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FAMILY VALUES

Louise had always been such a family favourite, and so it was only natural that when her guardian started to spend so much time abroad for his work, that the Truppshaws would take her in and look after her. After all, old man Truppshaw and the girl’s guardian, the Rev. Elijah Smallwood, were, after all, on the very best of terms, and Louise had felt like a family member for years.

So when the nearby rectory closed, and the Rev departed to where he might do good works Louise moved into the Truppshaw home, to the delight of them all, for she was such a shy, winsome girl. Quite apart from the way the girl’s sunny, sweet disposition lit up the house, for Horace Truppshaw she was the daughter he never had. For Marion, his wife, very much the same thing could be said. For Oliver, the son, she was simply a dream come true.

It was settled thing amongst them all, that Louise and Oliver were absolutely meant for each other. They made such a perfect couple. For the Truppshaws, all was for the best in their best of all possible worlds.

Which is why Charmaigne came less as a mere shock, more of an Earthquake.

The family were all committed members of the church and took their responsibilities seriously. According to the Reverend Smallwood, actions spoke louder than words, and what practical assistance a Christian rendered to the less fortunate was where ‘the rubber hit the road’. All the Truppshaws therefore, regularly went into the more deprived areas of town, and did voluntary work, mostly at the drop in centres. They enjoyed the work, and it helped them to feel good about themselves in the process. But it never entered their heads that there could be any danger in doing so.

You see, it was quite all right for them to enter the trashy, ignorant districts and do their charitable works, but it was certainly not all right for one of the trashy, uneducated people to come into their sphere. Not right at all.

Charmaigne was their worst nightmare in this respect.

It wasn’t just her grossly overdone, slutty makeup, the bleached blonde hair, and horrible tattoos, it was the clothing that left little or nothing to the imagination. She was all exposed legs and breasts. And not to mention that harsh, common laugh that struck a discordant note so jarring it could have shattered glass.

The Truppshaws, the old man and his wife, just exchanged concerned glances when Oliver presented this vision to them with the ominous words, “This is my girlfriend, Charmaingne.” He did have the good grace to look uncomfortable, if not downright ashamed.

The parental faces froze in a stiff mask, and especially Louise who looked quietly heartbroken. But she alone mustered the words, “So pleased to meet you, Charmaigne. Charmed I’m sure. Won’t you sit down?

The girl in question was apparently too ignorant to appreciate their concern. If anything, she seemed to be actually enjoying their distress and made no effort to be extra courteous or polite for their benefit.

“Nice place,” she commented at one point, with a smirk.

The old man had a terrible start at that. Oliver was, of course, going to inherit. Did this....this...trollop think that she was going to get her claws into the family money? He felt the anger building inside at the very thought.

Now that the old man thought about it, he had noticed a change in his son over the past couple of weeks. He hadn’t seemed his usual ebullient self, and the high tinkly laugh of his had hardly been heard at all. His waistline seemed to be expanding a little too, which was very worrying as his son had always looked so athletic. He looked at Louise. Had she noticed it, too? The poor girl hardly knew where to look, and it was only her excellent breeding that allowed her to maintain her composure. He was proud of that, and his own part in it especially. She was going to make such a wonderful daughter-in-law once this little freak was disposed of.

He shuddered as the couple sat down in the elegant lounge, Charmaigne keeping possessively close to his son on the sofa. Although they were of a similar height, the girl seemed to have a much more significant presence. She seemed to suck up all the sir in the room. Suddenly he felt quite claustrophobic.

Horace Truppshaw didn't really want to listen to her, but the girl's voice burgled its way into his attention. “Oh, ta very much!” She was saying as she took a dainty cup of tea with he thought an unbecoming send of entitlement, and then and helped herself to the lemon cake his wife had only just made. He presumed that his son had made her acquaintance at one of the drop-in centres in town that the family were always helping out at. He wondered if she were one of these drug addicts.

In fact, Charmaingne had only recently moved into the area. She had been hard to miss. Oliver had stared, along with every other male in the place as he was handing out flyers for the church. He just couldn’t help himself. She was like a being from another galaxy.

And Charmaigne had noticed something in his look that interested her. Most of the others were hard, calculating stares, which had their own energy and possibilities, but in Oliver’s eyes, she had seen something more. She had seen fear. That intrigued her, and she had – just had - to know more.

Much more.

She enjoyed the way in which her overtly and obvious sexuality made him uncomfortable.

When Oliver went into the Disabled loo in the drop-in centre with the others being occupied, she quietly followed him in and shut the door behind her.

He tried to get out at once, but she put her weight on the door and giggled as he struggled to move her aside without touching any intimate or sexualised part of her anatomy.

“W-what are you doing?”

“Scared?” she sneered.

“What?”

“Every other boy in that room would give their eye-teeth to be here with me.”

“Do you think anyone saw you?” asked Oliver, desperately, his face reddening.

‘Maybe they did, maybe they didn’t,” she replied, smiling and folding her arms across her middle. “But they’re certainly gonna notice when I come out and tell everyone ‘ow you shagged me in the disabled toilet.”

“What?”

“Goody-goody Truppshaw takin’ advantage of a vulnerable, disadvantaged girl at a drop-in. That’s not gonna look so good, is it?” her face, which might have been pretty if she would let it, twisted into a sneer.

She laughed at Oliver’s horrified expression.

“Please,” said Oliver, “this is stupid. Let’s just get out. What are you thinking of? People will be wondering where I am.”

“Oh, I don’t think anyone’ll be missing ya quite yet,” she said, with a disdainful sniff. “I suppose I could be convinced to let ya go.”

Oliver’s expression lost some of its disbelief, and an altogether more knowing look came over him. A calmer look.

“All right,” he said, suddenly the master of the situation, “Okay, how much? Quickly!”

But she stepped closer to him, making him draw back.

“No one will be wonderin’, moron,” she said. “Don’t shit your pants.”

She stared at him intently, her eyes narrowing suddenly.

“What did you come in here for?” she asked.

“What?” He asked, stupidly.

“Number one or number fuckin’ two, idiot! Did you come for a piss or a shit,” she snapped.

“Oh,” he mumbled, frowning, “I, er, number two.”

“Well,” she said, with a beaming smile, “there’s an easy way for you to escape from this with your precious reputation intact.”

“There is?” asked Oliver, in a trembling voice.

“I’ll walk straight out of here and leave you to come out a bit later. No one will know, if you do what I say. Something really easy and simple. Even you can do it.”

“What’s that?”

She giggled at that. He looked so scared.

“All I want you to do is take a dump, silly,” she said, “so sit on the bog and do it.”

“What? W-with you w-watching??”

“Of course, idiot. Why not? Now, the quicker you get it done the quicker you can get out of here.”

He looked up at her desperately for a moment, disbelief, anger, despair all chasing themselves across his face. She watched with every appearance of enjoying his humiliation.

