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Leslie

George was beginning to concern me. I was his second marriage and the appeal of some security at just over thirty years of age, after various doomed relationships - as I had been most privately something of a wayward girl - had appealed at the time. My husband was a little smaller than me and not too bad looking but the lack of sex with him after we tied the marital knot had proved to be something of a bind. Not that it had been great before the contract of our joining but it was regular if not somewhat quick, unspectacular and unsatisfactory. 

After just a few weeks of wedded bliss it had unfortunately become non-existent, that was, until his treasured daughter Charlene moved in with us as she was studying nearby at college and had just turned eighteen. 

His precious if not precocious child had the brightest blonde hair, was patently promiscuous and something of a Slut like her mother who I understood had left George many years ago. 

In truth I don’t think I had been much different at her age but made out how much I disapproved of her developing, disreputable reputation and even more so when she actually brought various boys back to disturb our small household.

I tried to speak to my staid life-partner but he would not listen to me at all about his wonderful daughter who demonstrably had her misguided father wrapped around her delicate, little fingers. 

Subsequently without prescient, parental guidance various young men would then visit her room, as if in a steady queue, and make her grunt and whine as they fucked her like the cheap, worthless little disgusting Whore she was.

This happening, it must be said privately, had an intriguing effect on both my husband and me. 

I would be initially amused, then secretly even partially aroused or engaged as I had forgotten what good sex was like, however George, very unusually, when his Darling Charlene was having her sweet, little pussy foully taken would become utterly and most disconcertedly inflamed. 

His dirty mind temporarily would go almost hyperactive while his body became disgracefully excited as he would stick his hard but sadly, petite cock into me and mumble incoherently something about Whores or Sluts under his heated, bated breath until he climaxed most unattractively which never took too long.

The men his filthy daughter interacted with were almost faceless or transient so we all just about managed with the disturbance for a while, but when Raybon appeared one night, who was young, over six foot, had a Adonis-like body of pure muscle and was as coal, dangerously black as the ace of spades, instinctively I knew without a doubt in my active head there would be trouble. 

This particular and most impressive boyfriend was obviously wealthy as he drove a black Porsche, dressed immaculately and had that air of a man that always got what he wanted, especially with juvenile, stupid young women like Charlene.

On the first night he stayed in her bedroom the sounds of their interaction was off the thin wall that divided our rooms or in truth, any acceptable scale of decency, and disturbingly seemed to go on and on forever. 

The endless noise drove my husband George swiftly to distraction as when he had weakly come inside me, which was ever quicker and quicker, he just lay there in some sickly stupor muttering under his breath as if possessed by some unearthly Demon until in the end I had to say something.

“For fuck sake, George, if you’re not happy about this Rapscallion of a boy sleeping with your innocent Charlene then forbid her to let him stay…”

I tried to make some effort to be empathetic but I was not in the least; I think in truth my motives were just wanting to torment him about his wondrous but indulged child being soiled a bit because it seemed like a fun-filled, degenerate finger to poke him with.

“…It can’t be easy listening to her being screwed and used by some black stranger.”

He seemed to moan like an injured animal and countered insipidly.

“Indeed not, Leslie; its all too obvious he’s leading the child astray and I’m afraid his influence might result in me losing my virginal daughter but I will try to speak to her.”

I tried not too laugh at his ridiculously inaccurate description of Charlene’s who by any standard was certainly not pure as any driven snow and my hand patted his in shared intention but also in some distant but favourable memory of my own less than honourable, sexual past.

“Be careful, Darling, she’s obviously being fully sexually satisfied and when a woman is physically content, George…then it is often extremely hard to get them to see sense.”

I was speaking from real and, unknown to him, personal experience as George was not aware of my tainted past but to have a proper, sexual man in my home was unnerving for me because suddenly my previously sleepy vagina was enlivened from reacting to the sounds of fornication so close by, far more than usual.  

My rational head knew it was unedifying but I was most subversively almost jealous of the immoral, young girl in the room right beside ours.

He sighed and we lay side by side in the darkness; but as I listened through an unusual silence as it seemed the couple next door were having a break, my ears could distinctly hear a sly, dry, rubbing sound. 

I immediately realised that my deviant partner was masturbating but sensibly I ignored it and certainly did not assist while his lips muttered and complained in agitation and most worryingly for me.

