhausted in the awful, worsening conditions.

Bruno just marched on bravely and resolutely; he cried out with courage, positivity and encouragement to keep us going.

“…There is a hut just over the ridge…if we can reach it then we have a chance…come on we can get there…!”

The agony from my injuries pierced my brain causing excruciating and perpetual torture with each step I took; I was quite sure that I would meet my end in the freezing, icy gloom and held on to Bruno for my very life itself. 

Miraculously, as I don’t know how he did it in the conditions, but our guide found the tiny hut, as if he had the all-seeing power to find, the proverbial needle in the pale, smothering, blinding haystack, and we crawled towards it in the all-consuming, bleakness.

As we entered the small, cold inner space, Bruno shut the door sharply to keep the Grim Reaper outside before I threw myself dramatically onto the floor in utter exhaustion. 

Our saviour ignored my histrionics and just hurriedly and urgently went to a cupboard where he found then extracted a small lamp and an oil heater. 

He removed two sleeping bags and a towel and turned to my distressed partner, Paris and snapped urgent instructions to her. 

“…Remove his clothes, dry him if we get into these bags wet we will die of hypothermia … quickly…quickly…!”

She hastily removed my ski-suit and jumper until I was naked, ignored the cream, silken panties that belonged to her, still around my genitals, and grabbed a towel.

My fiancé rubbed me earnestly and I bravely tried to bear the agony that screamed firstly from my legs and then from apparently all over me. 

Her shaking fingers struggled to open the sleeping bag but did so and I promptly squeezed inside it whilst she zipped me up until only my icy, ashen, scared face was exposed. 

Bruno came to me; put some water to my lips with a small capsule and some copper coloured whisky in a plastic cup.

His dark spheres stared at me in real concern.

“…Drink…one will hydrate you… one will warm you and the medicine is to help the pain until the morning…”

I sipped and swallowed as he commanded and slowly felt a small spark and glow of warmth begin to stir as my head and body sensed it would possibly survive.

He spoke ever more sharply to ensure that I understood my predicament.

“Do not move now, Spencer…stay warm…I will put the heater beside you…and you will be OK till the first light tomorrow!”

He then turned to Paris and addressed her with the same authority that he had shown since this nightmare had first started.

“Now, Paris…we need to do the same immediately.”

I saw them strip until their freezing, cold, shivering, white bodies were naked and exposed and roughly began to wipe then rub each other dry. 

My Girl was constantly trembling and Bruno worked her skin very hard, trying to raise her blood and temperature while she reciprocated with his; soon they were free of the insidious icy moisture but obviously still freezing. 

She was only in her white thong and he was naked, but it was hard to see in the grey light or shadows and anyway, in the circumstances it was utterly unimportant as they quickly slipped into the only other sleeping bag available, together!

My Paris complained in concern and real fear as I could audibly hear her teeth chattering.

“I’m so cold, Bruno,” 

He responded quickly to her.

“Put your icy skin close beside me, Paris…quickly…very tight beside me…and drink this.”

My eyes could not see them now, they were just out of my view, but I heard her guzzling water and whisky and I hoped they were feeling better. 

Undoubtedly I was groggy with agony, painkillers and alcohol, could feel my senses fading but heard the sound of My Love’s sweet voice call to me.

“Are you OK, Spencer?”

I replied weakly and pathetically as if I unreasonably expected her pity and concern; I noticed my breath make an icy thin film as my lips exhaled and it was pretty but terrifying at precisely the same time. 

“Yeah fine, Sweetheart…are you any warmer?”

She murmured in soft reply

“Getting there, Darling…!” 

My tired body and brain began to doze but somehow heard every miniscule sound in the chilled stillness as if we were in a refrigerated, perfectly pitched, auditorium or religious, silent most dangerous chapel. 

I could hear the wind, almost the very stillness itself and then suddenly, dramatically, Paris’s whispered, silken voice, like the echo of a phantom spirit in the cold, barren, desolate, bleakness of the bare room.

“…Yes I’m warmer now, Bruno…yes rub me there…that’s good...harder…let me rub you too….as well….”

I heard some rustling and then the unmistakable sound of her raised, shortened breath.

“…Yes, Bruno…there… harder…mmm…that’s better…I can feel my blood…let me do you now.”

His inhalation was also elevated and he murmured almost inaudibly.

“I am so sorry, Paris…I cannot help it.”

My Girl seemed to giggle but the sound was muffled with the twisting, whistling wind as it swirled outside in the terrifying blackness.

“It is OK, Bruno…I understand…don’t be embarrassed…and you did save us...after all…you are… entitled!”

He seemed to grunt in muted pleasure and I heard him whisper.

“I have to touch you, Paris…Forgive me!”

My Girl seemed to gasp and try to suppress her words but although they were almost lost, I still heard every single low vowel and consonant.

“Not there…no…not there…oh my… God!”

She seemed to fight for air as he whispered and pressed her.

“I have to, Paris…I have to!”

Her voice whimpered then moaned so weakly and softly. 

“Not there…not…there…ohhh….ohhh.”

Her breathing was almost indiscernible but the rhythm was one I knew well; Bruno’s fingers were in my girlfriend’s sweet private, reserved sexual folds and I most definitely and certainly could tell! 

I knew for sure he was slowly teasing her and bringing her off to sexual heaven!

He returned to almost unheard whispering….but I held my own breath because I was compelled to listen to each concerning sound.

“Do you wish me to stop, Paris?”

My virginal fiancé seemed by now to have lost her initial reticence.

“Don’t you dare, Bruno…don’t you dare!”

The sound of her timid arousal went on for many minutes until I heard the final strangled exhalation of her breath and I knew she had disgustingly or quickly reached her climax. 

I groaned in horror and thought that would be the end of it; we were in peril after all and I could forgive and understand her position but to my ongoing distress the tell-tale noises of their interaction began again.

It was as if I was in the middle of my own real, cold, disgusting, sexual nightmare as Paris disgracefully mumbled and pathetically whimpered to him.

“I am warmer now…thank you, Bruno.”

I heard his dark deeper voice chuckle.

“I can feel you are, Paris.”

My dizzy head listened to muffled gasps then heard her voice whispering as innocently and quietly as she could.

“I don’t mind, Bruno, its fine. I don’t mind…”

Her voice gasped.

“…God, it’s so thick…I’ll rub it for you…”

She sounded like a tiny girl.

“…It’s only fair after all!”

He groaned so gently and I felt them stir and rustle in the confines of the bag; then My Woman tried to suppress a small wail that seemed to hang or linger in the chilled air.

“Don’t, Bruno…please…!”

It appeared that he was testing her boundaries.

“I have to, Paris…you want me to no? And then I will be warm.”

Her voice just squirmed in such clear desire but attempted to conceal it.

“I am wet…I know…oh God, Bruno…Bruno…Bruno!”

I heard her exhale, then cry sweetly and softly and in that moment I knew that his thick, gross, manly cock was beginning its primal journey inside her as this Bastard of a man spoke as calmly as he could.

“I can’t stop, Paris…it is impossible!”

She moaned in sensual submission and I could tell what was happening so close besides was inevitable and unstoppable.

“I know, Bruno…I know!”

Her sweet voice grunted deeply and I sensed he was snug up inside her most private, personal space and conquering the divine, female area that had previously been only my masculine domain.

The subsequent cry of a tiny squeal, then another, and another only confirmed my deduction, as she sounded just exactly like a delicate, female pig when she was aroused and excited.

I knew for sure that my Paris was slowly being fucked for the first time in her life and…by someone other than me!  

Her high pitched reveal took his first thrust then his second and then to each movement as he undoubtedly began to take her. 

The room was so eerily quiet and still that the sounds pierced the black night like a grating, twisting knife as it went on and on and on and on...and on! 

It seemed like an hour before her moans increasingly came shorter, faster and faster; then she squealed ever more loudly then groaned in ultimate relief or depraved pleasure as she had disturbingly and undeniably reached the fulfilment of her orgasm. 

My own cock was rigid and, in spite of my all-consuming pain, as she climaxed so disgustingly… to my lifelong disgrace, so did I!

Her whispering was louder now and she was obviously past the charade or pretence of worrying if I heard her.

“Oh, Bruno…I’m like toast…God, you’re hard again…let me play with you.”

I listened to the wind howl, mixed in with my shameless girlfriend’s moaning and lamentations of constant rapture, as Bruno seemingly then continued to fuck her all night. 

It was as if the small, icy room had been overrun with ghosts and wailing banshees that were set to haunt or drive me to the very brink of madness.

If I dozed then I would awake to tiny, sharp noises as she tried to suppress how her body was reacting to his authority and cocking of her. 

But I was ill and suffering and mercifully that caused me to eventually descend into the reprieve of blackness and I slept in the full knowledge that this young man was lying over my woman just a few feet away from me, very much centred between her divine thighs.

He had taken and soiled, My Girl and that special, private, intimate part of her I thought, after our marriage, would always be lovingly and contractually mine!

When I woke up again, which in itself was something of a miracle considering our precarious position of the evening before, it was a bright, dazzling morning and for a minute thought I had been having a bad dream.

But I could hear real, living sounds though; short, clipped squeals and I looked across to clearly see that Paris was on her back in the noticeably moving sleeping bag as Bruno lay over her body and was obviously, roughly fornicating with her. 

It was unmistakeable and I could tell instantly from the urgent movements inside the confines of their narrow, warm, communal sleeping area what was outrageously going on!

Her slim hands were on his neck and she was entreating and helping him until he groaned and collapsed on top of her and I knew without question that her virginal centre was sordidly now full of his, diabolical, viscous, male fluids.

The light was now fully entering through the window; the day seemed clear and calm but my mind and body were still lost in the swirling, foul tempest of the previous evening. 

Bruno, now definitely finished with Paris, looked up at the day, slowly extracted himself from the cramped bag and lithely stretched his defined, muscular body upwards. 

Unfortunately I then saw his thick, circumcised cock clearly, it was still long, wet and disgustingly, with his and my fiancé’s juices on the thin skin; I felt my stomach churn and turn over in sickness at the very noticeable, disturbing sight of it.

He dressed quickly and turned to Paris, ignoring me completely.

“I’m going to get help…I shouldn’t be too long it’s not far to the main slopes.”

She looked up at him dreamily.

“OK…I’ll check on, Spencer.”

The door slammed and we were instantly alone; Paris sipped some water and looked at me, pretending to be asleep but she obviously knew I was definitely wide awake.

“How are you doing?”

I replied meekly, hardly daring to look at her.

“OK.”

She slipped out of the bag, put on her bra, shirt then sweater and walked to me in just her dark, thin panties below, which were literally and liberally covered in smears of visible, white sperm all over them. 

Her bright blue eyes saw me notice but mischievously she smiled broadly, almost without the faintest trace of abashment, embarrassment, or guilt that she had been so terribly and demonstratively unfaithful.

Her tactile fingers stroked her covered, petite mound softly and her pale eyes stared at me provocatively as if daring me to challenge or reprimand her. 

“You can see what’s happened, Darling?”

I was angry with her and could not disguise my disgust

“And hear! I had to listen to you all night fornicating with him!”

To my utter devastation and humiliation Paris just laughed; she just howled at me as if her exhalations of air were just the wild and wicked wind!

“I am sure you did, Darling Spencer…I tried to resist or keep silent but…”

The faraway look reappeared in her aquatic spheres as she mumbled in vivid recall and a sense of wonder and humour.

“…Not a good idea to go off-piste, Darling…and now I’ve been fucked….”

Her body trembled then shook just a fraction.

“…Wonderfully fucked, Spencer…as you can vouch for…and I told you what may happen if I was…!”

I was speechless and she knelt beside me and felt my head as if changing the subject.

“…You seem, OK…let’s get you dressed…the blood wagon will be here soon…!”

Quickly, Paris found my clothes that had been drying beside the heater and began to put my ski-suit on me.

Her hands removed the petite, cream panties I was wearing, felt the dry semen in her fingers, smiled and looked at me accusingly but with more than a trace of amusement.

“You Bad Boy, Spencer…I can see I wasn’t the only one to come! You did as well, Darling…a lot…!”

Her tone was gleeful and mocking.

“…That’s so sweet, Darling…that’s the first time we’ve climaxed together…!”

I flushed pink but she ignored my discomfort and placed an appropriate towel around my genitals for dignity; then the suit around my shoulders and arms for warmth, as it was impossible to get my legs into the outfit as my ankle had swelled up red and yellow like a small but garish balloon.  

Paris smiled at me in pity and condescension; all I could do was lay weakly on the floor as if I had been shot and pull my sleeping bag across my cold, exposed thighs then shiver in shock, pain and humiliation as she spoke softly and tantalisingly to me.

“…Do you want to see real ejaculate…?”

I looked blankly at her and she smiled at me in full knowledge of my seemingly endless perverse thoughts and deeds.

“…Well do you, Darling…?”

I nodded sadly and she stood directly in front of me, stood tall and erect, even though her frame was so slight before pulling her delicate, black knickers down a little. 

Her crotch was so encrusted with dried sperm it was excruciating; her pussy lips were inflamed and red from use and she had lumps of white, semen matted in her small tufts of sodden, golden, pubic hair.

To make matters even more unbearable she was demonstrably not concerned at what I thought or how I felt in the least. 

“…What do you think, Darling… is Your Girl a Dirty Whore now…?”

I instinctively raised my head and she crouched over me almost in reflex to enable my mouth to gently kiss her partly covered mound.

She seemed to revel in my mortification and deviance as she stared down on me while her sweet voice giggled childishly.

“…Spencer…you are a Bad Boy…you want to lick, Bruno out of me…?”

Almost by debased compulsion I nodded pathetically while she continued to laugh at my submission and apparent acceptance of her debauchery.

“Say please, Sweetheart…then I will let you…pretty please!”