Seeing absolutely no indication of pity or mercy in her icy blue eyes, he whimpered a little and fumbled with his belt.

“No!” she rapped out. “I said take a dump, I didn’t say anything about taking off our fucking trousers.”

He looked at her in terror-stricken disbelief.

“Whaaaat???!! No!!!”

She laughed, a throaty, evil sound that made his blood run cold.

“Shit your pants for me, or we both know what will happen, won’t we? What are they going to say in church? What will Daddy say? Mmm?”

“NOOOOOO!!!!!”

“Standing up there handing out fucking charity like you're Lord Fucking Muck! Like butter wouldn’t melt!”

She pushed him down on the lavatory seat in the middle of the disabled cubicle.

“Now, PUSH!!”

He quailed at her icy, penetrating stare and in truth, he didn’t have to push. He had been desperate to go when he came in, and all he had to do was let it happen, which he did with a strange, keening, whimpering cry.

Charmaigne laughed and clapped her hands.

“All done, cretin? Let’s see shall we?”

She made him stand up and take down his trousers. The bulge was clearly visible in his Y fronts.

“Good job you weren’t wearing boxer shorts,” she observed, “now take them down a bit too. Just so I can see.”

He complied, with tears streaming down his face.

“Ewwwww!” She said, pinching her nose, “What a horrible stinky mess!”

He burst into tears at that.

“Hold still!” she rapped, as she took several pictures on her phone. He heard the sound of the virtual shutter snapping and groaned.

She regarded him coolly for a moment, then stepped forward and grabbed his hair, making him look at her.

He yelped as his head jerked up.

“You’re fucking loving this, aren’t you, wanker ?”

“No!”

“Oh, I think you are….”

She grabbed his penis and slowly kneaded it in her hand, bringing him swiftly into hardness.

“Nooo!!”

“Yes,” she whispered. “You want it. Smell that shit. Breathe it in.”

“Noooo!”

“Yes, smell it. Smell your surrender to me. Your utter surrender.”

He looked up into her hungry, hypnotic eyes and suddenly came powerfully in wrenching jerks.

“There,” she said, laughing, “that didn’t take long, did it?”

Oliver was indeed a pitiful sight now, crying with his shit-filled pants a little way down, cum streaming from his prick.

“What a state!” said Charmaigne, with mock pity. “Come on, we’d better get you cleaned up.”

He looked up at her in surprise. Was she actually going to help him? Gratefulness brought tears again, and she smiled at that. She did so love tears.

“Take those horrible pants and flush them down the lavvy. Then wash your sissy ass with water from the bowl.”

He was a little reluctant to put the pants down the lavatory bowl, but they were in such a state that he was glad to get rid of them, even if it meant a possible blockage. He sat down on the bowl, still sobbing and washed his bottom as best he could. Then he dried himself with toilet paper.

“Good,” she said. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

“Y-yes, thank you,” he said.

“Thank You, Charmaigne,” she corrected.

“Thank You, Charmaigne,’ he repeated.

“Hmmm,” she said, measuring him. “Now, you know what happens to little boys who shit their pants, don’t you?”

His eyes widened suddenly in fear.

“What?”

Charmaigne crossed to the nappy changing station, pulled down the shelf and took out one or the largest diapers in its little plastic packet.

“No!”

She giggled.

“Well, you haven’t gotten anything else to wear.”

“I’m not wearing those,” said Oliver, firmly, backing away, as she took the nappy out of its packet and opened it up.

“Aww, no one will know,” said Charmaigne, giggling again, “and you don’t want anyone to know, do you?”

“Please….” he begged. “Why are you doing this?”

“Now, little boy,” she said, with an edge of command creeping into her voice, “stand with your legs wide apart and your arms up.”

There seemed to be nothing whatever that Oliver could do but obey her. The consequences of exposure were too dire to be thought about and anyway, she was touching him so deeply, connecting with some essential need that he had spent years trying to deny, run away from. How hard he had PREYED to overcome his weakness.

Still weeping, he stood with his legs apart, and as she opened the padded nappy his prick twitched and grew.

She laughed at that and cupped him in her hand.

“Looking forward to it, i see,” she giggled.

“No,” he whimpered.

“Oh, I think you are,” she whispered, fiercely, “now……”

She worked the nappy round his crotch and groin, then pressed the Velcro fastenings firmly down around his waist, fixing it in place.

He groaned in humiliation and pleasure.

“There,” she said, “that’s better isn’t it?”

“No!”

She laughed again.

“It’s a little small for you,” she continued, but it will have to do till we get some larger ones.”

“What??”

“Well we can’t have little boys who shit themselves wearing ordinary briefs, can we?”

“I’m not wearing nappies all the time!” said Oliver, his bottom lip trembling and a little fight coming into him.

“Oh, aren’t you?”

“No!”

“Well, in that case, I’ll post those lovely pics I took of you shitting your pants, shall I?”

“NOOOOOO!!!!”

“Right, then,” said Charmaigne, with an evil titter. “Nappies every day it is.”

She crossed to the little nappy station and took three more.

“This will do till we can get proper adult incontinence ones. Now do your trousers up, sissy.”

He broke down utterly at that point and sobbed at her feet, begging her for mercy.

She smiled, and her blue eyes drank in his tears and suffering greedily.

“Hmmm, that’s such a rush,” she murmured. It was such fun to be a bitch.

“He looked up at her with a desperate appeal, his hands together as if in prayer.

“Please, please,” he begged, his pressed hands with the tips of his fingers by his trembling lips.

“Yes,” said Charmaigne, with a dry titter, “pray to me, put Your fucking hands together and PRAY.”

“Oh…” said Oliver, realising the terrible blasphemy, but his hands had come together so naturally, and being on his knees too, and she was so beautiful…”

“Come on,” she said, “say ‘Our Charmaigne, who IS fucking heaven, never mind ‘in it’.

“No…!” said Oliver, shocked.

“Yes,” said Charmaigne, giggling, “and you are going to mean every word of it, bitch. It’ll be the most sincere prayer you’ve ever said. Because it’s the bloody truth.”

Oliver looked up at her pleadingly, but it was true that she was beautiful beyond imagining, and certainly more appealing than anything he ever saw in church. He had to admit too, despite the humiliation, or maybe because of it, he was full of submissive energy that totally satisfied and exalted him with an intensity of pleasure that had taken him over completely.

“Charmaigne,” he whispered as if the words were coming from some forgotten, deep place inside him, “who IS fucking heaven…”

“That’s it,” she laughed, “carry on.”

“Hallowed be thy name.”

“Excellent!” she said, putting her hands on her hips.

“Thy Queendom come.”

“Already fucking here.”

“Thy will be done.”

“Amen to that,” she giggled.

“On earth which She makes into heaven.”

‘Yes!! Good!! Now, ‘Give us this day our daily wank.”

He repeated it with every appearance of sincerity.