“Fuck, this has to stop, fuck, fuck, oh…”

Then, mercifully there was quiet from him but no such positive luck from next door as their depravity began again and even I secretly twisted or pressed my seeping, clitoral point slyly until I reached a suppressed orgasm as only then could my troubled mind finally relax and sleep.

George never spoke to Charlene the following day or the rest of the week even though her black boyfriend slept with her each and every night. 

Unexpectedly it was in fact his female offspring that called a meeting early one Saturday evening when to our combined surprise the redoubtable Raybon was seated closely by her side. 

The Little Slut was wearing a girlish smile with a tiny red skirt and a tight white halter neck top without a bra and eventually gazed with false purity or innocence at her father as she gushed stupidly like the child she still was.

“Raybon and I are in love and I want him to stay here with us permanently, Dad; is that OK…?”

She took his dark hand and cooed happily as if all of her dirty and salacious dreams were coming true. 

“…I really think he could be the one!”

My husband George went blood red and seemed to literally dissolve as he tried to talk some common sense to the young woman that was obviously only thinking with her emerging, ever active sexuality.

“You’re a little young, Charlene!”

Her voice simpered ineffectually for me but definitely persuasively for him.

“Please, Dad, I have not seen you much in my life up to now and would expect you to be adult and supportive…”

She was combative and even threatening.

“…I am a grown up woman now and entitled to a physical, intimate life…”

Her blue eyes dazzled him and she pressed her partner’s long, strong fingers and giggled in false abashment.

“…And it is perfect with Raybon as you can probably hear!”

George flushed then floundered until her predatory partner then spoke meaningfully as if only to increase the noticeably gathering tension.

“You shall come with me, Charlene; I have a home and will not remain where I am not welcome!”

Instantly he rose to complete his threat to leave and Charlene spat at her father.

“I will get my stuff, Raybon, hang on.”

George folded like a wet paper towel in a storm and gasped pathetically.

“No, no… don’t take her please Raybon; please, please stay with us.”

The athletic man stared at him with inky, flat eyes and proved to be increasingly difficult to appease.

“No I feel unwelcome here, have done for some time; also it is clear that you do not respect me, my wishes or my culture.”

My husband spluttered in weakness and confusion.

“What do you mean?”

The youthful man was intense.

“In our tradition a woman and her family are deemed to be precious and always venerated; so it is best if I have Charlene to myself so I can adapt her to our ways.” 

George was already shaking at his unreasonable attitude and it seemed he had no power at all to challenge him.

“I’m not sure what you mean?”

Raybon’s black eyes stared at me accusingly.

“You wife never smiles or is hardly even polite and I feel like an outcast; I want to embrace her like family but am restrained by trying to live to your unenlightened vision of conformity…”

His voice sounded genuinely exasperated.

“…Truly… I think it’s best we go.”

My spouse was obviously desperate for Charlene not to leave his house or somewhat marginal or questionable influence.

“It’s not like that, Raybon; Leslie is sometimes just a tad shy, if you mean a hug? Of course we both welcome you here openly…”

George glared at me with wide, green eyes as if already reaching the point of insanity.

“…Just show him we care, Darling, please.”

I was shocked but stood up as requested until the tall, dark male came to my side, placed or even coiled his arms tightly around me and pulled me dramatically into his steely body. 

Then to my real disconcertion or even shock, this Stranger placed his hands on my bottom and pressed me firmly to his hips. 

As my body met his it was clear he was unnervingly hard but our connection was swift and momentary; however when we separated I was in a distinct panic or fluster and did not know what to say but simply watched while the man that had held me so unwelcomingly was shaking his head and mumbling.

“I’m really not sure, George, I can see this is unnatural for you but I do wish to be generous to both Charlene and Leslie…”

He smiled like the last ray of sunshine before a possible storm.

“…It is our custom to be tactile and physically generous with each other. In our society it is simply a way of showing affection as such actions mean friendship and companionship.”

My mouth finally moved in defence of my honour.

“You can’t just touch me intimately as you propose or wish, Raybon; such things are not permissible!”

He smiled dryly as if I had completely the wrong end of the proverbial stick he was holding out.

“I don’t want to fuck you, Leslie; please, you insult me with such foul and unworthy thoughts…”

He chuckled while I drew breath at his arrogance or even crass discourtesy.

“…That is Charlene’s place in my life now, but if George respects my position in the family then he will allow me to buy presents and for you to share them with good grace or appreciation so I feel valued…and important…!”