She was such a Bitch, but I just murmured in my driven insanity even through my physical and mental pain, torture and discomfort.

“Let me, Paris…please!”

She sighed and patted her sexually covered flesh with her fingertip once more.

“OK, Darling… as a special treat for you...”

Swiftly her hands pulled her knickers down her thighs, squatted like a bitch over my mouth to enable my tongue to lap at the disgusting, mixed juices on her folds as if I was like a foul, dirty, depraved, base dog.

Disgracefully I was hungrily licking the dry and wet sperm from her slick, feminine lips and tasting Bruno’s essence that dripped down into my mouth as I did so.

She murmured to my soft, wet caresses as if only to make me suffer further indignity.

“…You do love that, Sweetheart? I thought you might…OK go on…enjoy it…suck it all up, Spencer…Good Boy…!”

Her breathing descended into grunts then squeals and groans as I found her most reactive, inaccessible crevices and spots.

“….There’s so much…he came so much…!”

Paris was panting as my tongue dissolved the hardened semen on her sparse hairs then let it work its way deeply into her crack and drain the juices into my oral cavity. 

It was sick but weirdly delicious and I cleaned her degradingly until my perpetual motion finally brought her to a sudden climax as I pressed her clitoral rise firmly and rapidly with my expert, cunnilingal techniques. 

Her body shuddered in relief and with some small regard to the cold chillness all around us; then she pressed her crotch down on my mouth a last time before she rose, put on her ski bottoms and took a large swig of whisky before breathing out meaningfully and theatrically, in satisfaction.

“…What a night, Darling! Truly, extraordinary…!”

Her voice was ecstatic and amazed.

“…I’m no virgin anymore that’s for sure!”

I was incredibly unbalanced to see her so happy and energised but curious as well and had to ask her some details that were unclear in my head.

“What happened exactly?”

She looked sheepishly at me.

“Do you really want to know, Spencer…it’s very sordid…?”

I nodded inanely and stupidly as she chuckled then spoke quickly and excitedly, but in a low whisper as if it was a secret and someone would overhear us.

“…When I got into the sleeping bag I was utterly freezing; I mean it had been terrifying and you were particularly stupid, Darling… if I may say…?”

Instantly I felt remorseful, remembering my juvenile, foolish acts that had caused all this mayhem and trauma but Paris however did not seem to notice, and was still recounting her disgraceful adventure as if picturing every moment once over, in her lively head.

“…The last thing on my mind was sex, we just lay so close and snug… for warmth as he rubbed me and I him, well…”

Her delicate shoulders shrugged in hilarity.

“…We had no choice, did we…?”

Her conversation stopped for a second and drew a gasp of air as if to recall everything exactly.

“…When I was hotter his fingers stroked my tummy then slid down lower and lower… to my…You know…?”

She muttered and snickered stupidly as if she was a mindless, young girl and not the woman, future wife or puritan Lady that she was. 

“…I tried to resist, Darling… but I could feel his cock against my ass cheeks and…well I couldn’t, could I? He was so long, irrepressible and experienced… I let him push and push until his clever digits were inside me and then came on his long delicious fingers in minutes....”

I felt myself harden as she recounted her shameless infidelity.

“…As he teased… then he then positioned me to take me from behind…”

Her eyes were wide and shimmering like the translucent moon.

“…I tried to stop him, Darling…”

They were so innocent, open and incredibly blue.

“…I did…really… but he could feel how wet I was…then his big, solid prick pushed into my pussy; he was within my tiny passage and…”

Paris laughed as if amused and I wanted to hit her.

“…nature took over and I didn’t care anymore!”

Her eyes closed and I saw she was unworthily remembering every nuance of the sordid, lustful, fulfilling sexual feel of him.  

“…It didn’t hurt Spencer…not even the first time not even a little…I was so wet and ready….so he fucked me and fucked me…it was glorious…he’s such a stud, Spencer…”

It sounded from her tone as if she had been mesmerised.

“… Each time I thought he’d finished he’d start again…well, you heard what a Bad Girl I was, Darling…!”

It was as if she did not realise what she was admitting to.

“…Unfortunately…for a virgin… I am and was… a terrible, Slut!”

My shocked face gazed at her in disapproval but also in understanding; I mean, she’d had little option in the distasteful, sordid matter and I nodded promptly in acceptance and forgiveness of this single, understandable indiscretion.

“Well it’s over now, Darling.”

Paris raised her blonde head and her shining, transparent eyes fixed onto mine; she looked at me strangely but unfortunately spoke precisely and firmly.

“No, Spencer...it’s not…I want this…sex… fucking! What we had or have is cool but if Bruno wants to have me then he will…and…!”

I opened my mouth in horror as couldn’t believe what she was saying and it appeared my world had tumbled down the slopes as well as me.

“What, what?”

For the first time, she actually looked mildly distressed to disclose her thoughts, but being the resolute honest person she was, she explained clearly to my utter mortification!

“When we get home then I will take other men, Sweetheart…I’m sorry but…Bruno has shown that I need it! I thought I was missing something and now I am sure…!”

Her body language was so womanly and assured suddenly.

“…I want fucking, Spencer your fiancé wants to be screwed and fucked!”

I was aghast, appalled and crestfallen.

“Oh...oh…but what about…me?”

She shrugged sympathetically and took my shamefully, hard, little cock in her fingers and whispered patronisingly.

“I don’t think this will do the job, Darling…you need some size and experience.”

It seemed that I was ever desperate for her whatever the circumstances.

“But the wedding? The marriage?”

Pretty Paris just smiled dryly.

“I’m not sure…obviously I will still consider it…and would let you fuck me if we were wed…but…”

Her voice was constantly laughing and very droll.

“…I would need to see that you could adapt…I’m still young…I need to have some fun, Darling…you understand don’t you…?”

My mouth was opening and closing like a dying fish out of the pond in my confusion as she shook her glorious hair.

“…That’s how it is now, Spencer… Sweetheart…I’m so sorry, Darling…”

She giggled cruelly in the irony of it all.

“…As I told you; you should have stuck to the main piste, Darling, but for better or worse things are as they are now!”

I suddenly remembered the bet and the assurance I gave to my step sibling causing my heart to sink like a dark, leaden stone to depths where I felt I could never recover it.

“What about, Kitty?”

Paris looked shocked and thoughtful for a moment then smirked in the hopelessness and fatefulness of the events that had evolved; it was almost as if it all had been devilishly pre-ordained.

“I forgot about her…You better speak to your big step sister…”

She obviously thought this was funny.

“…And get her to take her knickers off! This was your idea and guarantee after all that she should make the bet…!”

Her smiled was broad, patently unbothered and even sarcastic.

“…She’s a big girl now…been on her back plenty of times I’ve heard…”

Her voice was constantly laughing.

“…From many different sources…I’m sure she’ll understand!”

Before I could reply, the door suddenly burst open and Bruno came in, like the dark, predatory, tainted night in shining armour that he had proved himself to be; there were a group of other men trailing behind him carrying assorted medical equipment. 

However the real damage that was now lodged firmly in my brain I knew they could not assist me with, and doubted that anyone ever would or could!

I was quickly transported to the covered, motorised sledge and, as I was driven away, I saw Paris placing her arms around Bruno who was helping and gently lifting her effortlessly onto a separate snowmobile.

My eyes only had the briefest most fleeting glance but I could tell they were very relaxed and touchy with each other and it grieved me terribly.

Before I knew my damaged body was in the infirmary and after some prodding and poking I was told I had nothing more than a slightly, strained ankle and multiple bruising on my arms.

Then, before I had hardly blinked, my leg had been bandaged to give some support, had been provided with painkillers and told that I could leave when I was ready.

Kitty came in explosively, instantly slung her arms around me dramatically and lovingly then began to cry in gushing, emotional floods of tears.

“I thought you were all dead!”

Surprised at her compassion and trauma I hugged her and explained about the final, late lift to the mountain top, how puerile I had been in showing off and because of providence - not Bruno - we had found the hut then taken refuge there during the ill-fated tempestuous storm in the night. 

Obviously I recalled then told her the story from my perspective and somehow, understandably under the circumstance, omitted the part about Bruno saving us all and then taking sexual advantage and liberties with my future wife!

How could I possibly reveal such a despicable thing?

I tried my best not to think about what had happened or the implications it had for me and worse now, for the not so innocent but trusting, Kitty. 

Paris and Bruno soon appeared and it was clear that they had been back to the chalet as My Girl had changed into tight, white trousers, a blue sweater and looked simply delicious and good enough to eat. 

I knew instantaneously that they had had sex again; they just had that irritating, glowing aura about them, and I felt nauseatingly sick once again!

My fiancé smiled at me, seemingly unperturbed by my complete degradation with everything that was going on then whistled happily.

“Good news, it seems you are OK, Darling…you can even ski if you are careful?”

I nodded but I was definitely not fine!

“Yes, I can leave when I want.”

Paris was visibly beaming energy, like a torch on full batteries.

“Good…let’s have some lunch…I have some clean clothes for you.”

She turned to her lover.

“Bruno, would you wait outside with, Kitty please?  Whilst I help Spencer change?”

My agitated voice whispered to her urgently but trying it’s best, to remain sound, calm and composed.

“I would like to speak to Bruno first, Darling… with you if that is OK?”

Obviously she understood immediately my concerns and nodded. 

“OK, Kitty, wait outside for us would you…please?”

My step-sister raised her eyebrows and looked a little confused but left us, promptly shut the door firmly and I turned to Bruno who was now standing confidently much closer to my girlfriend than I would have liked.

Valiantly I tried to assert some authority over him and the terrible situation we all now found ourselves in but found it hard to look him in his dark, glinting, demonic eyes.

“I must thank you, Bruno, for saving us…”

He raised his arms in typical, Italian, dramatic fashion and rudely butted into my speech.

“It is my job, Spencer…it is my duty…and…”

My tolerance was not interested in his false modesty and interrupted him equally impolitely as if to match his rudeness.

“But…you took advantage of Paris you, Bastard…!”

I tried to settle myself and continued onwards simply trying to be as friendly and conciliatory as I could.

“…But I forgive you…the night was cold and everything…I understand…but now…that childish bet with, Kitty…you surely cannot hold her to it?”

He shook his head as if wisely considering all aspects of the indecent situation.

“No, Spencer…I fucked, Paris…that is true…it was what we wished for…do not blame me… if you cannot keep your woman!”

He laughed, displaying his brilliantly sharp, white teeth and continued his unwelcome insight and revelations on life. 

“When I ski it is my job…but when I fuck it is my pleasure…and now I will have Kitty as well…if she keeps her word…?”

The Scoundrel was supercilious, ambivalent and expressive as always.

“… If she does not then…she has no honour but…”

He was truly despicable.

“… I will not force her to keep her agreement…”

His hands raised skywards in a dramatic, continental gesture.

“…Bruno Bonardi is not… an animal!”

My voice groaned and grieved in frustration as I knew, Kitty would keep to her word and I turned desperately to my faithless, immoral fiancé for her support. 

I felt so horribly responsible for all of this!

“Please, Paris… tell him!”

She shook her head slowly and let her hair flow softly.

“This is all your fault, Spencer…your silly boast and subsequent stupidity has led us all to this and now you have to face it…we all do!”

Everything was against me and I cried mournfully in frustration.

“Please, Darling!”

My future wife - or was she now? -  went to stand close beside Bruno and placed her thin, delicate arm around his tight waist as she leant up and kissed his flushed, cherry cheek. 

“Bruno please go and wait with, Kitty; let me get Spencer dressed and I’ll explain things to him so he can properly understand!”

He looked at her, smiled then placed his hands audaciously on her breasts and stroked the covered, divine flesh playfully as if he had ripe fruit in his palms that belonged… just to him!

“You are very persuasive, Paris…”

His tone was adoring and false but she seemed not to pick up on that unfortunate but so evident fact.

“… I like to touch you…you are very sexy…OK… I will wait outside for you!”

He patted my wife’s perfect, firm backside purposefully then left and Paris laid out my fresh clothes on the sanitised, snow coloured, hospital sheets. 

I removed the white gown I had on and stood on one leg beside the bed.

On top of the items she had chosen for me to wear, she placed the soiled panties she had been wearing last night and I looked at her in bemusement as she whispered quietly.

“Smell them and put them on, Spencer…this sperm is inside me…and will be inside your big step sister soon… accept it or not…it’s up to you…but don’t expect me to support you or tolerate you if you don’t…!”

I was distraught then lost at her harshness and the confirmation at the change in my status as I stared at her helplessly and tried to respond.

“But this is not how it’s meant to be, Darling?”

She laughed in decisiveness.

“It is how it is now, Sweetheart, if you wish to hold even the merest chance of me remaining with you…then…?”

I held my breath at her forthrightness.

“…From now on then you will need to adjust and…do exactly as I say!”

I picked up the black, grey stained panties and brought the crusted crotch to my nose; the smell was strong but perversely, secretly exciting for me and she saw my small, penis pulse in response to the disgusting aroma.

“…You see you do like this, Spencer; seems I understand you far better than you know yourself…go on, do as you’re told…!”

I pulled the foul, cotton and lace up around my genitals until suddenly my swelling cock was hard against Paris’s juices and Bruno’s hardened spunk. 

She made me stand before her, which wasn’t easy as my damaged ankle was still unsteady and causing me to tilt.

“…You can come in them, Darling, show me how much you like, Bruno owning me…”

Her beauteous face was a picture of teasing delight.

“….You can no doubt tell by the stupid smile on my face that he’s fucked me terribly again before we came to see you…?

I was rigid and blinked at her pathetically as her pale, azure eyes sparkled and danced in playful amusement.

“…He just bent me over in our room, your fiancé!  This Brute took me, used me and fucked me and said he’s was going to take me again soon and I’m going to let him…!”

Her words and actions were as if from someone I didn’t know.