“And forgive us our trespasses against Her.’

“Good. Don’t mention you ever getting fucking forgiven, bitch.”

“For Hers is the Kingdom, the Power and the Glory, for ever, and ever, amen.”

“Priceless!!” she enthused. “You will say that on your fucking knees every day when you get up, when you go to bed, and whenever you have to change your nappy.”

“Change my….?”

“Well, of course! Nappies are meant to remove before you piss and shit, but afterwards. Don’t be silly!”

“Noooo!!!”

“Oh, yes! Now say it again. Pray to me again. Pray to Charmaigne, Your fucking Goddess.’

“Charmaigne, who is heaven,

Hallowed be thy name,

Thy Queendom come,

Thy Will be done,

On Earth that she makes into Heaven,

Give us this day our daily wank,

And forgive us our transgressions against Her,

For Hers is the kingdom, the Power and the Glory,

For ever and ever,

Amen.”

“Mmmm,” said Charmaigne, her blue eyes glittering at the sincere adoration in his voice, “good. Doesn’t that feel nice to say that?”

Oliver nodded and whimpered. It really had done something to him inside. Saying the standard Christian version as he did regularly was a bit of a routine sort of affair, without much emotion, a litany that he just did more out of a sense of duty and habit than anything else, but saying it in honour of Charmaigne made his whole soul light up with submissive pleasure.

“Yes, Goddess,” he whispered.

She giggled at that, and Oliver looked at the way her breasts jiggled, thinking that there could never be anything more beautiful than Her.

“Now, you fucking belong to me, understand? You’re my bitch!”

“Yes, Goddess,” he said, feeling a warm tide of gratefulness and submissive energy coursing through him.

“Right, now get those trousers up.”

Oliver stood and worked his trousers up carefully over the nappy. I made the trousers seem a bit tight, but nothing too noticeable.

“Good bitch,” she said, giggling again.

*

When Charmaigne left the house an hour or so of extremely uncomfortable small talk later, there was at first a stony, stunned silence.

“I’ll go up to my room,” said Oliver, not looking at anyone, and went out. He could not bear to be with his family. It was just so, so....awkward now.

The rest of the family listened to his footfalls on the stairs, then as he went down the landing over their heads, then the closing of his bedroom door.

“I don’t believe…” started Eileen, shaking her head.

“Won’t last,” said Horace, fiercely, almost spitting it out. He looked at Louise, who was very shaken. “Mark my words, Louise. This is just one or those stupid infatuations that boys have at that age. I’ll have a talk with him, and if necessary I’ll have a damned talk with that trollop he brought in. If reasoning doesn't work, money will, especially with that sort. Don’t you worry about that!”

But it did last, at least as far as the following Sunday, when the Truppshaws dutifully invited Charmaigne to lunch.

It was perhaps an unconscious imperative, but each tried their best to make the young girl as uncomfortable as possible. They went as formal as formal could be, with elaborate cutlery, fish that required a dextrous familiarity to eat easily, dishes that she probably wouldn’t be familiar with, and started conversations that required knowledge that she couldn’t possibly have.

However, despite their best efforts, Charmaigne refused to be intimidated.

In the afternoon, inevitably, Horace fell asleep in the easy chair in his study, leaving his wife to clear up in the kitchen.

“Nah,” said Charmaigne, when Marion dutifully went into the kitchen to attack the mountain of washing up, “we’ll do that, won’t we Olly?”

Despite Marion’s protests, she was packed up upstairs for an unexpected and very welcome lie down.

“Least, Olly’ll do it,” she said with a giggle and went back to sit down in the living room.

Louise stared at Oliver, but he didn’t look at her, simply carried on in the kitchen without a word.

“I’ve never seen him do that before,” she said to Charmaigne, surprised in spite of herself.

Charmaigne looked at her and smiled.

“It’s easy.” Then: “S’pose you ‘ad ‘im as down as your ‘usband to be?”

“Well, yes.”

“Man, to look up ta n obey n all that?”

“Well….”

“Don’t worry, you can ‘ave ‘im. But let me show ya somthin’ first.”

“Oh,” said Louise, surprised.

Charmaigne called Oliver from the kitchen.

“Stand there,” she ordered, pointing to a spot right in front of them. Oliver obeyed trembling all over. He seemed to be at war with himself but nevertheless stood there obediently beetroot red.

“Now, down with ya trousers.”

“No!” he blurted, darting a panicked glance at Louise.

“Do it, cretin,” she hissed angrily, and Oliver winced at the edge in her voice.

Slowly, with Louise looking on, he let his trousers down, revealing the nappies underneath.

He began to weep, and Charmaigne laughed.

“You’ve gotta know, Lou,” she said, “that dearest Olly shits his pants, don’t you?”

“No!” he blubbed.

“Oh, yes you do,” said Charmaigne, “so I kindly put you in nappies, didn’t I?”

She laughed again.

Louise was too shocked to say anything.

“Now, if you don’t need changing, Olly, do something useful and get on with the washing up.”

With a miserable, apologetic glance at Louise, he dutifully pulled up his trousers, hiding the nappies, and went back to the kitchen.

Louise was plainly in several different minds at once. There was a stricken quality to her, as well as disbelief, and confusion, too.

“Nah, don’t get the wrong idea,” said Charmaigne. “This is all a bit o’ fun for me, this, Lou. But you oughta know what men need, and Olly in particular, if you’re gonna keep ‘im and make ‘im yours.”

Louise flashed an angry glance at her, though there was little enough spite in it for Oliver’s sake. It was more the knowledge that this trollop off the street should be teaching her anything about Oliver, whom she had known most of her life.

“How could you possibly treat him like that?” she demanded, at last.

“That’s not the question,” said Charmaigne, shaking her peroxide, blonde locks. “The question is how could I poss’bly treat ‘im like that make ‘im fuckin’ LOVE it!””

“Doesn’t look like he’s loving it,” said Louise, sharply.

Charmaigne laughed.

“E can’t cum unless ‘e’s in nappies now and me making him feel like shit.”

Louise looked at her, aghast.

“That can’t be true!”

Charmaigne smirked.

“Ave it yer own way, but keep some nappies handy, is my advice!”

“But…..how did you find out?” asked Louise, confused more than anything else. “How did you know?”

“Oh, i c’n see it in ‘em,” said Charmaigne, “when ya know what ta’ look for. Olly was a piece o cake. ‘is eyes were just beggin’ me.”

Louise shook her head in amazement.

“All this time and I don’t know the first thing about him.”

“It c’n be well ‘idden,” said Charmaigne. “You never wondered why he didn’t try and come onto you properly?”

“Well,” said Louise, with a shrug, “I just thought he was nervous, or too polite, you know…”

Charmaigne snorted.

“E probably didn’t know ‘imself. ‘E does now, though!”

“And so do I,” said Louise, sounding disgusted. “What a creep!”