His dark intense glare looked at my husband pointedly and my partner seemed to crumble under his determined gaze.

“…Don’t you agree George? A little affection or kindness would not be unwelcome or inappropriate?”

The man who was supposedly there to cherish and protect me only mumbled stupidly without the slightest thought or consideration for my sensibilities and honour.

“We can try, Raybon and see but it is an unusual tradition you have!”

Charlene’s crazy boyfriend blinked then sighed with some authority he had just been presented with and directed his instructions to me.

“Leslie, come here.”

I stared at my blushing husband whose expression indicated for me to do as requested so I moved to this unknown male who had now sat beside Charlene on the settee and he pulled me onto his strong, muscular knee. 

Mercifully I had on trousers that I had worn to the office that day because outrageously, in front of everyone, he placed his large, stretched-out hand on my back then down to the top of my rounded bottom then hissed softly. 

“Look at me Leslie, tell me you want me to stay and from now on you will play your part in making me feel more welcome and at home.”

I turned to him and his black spheres were controlling and even mesmerising as I tried to retain some sense of proportion while I gasped in response.

“Given the circumstance of course I will be accommodating as is reasonable!”

Before I realised his thick lips were on mine and I could smell his heady, masculine musk, aroma and sweet aftershave while he exhaled so tortuously close to me.

“Good, Leslie…you will see it is better like this...”

His tongue entered my mouth just a little until we were kissing briefly and then he moved me over to directly sit on his hidden but emerging and thick erection while laughing at my red-faced partner as he bounced me up and down on his contained but obvious black prick as if I was a female toy or plaything.

“…Good, very good…”

Raybon’s focus turned to my husband.

“…George, now I feel better and more comfortable that I can be myself; let us go and celebrate and eat, it is my treat!”

He relaxed his grip and I promptly rose to escape his clutches, went to my room to apply some lipstick to try to calm myself then returned downstairs where, to my increasing despair, Raybon moved around me as if I was a lost sheep and he was a threatening, pointer collie and shook his head expressively.

“We are going to an expensive restaurant you need to put on a short, suitable dress, Leslie; quickly now!”

The Impudent Cheeky Bastard then patted my bottom but instead of George being upset he smiled at me pathetically and in some urgency or misguided disquiet.

“Go on just for tonight, Darling; don’t make a fuss please…”

He looked on lovingly at his stupid daughter who was watching me in my humiliation with a vacuous or even engrossed expression.

“… Charlene seems happy and we don’t want to rock the boat!”

Understandably I was utterly outraged, but in my repressed anger returned to the bedroom, threw off my trouser suit and pulled on a tiny, red dress that I had not worn since I was a provocative and promiscuous teenager. 

Then I pulled on black hold-up stockings and matching tiny knickers before smearing my face with even more make-up and re-entering our lounge where Raybon once again stared at me with some apparent distaste as he mumbled in a combination of approval and complaint..

“A bit Trampy, Leslie…”

He drew me to him and wiped a little of the colour off my face then kissed me softly on the side of my scarlet cheek and laughed while I dithered in his powerful grasp.

“…But it suits you. OK let’s go…!”

My pathetic husband just kept absolutely mute and let this young, lofty, black adventurer lead us to a taxi and then to an expensive restaurant that was utterly out of our normal sphere of affordability.

Once inside and seated he had Charlene on one side of him and me on the other and after we had ordered and I had sipped some of the divine, red wine available, this enigmatic stranger twisted his body towards me, gently kissed my painted, soft lips and smiled at us all.

“…I hope you excuse my unusual ways…”

I was glowing in heat due to the warm alcohol and my disturbed and myriad emotions.

“…But women in the family are vitally important to my tribe while this intimacy of spirit combined with the flesh is our way, so please enjoy my hospitality as I will enjoy yours.”

George raised his glass as if in communality suddenly with this ensuing madness and almost slurred his words in his inebriation of this heightened atmosphere.

“Your good health, Raybon, thank you for this generosity.”

He clinked glasses with him to show his compliance to these absurd and even deviant ideas enabling the diabolical male to go on.

“It is my pleasure and you are indeed such a fortunate man to have such spectacular beauty around you like this…” 

He stretched back and opened his palms as if to show Charlene and me off, then leant over and enjoyed a swift, but deeply evocative, French kiss with her. 