“… I so love him, fucking me, Darling almost…!”

She giggled like a juvenile.

“…As much as you do!”

My mouth groaned as I pitifully, climaxed in the stained underwear and as I did so, felt my world change in humiliating, acceptance of this new unbearable situation. 

I finished dressing, with Paris’s assistance, and felt the flimsy, wet knickers hug and cling to me as a reminder of what I had become.

Finally I was ready and limped out sadly to meet Kitty and Bruno a salutary three steps behind my dominant partner…or whatever she was turning into! 

We made our way to a nearby empty restaurant, sat in a darkened corner and ordered some pasta and wine; it was quiet as apparently everyone else was out, busy skiing and enjoying themselves. 

No one spoke much and after the meal and the drink, Paris looked at me pointedly and spoke gently but bluntly to my unaware, innocent, trusting step sister.

“Spencer has something to tell you, Kitty.”

She fixed me with her, large, warm, sparkling brown eyes that seemed to mirror my own and I thought I was about to expire in my fear and disgrace.

I stuttered, muttered, stumbled and then finally mumbled my muffled words to her and wished for the avalanche to come again for me to engulf then hide me from my eternal dishonour, indignity and eternal damnation.

“In the hut, Kitty…there were only two sleeping bags…I was badly injured and slept in one and…Bruno and Paris slept in the other…it was cold…icy cold…freezing…desperate… and…”

My pretty almost relation, dramatically placed her elegant, slim hands over her lovely face and groaned in developing comprehension then absolute and utter horror as her bulging, earthy globes stared at my fiancé.

“Oh… my… God…he fucked you…!” 

She drew her fingers away slowly and her partly covered, startled eyes stared at her accusingly and bitterly.

“…You’re a Slut, Paris! You’re a fucking, Slut!”

I tried to interfere to try and smooth the situation. 

“Don’t speak to her like that, Kitty.” 

Her raging, sparkling furies then turned on me.

“And you… you Pathetic Pervert…make a bet on my fiancé s fidelity, you said!”

She mimicked my tone mockingly and… my former words.

“Take your bet…it’s a safe bet… you promised…as if…and now…?”

She looked at me then, Bruno in dismay and revulsion.

“…It’s me to be fucked next?”

Bruno smiled insufferably.

“Yes, Kitty your soft, little pussy is mine…unless you wish not to pay and lose your honour or pride by doing so?”

She flushed crimson in captured fury; her focus returned to me and, while I shrunk back from her irate, furious wilful gaze my step sibling spoke in terrible, ire and passion at the sordid helplessness of her situation.

“No…I will pay…but you all will…Spencer…I will not regard you as even my step brother anymore while you are here…you are nothing to me now!”

Her mind was racing as if it were speeding errantly and erratically around a snaking formula 1 racing track.

“…And you can watch, Bruno, fuck and have me…it will give your sick, sad, little, fucking, mind a cheap thrill…!”

She smiled sarcastically without a trace of humour…at Paris.

“…And Bruno can fuck you too, Paris… with me….two Whores together and as I have said… your stupid pathetic, boyfriend can watch!”

My fiancé just shrugged disinterestedly as if unaffected by these sordid conditions or revelations and my older step sister’s furious reactions.

She replied calmly and without remorse for her depraved and terrible indiscretions of the previous evening.

“I can’t change what transpired up the mountain, Kitty…I’m sorry but…I have no regrets about what happened so I will happily commit to share the experience with you, if that is what you wish? Is there anything else?”

My step sibling nodded her head fiercely as if she had not yet concluded her terms.

“Yes if we are going to be Whores then there’s a small shop in the village…people come from all around for lingerie…your Depraved, Little Man can go with Bruno and select some suitable clothes for us…!”

She inhaled, trembled in suppressed anger and expectation then whispered dryly.

“…For us to dress in, so we can perform our sexual obligations… and duties properly!”

Her smile was dirty and aggressive and I blushed in squalid, mortified shame.

“…You’d like that wouldn’t you, Spencer…you Sick, Little Fuck…dress us both for Bruno to screw us?”

I tried to emit my words of distress and regret to her but I was struck speechless; she rose up sharply, looked at me in disgust, then at my licentious, unprincipled fiancé.

“Let’s go, Paris…I haven’t forgiven you but… I want a bath and suddenly… I feel filthy!”

Bruno waved his hands as he invariably and frequently did before he spoke loudly and animatedly to my exceptional, delectable girlfriend.

“It is a good idea…when I come back your future husband can dress you both so beautifully and then I fuck you together …all night…fuck, fuck… Fuck!”

Both women just blinked and nodded in grudging submission to him, as if accepting the inevitable, then moved and left quickly without a backwards glance to either of us. 

Bruno beckoned me and I followed him and walked daintily on the slippery, thin ice to his small, red Punto parked just outside.

We got in then drove through the delightful, narrow snow lined streets, in complete silence, and stopped outside a small shop with women’s delicate and pretty, underwear and lingerie adorning blank, headless and faceless models in the high, ornate windows. 

My jovial companion spoke to me brightly, to break the void and great chasm of stillness and coldness between us.

“Do not feel bad, Spencer…a lot of men come with their women to be fucked here by the instructors…you are not the only one!”

He smiled directly at me and I felt smaller and more humbled than at any time in my whole previous life; he seemed to take delight from my shame or complicity and continued on rambling, much to my distress.

“It is good for everyone, and Paris…your young woman… she loves to be fucked! She is so sexy…her pussy is so impossibly tight…!”

His laugh was deviant and devilish.

“…But not I think for much longer!”

I tried to ignore him but as I walked into the shop, my penis was awake and I hated the fact that it displayed without question to me, that I was so despicably, weak and deviant. 

Bruno spoke to the small, grey haired, refined, elderly woman in attendance, in rapid Italian and she looked at us both then smiled sympathetically at me. 

She covered the counter with merchandise and I unenthusiastically began to examine what she had provided for us to choose, as if this inspection was persecution or an unwelcome chore.

There were so many beautiful bra and panty sets in the finest silk, chiffon and lace and Bruno began to hold some of them up for me to tantalisingly inspect and commented to me as if we were discussing football outfits.

“Paris, will look good in these…I think they are about the same size but, Kitty is a bit fuller and rounder.”

My stomach whirled and churned in anguish but I blinked then nodded as if I was insane and had no rational mind at all.

He picked up a white Basque and thong with matching nylons and garters.

“These are good too, Spencer…what do you think?” 

I held the panties in my fingers, the material seemed to tingle on my skin and disgustingly I received a sudden rush of indecent adrenaline and I knew that they were naughtily perfect. 

My head wavered at him in confusion, trying to mask my degenerate arousal

He placed them on one side and, losing my initial reticence, we took our time examining each article in minute detail from the exact finish to the fit.

Depravedly I realised that suddenly I was beginning horribly to revel in the excitement of being able to dress my girls for their sexual adventure and entered into the perverse shopping experience with sudden diligence and enthusiasm, until finally we were content with our lewd, rude selections.

In the end I spoke to Bruno deferentially as I pushed the appointed articles towards him. 

“These… and we’ll take 2 ivory slip and panty sets… and those lace and silky boy shorts and bras…please”

My obnoxious companion addressed the small, attentive woman in his native language; she smiled and replied to Bruno in her equally bright, sunny tongue and he laughed then observed me in reaction to her instinctive, unwanted observations.

“She said after I have fucked them they should also have comfortable negligees and gowns too for these women to dress in…”

Before I could even think her bony but elegant hands placed the beautiful silk and satin outfits on the table and, caught in the decadent atmosphere of the shopping expedition, I shamelessly chose two, in chocolate brown silk, for each of my women. 

There was further gabbled conversation with Bruno, as if she saw a wonderful opportunity to boost her sales for the day, and he smirked at her suggestion.

“…And some toys, Spencer…she say’s that once women they have tasted a true passionate, energetic, Italian man then they should always have something hard and available for their needs when he is not there and…”

His wry smile became a resonant laugh.

“…And she doubts that, after seeing you… could… fits the bill…is that how you say it? Fits the bill?”

Bruno was obviously revelling in my discomfort as the woman produced a vast array of sexual aids, most of which I did not even understand their supposed function, and some sweet smelling, aromatic tubes and tubs of cream.

My Reprobate of a companion then chose patiently and decisively and slid his preferences back to be wrapped. 

The invoice came, to my chagrin and disbelief, to over €3,000, and as we drove back to the chalet, I was utterly dumbstruck and in shock. 

When we arrived home, Paris came to greet us at the door; she was wrapped in a towel and poured Bruno a drink of warm, ruby wine and spoke amiably to him.

“Just relax, Mountain Man and we will look at what you and Spencer have chosen in the privacy of the bedroom.”

My tormentor smiled in satisfaction, sipped his smooth, rich drink and Paris waved her pointed finger at me meaning that I follow her into the rear, sleeping area.

I saw that Kitty was in a towel as well; both of these young women were clean, fresh, dazzling and smelt utterly fabulous. 

My flushed step sibling did not seem angry anymore, just excited, agitated and somehow eager and energised; her voice murmured to me in a sudden rush and I was pleased we were conversing again. 

“Let’s see!” 

I laid out firstly the elegant, expensive Basque and panty sets as they whistled in immediate admiration and appreciation before Paris whispered to me in genuine surprise.

“So beautiful, Spencer they must have cost a fortune? You have chosen so well, My Darling, this is heavenly lingerie.”

I was strangely pleased that they had been so well received and answered her in misplaced and debased pride and satisfaction.

“The articles were, Darling…but you are both worth it.”

They looked at the other choices and then the toys and Paris suggestively handled a large red smooth dildo with her sensual, increasingly talented fingers.

“Bad Boy, Sweetheart…this is just like. Bruno…!”

Both Paris and Kitty blushed scarlet while they giggled in delight before I was addressed by my trembling step sister.

“You may help us prepare now…”

He tone was condescending and dismissive as always.

“…As I warned you, Spencer you are nothing to me here any longer…just a servant as you are for, Paris...”

She seemed so insufferable and superior; was it ever any different?

“…She’s explained your fetish and I understand….you will attend us both as a menial and assistant...”

Unexpectedly she giggled.

“…You always were my little slave, Spencer…!”

To my shock, Kitty then let her towel drop to the floor revealing her nudity; I picked it up quickly, placed it back in the bathroom and tried to look away and not to notice her perfect, female form or her thick mass of hair between her plump, womanly thighs.

When I came back she was standing erectly and utterly, unashamedly naked with her arms spread wide and she smiled at me meaningfully.

“…Dress me…Spencer…!”

I picked up the Basque then placed it around her voluptuous body and breasts, pulled it tightly at the back and clipped it firmly into position with fastenings and ties. 

It accentuated her figure and made her chest and plump bottom seem even rounder and more pronounced. 

Still in abject anxiety I moved in front of her and could now clearly see her sexual, brown bush of hair and in concern went to politely avert my eyes but she placed her hands on her hips demandingly and seemed to take strange pleasure in my discomfort.

“…Pull my divine panties on… you, Sick Fuck…!” 

My fingers took them from the box, pulled up the superb, delicate knickers and smoothed the material at the back and front so her thin vagina and substantial, pubic hair was fully and completely covered. 

She murmured in pleasure, bent down and slowly drew the nylons over her feet, pulled them up her calves and thighs then looked at me as if she were high on drugs.

“…Clip them into place, Spencer.”

I was already on my knees and fastened them at the back to the Basque and smoothed out the creases before I knelt in front of her to repeat the process. 

She was finished; her sexual darkness was hidden and snuggled softly in the white panties and I tried not to notice how deliciously beautiful she was as she muttered.

“You can look, Spencer…you’re not my step brother here… as I said…just some maid to serve me…and…”

Her voice was jovial as if this was entertainment for her.

“…you can call me, Miss.!”

I tried to object to her.

“But, Kitty…I’m…”

She opened her thighs, stood over me and she smelled heavenly as if she belonged to the fabled goddesses of Olympus.

“Don’t, fucking argue, Slave…this is all, your doing and… you must take full responsibility or leave?”

I blinked in complete submission to her as I genuinely felt it was indeed my inane and foolish fault.

“I accept, Miss…I wish to remain.”

She straightened her back in superiority.

“Smell me! Smell me innocent and pristine before…”

Her tone wavered just a little.

“… Bruno takes me and defiles me through…your stupidity!”

I rested my face on the soft, silky underwear and inhaled the scent of a seasoned woman and her perfume all aromatically mingling so overwhelmingly and unnervingly together.

My mixed up mind felt terrible arousal, confusion and remorse for what I had allowed to happen to her and spoke to her with deeply felt contrition. 

“I’m so sorry, Kitty,”

Her lips twisted into a dry, dark, divisive smile.

“Too late, Slave…now… help your Slut of a girlfriend!”

Paris did not react to her description of her and I dressed her slowly and lovingly then, when she looked equally luscious, the girls brushed their hair, applied the last touch of make-up and eventually stood silently before me and stared wickedly with flashing, gleaming, salacious, eyes full of anticipation.

“Will we do?”

They looked absolutely fantastic, like the most expensive, perfectly prepared, luxurious prostitutes or courtesans and I could only stare open mouthed in wonder.

Bruno was on the couch when we entered the main room and he raised his hands in a dramatic gesture of appreciation when he saw the girls

“Beautiful…fantastico…magnifico…Spencer, you chose the perfect outfits for your women…Bravo!”

Ludicrously it seemed that I was perversely flattered and spoke without thinking. 

“Thank you.” 

Immediately I noticed the evil smile on his face and suddenly realised that I was suddenly fully complicit in this foul debauchery but immediately and desperately I tried to come to my senses for the sake of us all.

I pleaded to my awkward but radiant step sister who I had let down so badly with my initial, puerile advice and rash actions.

“You don’t have to go ahead with this, Kitty!”