“And you ‘ad such ‘igh ‘opes, I s’pose?”

“Well,” said Louise, “he was sweet on me, and….” She trailed off.

“You like the ‘ouse.”

“What! No! Well….”

“It’s fine,” said Charmaigne, laughing, “no worries there. You ‘aven’t lost nuffin. ‘E’s still sweet on ya, and you c’n ‘ave the ‘ouse.”

“Really?” asked Louise.

“It’s just a bit o’ fun for me, this,” said Charmaigne. “I know i’d never fit. But ya gotta learn ‘ow to ‘andle ‘im.”

“But I’m not a, what do you call them, a ‘Dominatrix’. I wouldn’t know what to do.”

Charmaigne laughed her cruel laugh once again.

“What female to ya know who don't like to give orders? Don’t like control?”

That stumped her. She had to admit that she did like things her own way, and had a very particular idea of how she saw the relationship with Oliver going.

At that moment, Oliver came out of the kitchen and, with a nervous glance at the two girls, made as if to go upstairs to his room, but Charmaigne forestalled him.

“Come here, Olly,” she said.

Oliver obeyed, looking sick, keeping his eyes downcast. He really did look like a schoolboy who had been caught doing something naughty and just going through the headmaster’s office door for punishment.

Louise laughed suddenly, putting her hand to her mouth. It really was funny, seeing him like that. Charmaigne glanced at her approvingly but maintained her serious face for Oliver. It might be a joke for the girls, but it indeed was no joke for him.

“Kneel,” ordered Charmaigne, pointing with a long, painted nail down to the carpet.

Oliver looked around nervously in case either of his parents were around, but they were alone, and he dared not delay to comply. He sank miserably to his knees and Louise tittered again, leaning back and covering her mouth in a ladylike fashion.

“Now, get that tongue busy, idiot,” said Charmaigne, “Lou needs the soles of her shoes cleaning.”

Fascinated, Louise put out her grey court shoe with the sole tipped up and laughed again as Oliver groaned and went to work with a grimace of distaste and his tongue met the dusty, grimy surface of the shoe.

“Mmmm, isn’t that nice?” said Charmaigne.

Oliver let out an agonised, despairing groan and both girls giggled in delight.

“Now, go get us a coffee,” said Charmaigne, after watching Oliver for a moment longer, “and don’t wash out your mouth.”

Oliver again complied with absolute submissiveness, going out to kitchen dutifully.

“I could get used to this,” said Louise, with a chuckle.

“O course! Comes natural, don’t it?”

“Yes,” agreed Louise, and then wondered at herself for saying it. An hour ago she would have said it was the most unnatural thing in the world. Something had obviously awakened in Oliver, and wakened in her, suddenly, too. Something powerful, exciting, and affirming. The surrender and assumption of power that had happened all of itself, and suddenly it was a new world full of unbelievable possibilities.

“Now, go an’ see if your mother wants anythin’,” said Charmaigne, when Oliver had served them coffee.

“Yes, Charmaigne,” he said, submissively, and went upstairs.

Louise looked at the other girl gratefully.

“That’s the first time she has ever been able to take it easy on a Sunday.”

“Men are so selfish,” said Charmaigne, her eyes flashing, “it’s like the way they fuck; all for themselves.”

“I’ll…er…take your word for that,” said Louise, colouring a little.

“Don’t feel left out, Lou,” said the other girl, kindly, “you haven’t missed anythin’. The best night I ever ‘ad with with another girl.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” said Charmaigne, grinning. “I mean what is a bloke anyway? A hard cock, or mostly, actually, not a hard one. I’ve ‘ad better fucks off dildoes. You don’t think about any other part of his body, do ya?”

“Well…” said Louise. She was not used to having to admit that she even thought about that part. She turned as Oliver came back down the stairs.

“She wants a cup of tea,” he said.

“Take her up a biscuit as well, idiot.”

“Yes, Charmaigne.”

Louise tittered again. It really was too delicious. She decided that she did like the idea of ordering Oliver around.

“It’s amazing the control you have,” she said, appreciatively.

“Once they submit and get a taste of what if feels like for them to obey and worship a woman, they’re fucked in the head. It’s like they get drugged up inside, or something.”

“Really?”

“And it’s a drug they need ever afterwards. They can fight it, but they can never beat it. They’re our bitches.”

“Wow. That’s something they don’t tell us!”

“Something we’re learning, Lou,” said Charmaigne, with a gleeful smile.

“And they are ALL prone to it?”

“Some are easier than others. Olly was a piece of piss. Some would probably take a bit more work. But I think eventually it’s in all of them. Yeah.”

“How could you ever ‘work’ on them, Charmaigne?”

The other girl looked at her sardonically.

“Tits and asses get you anywhere if you know how to use them.”

“Hmm,” said Louise, “hard to imagine someone like Horace going that way.”

“Proper upstanding citizen, is he?”

“Well, he’s so strong.”

“Don’t worry, Lou,” said Charmaigne, “he’s thinking about it, the dirty old fuck, just the same as the rest of them.”

“Well,” said Louise, hesitating. “I think you might actually be right there.”

Charmaigne raised her eyebrows.

“He made a pass at ya?”

“Well, not exactly,” said Louise, wishing she hadn't mentioned it, “but he does look sometimes, you know.”

“Huh! I’ll bet he wanks three times a day over porn in that ‘office’ of his.”

“I’ve seen him once or twice….er….”

“Not wankin’?!!”

“No…er….sniffing.”

“Sniffin’?”

“Yes, from the linen basket. My panties.”

Charmaigne laughed.

“The dirty bastard.”

“I was shocked.”

“They get worse as they get older. Don't need it so much in their dick, but they need it more in their head if you know what i mean.”

“I just put it down as a sort of aberration.”

“Aber-what?”

Louise smiled.

“Sorry, Charmaigne. It means something out of character.”

“Call me Char,” said the other girl, “and its nothing unusual, believe me.”

“Really?”

“He’s just a typical old goat underneath all that posturing, believe me. Sniffing his future daughter-in-law’s panties.. bloody hell…he does that all the bloody time, I’ll bet. Every time he’s alone in the house.”

“What a thought,” said Louise, with a slight shudder.

“Well, we’ll have to put a stop to that,” said Charmaigne, determinedly, getting to her feet.

“W-what are you going to do?”

Louise suddenly seemed in a bit of a panic.

“Watch,” said Charmaigne, with a steely glitter in her eye. “Could ya please get a pair of your panties from the linen basket?”

“Well, I didn’t want to….”

“Lou,” said Charmaigne, firmly, “it’s for the best. Trust me.”

She went out towards the linen basket in the utility room and Louise went after her, wringing her hands. She didn’t know what Charmaigne had in mind; she seemed capable of anything.

Without trusting herself to speak, she picked out her panties from the dirty linen pile, a lacy, rather modest white slip, and gave them to Charmaigne.