She in turn I noticed, furtively placed her delicate fingers on his crotch under the tablecloth while Raybon took my own shaking hand and stared at my husband in some delight with how things were going so splendidly for him.

“…You are sure you do not mind me being tactile with your woman, George?”

The man I married just flushed as if he was a traffic light on permanent stop and gasped at him.

“If Leslie is OK with it, then I am!”

He stared at me with those smoky, smouldering black eyes and whispered seductively to me.

“Then I will ask her to provide me with just a brief kiss…”

He was truly beyond the bounds of normal, respectable behaviour.

“…Please, Leslie, only to demonstrate you are content to play your small part in making me happy, is that OK?”

I could see my partner glowing crimson with the smooth, red wine and the surreal nature of the evening therefore I just shrugged, as if past caring, and intent on making my husband suffer for his patent disregard of what should have been his most valuable property.

“Sure why not if this is your way?”

Before I had even finished my words his tongue was in my mouth and his oral embrace was spontaneous, quick but passionate and quite made me lose my breath, although I tried not to show it as the first course arrived. 

Unfortunately I was already more hot and bothered than the sauces - as was George - but once the floodgates to my form had been opened to our houseguest’s natural state of showing what he described so imprecisely as affection, his hands were hardly off me the remainder of the evening.

They lightly caressed my knees at first but, as the delicious wine had its insidious effect upon my female restraint, they occasionally touched my shoulder, back or belly until by the end of the evening he had one warm palm on the inside of my open thigh while another on the same part of Charlene. 

While he was enjoying such liberties, Raybon was in fact chuckling merrily at George across the table as if everyone was having such a celebratory and wonderful time.

“I truly feel contented and relaxed now. Thank you, now we can go home and each of us dominate and take our females…”

He winked at him suddenly, even devilishly, as if they were in the same depraved league and both Master’s of the Universe over all the weaker gender.

His hand was meanwhile outrageously still squeezing my flesh and I wanted to close my weakly splayed thighs but his intimate hold on me, combined with the alcohol that had lowered my inhibitions, made me so disconcertingly pliable and enfeebled.

“…I am sure you know that the women of the world need to be taken, dominated and fucked continually…”

He was laughing loudly and my husband was smiling as well as if they were from the same juvenile tribe in darkest Africa somewhere.

“…It is their role and keeps them under control and satisfied with their, contained and narrow lives.”

Charlene - the Puerile Slut - giggled suddenly and stupidly.

“That’s so true, as I am really satisfied with you!”

Raybon gazed at me and in response I smiled pointedly and spoke privately drolly at George while this Stranger’s hands were just dangerously below the crotch on my parted thighs, so he could thankfully and mercifully not feel how wet and hopelessly turned on I was.

“Definitely and for certain; my husband will no doubt shortly have his powerful and masterful way with me!”

George flushed again as if knowing and understanding I was being at best disingenuous or even openly sarcastic as whatever were his attributes, being a dominant man in the proverbial sack was not one of them. 

He looked almost concerned but our energetic host for the evening clapped his hands in jocular conclusion of an entertaining but mortifying evening and we were soon in the taxi before we realised. 

Again Charlene and I were either side of this Degenerate while his hand was once more on my open, upper, soft thigh as he began to kiss me tenderly with his warm, wet, probing tongue and he sighed contentedly.

“Just to say thank you for a wonderful evening, Leslie...”

His mouth was so surprisingly gentle while his oral flesh so passionate and it was as if I had lost control because suddenly I wanted his tongue to fully invade me and it took all of my willpower not to press my fingers onto the growing bulge in his crotch that Charlene already had hold of, as if she was concernedly marking her territory. 

Then to my disbelief his palms cupped my breasts and I did not try to stop him; just groaned for salvation and rescue and then, as if to answer my unspoken thoughts or prayers, we were outside our home.

We all staggered into the house and in the darkened hallway, Raybon pulled me close to him once more and this time I could patently feel his cock hard against my sliver of moist femininity as he murmured while I pressed back against it purely and uncontrollably in base, primitive reflex.

“…It has been memorable night; salutations to you all…”

A side light went on and he released me then chuckled almost man to man in my husband’s direction.

“...I think you will have a good time tonight, George; I sense Leslie is well warmed up and ready for you…”

He laughed childishly as if this was but a game meant for rapaciously sexual men.