Her earthy eyes looked at me in contempt and disgust.

“Shut up, Slave and get me a drink I don’t want to hear from you…just don’t talk to me unless I tell you to!”

With that rebuke I was stunned to silence, gave her some wine and she went to Bruno, bent over, kissed him on the lips and I pulsed in my own sexual pleasure as I saw the cord on her tight, delicious, knickers hug her anal crevice as she did so.

He responded, and their tongues entwined deeply and passionately before she kneeled down, undid his trousers then extracted his cock that was now distinctly solid and impressive in its girth and lengthy glory. 

Her slight hands removed his trousers and shorts and right there in front of Paris and I, my supposedly reluctant step sibling took the tip of his erection in her small, painted, elegant mouth and plump lips and looked up at him subserviently, with her brooding, brown eyes before she mumbled as she sucked him.

“God I love your cock, Bruno!” 

He leaned forward, slipped his fingers into her new white panties then gently began to tease her sexual, slippery crevice as she grunted weakly in reaction to his lewd and most specific, attentions.

Kitty began to move her mouth up and over his hard flesh, licking him everywhere as his hands tantalised and excited her while my fiancé looked on shocked at her outlandish antics then spoke to her questioningly in surprise.

“I thought you were against this?”

Kitty looked up for a second then smiled lasciviously and most cheekily.

“I am…of course…”

Her voice snickered like a child’s.

“…But we’ve played about a lot…we like to bring each other off…and… “

I was shocked and confused.

“…I love sucking cock… giving head!”

Paris was more astounded than me as she gasped.

“Since when, Kitty?”

My step sister then tightly gripped and grasped his penis firmly in her fingers and smiled evilly at us both

“Since I was young like you…they used to call me, Kitty…the Blow-Job, Queen at school!”

My girlfriend immediately blushed in disbelief; we both did and she gasped in astonishment.

“That’s terrible…terrible…I never knew?”

My depraved, Kitty licked the tip of the man’s cock with her delicate, pink tongue and giggled as if she was terribly, contagiously infected with lust.

“…I’m sexually adventurous, Paris…like you…!”

Her voice chuckled wickedly.

“…But a lot, lot worse; you’re a babe in arms compared to me…!

She was using her hands and tongue to tease and squeeze Bruno’s elongated, thick flesh as she talked and he groaned quietly to her tactile and oral caresses.

Paris breathed out in obvious, rising, sexual excitement and reaction to the deviant, vulgar actions right before her, and I sensed her own coarse wantonness and lust.

Kitty of course saw it too.

“…Join me, Bitch…I’ve always hated you…you Cheap Bitch…so you can suffer like I have to!”

My lovely, recently, innocent Paris stared at her in bemusement, amazement and spoke quietly but with anxiety and short, edgy, bated breath.

“But…but… I’ve never sucked any man’s penis, I mean fully in my mouth! I’ve teased the tip and such but never sucked it properly…it’s so disgusting and dirty?”

Kitty simply laughed.

“Well maybe you should start you… Duplicitous Whore! It’s so yummy….and you’re supposed to be the one that likes men…always pretending you give out, Slut…!”

Paris shrank back a little but my step sibling was on fire as she teased, bullied and belittled her.

“….Kneel down here, you, Tart!”

My girlfriend weakly shook her head in fright.

“No… please, it’s so awful and degrading!”

Kitty fixed her with sudden steel in her brown eyes.

“It’s your fault as well we’re here and you promised, Bitch…so get your ass down here Girl…move it…time to put out properly like a woman… not just close your eyes and pathetically open your easy, delicate legs!”

It seemed that my apparently, still naïve, young partner had no choice; she bent down in submission and helplessness, was suddenly on her knees beside my step sister and the man’s huge erection was inches from her brightly coloured, salivating, plump mouth.

Kitty stroked her long, silken, blonde hair and pushed her mouth towards the tip of the stiff, horizontal, erect penis.

“Open wide, Sister!”

Paris shook her head but her sweet lips separated just slightly and to my emerging incredulity and veiled excitement, her tongue flicked out began to lick then suck Bruno’s pumping, pulsating cock. 

Kitty pushed her forward and suddenly it was inside her pretty, prurient mouth and before I could draw breath was gently fucking it as she encouraged her.

“That’s it, Paris…you Teasing, Stupid, Bitch…learn to suck a man’s cock, like the Slut you undoubtedly are!”

It was so disgusting and difficult watching them dressed so provocatively serving this pompous stranger with their slippery, willing mouths but shamefully, I had to summon all my will not to touch myself! 

My girlfriend was tentative at first, withdrew the masculine flesh from inside her lips then just licked at it nervously, as if it was liable to attack her, while Kitty berated her gently. 

“You’ll have to do better than that, Paris…if you are going to be a Whore? Come on get into it…learn and do it like a woman!”

Her fingertips then pushed her head back firmly onto the iron flesh and suddenly her mouth was fully open and it was pressing deeply almost against the back of her throat. 

Bruno was fucking it and I could see the shock on, Paris’s inexperienced face as it moved firmly in and out of her available, but still slightly uncooperative oral cavity.

Kitty kept pressing my fiancé ‘s head; making her luxurious, blonde hair sway to her pressure and gentle force, then tease her mercilessly as she did so.

“Dirty Whore, Paris…show the Slave what a truly Dirty Girl his future wife is!”

Bruno’s pace was getting faster until suddenly he held and pulled at her long, shiny tresses as she grunted then gagged as his sticky, white spunk flowed into her mouth. 

He shuddered then smiled in his selfish, sexual pleasure and manly power as I watched the edges of my partner’s plump lips, dribble and trickle with his slimy, bright, thick essence.

Paris murmured in horror at what she’d done.

“Oh my, God…that was…!” 

The vastly more experienced Kitty went to her then licked the dripping, thick, viscous juices off her mouth and smiled perversely.

“It was cool…no?” 

My fiancé returned the entreaty shyly then shocked me with her emerging, twisted smile.

“I suppose so, Kitty…but…”

Her tone and attitude instantly changed just like the fickle weather in the mountains.

“…It was a bit of a shock!”  

Kitty ignored her, began to suckle on Bruno’s cock again until it expanded and hardened once more, then to my ongoing incredulity, Paris eagerly rejoined her before removing the remainder of his clothes.

His body was incredibly firm, muscular and hard from years of physical activity and he smiled at their attention and adoration of him as he stroked them and murmured.

“Into the bedroom now… Ladies…!”

They all walked and I followed at a distance and saw that the girls were lying wantonly, side by side on the soft, brightly decorated, comfortable, mattress. 

He stood by the edge of the bed, over them with his cock, now fully erect, ready and loaded, like a virile, male gun, and whispered to them, urgently.

“…I want you both to masturbate…bring yourself off…let me watch you.”

Kitty’s hand went into her knickers as she closed her eyes then began to work her active fingers on her clitoris and developing wetness. 

Paris did the same and soon they were both lost from the real world; they were writhing in pleasure to their own intimate touches as they became nearer and nearer orgasmic fulfilment while, Bruno looked at me and gave me a stern, crude, instruction.

“Please draw their knickers to one side, Spencer so we can observe their dirty pussies clearly; I like to see them!”

As if programmed only to obey, immediately I did as he asked, leant between their thighs and pulled at the delicious material to expose their most intimate and private areas. 

They were so wet and the sexual aroma of their excitement was extraordinary; seeming to atmospherically, insidiously invade the cramped room and our senses! 

Kitty had such a visibly thick, dark pussy and Paris’s was thin, trimmed with blonde down and it was fascinating to see their fingers working so quickly and energetically. 

To my discomfort I was solid in my trousers and Bruno’s cock stood out like a steel, gigantic, dangerous pole as he watched them with apparent understanding and obvious fascination. 

I heard Paris’s breath squeal and shorten before she suddenly shuddered and came, then Kitty began to buck and scream until a climax racked her body in tandem with my devilish partner. 

Ultimately they then relaxed onto the giving cushions of the bed, unabashed at their disgraceful, lewd, combined actions.

My step sibling looked up weakly at Bruno, in total submission and surrender.

He kneeled and took his place between her open thighs and slowly pushed his ready and primed cock inside her thick, bushy, soaking, irresistible centre. 

Dominantly, instantly and callously he invaded her womanly body and femininity in one single ruthless stroke of his penile flesh. 

She took him easily and extravagantly as I stared in morbid fascination; his erect manhood slowly and purposefully had slipped inside her most intimate place, inch by sordid, sullied, slippery, sodden inch.

Soon he was embedded to the hilt and she grunted and groaned in perverse but patent pleasure as he rutted her, apparently for the first time. 

It wasn’t lovemaking; it was coarse, vulgar fucking and his hips moved against her firmly, demonstrating his new found, power and command over her body.

The not so unworldly, Kitty was suddenly and definitely no longer unknown to him sexually and disgustingly; to my shame I loved and enjoyed seeing her defiled and soiled more than I ever wanted to readily comprehend, believe, admit or accept. 

He stayed still for a few minutes arched his back, as if gathering his strength, energy and power, then began to move his hips, body and sturdy, thick, powerful cock against her as if with deadly purpose. 

She reached for him with her arms raised upwards and then lay back dutifully as he began to fuck her ever more roughly and firmly. 

Her normally strident voice began to grumble then scream in seemingly helpless agony and I almost physically felt her reach her heaven as Bruno squeezed her hips and assertively deposited his slimy, potent seed deeply inside her as he growled like an angry bear.

He pulled back, withdrew and I saw her sexual line was soaked and her thin, pink vaginal lips were bruised and slightly inflamed. 

Her brown, thick, pubic hair was saturated and I could see his thick, white sperm dripping down, out of her delicious, pretty, female folds of perfect, slender flesh. 

To my shame I felt my own sperm, soaking the fine underwear around my genitals and, although I tried to avert my eyes, I was drawn to the centre of her fetid passion as if it was the very intoxicating fire of life. 

Then in no time at all, Bruno was hard again and he began to repeat the process with my almost pure, beautiful fiancé; soon her vaginal centre was also wet and soaked with his sperm weeping from her cracks and crevices as well.

Disgracefully, I was more powerless, confused and aroused than I ever thought possible and seemed to act purely on my most base and deviant instincts.

Bruno withdrew, kneeled with his back completely vertical, inhaled deeply and tried to catch his breath; his cold, dark eyes found me as he lifted himself effortlessly and agilely off the bed as if he was an athletic animal of the feline variety.

“Please clean up, Spencer…I think you want to…!”

Paris stared then smiled in anticipation and teased me gently.

“…Mmm…That would be nice, Darling…do it please...”

I shrugged inanely and pretended I did not understand my obligation, however My Love caught my eye, opened her thighs widely and the tantalising, sickly, white fluid seeping from her was darkly, entreating and irresistible.

She whispered to me as if she knew exactly how her voice always teased, roused and inflamed me.

“…Give in to it, Darling…I know you want to…!”

I shook my head but her finger ran along her slippery slit and her nail picked up just an essence of viscous sperm on her tip.

“…Just a lick, Darling…a small sip…!”

Instinctively my mouth bent down to her, almost by sheer impulse or compulsion and my tongue obediently lapped at the slimy wetness on her fingernail. 

Of course I should have been disgusted but I wasn’t and my head followed her hands down to her weeping, inverted folds of steamy flesh where my tongue found then entered inside her, as if it had a diabolical mind of its own.

From the first taste and aroma I was lost instantly! 

The perverse mixture of juices, were like nectar to me and I licked the foul smelling liquids, fervently while she stroked my hair and whimpered as I pleased her.

“…Deeper, Sweetheart…this is so divine…”

She chuckled darkly.

“…I think perhaps another new day is dawning for us…!”

My mouth was drawing every bit of the sexual, masculine poison out of her; thick, sticky semen that dissolved so depravedly and deliciously on my tongue.

Paris spoke in ever more urgent tones; entreating and torturing me to focus my attentions more quickly and firmly.

“…Bring me off, Darling…now! Harder…!

My mouth found her raised, clitoral centre and I licked and caressed it furiously until she vibrated, squealed deeply and groaned outrageously to her climax until she exhaled finally in sullied, sordid and explosive pleasure.

“…Good Boy…Good Boy…that was glorious!”

I felt a soft hand on my thigh and I turned to acknowledge, Kitty as she looked up at me innocently.

“And now me, Slave!”

Her legs were still apart, her sexual lips were also thick with matted and leaking sperm and I tried to stop the madness that was consuming us all.

“No Kitty…please!”

She leant up and slapped my face hard causing me to draw back as the pain stunned me.

“Fucking do it…I told you what you were…nothing but a mere servant… now do my bidding…!”

I had no will to resist her further; my mouth found her soft wetness and soon she murmured deliciously in rapture while I suckled, licked then cleaned her diligently to her ongoing direction and instruction 

She was not uncomfortable, ashamed or embarrassed and terribly, soon…neither was I! 

It was as if I was just fulfilling my new, servile role and, in this degrading, hopeless situation, she was no longer my well known lifelong companion, more of my unfeeling, uncaring Mistress! 

Her eyes were closed as she revelled in her depravity or delectation and she gently barked out her orders to me as if I was mere chattel.

“…Good, Spencer…deeper…use your tongue…you stupid Fuck…do it…oh yes…harder…do it…yes….Yes you Silly, Stupid, Boy!”

She then pushed her hips firmly against me with all her power, held my head in her palms and I felt her weeping crevice shudder to another orgasm and squirt its juices, like the head of a sprinkler at me, directly into my face and open mouth. 

Kitty, finally exhaled in release and as her body relaxed and became more settled, I knew it had finally come to sexual fulfilment and peace. 

She was still and now relaxed like my Paris; I slowly, determinedly lifted up then looked at them in confusion, utter humiliation and ignominy.

They did not notice however; their eyes were closed as they were laid out with their legs and arms wide apart and murmuring in their most debased, satisfaction and contentment.