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Let’s see,” said Charmaigne, with a wicked grin, the white of the panties contrasting sharply with the gleaming red of her fingernails.

She went down the hall to the study door and without hesitating for more than a moment, opened it quietly.  The old man’s snores could easily be heard through the panelling, and sure enough Horace was asleep in his rocker armchair, his head thrown back and his mouth open.

“Hmm,” said Charmaigne, “have you got any tape? Duct Tape?”

“Probably,” said Louise. It wasn’t something that she usually went looking for. “There’s a few things in the utility room, I think.”

They went to see.

“Perfect,” said Charmaigne, taking a roll of wide silver tape, and she also picked out some large cable ties with a wicked grin.

They went back to the study, and Charmaigne quietly closed the door. Louise thought that she really shouldn’t be there.

“I’ll….” she said, pointing behind the chair.

“Fine,” said Charmaigne, “keep out of sight.”

She grinned down at Horace. He was lying with his legs apart and both his hands on the arms. They were just begging to be fastened in place with the cable ties, and that is exactly what Charmaigne did, with deft, quick movements. The squeaky rattle of the ties pulling tight and the pressure on his wrists and ankles made the old man stir and groan but by the time he had properly woken, all his limbs were fastened securely to the chair, and Charmaigne was busy taping his chest and upper arms to the back rest.

“What on earth?” he said, his eyes bulging in shock, as she ran a few more turns of the tape round and ripped it off.

“Feelin’ comfy?” She asked innocently.

He stared at her, tried to get up and found he couldn’t.

He opened his mouth to yell and then shut it again.

Charmaigne had the panties in her hand and waved them slightly in his face on one long-nailed finger.

“Recognise these?” she asked, pleasantly.

“No,” he mumbled, colouring.

“Oh, I think you do,” said Charmaigne, her eyes hard and penetrating, “you know the look, the smell and the fucking taste, don’t you?”

“I certainly do not,” he spluttered.

“Yes, you do,” said Louise, suddenly, coming round from behind the chair. “I’ve bloody seen you.”

Horace looked at her in horrified amazement as his prospective daughter-in-law, the child of his best friend, stepped in front of him and looked down with an expression that he simply had never seen on her face before. Pitiless contempt.

“Lou.,” he mumbled, his eyes pleading.

“I think we’ve heard enough bullshit,” said Charmaigne, holding out the panties. “Stuff his mouth with them.”

“No!” said Horace, looking on as Louise took the panties. “You wouldn’t do that!”

“Oh, but we would,” said Charmaigne, with an evil titter.

Louise felt a sadistic thrill all of a sudden. It was one thing to order Oliver around, but this felt different. It was the excitement and pleasure of inflicting humiliation and pain on a helpless victim, a victim that desperately needed it.

Horace clamped his mouth closed with a moan of denial as she put her panties to his lips, but she held them against his nose.

“Sniff them,” she said, coldly.

Charmaigne giggled and opened his fly. The old man’s eyes opened wide as she dug into his crotch and freed his prick, pulling it out and through the opening in his trousers. She proceeded to massage it into hardness with expert fingers tipped with gleaming, wicked red.

“Noo….” he begged, pathetically, as his prick thickened and lengthened, but Charmaigne did not stop.

“Open wide,” whispered Louise, “you know you want to taste them. Come on…open…”

With a shuddering moan that was half a sob, he relaxed his jaw muscles and allowed Louise to push her panties into his mouth.

“There,” she said, smiling, “in they all go. Mmmmmm!! Don’t they taste nice?”

The girls collapsed into fits of giggles at this as Horace groaned a useless denial.

Charmaigne tore off a strip of the duct tape when she had recovered somewhat from her mirth and handed it to Louise. She took it gingerly, careful to avoid the sticky surface, then taped Horace’s mouth closed, sealing in the dirty panties.

He was in a very pathetic state now, almost crying, as Charmaigne wanked his prick, throwing his head to each side as if trying to get the panties out of his mouth, to no avail.

“Just like one of your regular little wanks, isn’t it?” said Charmaigne, sneering. “Come on, granddad lets see that wrinkled old prick shoot its little load!”

Horace spasmed in his chair with a despairing groan, and he spurted into Charmaigne’s cupped hand, held there ready to take it. She wanked him dry with the other hand, till every last drop had come out.

“Now, let’s give him a whore’s face, shall we?” said Charmaigne.

Horace didn’t know what that meant at first, but he soon found out as she smeared it all over his face, letting globules of it run down over his eyelids, and down over the gleaming grey tape that covered his mouth.

“Oh, yes!” she cackled, as he plainly fought the urge to retch. “Take some piccies, Lou. They’re gonna love this at the golf club! Old Horace Truppshaw with cum all over his face and his mouth full of his daughter-in-law’s panties!”

Horace groaned in horror and he tried desperately to blink away the gooey cum.

“Shhh….” said Louise, “you don’t want Marion coming down, do you?”

That quietened him, though he still breathed heavily as if he had just run a mile.

The two girls tittered again at that.

Louise looked at Charmaigne.

“I totally underestimated you, Char,” she said, “you are amazing.”

“Well,” said the other girl, looking a little embarrassed for the first time.

“I mean it,” said Louise, taking a step closer. “You’re beautiful as well.”

Charmaigne stopped and looked back at her, then slowly the distance closed till they were standing right by each other. Louise didn’t resist as Charmaigne leant forwards and kissed her lightly on the mouth.

“You’re beautiful, too,” said Charmaigne.

Then suddenly, their lips met properly, and Louise pulled her onto her, breast against breast, her breath coming quickly.

“Mmm,” said Charmaigne and she undid the button holding the waistband of her jeans and slipped her hand down to her crotch.

Louise gripped Charmaigne tightly as pleasure exploded at the join of her legs, flowing like sweet tingling fire right through her body. She gasped as Charmaigne kneaded and squeezed her clitoris with expert fingers. She clung to the other girl and a tight, mewling moan of ecstasy built in her throat with unbearable intensity as Charmaigne continued to kiss her, exploring her mouth with her tongue, invading and stimulating it.

Horace looked on in rapt amazement as Charmaigne brought Louise to a shuddering climax with her fingers, and the two girls held each other close, Louise looking as though she needed the other girl’s support just to stand up for a good while.

“Kissed a girl now,” said Charmaigne, with a giggle, as they finally parted.

“No, I have kissed you,” said Louise, seriously.

Horace moaned some inarticulate word, and they both looked at him.

“I suppose we had better free him,” said Louise.

“I suppose,” agreed Charmaigne.

“Mind you, he normally sleeps for a good hour yet,” said Louise, “and no one would dream of disturbing him.”

“Oh, well, let’s just let him be then,” said Charmaigne with delight. “He can go on tasting your panties and smelling the cum on his face with his dick hanging out of his trousers for a good bit yet.” 

The two girls laughed wickedly, and Horace groaned.