“…Make your woman scream, George; it tells the Gods that you are doing important, virile, masculine work!” 

When he finished his feeble attempt at crass humour his fingers easily pulled Dirty Charlene up to her bedroom like the Neanderthal he seemed to be, and left me with my own prize who was definitely not a primal being. 

As if to follow suit I tugged at my husband’s slender fingers but felt him reacting by pulling against me as he whined weakly.

“Can we just have some tea, first?”

He turned on the kitchen light but suggestively I flicked the switch off to send us back into darkness then held him close while pressing my hips against his and, although he tried to prevent me, slid my fingers suggestively down to his crotch. 

To my horror he was unexpectedly wet there and I quickly opened his zip to find that his underpants were full of slimy ejaculate! 

It was perfectly if not disgustingly clear that my deranged, mixed-up husband had masturbated and already spurted his loads to the sight or sounds of his wife being touched and handled by this dominant, black male.

It had all been with his permission or collusion, right in front of his small and petite nose and I suddenly could hardly contain my anger and frustration.

“You are deviant and pathetic, George!”

He gasped in his disgrace at what I had unfortunately discovered.

“Sorry, sorry, Leslie but it was all a bit much when he was kissing and touching you and I seemed to lose my head for a moment.”

I tried to be understanding as my own emotions and libido had been inflamed or unbalanced as well and flicked the light back on as if only for some clarity or sanity.

“OK George, you have your sweet tea and a biscuit no doubt to…”

I smiled provocatively which seemed to disturb him further.

“… Recover you energy then come to bed because I need you tonight, Darling!”

His emerald eyes were gleaming then wavering but I left him to boil the kettle, withdrew to my bedroom, threw off my showy clothes and purely with only my sensual, slippery, black stockings to cover me, lay on the bed awaiting my true man and King. 

Suddenly the humiliating comment Raybon had said about women wanting to be mastered and taken had a certain ring of truth to it because that was what I definitely craved as I was undoubtedly horny and needy in the way a woman was desirous of her mate. 

I definitely needed to be consumed, mounted and fucked endlessly until it was my voice screaming for my release, not George’s filthy Tart of a daughter next door who was already moaning and crying as if her very life was hanging by the slightest, most fragile, sexual thread.

My husband took his sweet time but eventually the door opened and, after brushing his teeth thoroughly, he stood naked by the bed then stared at me lying on the duvet in just my nylon coverings in the dimness and gloom. 

My body was lit only by the soft glow of a side lamp as I sensed that I looked comely and suggestively entreated him.

“Fuck me, George…take me…show me…who is my Lord and Master here!”

His green eyes were glazed in confused emotion but with the constant wailing, grunting and sounds of interactive motion from the room next door my partner’s cock was noticeably small but hard and I pulsed in real expectation for the sexual relief I so yearned for as he moved slowly and gingerly towards me. 

Commandingly, as if to grasp the prickly nettle of copulation, he kneeled between my parted thighs and looked meaningfully at my vagina covered by thick, soft, blonde down. 

He then pointed his solid, little pecker in my direction but just as it reached the outer edges of my female crack of willing, waiting flesh, he emitted a strangulated moan and then dripped his weak, viscous seed over my aching, inverted most subtle and evocative line.

To his shame and discomfort I cried out in wild, crazed anger or even fury while pounding my fists on the bed in my wrath and frustration.

“Oh George, George, you Bastard…fuck me Oh George…take me…yes, yes, Yes…Oh you Beast…!”

His shocked eyes, glowing like opal stones in the shadows, looked down at me in my moaning and motion then stared in amazement and confusion as I went on and on in false, imaginary rapture until finally I had endured enough of the charade until I hissed at him lowly in my true anger or discontent.

“…You really are a stupid, idiotic man; but I want Raybon to believe you are a proper husband and Stud of a male otherwise he will lose respect for you…”

I was emotionally confused, bitter and vitriolic as my lips spat at him

“…as I have!”

He stumbled into the sheets beside me, tried to embrace me but I was utterly demented and my mood was made ever worse by the constant thud, thud, thud, of Raybon’s big, dark cock fucking Charlene until in the end I could take no more. 

It was as though my head was going to pop or explode in unrequited, physical craving and sexual pressure. 