My fiancé suddenly opened her soft shutters and her pale, sparkling blue eyes glistened and gleamed like flashing diamonds as she smiled at me in her glory and delectation.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Darling…you were simply wonderful!”

My step sibling suddenly came back to life then giggled as well.

“You’re an extremely good pussy licker, Spencer…and I think you’ll be getting lots and lots of practice…very soon!”

Bruno appeared with some bread, wine and finger food that he laid out like a picnic on the crumpled sheets and they all ate ravenously. 

When they were finished I took the tray to the kitchen, washed and tidied up and when I returned to the room he was lounging between the women, under the light sheet and disturbingly, comfortably inside the large, spacious bed. 

Eventually, given their voracious appetites, I brought them more wine and they were soon both cuddled up to Bruno laughing and playing; it was abundantly clear they could not keep their dirty, foul, hands off each other.

Both women went under the covers and I could tell from the new raised and vertically moving bulges at the very centre, they were sucking his ever hard cock again.

His hands were back behind his head as he revelled in their subjugation and he reposed on the backboard while smiling so malevolently and irritatingly at me. 

“Get me the toys, Spencer please; I don’t know how many more times I can come with these two whores working me all the time!”

He was thoroughly enjoying the lurid, almost omnipotent power he had over my women and I detested him for it and his cruel but undeniably accurate description of them both.

But I was unable to protect them, and knew for certain they did not wish me to. 

Therefore I acted just like a pliable, docile pet; got the bag of tricks he asked for and put batteries in if they were needed.

Obediently I then took them to him, filled their glasses over the next few hours while I watched him pleasure them with the devilishly shaped, brightly coloured items as his own body began to lose its ability to perform further sexual miracles or wonders.

The girls were utterly insatiable and, like traversing the lofty mountains, wished to reach their heights and sexual peaks over and over again.

Bruno rutted then fucked and teased them incessantly in each and every orifice they had until my female companions had received more gratification and orgasms than I could possibly count or even guess at. 

It was 1a.m before it all went quiet when, Paris pulled herself from the bed and went to the en-suite bathroom; I followed closely after her and simply looked on she quickly undressed and tiredly poured herself a pool of heated water to soak in.

Her white outfit was creased and soiled and as she took off her lingerie she threw it at me and smiled disgracefully

“Baby, that was so… good! Look at my knickers!”

I stared dementedly at the crotch and, to my revulsion it was fully saturated with her juices and his sperm; but she only laughed salaciously and irreverently out loud.

“You enjoyed it as much as us…your, Kitty is such a Whore, Darling…like me! You should be so proud of her… I am!”

I stepped back and realised that to my eternal shame and horror in some despicable dark perverse way I was; she was brave and unafraid to taste and experience raw, reactive life head on…unlike me!

My girlfriend lay naked in the water and I left her to settle and relax then returned to the bedroom to find Bruno fucking my step sister, yet again! 

They were under the sheet but the sound and urgent crude movements were clear and unmistakable as if, like beasts, they just could not stop constantly acting on their basest instincts and desires.

I heard him grunt and her squeal passively, exactly like Paris had that night on the icy mountain and I knew that they had thankfully finished their subversive session of further fornication again! 

Her healthy, pretty face appeared from under the covers; she looked bright, red, radiant and flushed with the sweet, coarse elixir of life as she addressed me like a mere, insignificant home help.

“I’m going to have a quick bath when, Paris has finished, and then have some, much needed sleep…”

She giggled childishly as I saw her hand move under the whiteness of the sheet and obviously take hold of Bruno’s penis while her voice murmured in lurid bliss and gratification.

“…I am without a doubt…well and truly fucked!”

Paris soon returned in a towel and I dried her in front of Bruno then dressed her, like a mere valet, in her new chocolate negligee set as she smirked at me in pleasure.

“I’ve told, Kitty to leave the water in for you when she’s done; it’s full of our juices and I thought you would like to lie in it and think what undoubtedly, Bad Girls we have been…?”

I inhaled and held my breath as she humiliated me ever more.

“…I have left my knickers on the pipes for you, they are full of Bruno’s ejaculate and me…strip and wear them, Darling then come and say goodnight as we need to rest now!”

My head nodded feebly then when my step sibling arrived back and, after I had dried and dressed her, timidly and silently I removed myself to the bathroom and left them to get into bed with their new, shared master and lover!

The bath was thick with white scum on the surface; I slipped inside the murky, but scented depths knowing that it was Bruno’s endless seed and semen polluting the water.

It was everywhere and as I thought about how it had arrived there and the lustful way it had been launched and spurted into my women, my penis horrifyingly came to foul and debased life once more.

My hand and fingers found my small, energised rise of flesh and I closed my eyes while my heated brain saw both of my beautiful girls giving themselves so freely to him. 

They were fucking this young man so eagerly and willingly, without the slightest concern for my sensibilities or feelings.

My mind’s eye also saw my fiancé’ s soft mouth around his cruel length of solidity; her blue spheres gleaming and glowing in Topaz fire and fetid need and weakly I groaned then spent my own blobs of corrupted sperm in the water to mix with the residue and proof of foul perversion all around me.

Immediately I felt sick and grubby but strangely, peculiarly better all at the same time as it released the cloying tension that had been with me for so many hours.

Once relieved I quickly removed myself from the sweet smelling, slurry of water, dried my skin and saw the white, stained knickers that had been left for me.

Shakily I then took them in my fingers; the fine fabric danced on my senses while the smell of perfume, sexual residue and the stains aroused my deviant libido again.

I knew that if I put them on I would be accepting, and fully engaged with what had transpired and complicit in my girlfriend’s infidelity or fecklessness.

But not to put them on would be to argue and cause trouble and it seemed better to temporarily submit for this one evening as my head hoped against hope that this is all it was?

I decided therefore to simply allow and let both of these Young Ladies have their fun and then just maybe things could go back to how they once were. 

Surely that is what we all wanted ultimately? 

I pulled the silky, sticky, knickers around me and, although I had just climaxed in the bath, I felt a rush of energy and pleasure that made me pulse and harden immediately as the softness and wetness gathered my genitalia.

I tried to rationalise my thoughts, calm myself, and when I accepted that was beyond me, walked back into the bedroom with just the fine, feminine material covering my raging modesty and nakedness.

Both women were laying either side of Bruno and he was stroking their perfumed hair while they were no doubt touching him most intimately out of my sight.

He smiled at me in his conceit, victory and triumph.

“Spencer, you look so pretty…”

His gravely voice chuckled.

“…You see… recognising and being happy that your women want to be fucked by me is not so bad…!”

To my constant frustration my penis was now hard once more and he could see through the sheer, fouled silk and he laughed in a high, foreign tones.

“…You like it, Spencer I can see!”

I was justifiably angry and spoke aggressively and crudely.

“Fuck off, Bruno!”

Paris stared at me sternly, then coldly in annoyance and spoke with more than a trace of menace in her tone as she addressed me.

“That’s not nice, Darling; I won’t have you speaking to Kitty’s, or my lover like that, now apologise and…”

Her eyes were so crystal, icy blue.

“…Thank him for looking after us so well!”

I looked at her for compassion or empathy but her pale globes were cold or far distant from me and I wilted under her gaze; like the snow or ice in the sun on the slopes in the spring.

“I’m sorry, Paris.”

She shook her divine head so meaningfully and fiercely.

“No stupid! To Bruno…show some respect!”

Immediately I swallowed the last vestige of any remaining pride I had left.

“I’m sorry, Bruno…for what I said…”

I was struggling to continue but my wicked fiancé further tortured and guided me.

“Thank you for pleasing the girls so wonderfully and fucking them so hard with your cock…say it, Spencer!”

This was intolerable but I somehow enunciated and spoke the words she had so diabolically provided for me.

“Thank you, Bruno for pleasing and fucking my women with your big cock; thank you so much…so very much!”

I tried to provide a trace of sarcasm and irony but the young man ignored such veiled subtlety, just smiled and beamed at me ever more gallingly.

“It is my pleasure, Spencer…really it is!”

Paris kissed the insufferable Bastard on his ruddy, red cheek and laughed at me.

“Isn’t that better, Darling…now we have peace and balance once more…now go and sleep in Kitty’s room…while we rest.”

My mature, step sibling smiled at me and I felt sick as I saw something rising threateningly up under and inside the covers again; she must have sensed it as well as her voice mumbled in coarse appreciation.

“I don’t think I’m quite ready to rest, yet…!”

She giggled and gave me a final cursory glance.

“…And by the way, Spencer…”

I saw the brightness and unmistakeable light of sexual energy in her enthused face as I replied.

“Yes Miss?”

Her brown eyes soften then blinked at me and she whispered softly just before her pretty head disappeared under the sheet to no doubt search for the masculine motion she had felt.

“I forgive you!”

My hand closed the door and I left in unbearable disgrace and humiliation; went into her simple, clinical room and slipped into her lonely, single bed. 

It smelt of Kitty and her musty scent and, as I drifted off, I heard the sounds and familiar squeals of both the females’ dirty depravity coming from nearby.

It was as though I just could not prevent or control myself from becoming further inflamed and shamefully I pressed my rigidity then spurted disgustingly into the expensive, already soiled knickers covering me.

I groaned in my ongoing nightmare of mortification then shame and could not believe or understand my degradation or pathetic compulsion.

My hands just pulled the covers up and over my head as I tried to escape from and shut out the mixed up tortuous world that was pressing upon me so impossibly heavily.

The final ejaculation had robbed me of any further pressure or lustful energy and I surrendered mercifully to the welcoming world of escape and sleep. 

I awoke late and found that the girls were already up, dressed immaculately in familiar, tight ski pants and garish tops, and Bruno had gone off to take his early lessons.

My fiancé stood beside the bed with my step sibling, then smiled gaily and handed me some coffee.

“Morning, Darling…are you OK?”

I looked out of the window, the day was bright and clear, a trace of sun was out and it seemed that everything was as before but the thoughts of last evening were all pervasive. 

Kitty was happy, more energised and jovial than I had ever seen her.

“Morning, Spencer.”

I blinked in surprise at her conviviality and she chuckled at my discomfort as she explained her perception of how things now were as she laughed softly.

“You’re still my Silly…Baby, Step Brother…” 

Her alluring, innocent, earthy eyes drifted dreamily to the window and the bright, dazzling whiteness outside. 

“…Apart from those other times! You do understand…don’t you, Spencer?”

I sipped my hot beverage and nodded.

“Yes, Kitty...Miss…”

I was so tongue-tied and conflicted and both of the women seem to take pleasure in my obvious confusion or distress before, Paris addressed me.

“Kitty and I are meeting, Bruno at 12.00p.m…going for a quick run then lunch and a full afternoon…you can come with if you would like?”

My logical head thought for a second; I could act childishly and stay in the chalet to show my disapproval and petulance or go and join them on the slopes.

My decision came quickly.

“I would like to, Darling if that is OK?”

She smiled contentedly at what she sensed was my compliance.

“Good…I’m pleased you have accepted your new situation so well.”

I stared at her unsure what she meant.

“What situation?”

She had that new aloofness she had developed in the last few days and it was unnerving but definitely, mysteriously, weirdly and privately arousing for me at the same time.

“That, Bruno is our lover…and that your role is to serve us…and me in particular, as your fiancé, Sweetheart.”

I spluttered into the sharp heat of the inky black liquid I was drinking.

“But…but…I thought last night was just a one off?”

Both girls laughed immediately at my innocence and naivety before my True Love spoke quietly but firmly in awful explanation of my position.

“No, Spencer…I… fortunately or unfortunately…?”

Her voice rose up as she laughed at her feeble attempt at a joke.

“…Now realise, I have needs, that I am certain you cannot fulfil…nor do I want you to try….without a commitment of wedlock...”

Paris breathed in deeply and stroked her exquisitely covered thighs.

“…I want a strong man now…a virile man…many adventures and lovers…I’m unsure exactly but I crave the sex…”

Her blue eyes were so spectacular and intense.

“…And the foul, rough, intimacy of a dominant, strong man…”

She smiled at me and pushed her shapely mound of Venus forward provocatively.

“…You still have a role to play, Darling if you want it?”

I was shocked and trapped by her words and tried to respond with purpose.

“I can’t….I thought it was just a game…and finished now?”

Paris shook her head firmly.

“No, Spencer this is how it is from now on…if you can’t accept it then you need to keep out of our way for the next couple of days and we’ll sort things out when we get home...”

I went to argue but her palm raised and, as in keeping with a lifetimes training, I had to remain still, muted and absolutely silent.

“…Kitty and I are going now it is best if you remain here by yourself; you have to be careful anyway on that ankle…”

She shook her petite form for a split second and I was struck dumb as I watched her body tremble like a divine wave of perfect femininity.

“… I can’t have any negativity around me…!”

Desperately I wanted to speak or discuss how I felt but could only listen.

“…We’ll be back down for lunch so you can then come to the restaurant if you want and you can share the rest of the holiday…either way prepare everything perfectly for when we return…if not then we will definitely have fun without you.”

They both arose and I watched their perfectly covered, tight bottoms and enticing, female shapes then walk to the door; they were instantly gone and I was disturbingly, troublingly horribly alone.

I was pleased that I had stood my ground with my Paris, for less than a few seconds, then I realised that I had lost a morning and probably an afternoon skiing and was suddenly in danger of losing so much more!   

Instinctively I had wanted to follow them but sensibly decided that I did indeed need some rest for a day and if I saw them I would have to confront Bruno, then horrifyingly recall the base reality of the previous evening.

However within a short time I was already distraught with my lonely solitude and disturbing memories and wished that I had swallowed my pride and left with them as at least, I could have gotten some fresh air and skied…gingerly!