“There might be better feelings than when you trap a man, make ‘im grovel and enjoy it, then use ‘im as yer bitch afterwards, but I don’t know what that would be,” said Charmaigne.

“Unless it’s making love with another girl while the trapped male watches and groans in despair,” said Louise, with a grin.

“Yeah!” said Charmaigne, and they both laughed, looking at Horace, who let out another pitiful groan.

Charmaigne crossed to him and put her hands on his wrists, bending down till her eyes were centimetres from his. He drew back, afraid of what she might do, and her eyes glittered at that.

“You wank off with your daughter’s dirty panties in your mouth, and we’ve got the footage to prove it.”

Another groan.

“Do you know what that means?” she hissed. “It means you’re our bitch! You do what we want when we want. Nod if you understand.”

Horace nodded, terrified.

“Good bitch,” said Charmaigne, with a thin smile.

They shared another passionate kiss for Horace’s benefit, and then went out, giggling.

They found Oliver standing in the kitchen, wiping down the worktops for the umpteenth time, like a robot who was compelled to keep preforming a programmed task endlessly even though there was no longer any point in the exercise.

“Come here, Olly,” said Charmaigne, as they sat back down in the lounge.

Oliver came across somewhat fearfully, and it made Louise giggle again. The hold they had over him really was amusing, and the thought that there could never be any escape was very sweet.

“Now, go into your father’s study and let him out of the chair,” said Charmaigne, “you are going to need a pair of scissors.”

Oliver gaped at her for a fleeting moment and seemed about to frame a question, but a glare from Charmaigne sent him scuttling into the kitchen to get the required utensil.

Louise looked at her.

“He’s in for a shock,” she observed, with a wicked smirk.

“A good learning experience,” said Charmaigne, her eyes flashing. “The head of the household with cum on his face and panties taped in his mouth.”

Louise giggled.

When Marion awoke from her unaccustomed nap in the afternoon, it was quite a different household than she had left.

You could still cut the atmosphere with a knife, but the points of tension seemed entirely to have changed.

The most obvious difference was Charmaigne and Louise. They chatted away amiably, seated together on the sofa. Oliver, the supposed boyfriend and heartthrob, was relegated to sitting to one side, apparently staring into space. Most surprising of all, there was no Sunday match on the television, no roar of the crowd and Horace getting mad with referees. Her husband was sitting in his regular chair for late afternoon, but he seemed preoccupied and strangely out of sorts.

“Marion,” said Charmaigne, warmly, “Louise ‘as bin tellin’ me all about the paintings you used to do.”

“Oh,” she replied, glancing at Horace, “that was quite a long time ago now.”

“They’re good!” Charmaigne said, emphatically. “You ought to take it up again.”

Again, Marion looked at Horace for some sign of whether he approved or not, but he didn’t even look her in the eye.

“I’ll see, dear,” she said, “though it’s kind of you to say so. It’s where to do it really. We are so short of space.”

“They are good,” agreed Louise, “I’m sure that you could use a corner of the study, wouldn’t you say, Gramps?”

Marion was shocked at the idea, at the tone, and the ‘Gramps’. Louise had always addressed her husband as Mr Truppshaw before. Was that trollop already having a bad influence? She was even more shocked when her husband did not appear to notice the disrespect. He seemed cowed somehow, uncertain of himself.

“Of c-course,” he said, with a weak smile, “if you like.”

Marion stared at him.

“That’s the spirit,” said Louise, with a smile that was by contrast utterly confident and sincere, “a little give and take.”

Horace did not reply, merely sat there, looking at nothing.

“Mrs Truppshaw,” said Charmaigne, warmly, “is there anything you would like to watch on the TV?”

“Well,” said Marion, again looking at her husband in vain. “There’s that cop show? I usually watch it upstairs…”

“Agamemnon?” asked Louise.

“Oh, I know,” said Charmaigne, “I like that, too.”

“It’s good isn’t it?”

“Especially the main character, eh, Marion?” asked Louise, waspishly.

“Well,” said Marion, colouring a little as the TV flickered into life. “The plot’s are always good.”

Charmaigne giggled and moved a little closer to Louise as the programme came on. The main character really was a hunk, Rufus Agamemnon, black and handsome, with presence and intelligence to die for.

Charmaigne left when the program had finished, and the family sat in silence afterwards.

“Well,” said Marion, finally, after looking at Horace but not catching his eye, “you seem to have warmed to her, Louise.”

“Yes,” agreed the young lady, “I think she’s great, actually, once you get past the accent and the look.”

“There’s warmth there,” agreed Marion. “She was making an effort this afternoon.” She wanted to say something more about upbringing not being everything, but she looked at Horace and said nothing. It really was peculiar that he had nothing whatever to say about the girl. Before, he would hardly stop the disapproving diatribe.

“Has she impressed you too, dear?” she asked at last.

Horace looked at her, uncomfortably.

“She’s impressive, all right,” he agreed, his voice strangely muffled and scratchy.

“Yes,” echoed Oliver, his voice also a little washed out and uncertain of itself.

“Well, that’s good,” said Marion, losing patience with them somewhat, and turned to Louise, who by contrast seemed very bubbly and confident.

Mrs Truppshaw found in the days that followed that Charmaigne had effected a profound change in the domestic arrangements in the house. Everyone seemed to ask her opinion and preference for everything, which was a very novel experience. She did have her own views and expressed them clearly enough when she was cajoled into it. The two young girls seem to have become fast friends despite their theoretical competition over Oliver. He seemed to follow them around like a puppy and just do whatever they wanted. Horace still went to golf and did his analytical work on the Stockmarket but he no longer assumed the mantle of authority in the way that he used to. There was nothing superior or smug about him now, and Marion found that she much preferred him that way.

She even got her wish to use the study partially for her art studio. There really was plenty of room. She got plenty of help in the kitchen, and everyone appreciated her cooking in a way that was very fulfilling. Despite her initial misgivings, Charmaigne’s presence had proven very positive indeed.

One day the following week, Charmaigne called round with Louise and Oliver, with another man who was a friend of hers, Royston Assanga.

For Mrs Truppshaw, it was as though she was being asked to break down every social barrier one by one. Last week it was the chav and cheap Charmaigne. This week it was obviously crossing the racial divide. She had done it in the past of course at the drop in centres, but it was such a different thing to do it in one’s own home. It soon became quite reasonable for the negro to come to the house and sit down for a chat. Marion had to stop herself looking at him.

There was a change in the way Louise looked. Her make up became a lot more full on and confident. She began painting her nails and wearing jewellery and generally spending more time on her appearance. It was quite striking, and she knew that Horace and Oliver had noticed. They looked at her much more often than before.

They had stopped looking at her that way, she knew. Horace had stopped a long time ago.

“There’s lots of new products about these days,” said Charmaigne, one afternoon when Horace was out to golf. “You could really look nice.”