In my ongoing fury I threw my body into the shower and when cool water did not ease my libidinous madness my fingers took to urgent, invasive masturbation in warm, soapy, slippery water until after numerous orgasms only then had I recovered a little of my salient and rational self.

Then finally I put on sensible pyjamas and returned to bed only to find more semen dripping from my husband’s penis even though he tried his unbalanced best to hide his disgrace. 

It was obvious we were both traumatised by the events of the evening as we just lay there listening to his daughter moaning and wailing like a promiscuous, lascivious ghost and did not say a further, solitary word to each other until much needed temporary, dark separation from this disturbed life finally took us both.

George

Although I never asked her, I was secretly quite unsure why Leslie agreed to be my wife? 

She was extremely pretty with long, blonde hair, a willing smile, a winning figure and I only asked her out in crazy impulse never thinking for singular moment she would go for a man like me. 

I was without a doubt no great shakes other than having a regular job and a house, was ten years older than my new love and had been married previously to the difficult and demanding Eileen. 

The only good thing that came out of that particular, most forgettable union was Charlene my gorgeous, innocent daughter who I loved with all my heart.

The relationship with her mother was certainly not up to much. In retrospect it was not all her fault as I had little sex drive and insufficient money for her grandiose aspirations and even before the first year was up I knew she was being unfaithful. 

I had dropped home early one evening from work to find her bent over our settee while the best man at my wedding and former closest friend fucked her up from behind while she screamed in glee like some cheap, sordid Whore. 

They were too involved to see or hear me and to my eternal disgrace I did not interrupt or confront them just watched and secretly, shamefully masturbated. 

I think I learned even then that women were Sluts or faithless prostitutes but I never questioned Eileen about such base matters or told her I knew of her infidelity and when the baby came doubted she was mine, but cared for it and loved the child anyway.

It seemed that I could accept her betrayal as it provided me with some semblance of family or stability but after a further few years of struggle between my first wife and me, eventually she left for a rich, lout of a man and took the gorgeous Charlene with her. 

It was an amicable enough split and divorce though; she eventually remarried and the girl was brought up as my daughter even though I secretly guessed and knew she was in all-likelihood not. 

In some ways I took it upon myself that she should not end up like her Tramp of a mother and have a moral and respectful life in keeping with her association with me and my good name. 

I saw her intermittently, always spoiled her with gifts or presents over the years and was thrilled when, after never staying in my home apart from a token, odd night during her growing up, she moved in with Leslie and me a few weeks ago to begin study at the local college. 

My new wife obviously didn’t like or think too much of her, especially when almost immediately she began to bring boys back to sleep-over but I didn’t wish to make a fuss which could upset her or cause me to lose my increasingly good relationship with my lovely girl. 

In all honesty I often privately felt I had let her down and, given this opportunity to show my worth, wanted to set an example and be the sage, loving father that I never had the chance or opportunity to be.

Things had been somewhat strained between my wife and I even before her appearance and this was made worse when my daughter’s new black lover, Raybon, appeared as he seemed to control and monopolise her completely. 

Unfortunately she would take him to her large bed and fuck this man continually and most unworthily; it made me think backwards about when her wayward mother did exactly the same things which caused me to masturbate endlessly and most unfortunately. 

My penchant for playing with myself was something I had indulged in from the youngest age and the thought of the woman I was with being taken by another man was a secret, private fetish that seemed to inflame my mind and then set me continually upon my private, perhaps perverse, sexual edge.

I was not sure why seeing the women I loved being treated so badly by predatory, virile men inflamed me, but it did and I put it down to harmless fantasy that brought me many hours of secret, erotic masturbation and subversive release. 

The situation with my daughter and her lover was indeed unsettling in many ways for me and it appeared that matters were coming to a head.

Leslie insisted that I should tell him to go but I couldn’t and one evening when casually Charlene told me she wanted her man to stay over full time with her, initially I refused outright but then under duress caved in and relented at her insistence as she was on the point of leaving for good. 

My reasoning, if that was what you could call my thought processes, was that while she remained then I could still hope or attempt to set a moral example and show her the right way. 

Her boyfriend at that point did not want to remain, as he was an extremely arrogant and difficult sort, and it was only when I agreed to try or even accept his unusual, tribal traditions of being overtly friendly and tactile with other female members of the family did he agree to have a trial stay.

This was of course with regards to being forward with Leslie and on the first night I agreed to allow him to show his affection and respect for my delightful and pretty wife he did so in ever more alarming ways. 