My mind plagued me and I thought perhaps this was just hopefully an infatuation for Paris, a temporary aberration; all I had to do was play along and it would pass and life could once again return to our routine.

I could see my petulance was not going to get me very far and my dishonour and indignity was not worth sacrificing everything for!

Purposefully I began to tidy up and, after everything was washed, pristine and in place, I picked up the crumpled and soiled lingerie then began to carefully and gently hand wash each item of expensive lingerie.

Unsettlingly the panties were thick with so much semen it was hard to believe it had all come from just a single man. 

As I worked and handled the finery I felt myself becoming erect but no longer tried to hide it; I just unworthily accepted that if my head was being forced to play this insidious game for a while then I would enjoy it as best I could.

When my girls returned the small chalet was immaculate; Paris came in and began to inspect the house and what I had done.

She picked up the feminine items I had worked so diligently on as I had cleaned then dried them in the sun and her eyes examined them closely and concentratedly.

“There are still some marks on the crotch, Spencer.”

I bent my head in nervousness at her dissatisfaction with me.

“Sorry, Paris.”

Her lips smiled however, as if in appreciation at my compliance and ability to take her command and instruction.

“It is a good effort though, Spencer…I presume you have rethought your objections to our new situation?”

I nodded firmly.

“Yes, Darling, but I do think this is just a passing phase and we will return to normal at some stage.”

She shrugged in visible uncertainty.

“We’ll see…ready for lunch?”

I was famished and we were soon sitting with all of the working, mountain guides who sat on a separated table and were wolfing pasta and meat like starving animals to provide them with the energy they needed for their day’s labours.

Almost innocently I fell into conversation with a couple of dark skinned men beside me called Carl and Franco; Franco, the taller male with dangerous, darting, dark eyes whispered to me.

“I understand that, Bruno has given you a difficult time, Spencer…he is very brash and arrogant….and has upset many clients…!”

This was sweet music to my ears and I nodded and listened intently.

“…I hear he took advantage of your pretty, Paris…”

He sighed as if he was frustrated for me.

“…Maybe if we took you up to that hut we could get some evidence to prove his actions were maybe…”

He seemed embarrassed at his disloyalty and whispered.

“…Not so well meaning or professional!”

My heart leapt; finally someone was talking sense.

“Yes…but how…I can’t ski that far?”

The man blinked and did not adjust his deadpan face, hardly at all.

“Carl can ski there with your girlfriend and I will take you up on the snow mobile…there are no lessons this afternoon and Bruno is off somewhere on the far side of the mountain with Kitty…”

He seemed so well intentioned.

“…So maybe I can persuade, Paris to come?” 

It was too good to be true…I could show them what happened…then prove that, in all actuality…far from saving us, Bruno had purposely formed and created the whole diabolical scenario to take advantage of My Girl!

The Bastard; he’d obviously and deviously planned it all!

I agreed quickly and completely; saw Carl whisper something into Paris’s ear and she smiled, looked at me, winked and I should have smelled a rat but I didn’t!

It appeared that I was too stupid to think or pick up anything other than my own lack of character and courage!

I saw Bruno slide off with Kitty and then Paris take the lift up into the mountain with Carl before I sat astride the noisy machine that quickly sped us up the slopes and to the cabin where this nightmare had all begun for me.

As we arrived I saw my fiancé  carefully take the snowy incline down to us and tried to forget my former acts of rashness and madness; I was going to make Bruno suffer for what he had done to me and if telling a few lies helped then…so be it!

In seconds we were all in the unbelievably cold and icy cabin where Franco muttered to me with direct speed and energy.

“So…now… tell us precisely what happened, Spencer?”

I drew in my breath and saw the familiar frosty exhalation of air then shivered in the most uncomfortable recall.

“Bruno, led us here…took down the sleeping bags…”

Carl grabbed them and placed them on the floor and under my direction arranged them as they had been that night.

“...And I stripped…and went inside this one.”

Franco nodded sagely.

“It was a very clever plan, Spencer…show me…we need to go through the whole process…!”

I stripped off my suit to my underwear forgetting I still had Paris’s new pink knickers around me but they thankfully seemed not to notice; Carl then zipped me into the bag and provided me with water and scotch as Bruno had done.

“…Then what, Spencer?”

I spat and complained bitterly.

“He took liberties with, Paris!”

My fiancé spoke softly but directly.

“That’s not quite how it happened, Spencer…I don’t think we should go through any more…what’s done is done…”

I was increasingly angry now and this was one occasion I intended to stand my ground with my faithless girlfriend.

“…No you show him how he took advantage of you, Paris…please…he needs to be made to suffer and pay as I have done.”

She sighed and stared at me peculiarly.

“Are you sure?”

I was demanding and insistent.

“Yes, Paris…show them, please!”

Her shoulders shrugged and she began to remove her suit and heavy shoes then spoke in explanation to the young men as she did so.

“We were very cold and wet so we had to strip….you do as well…so you can see…”

She was down to her knickers my now, a tiny white thong with no bra and Franco removed his own covering and they began to rub their almost naked bodies with towels as she had that late evening with Bruno!

Quickly she then slipped into the sleeping bag and smiled at him.

“…We had to get warm, Franco…and… it was much colder than this...”

To my horror this strange male removed his shorts to show his enormous cock was sticking out horizontally as he swiftly joined with her…inside the bag!

“…Our bodies rubbed together, Franco…Yes like that…oh…yes just like that…”

I heard her gasp and realised I was also disgracefully erect.

“…Oh, Franco…he did that exactly…pressed me there… and …oh fuck…Franco…yes…like that…just like that…fuck Franco…!”

To my despair suddenly this man was touching her intimately and then, as if truly reliving my night of torture, began fucking and screwing her with such sordid passion as she lay passively under his body while her fingers tugged his short, dark hair and murmured and groaned like a Whore.

“…Yes, Franco…it was so cold…but now it is warm…Oh fuck…fuck, fuck my pussy…fuck it…fuck…oh, yes, Yes!”

As she climaxed so did I into the lacy, pink panties around me and I was mortified but trapped into the sleeping bag as I had been previously.

I stared and then breathed in relief as my disbelieving eyes saw Franco quickly leave the warmth of the bag but then to my further trauma, Carl then entered its cosiness and heat, nakedly as well! 

He had terrifyingly, an equally thick penis between his thighs and in an instant my Slut of a girlfriend was being fouled and filled for a second time as he rutted and took her with ferocious, sexual energy. 

When he was done both men knelt while she suckled their swollen cocks until they were solid one more before they depravedly pulled her petite body out of the sleeping bag and took my fiancé together! 

Right there before me and in full view of my affronted, very eyes; as if they did nor realise or understand just how cold it was!

One stuck his stiff flesh in her pert mouth while his companion was behind her; this was before they switched around during their session and made me realise without question what an utter salacious Whore, my Paris was.

This whole soul-destroying scene took less than 20 minutes by which time Carl and Paris had skied off and I was holding on to one of these horrible men who had disgustingly defiled My Woman once again, as he sped me on the machine though the icy, biting wind, down the awful slopes and back to humanity.

We both said almost nothing but as he dropped me back to the flat valley and bottom of the hills, close beside the chalet, Franco just smiled dryly and with barely suppressed humour and irony.

“I think, Spencer that without doubt….under the circumstances …what Bruno did to your girl that night was very, very reasonable…don’t you agree…?”

Promptly, I got off the sled, removed myself from behind him, stood and stared meekly at this young man that was so greatly amused.

I then realised that Paris had obviously set it up with them both to humiliate me further and I knew it for sure; my lips were too numb from the icy slopes to reply to his jest but he just laughed anyway as if the question was rhetorical and there was nothing further to say.

“Ciao, Spencer…”

His eyes were suddenly harsh and cold, black like the most dangerous runs in the treacherous mountains.

“…Bruno saved your life…don’t be a Silly Boy…your Dirty, Promiscuous, Paris just enjoys fucking strong men…accept it!”

I stormed away from him, felt more mortified than at any time previously and when I walked into our temporary home I was pleased that Paris or Kitty were not there as I was about to give someone truly a piece of my mind.

The house was tidy from my previous labours and I took some wine and food from the fridge and worked out what I was going to do; the situation had deteriorated to a level where it had become just intolerable.

However in the silence and with the alcohol lowering my ability to think straight, all I could suddenly see in my brain was the men fucking Paris! 

She was such a disgrace, sucking and licking them then letting the men fuck her together; as my brain raced, my penis hardened and before I realised I had pressed my flesh to release my tension and soaked my knickers further.

I was recovering and about to shower then change when I heard the door fly open and my step sister and - her partner in crime - my Fickle Fiancé, came bustling in.

It was clear they had enjoyed some wine like me and seemed extremely jovial and merry.

Paris spoke to me in some hilarity.

“Hi, Darling have you had a good day?”

I was distant and cool with her.

“No, fucking those men in front of me…it was cruel.”

Kitty shrieked in shock and slapped her tautly covered bottom playfully.

“Carl and Franco…you Bad Girl…!”

Paris just giggled and began to undress in the small lounge; peeling the skin tight trousers from her slim body as she began to laugh as if this was some type of comedy.

“I don’t know how I got out of them today?”

My step sister looked at her in curiousity and disbelief.

“I wondered why you didn’t come with us after lunch, Paris …you didn’t honestly…did you really…both of them?”

They giggled together and my fiancé spoke without a trace of abashment.

“I couldn’t say no…they both begged me to relive what I did with Bruno…and they are so good looking…so it was impossible to resist it as the first time was so…”

Her voice murmured in fevered recollection.

“…Brilliant…fucking brilliant…!”

She sighed as if in pure, innocent, pleasure and recall; she was suddenly standing almost naked in just her thin, blue panties that were stained and clearly marked with the grotesque, white marks of her latest, sordid, outrageous indiscretions.

“…Even better second time around…knew what I wanted… fuck… those men were so powerful and thick and I am so full of them both!”

Kitty screamed at her in mock fury.

“You Little Whore, Paris…you are such a Little Slut…”

Her words were disapproving and outraged but her tone was in fact mocking and teasing as if she really or secretly had the opposite opinion or point of view.

“…Skiing in sperm, Paris…how fucking disgusting is that!”

They laughed together at their depravity and duplicity as my longed for wife, rolled the panties down her perfect, pale thighs and threw them firmly at me.

“You still wish to pleasure me, Darling…?”

I stared at her blankly but in blind reflex brought the knickers up to my nose then began to sniff them as if I was overwhelmed and consumed by my growing sickness.

They smelled of her and of course the essence and residue of the men she had let fuck her; I opened the crotch of them and to my disgrace licked at the congealed mess that was there as she smiled dirtily at me in debased comprehension.

“…I guess you do…well we’re meeting for dinner in a couple of hours so come into the bedroom with me for a few minutes and we can discuss things and, Kitty…”

My step sibling smiled dryly at her as if they were friends suddenly and, by some act of perversity or providence, they impossibly had an understanding!

“…Go and have a soak, Darling and get ready for dinner...”

My step sister then walked to the bathroom leaving an obvious trail of her clothes on the floor for me to pick up, tidy and clean as necessary as if that was my duty or obligation now. 

However I did so and when they were in place, or in the wash, went into my dissolute but exquisite girl who was lying naked on the bed with her tempting thighs far apart, displaying white crust on her wispy, blonde curls of pubic hair.

She stared at me with her divine, blue globes as she tormented me with deadly purpose.

“…I suppose you don’t want to pleasure or serve me anymore, Spencer as I have been so terrible and unkind to you…?”

Without doubt my muse looked irresistible to me and my plans of revenge or the removal of my services seemed to dissipate like the heat of the sun on the lower valleys and I folded completely in my desire for her.

“I’m OK, Paris!”

She sighed unhappily.

“That sounds so unenthusiastic…so we can leave it if you want.”

Her criticism of my demeanour was cutting and I was increasingly desperate to keep in her good books and perform further unspeakable act for her.

“No please…please, Paris I want to…let me…please…I’m sorry!”

She chuckled dryly.

“You should be…if you’re unhappy then…you can stop…you don’t have to do this.”

I had to now swallow all of my dignity as I bent my head and actually begged her.

“No, I understand…I was jealous…but I’m OK now!”

Paris was increasingly prickly with me.

“I might give you another chance…but change your attitude, Spencer…I told you how it was going to be…now, take your clothes off!”

I stripped instantly and she noticed my stained knickers and smiled dryly.

“You, Dirty Boy…you get a kick out of this…as I thought… so…bring me off, Spencer…I need it…clean me… it was so disgusting today…fucking gross!”

Like a base animal my mouth fell onto the slimy folds and licked then sucked her slavishly as she recalled Carl’s and Franco’s short, quick, rutting of her in the tiny, freezing hut on the dark side of the mountain. 

The men had taken My Girl then used her most disgustingly for their own selfish pleasure and in some way both Paris and I depravedly, dually embraced her disgrace and debauchery.

Her body and mind came quickly under my tongue while I spent myself yet again into the panties around me as she did so.

It seemed we were both becoming lost in our own way, and in our separate but linked worlds of sordid desires and needs.

Paris went to bathe and dress; I ensured that the clothes for both her and my step sibling were selected then left out for them and their evening exploits. 

Then I helped both of the gorgeous women as they wished and requested, to clean, dry, dress or tidy until eventually we were all ready to depart.

The girls looked divine in tight, dark trousers, sweaters and fine lingerie below and we walked to the nearby restaurant like a true, if not privately, unusual and disjointed family.   

Within an hour we were with company - but thankfully without Carl of Franco - eating Raclette and wine and as the alcohol hit us everyone started to relax; Bruno was obnoxious and superior as always, but friendly in his own way and I tried to ignore how the women feted or fawned over him. 

I had to tell myself all the time that we were leaving soon and he, and all of this, was purely a transient situation after all; Paris was close beside him at all times while Kitty squeezed his arms and shoulders as they touched or teased him relentlessly. 