“Oh,” said Marion, a little embarrassed, “that’s kind of you to say so but…”

“Why don’t we just ‘ave a little try? Come on, it’ll be fun. You can always wipe it off. Lou won’t mind if we borrow her stuff.”

Marion hesitated and then thought that it wouldn’t do any harm. The girl was so keen to try a few things and who knows, it might be good to have a new look.

Charmaigne sat her down at her dressing table and transformed her face into a very fetching, sultry look while Mrs Truppshaw giggled like a little girl.

“It’s so long since I tried for anything like that,” she said, viewing herself in the mirror. She had to admit, it was a total transformation.

“Men, be afraid,” said Charmaigne, giggling.

“Oooh,” said Marion, pouting her lips coquettishly, then laughing with her.

“But really,” said Charmaigne, with a frown, “that frumpy old blouse really ruins it. Let’s go for the complete look, shall we?”

“Why not?” said Mrs Truppshaw, getting into the spirit of it with a wicked grin. “The only trouble is that I don’t have anything really suitable…”

“Me n Lou got some things for you a while back,” said Charmaigne, “just been waiting for the opportunity. Hang on a mo.”

Charmaigne came back with a box and some clothes on a hanger.

“Now, I’ll leave you be for a bit,” said Charmaigne, grinning. “Try on what you like.”

“Is this a birthday present?” asked Mrs Truppshaw, gleefully.

“Could be,” said the girl, going out. “Enjoy.”

Charmaigne waited outside the door. It was a question of waiting for exactly the right amount of time before going back.

She had to allow time for Marion to open the packages, take in the contents, take off her old clothes and put on the things Louise and her had bought her.

When Charmaigne knocked at the bedroom door and opened it without waiting for a response, she grinned and thought ‘Bingo’.

Just as she had expected, Mrs Truppshaw had picked out the sluttiest things in the suitcase, a black lingerie set with beautiful suspender belt and embroidered stockings, the flimsiest G string knickers and low cut, matching bra. She seemed about six inches taller too, in strappy, stiletto heels. Together with the slutty make up, it really made for a stunning sight.

“Oh,” said Mrs Truppshaw, embarrassed, covering herself with her hands.

“WOW!!” said Charmaigne, clapping her hands together, “you look totally stunning, Mrs Truppshaw!”

“I do?” She asked, timorously.

“Oh, YES! What a vision!! You’d kill any man dead at sixty paces!”

“Hmm,” she giggled, striking a seductive pose, “come and get it!”

Charmaigne smiled. She really did look wonderful.

“Now, what else have You got for me here?” mused Mrs Truppshaw, sorting through the slinky dresses. “All very racy, I suppose?”

“Just a moment,” said Charmaigne, tapping her phone, “do you mind if I take a picture?”

“Well…” said Mrs Truppshaw, uncertainly, “what are you going to do with it?”

“I’m going to put it on dating sites and get the men to form an orderly queue,” said Charmaigne, with a wicked grin.

“Oh! Do you think they’d be interested?”

They both laughed.

“I know someone who definitely is,” said Charmaigne, seriously, a moment later.

“Really?”

“Yes. Roy!?”

Mrs Truppshaw stared in shock as Royston Assanga opened her bedroom door and stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a quiet click. He was naked apart from a pristine, white pair of briefs that did little to hide his bulge. He stood with easy confidence and deferential attention.

“Royston is my stud slave,” said Charmaigne, with a grin, “he performs at my command. It is your birthday present.”

Mrs Truppshaw shook her head and mouthed a protest, but no words came out.

“Don’t worry about getting banged up, I’ve had him snipped. Up to you. I’ll leave you alone. You won’t be disturbed, and it’ll be our secret.

Charmaigne went out of the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

Mrs Truppshaw sent a message to her mouth to apologise and ask Royston to leave, but again the words died in her throat. She could hardly breathe. She knew it was wrong. A strident, sermonising voice warned and denounced her in no uncertain terms, but she did not really listen to it. She was looking at the bulge at the man’s crotch and noticed that it had enlarged, extended, and a gleaming black tip began to force itself past the white elastic. She felt a thrill that she had done that made him grow and stiffen in salute of her. She felt powerful and sexy for the first time in more years than she could ever remember. The voices went from judgmental to despairing entreaty, but something in her laughed and luxuriated in their moral disapproval, enjoyed her arousal and triumph even more.

When she stepped towards him, it was not with her habitual matter of fact movement that was hardly conscious of itself. She moved sinuously as if every flowing change of posture balanced exquisitely on those beautiful heels was a gesture in a witch’s spell.

Royston stared at her, fascinated, and he shuddered as she put her hand on his hard and throbbing cock. It jerked in her hand, and the touch went through her like electricity.

She felt his hands on his shoulders and felt a weakness in her knees. It was so natural and inevitable and sweet to let them give way, to sink down in front of him to her knees so that her face was directly at his crotch.

Acquaintances of Mrs Truppshaw had seen many different expressions on her face in the course of her church duties and motherly tasks, but they had never seen the wicked, hungry smile that appeared as she slowly slid down his briefs and freed Roy’s hard, jutting cock. It sprang at her as it jerked loose and she giggled and gasped at the size of it. Her hand only just went round it as she gripped it eagerly.

The warning voices sounded again in her head, something about ‘forbidden fruit’, but she smiled even wider and kissed the glistening, oozing tip passionately. It was hot and pulsing, and she let out a great, heartfelt sigh of release and pleasure. Her whole body tingled and sang as she licked and worshipped the penis, taking it into her mouth and stimulating it eagerly. It felt so good to let go of all the expectations and impossible choices, the laws and regulations, the goody-goody claptrap. This was her praise and worship, her liturgy and verse, the cockhead sliding to the back of her throat till she gagged and struggled, the sensation of the throbbing magnificent penis stretching her mouth and invading her throat. She moaned at the all-consuming fulfilment and pleasure of it, the delicious transport and incredible stimulation. She had never felt so utterly alive.

Her other holes ached to be filled and stretched, even her ass which had never been penetrated cried out for Royston’s cock. As if he sensed it, the negro gently drew himself out of her mouth and turned her so that her ass was facing him and she was on all fours on the carpet. Strands of pre-cum and spit stretched between cockhead and mouth as they separated, as if reluctant to part as she turned away and waited for his cock, thrusting her ass up invitingly.

She really was an incredibly alluring sight, with the white, curvy swell of her buttocks framed with the black suspender drops running from the lacy girdle at her waist to her straining stocking tops, digging slightly into her flesh. Royston grabbed her hips and guided himself into her wet, eager cunt.

Mrs Truppshaw let out a deep groan that seemed to come from the pit of her soul as his cock slid inside her.

Charmaigne and Louise watched it on the monitor in Louise’s bedroom, linked to the unobtrusive webcam that was recording every moment of it. They were in bed together and naked, idly touching each other.