We feasted then drank, I paid the bill and we merrily drifted into the busy bar where we had gone to the first night. 

The girls quickly began to dance, I went to buy some drinks and when I returned to our table I noticed that the girls, along with Bruno, were conversing with a mature man in a bright red, ski suit who was leaning, casually back against the wall. 

He was somehow noticeable and striking and seemed to carry an air of age and worldly experience about him.

Ss the evening progressed danced with my Paris and eventually he came back with her to join us around the cramped, small, seating area. 

My girlfriend introduced us and I shook his hand then instantly winced at the strength of his firm, steely grip.

It turned out that this man’s name was Marco; he was in charge of the ski school and had been Bruno’s mentor and teacher for many years. 

He was probably older than my father, but was taller, looked much younger and was incredibly lithe and fit due no doubt to his lifestyle and profession. 

His short, black hair had flecks of grey while his dark eyes were clear and strong and he had a noticeable almost overwhelming aura of charisma and authority. 

Paris began to chat to him, constantly staring into his deep, inky eyes and soon they returned to the dance floor and became entwined around each other. 

As the evening drew to an end I knew things were back into a more normal rhythm, that her pants were wet again and I was longing to return to the house and see them. 

However, unusually, my fiancé disappeared for 20 minutes and when she returned, was flushed red and sat close beside me and whispered urgently in my ear.

“I think I should let, Kitty, have Bruno to herself tonight, Darling?”

My stupid face showed that I was relieved; perhaps I had been correct and things were returning to the intimacy of just the two of us?

I spoke rapidly in confirmation; finally we were on the same page!

“I agree, Paris.”

Understandably I was so grateful and was prepared to forgive her completely if only we could find our way back to some sort of normality.

Suddenly the stranger she had been dancing with sat down heavily beside us, and seemed to take command of our whole environment as he sighed then spoke purposefully.

“You have told him, Paris?”

My still, future wife smiled, took his hand gently and blushed scarlet like a sweet schoolgirl.

“No, not yet, Marco….”

She slid beside him, put her delicate fingers on his muscular thigh and pressed his strong flesh as if they were already more than friends; her smile was gushing and immediately I felt very uncomfortable again.

“…You are so forceful, Marco…!” 

He stroked her long silken mane and drew her mouth to his and to my distress their lips kissed lightly, right in front of me.

The man took firm hold of her golden hair as his tongue played with hers; she tensed to his urgent touch before his rasping voice spoke in frustration and impatience 

“Just cut to the chase, Paris…men like your husband need to be told and managed while…”

He hardly drew breath as he menacingly insulted her.

“….Dirty, Young Girls like you need to be mastered and educated…”

He chuckled with evil purpose.

“…Would you like me to take charge?”

Her tongue withdrew from his mouth and licked his lips seductively.

“Please, Marco…I don’t find it easy… please tell my fiancé how things are to be; I would be so very grateful.”

He smiled then turned to me coolly.

“Spencer, you and Paris are coming back to my house for a while. Bruno is like a son to me and he needs some space to give, Kitty a good time...don’t you agree?”

It seemed sensible and such a sensible arrangement happily took My Girl away from this man’s lustful grasp.

“I suppose so…but…”

He smiled and cut me short.

“Good it is agreed.”

Paris took his huge, calloused hands.

“One more dance, Marco…please.”

He raised his arms in a theatrical, expansive gesture and they returned to the darkness and music where they entwined rhythmically and closely; her hands on his stocky strong legs and his, on her perfect, pert and shapely ass. 

Paris pressed against him and rubbed her prurient, sexual mound shamefully on his rigid flesh like a filthy, wanton, Bitch in heat. 

Kitty and Bruno were leaving, waved goodbye and my beauteous step sibling smiled at me sadly, in a strange but meaningful way; I simply blinked in trepidation, as I was sure she knew something I did not!

Paris and her aged dance partner returned and Marco placed his arm around her tight waist, led her out from the bar and I followed their firm, tight bottoms until eventually we were all inside this overbearing man’s apartment. 

It was in the most expensive part of town, not far from Kitty’s chalet, and it was simply but tastefully furnished. 

We sat on the white settee and I whispered to Paris whilst Marco went to get us a drink.

“Don’t give him too much of the wrong idea, Sweetheart…I mean lead him on by all means…but…”

I was still so utterly puerile and naive.

“…When do we go home?”

Her pale incredible eyes looked at me innocently and sweetly in surprise then replied, without even a trace of concern for my hurt feelings or lurching emotions.

“It will be in the morning for me, Darling…and you…I’ve already given him a blow job in the toilets…so I’m afraid it’s a done deal…!”

Paris flicked my lips with her tongue and my mouth could taste his sperm on her and I sat back in shock; I felt that I had been slapped while she just giggled as if she had lost her luscious mind.

“…I did tell you, Darling…this is how it is… and as you have witnessed! Marco is a real Bull, a stud of a man...I’m a bit nervous of him…but excited.”

I went to talk some sense to her or argue.

“But…I thought?”

Her palm was raised in obvious instruction for my compliance as she began to look increasingly frustrated and angry.

“Don’t go through this every time, Spencer…I’ve told you over and over…and especially after today…I realise I am young and have a taste for men and…adventure…”

Her blonde eyebrows raised upwards in challenge that I did not wish to meet! 

“…Now, accept what is going on as I know you enjoy this really! Do not dare to show me up…ever… with any man I have decided I want! Do you understand?”

Her voice had a bitter, sharp edge to it and I blinked in anxiety and fear of her then nodded my head in submission as if I had no options or choices remaining.

Marco returned with brandy for everyone and he sat close beside, Paris who slipped her hand between his thighs and rested it on his noticeably, growing bulge. 

As his lips drew the copper liquid his eyes seemed to darken then stare as he chuckled lowly and began to address me in coarse, humbling and embarrassing terms.

“Bruno, told me he fucked both… your lovely, Paris and Kitty…?”

His amusement became a loud rasping laugh while I simply bowed my head in abject humiliation.

“…Bravo, eh…I have taught him well…!”

As I watched his long fingers and hands began to stroke My Girl’s full, covered breasts as her breath murmured responsively to his touch.

“…But I hear this Bad Girl has further needs from my other staff…”

His reference was undoubtedly to the antics of the afternoon and I saw Paris flush in shame or was it secretly some pride at her depravity.

“…This, Bitch needs a real man to tame and master her… it is not a job for a mere Boy…!”

He stood her up, ceremoniously unclipped her trousers and peeled them off her to reveal her new, beige, silk, boy-short, knickers. 

“…You buy her lingerie for another man to have pleasure…that is so good and European of you, Spencer…your fiancé needs to be fulfilled….all women do!”

He placed his hands on her bottom pulled her towards him and kissed her scented and covered pure, sweet pussy and vaginal line that was visible through the sheer material.

Paris groaned then only replied with a gasp of apparently helpless excitement.

“He bought me a beautiful, brown negligee as well, Marco.”

This Monster then sat back a little as if in thought.

“Did he? Would you like to wear it for me, Paris? I would like you to…!”

She nodded eagerly and the man’s cool, black eyes addressed me intentely.

“…I desire to see her in the luxurious clothing, Spencer…go and bring the outfit here.”

My heart desperately wanted or craved to object and to find the pluck, fire or bravery to stand up for myself but I recalled the threats, Paris had made to me and further to this fact, there was something authoritative in this Bastard’s tone that made me want to obey him. 

Therefore meekly and obediently my feet ran into the cold night to Kitty’s chalet, grabbed the finery I had recently purchased, while somehow ignoring the disturbing groans of ecstasy coming from the main bedroom from my perverted step sibling and the horrible Bruno.

When I returned, Paris was on the settee in just her beige knickers as the man sat beside her, stoked and played with all of her nearly naked body, gently and exceedingly expertly as she whimpered constantly in womanly joy.

I could clearly see from her bright face she was ecstatic and her thin, pink nipples were hard like solid pieces of rubber as his fingers teased then caressed her petite but plump breasts. 

Marco spoke to me sharply when I came into his vision.

“Hold it up, let me see…”

I raised the short, chocolate gown and panties in my fingers and he smiled broadly in pleasure and anticipation of Paris wearing such an evocative item for him.

“…Very pretty…now dress her for me…please…”

He left the room for a moment; my fiancé rose up, slipped her underwear off and stood proudly naked before me without a stitch on her delectable, delicious form.

She held her small foot out and I pulled the fine, sensual knickers over her ankles and drew them up around her thin, bald crack that was already reeking of the strong, feminine aroma of her degenerate arousal

I placed the top over her head until it drifted lightly around her, finishing and falling just above her shapely hips and around her gorgeous body.

She threw her flowing hair back until it glimmered in the light then shook her hips seductively in her agitation and looked stunningly beautiful; I was in awe as I always had been from the first moment I saw her.

Marco came out of the bedroom; he was now concerningly naked and I could see his impressive, muscular body made firm and hard like the very rocks from a lifetime on the merciless mountains.

He was undeniably stocky and strong, a real old bear of a man and unquestionably he commanded respect and unspoken admiration

I could see that his penis was mercifully, not yet erect, but it sat limply in thick, black hair and I knew that it was just waiting patiently, like a poisonous snake about to uncoil and bite my girlfriend.

“…Come here, Paris…please…”

She almost ran to him and, without invitation, he placed his fingers in her knickers and she just let him as if she had no resistance or will; then weakly melted into his arms as her soft voice cried out in reaction to his sensual, experienced touch.

His hand took hers then led her to the bedroom he had just come from and, after some muffled sounds, there was no sound and worryingly all was deathly quiet. 

Marco came out and looked at me, then spoke with devastating command. 

“…You are a Cuckold, Spencer…a man that enjoys seeing his woman taken and fucked…so you need to take your role…”

I wanted to hit him but he was so…intimidating, frightening and much bigger than I was so I kept silent.

“…Now take your clothes off and put your wife’s panties on…please…”

His arm and finger pointed to them.

“... The ones on the floor!”

So desperately I wanted to deny him and refuse but my head and mind seemed past any point of complaint and made hardly even a token response.

“But…but…but….”

This Demon of a male was firm, diabolical and resolute.

“Don’t argue, Cuckold; do it now or I will put you over my knee and beat you until you comply and… call me, Sir. I am in charge here and will have no debate in these intimate and urgent matters!” 

My eyes stared at him in fear before I stripped, took off the white panties I was already wearing and put on the beige knickers my wife had discarded; I then stood before him, feeling utterly powerless, lost and helpless as I simpered.

“Is this OK, Sir?” 

His lips twisted into a wry laugh.

I could feel Paris’s moisture on the underwear and it made me hard as Marco looked at me severely as if somehow understanding my mercurial head which was quite a feat as even I could not comprehend my disgraceful actions!

“Good, now come with me and you will learn, Spencer; you will take instruction and remember that I have complete control…!”

I was breathless as he continued.

“… If you say a word out of place or show me the slightest disrespect I will beat you. Is that clear, Cuckold?”

I blinked at him in genuine terror and horror as if I had no discernible spirit or resolve of my own any more.

“Yes, Sir!”

Finally he seemed content with my obedience and complicity and I walked behind him as he led me into the bedroom where I instantly gasped in disbelief and absolute shock.

My lovely, innocent, Paris was kneeling on the low bed; her ankles were chained and her hands tied tightly behind her back. 

She had a red ball gag in her mouth, her new, silk negligee was bunched over her back and her delicate panties were at her knees, leaving her ass and pussy open and available as this Brute made his further demands of me.

“Please lick your woman’s ass hole for me, Spencer, very wet so I can fuck it…”

It was too much and I went to stop this madness and confront him but he clipped me hard on my ear making me unbalanced on my feet and sending me backwards.

“…Your, Paris is happy and content to be my Whore, now do it! Or you will suffer!”

He raised his hand again, and in true fright and alarm I cowered down from him and spoke timidly and weakly.

“Yes, Sir.”

Compliantly I bent behind, Paris, placed my tongue at her crack and anal entrance and could literally feel and almost literally taste how horny and helpless she was as she wriggled to my touch, until eventually I let my oral wetness enter her brown, puckered, anal cavity. 

My mouth salivated then licked it more as she groaned then grumbled to my sodden caress and soon my tongue was ever more intrusively inside her most virginal space, kissing her tight passage, as if it was my first girlfriend. 

Unfortunately I was excited as my cock was hard while I saw, then obviously felt, my wonderful but unfaithful girl begin to writhe in fear and anticipation of what was unavoidably in store for her. 

Marco, eventually pulled me back; he now had an erection that was huge, thick, pulsating and powerful and he took his place behind my bound and captured, Paris.

I watched in anguish as slowly, without conversation or prevarication, he began to push his flesh inside her rectum; each centimetre making her groan, grimace then gasp helplessly and although there was initially some resistance, it was soon halfway inside her. 

She squealed and grunted softly, as her sounds were masked by the gag and her body then shook like a dog; but she was tethered indeed like an animal and soon his dirty cock was fully and dominantly embedded, most cruelly and deeply inside her. 

He smiled in some perverse satisfaction, grabbed her hips with his strong, brutal hands and began to fuck her! 

It wasn’t an ordinary taking or sexual conquest and act, it was undeniably measured and controlled.

The masculine strokes were hard, long and wicked; forcing my Paris to cry out to the heavens like a worthless, squealing pig to each foul, dominant movement as she was so disturbingly abused and taken.

Marco was in no rush or hurry as he spent the next half hour showing us both his energy and authority until finally his motion became more urgent; his athletic body tensed and his mouth emitted a low moan showing me that he had depravedly come to his squalid, sexual heaven and glory.

He groaned softly, withdrew from her and she went limp, still unable to move and without release or instruction and to my eternal dishonour, as the sperm leaked from her, I bent my head and began to lick and lap it all up! 

Marco took a break and some wine as he observed me then stood once more disgustingly over her available bottom.

To my ongoing disquiet he became erect again, repeated the pattern of penetration in her rear vagina; fucking her endlessly like a mindless servant before letting me clean up a further time.

When he had finished my lovely, Paris was released from her confinement or bondage and she fell into his arms in traumatised, nervous exhaustion.

Understandably I wondered how she would react to his degrading, disrespectful treatment of her as his deep voice whispered to her coolly or even kindly.

As if she was stupid enough to fall for a ploy like that!

“Are you OK, Paris?”

To my complete incredulity and amazement she looked at him lovingly then gasped.

“Marco… Marco…Marco!” 

She kneeled down and took his seeping cock in her mouth as if it was the most delicious, wondrous delicacy she had ever tasted.

“That was so wonderful, Marco…thank you.”

He stroked her silky, blonde hair and smiled at me with knowledge that was so far beyond my capacity to fathom or comprehend.

“As you can see, Spencer… your pretty partner is a Whore and you are a Cuckold; a Fag, so get used to this…because your Dirty Fiancé is lost to you now!”

As if to prove his point, Paris suckled his soft, penile flesh enthusiastically as he toyed grubbily with her ass and all her slimy crevices; he did not stop screwing or playing with her, in every possible deviant and degrading way, until the early morning. 

Eventually and thankfully the visual torment ended and we walked home together to Kitty’s chalet in the cold, clean, bright air of the dawn.

We strolled or more realistically staggered in silence each lost in our own thoughts and I realised that although the physical spectacle had ceased, the mental nightmare would remain with me forever.

How could my head ever come to terms with what I had just endured?

When we arrived, my perky step sister was making coffee, as Bruno had just left for the slopes and the two young women laughed and smiled at each other as if they were both Best Forever Friends and simply having a wonderfully, not so innocent, good time.

It was all beyond my ability to take on board.

Paris showered quickly and soon we were all sitting around the table and looking at each other as if waiting for someone to speak until finally, Kitty did.

“Did you have fun, Spencer?”

I was unbalanced still, and replied in sarcasm.

“I thought I was only a Slave now?”

She laughed devilishly.

“No, that’s just when we play the occasional sex game as I said before…we all like it…but in the real world your still my Soppy, Silly, Step Brother!”

I felt better strangely and thought introspectively for a long minute or two.

“I’m not sure, Kitty…”

That could have been enough of a confession but given what we had shared and suffered together I strangely wanted to unburden myself further.

“…I don’t know….maybe…I’ve been fighting my submissive side for such a long time…maybe I did…I don’t know…and perhaps I have to accept things?”

Paris was intrigued.

“Accept what?” 

I spoke sadly.

“That you will occasionally be with other men; Kitty is a grown, sexually independent woman…and…”

She pressed me.

“And…what…Darling?”

I fell into silence but she did not let me wriggle off the hook I was caught on; causing me to admit such unpalatable and impossible truths.

“I enjoy watching and serving you both as you wish me to.”

My fiancé smiled dryly.

“And?”

I continued as if I was grateful to enter the release of admission and get all my weighty, confused emotions off my chest.

“Dressing you…cleaning you…wearing your underwear….all of it!”

My step sibling giggled at my confession.

“Oooh, Spencer that’s so brave …to admit it…like that…it makes things so much easier when you can handle that you are just a Perverted, Little Faggot when it comes to sex!

In spite of what I had admitted to I privately still felt noxious and humiliated by the blunt words spoken so precisely, but Kitty ignored me and spoke enquiringly to my deviant partner. 

“How was Marco, then?”

Paris smiled and beamed like a headlight in contented delight that made my stomach wrench then twist wildly and finally turn over.

“Unbelievable…he tied me up… put a gag in my mouth, fucked…my ass! And…”

I closed my eyes and wanted the white, icy ground to swallow then bury me again completely and for my soul and body to stay there forever.

“…I loved it!”

Kitty blushed crimson at such a crude, foul, disgusting declaration.

“You are such a Tramp, Paris!”

They both howled in their weird, lurid, female world and glee and it was clear they were suddenly comrades and friends, while I just shifted uneasily and became a little withdrawn as the girls babbled on.

We were leaving at midday and as the minute of our escape from this madhouse drew nearer I was thankful.

Slowly and determinedly my head began to reassess the situation in relative peace, and I swiftly decided I wasn’t truly the man I had just so weakly admitted to.

Without a shadow of a doubt this was just a weird or wacky weekend and shortly it would be behind us and life could return to normality for us all; especially both Paris and me!

To my embarrassment Marco, Bruno, Carl, Franco and Kitty all came to wave us off in the taxi on our departure; it was hard to look at the men in the cold light of day knowing they had all taken and fucked my future wife so openly.

I was polite however and shook their hands, as disconcertingly, Paris kissed each of them fully on the lips; she was undoubtedly such a Selfish, Shallow, Faithless Bitch!  

Kitty gave me a hug and I responded with warmth; weirdly I realised that somehow, through all of this lunacy, we had become closer and understood each other far more than we had before I had arrived.

But finally the car moved, the mountains were suddenly behind us and the possibility of a return to our former existence and routine raised its attractive and positive head again.

Paris stroked my leg and spoke softly to me.

“I have something to tell you, Spencer.”

We were quickly descending from the heights on the winding, narrow roads and I felt lightheaded for many disconcerting reasons.

“What, Darling?”

She inhaled and smiled in genuine pleasure; obviously unconcerned at the deep heartfelt distress her words would cause me.

“Marco has asked me back in a fortnight for the weekend and…I’ve accepted!”

My stomach immediately became leaden again.

“Oh…oh!”

Ignoring my patent unhappiness she continued gaily. 

“He has invited you as well, Darling but it’s up to you if you want to come…he says you have a lot more to endure if you are to be my perfect companion…and true, Cuckold partner”

My mind felt queasy…how could I possibly tolerate or bear such a reality? 

I spoke in desperation only wishing for her to be sensible.

“I can’t, Paris…it’s so upsetting and demeaning for me.”

She shrugged her delicate, slender shoulders.

“I understand, Darling…but then things will have to permanently change between us!”

We left the resort, drifted into silence and as we reached the airport our depraved adventure in the arctic mountains was suddenly history; but it was not the past for, as my Paris warned me, things between us quickly unravelled and altered completely and utterly.

I could obviously not now consent to my new place and role in her life and almost instantly we lost our previous, easy ability to communicate with each other.

She was however, set determined on her new way of libidinous and sexual exploration, as I was equally unwavering in my denial and refusal of my agreement or blessing, for her to do so.

The unfortunate truth was that my now ex-fiancé, as I could not see a future for us, had undeniably loved the sordid sex of the weekend. 

She had undeniably revelled in subjugating herself, especially to Marco, with all her body and soul and was desperate to return to him as soon as she could.

I was in a hopeless position and realised that I would have to consent to her promiscuity and the divisive situation or we would have to split up.

The decision was taken out of my hands however as upon our return she instantly began dating my stocky, swarthy best friend from college and by the following day everyone knew that he had fucked her most foully. 

So sadly but inevitably, I left our relationship behind me and tried to carry on without, Paris, but in spite of my efforts my troubled mind always thought of her and clearly recalled the lurid events of our recent indecent exploits in the snowy, Italian hills and valleys.

The memories haunted me and were always worse in the quiet and loneliness of night-time when I became endlessly hard to the sullied recollections, then played with my penis and ejaculated most shamefully into my pyjamas in the silent privacy of my bedroom at home.

Undoubtedly I was in purgatory and could not escape, but would not give in to Paris’s expectation of me as a subservient Cuckold; it would have been far too much for me to endure or carry!

However, seemingly before I blinked, it had been nearly a fortnight since we left the ski resort; I had hardly seen Paris at all and by all accounts her fling with my best friend was over.

It seemed that she had only encouraged the affair, as if just to show me her dominant position in our partnership or possible future together and, as I well knew, she had no real love or interest in him! 

As I wandered through the local shopping centre and my favourite lingerie shop, as I frequently did, I saw a wonderful set of pale blue, stockings, pants, with a divine wrap and a slip and for some bizarre reason I bought them, almost instinctively and without thinking. 

When I got home, I pondered and mused about almost nothing for a while then took my car and exquisitely wrapped present to Paris’s house a mile away, and to my joy she personally opened the door and smiled at me.

“Hi Spencer…you OK?”

I was flustered and replied softly.

“Can we talk?”

Her head moved up and down slowly.

“OK but I’m sorting my clothes for my trip!”

I spoke only in compulsion and instinct.

“Can I help?”

Her pale eyes stared at me in evolving but cautious comprehension.

“If you say please, Spencer!”

She always made me suffer but undoubtedly it was theatre we both enjoyed.

“Please, Paris…please…I have missed you!” 

She led me upstairs to her pretty, pink room and looked divine in her tight, blue jeans and cropped red top; I had never been to her inner space before and I was delighted and excited to be unexpectedly trusted like this.

Her small, white case was on the bed and she began to pass me items for her coming weekend away; her clothes and finery danced on my fingertips until finally the packing was all but nearly complete. 

I then placed my parcel of the luxurious outfit I had just purchased neatly in crepe paper on the very top as she smiled, opened it excitedly then carefully and cooed at me when she saw my generous gift.

“Oh how divine, Spencer put it in the case to take with…Marco will like that!”

She could see the pain and desire in my eyes but I neatly laid out the thin pants and fine lace in with her other items and thought about her lover, the degrading sex, Paris would be having and began to get agitated, aroused and horribly, discomfortingly erect. 

I groaned to myself in my turgid hell and finally was forced to fully acknowledge and realise that I wasn’t just packing for her, but for us!

Paris clearly recognised my turmoil and picked up the fine outfit that I had chosen, bought and provided, in her fingertips; she smiled at me for the first time for nearly two weeks and it was as if the sun had finally emerged from behind the dark, grey, storm clouds.

“This is truly beautiful, Spencer.”

My anxious eyes looked up at her.

“I thought it would be nice for… your weekend, Paris?”

She stared at me in understanding and I suddenly could not fight to contain my overwhelming desires any longer; I spoke to her sadly and deeply from my soul.

“Forgive me, Darling, I have been jealous and stupid…let me come with you…please.”

She stared at me as if thinking and considering her position then stood demandingly; with her hands so strongly and powerfully on her perfect, delectable hips.

“You know what will happen, Spencer…?”

My head nodded as I did see that uncomfortable future for certain.

“…I have been reading up on men that serve their wives…they often call them, Miss…for respect…I would quite like that!”

I murmured to her as if we were together again.

“Yes, Miss.”

Her pretty face laughed and she unclipped her jeans and belt then lowered her trousers to her knees to show me her tiny, pale, pink thong with white hearts on the crotch, covering her most special, delicious place.

“Can you serve me, Spencer? If you agree then I will consider you again…but I require absolute obedience and submission…!”

I dropped to my knees, placed my head to her sexual centre and kissed her covered mound as if it was something venerable and of true worship; while she inhaled in pure pleasure then spoke excitedly but most specifically to me.

“…This is not for you, except for you to lick and clean, Darling; if you wish us to remain together then you must recognise and understand what your life will be...”

She drew the material back to reveal her perfect folds of delicious, sexual flesh and my mouth was dancing and salivating in desire to please her, as her hand stroked my fair hair condescendingly and very gently.

“….If you kiss me now and love me, then you will consent to your new life and everything that follows; your only purpose will be to do my bidding and accede to my wishes and authority at all times, Darling.”

Her thighs parted a little allowing the creases of her womanly sliver to beckon me alluringly and invitingly; she stroked then patted my head gently as if I was her favourite pet while I whimpered as though this fantasy was true.

“I understand and agree, Paris…please give me a chance…I will do your bidding and be in your service.”

Her voice was so gentle and inviting.

“Then lick and serve me, Spencer and you will be mine forever…”

I pulled back somewhat as if to think and stared at her wondrous sexuality as if it was an undiscovered, unknown treasure.

She opened her thighs fractionally further and her finger slid along her pink wetness to show me how divine it was, as if I had already forgotten!

“…Either, devote yourself to it and my rule or leave, Darling… this is your last chance!” 

In that fateful second my spirit had no resistance remaining to her rule or authority as my mouth went reflexively to her irresistible slit and wetness.

As my tongue tasted her once again, instantly I knew that loving and serving her in this way was my place in the world and would never question it again.

I painfully understood that I loved and adored my future wife, and unfortunately the degenerate existence we had always shared even from the very tentative beginnings.

It seemed our recent experience was just another inevitable journey we were bound to take; what we had experienced over that fateful weekend on the slopes was just a further development and step along the lurid, perverse, increasingly widening road we had travelled for so many years.

I sensed my wonderful girl reacting to my veneration of her slim, slimy folds of most female sexuality and I revelled once again in the thrill of arousing and pleasuring her.

My mind felt contented and my emotions were heightened as I sensed almost her spirit and life essence on my tongue; she was undoubtedly nearing her climax causing me to have a profound, insightful realisation as she did so.

It was as if our relationship and very destiny or future together had been at the top of that mountain just a few days previously; it had only taken as small, downward push, to start perpetual motion that seemingly had its own energy and ultimate destination.

Our fate now was undeniable, inevitable, unavoidable, inescapable and irreversible!

We had traversed a truly treacherous, icy, precarious, treacherous slope, but once we had begun the downward spiral and journey we knew for definite and certain there was no way back for either of us     

Therefore this forthcoming further, wicked weekend would truly and more honestly be the real start or beginning of our true relationship and inevitably, the rest of our inevitable future and married lives together. 

I mean…in spite of my ongoing suffering and humiliation I could and would accept my future, as who could be strong enough to ever walk away from or give up such a perfect, beautiful and delicious girl like my enigmatic, Paris?

Not me for sure…and given what I have disclosed and revealed about her… could you?

The End
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