“Go, Marion!” said Charmaigne, giggling, as Royston began to ride her with powerful thrusts, and Mrs Truppshaw pushed back in rhythm forcing him deeper.

“Wow!’ said Louise. “I never would have believed it!”

“It’s turning me on…” said Charmaigne, huskily.

“Ohhhh,” said Louise, with a mischievous smile, “poor Char. What are we going to do?”

But she was already sliding down the bed and Charmaigne straddled her, moving till her cunt was directly over Louise’s mouth. She gasped as Louise eagerly began to lick and caress her shaven lips, gradually working them apart with her tongue, penetrating her.

Charmaigne watched the monitor as Royston slipped out of Mrs Truppshaw’s vagina and transferred his long, dripping cock to her asshole. He spread her cheeks and pressed against the tight sphincter. There was no need for any lube. His cock glistened with her juices.

“Yes!” said Mrs Truppshaw, breathlessly, pushing back against him. “Fuck my ass!”

Royston pushed slowly but irresistibly till her ass muscle was forced wide open, and with a slithering rush, his cock entered her rectum.

Mrs Truppshaw gasped and moaned as he fucked her ass with deep, urgent strokes.

Charmaigne giggled and then gasped as Louise started work on her swollen, excited clitoris.

This was so hot!!”

She giggled again as she saw Mrs Truppshaw orgasm powerfully with Royston’s dick deep in her ass, her whole body going into spasms of pleasure and joy, again and again, while she cried out with the sheer ecstasy of it.

Mrs Truppshaw likes it up the ass, thought Charmaigne in delight, well who would have guessed?

Royston slipped out of her back passage and turned Mrs Truppshaw round. His cock jerked spasmodically and she immediately took it back into her mouth to finish him off, tasting the pungent flavours of her ass as she did so with obvious relish.

The big man suddenly jerked and staggered a little and Mrs Truppshaw coughed and choked on the spurts of cum that came powerfully from his shaft. She had to back off him a little and so the cum spurted onto her face, gobs and gobs of it. She gasped and moaned and opened her mouth wide to catch more of the sticky, dribbling ooze as the flow eventually ebbed. She licked off the last drops and cleaned the subsiding dickhead of every last residue of cum.

Then she sat back on her haunches and licked her face, breathing heavily.

“That good for you, Mrs Truppshaw?” asked Royston, respectfully.

She just beamed up at him on her knees and laughed a free, exultant laugh that was so full of happiness and joy that he had to laugh along with her.

“Sure was good for me, too,” said Royston, “you’re one wicked lady.”

Charmaigne orgasmed at that moment, and Louise eagerly took all her juices as she came, gasping and swallowing.

Royston visited every weekend after that while Horace was on the golf course. If he wondered why his wife was so effervescent and happy in the kitchen on Saturday evenings, he never though to ask. His days of initiating and dominating conversations were well and truly past. He lived in fear of Louise and Charmaigne and generally kept quiet.

In any case, the two girls arranged for him to find out one afternoon.

Firstly, they informed him that he wouldn’t be playing golf, as usual, forcing him to call in sick with his usual friends, then they stripped him naked in the sitting room.

“Please, no,” he begged, on his knees, as Louise took off her panties.

“Open up!” she ordered, curtly.

Charmaigne giggled as Louise stuffed her underwear into his reluctantly open mouth, then the two of them taped his mouth shut afterwards. Handcuffs pinioned his wrists after that, and then they took him to the computer station in his study. They made him kneel down in front of the monitor, then Louise clipped ankle restraints on him, connecting them with the wrist chain at his back so that he was efficiently secured in a kneeling position.

Charmaigne clicked the mouse, and the live images from his wife and Royston in the master bedroom filled the screen. Mrs Truppshaw was teasing his prick with her tongue, giggling, getting him fully hard with leisurely confidence and effortless technique that spoke of hours and hours of practice.

Horace stared and moaned in shock, unable of course to speak any words. His wide and thunderstruck eyes were eloquent enough, however.

“Mmmm, ain’t that a sexy sight?” said Charmaigne, kneeling down and taking his prick in her hand.

“Nnnnnnn!” said Mr Truppshaw in a panic.

“Oh, I think it is,” said Charmaigne, as his prick began to swell at the expert touch of her scarlet-tipped fingers.

Louise laughed. Charmaigne was such a wonder. She could call the truth out of anyone.

“Keep your eyes on your wife,” said Charmaigne, urgently, “watch her getting the sort of sex that you never gave her, you useless bag of wind. See how she’s fucking loving it.”

Royston had bent her over the bed now and thrusting powerfully into her with grunts of satisfaction. Mrs Truppshaw gasped and moaned in delight.

“Nnnnnn!” said Horace, in panic, but Charmaigne was relentless. She giggled and massaged his now rigid prick, wanking him with her clever, sensitive fingers, knowing just where to put the pressure, how to build up the tension, how to make him cum while he denied and denied and denied it.

Suddenly he jerked powerfully in her hand, and she cupped it to catch the spurting load.

‘Awww,” she said, sympathetically, “did you enjoy wanking of to your wife getting fucked by a big black cock?”

Louise laughed.

Charmaigne smeared the cum all over Horace’s face as he moaned and sobbed in humiliation and despair.

“Now you’re a useless cuck,” said Charmaigne, “but you need the training to be really good at it. Don’t worry, we’re here to help.”

Louise giggled again and passed Charmaigne the steel cock cage.

Horace struggled and moaned in horror as Charmaigne slipped the hinged steel ring of the cage round behind his balls. Louise went to keep him steady as Charmaigne pushed his limp prick into the spiral tube, then connected the two together. Louise passed her the little padlock, and with a little ‘click’ the job was done.

“There,” said Charmaigne, “no unauthorised wankin’. Good cucks only cum after they’ve watched their wives bein' fully satisfied by a real man. You should have tasted the stud’s cum, but we’ll get to that.”

Horace groaned a denial, but the two girls laughed.

“Admit, ‘Oracle, dear,” said Charmaigne, “you fucking enjoyed that.”

He shook his head and sobbed.

“It’s OK,” said Louise, softly, “you don’t have to watch or do any of it.” He looked up at her hopefully.

“You can go and play golf,” she continued, “but you won’t be able to wank. The chastity lock stays on. The only time it comes off is when Marion is getting fucked as You watch, and it goes straight back on afterwards. That is your life now. Understand?”

If there was ever a time when Louise quailed under Horace’s glare, it seemed so long ago that neither of them could really remember it. The man shuddered at the cruel command in those blue eyes, wondering if he ever honestly remembered them being anything else.

“Take that lock off, and we’ll fucking kill you,” said Charmaigne, with a piercing glare. He flinched as if he had been struck. How did females naturally find such command in themselves?

“Anyway, you won’t want to escape from it in a little while. You are going to love it, I promise you.”

Louise laughed, a cruel, heartless nicker that made Horace’s blood run cold.

The End
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