Raybon would constantly kiss and touch her and even though my innocent Leslie wished no part in his advances, I would encourage or even beg her to let him for Charlene’s sake, as the alternative for her not to consent to his contemptible, presumptive ways would surely be the inevitable separation between me and this misguided child that needed my parental guidance or support.

The problem was that even from the first moment of this developing, surreal arrangement it seemed to blow my often fragile mind as this black stranger was either fucking my daughter or touching my wife and even though Leslie constantly wanted me to make love to her I was too overwrought and unfortunately, overly excited to do so. 

All I could seem to do was masturbate endlessly; I was virtually useless in providing her with any of the sexual relief she seemed to crave more and more and it made the day to day situation between us very pressurised or strained.

Worst than that was that even on the first morning that I had allowed him the freedom to show Leslie some tactile show of his admiration, as he explained the males in his tribe did with all female family, I had to suffer the agony of him coming to the breakfast table and openly touching or caressing her. 

He would stroke then press her lengthy blonde hair or slender but womanly body though the light material of her long, covering cotton gown. 

My wife hated his unwarranted approaches of course, but she would not be rude to this Bastard, as I had pleaded with her many times not to upset him and she just put up with his schoolboy antics, ignored him and did not react negatively. 

What Raybon did to her in all honesty was nothing too outrageous and never went beyond the boundaries of decency or propriety, but it was insidious and slowly he began to take a stranglehold on my household and the two women inside it. 

On the third evening after this agreement was in place he came back with some expensive, branded carrier bags, sat beside both girls and smiled at me as if he was Santa Claus and Christmas had come early this year.

“I want to show my appreciation, George to you all; I buy Charlene presents and gifts as you know and I desire to do the same for Leslie.”

It seemed a wonderful gesture and I did not wish to be churlish or ungrateful as I responded enthusiastically.

“Thank you, Raybon!”

He waved his hand as though his largesse was nothing and presented both females with his offerings and to my shock, Leslie pulled out a purple bra and panty set and I noticed he had purchased a similar outfit in red for Charlene. 

My wife flushed and gasped at him in her obvious discomfort.

“It’s very expensive and divine but I can’t wear this it would be completely inappropriate.”

He raised his dark eyebrows and murmured

“Why not it is just lingerie? And I will buy you suitable dresses tomorrow at the shopping centre…”

His inky, penetrating eyes were innocent then insistent.

“…Please Leslie, try them on with Charlene they are from the same collection and you are about the same size…”

He sighed seductively.

“…You will both look so divine and it will please me.”

Leslie looked at me for direction or support but to my eternal dishonour all I could see or attempt was not offending either Charlene or Raybon and in doing so, unwittingly sowed the future seeds of my own disaster. 

However in truth I could not possibly know what was to come and murmured softly in persuasion to my troubled partner.

“It’s only some articles of clothing Leslie; please, you know how I feel about making a fuss!”

She turned on her heels in fury and in a few minutes returned in the provocative, brightly coloured underwear along with my daughter and they both stood boldly in front on their benefactor. 

My wife who had now perfumed her body and painted her face as if purely to torture me, smiled at this man, placed her fingers on her hips to show off her delicious shape and whispered in a raised voice full of surging, mixed emotions.

“So how do I look then, Raybon?”

The Black male laughed before handing me a camera and I took endless photographs of my young, divine partner and daughter dressed only in this minute, flashing lingerie as they drank wine and giggled stupidly or posed foolishly as if they were suddenly enjoying dressing up and modelling.

Then Raybon stood in-between the two women who draped themselves on each shoulder and appeared to me like his prostitutes while his wandering hands went from their bellies to bottoms continually. 

The terrible fact was that as I took memories and pixelated images, my penis was secretly rock hard and I longed to press my aching sexuality but could only keep clicking as this man eventually and permanently placed his warm palms on both of their backsides and made them jump and snigger vacuously in equal amounts.

Leslie, under pressure from me, had accepted the gift graciously and even the white, short negligee which was in the other bag that she subsequently put on after yet another sumptuous, extravagant dinner at a local eatery.

When my girls dressed up for bed in their salacious gifts they both looked so sexual and I sat beside this dark guest in the lounge in my house as if I was his equal while he murmured in appreciation.

“Your wife looks so beautiful and desirable, George, you are so lucky, I mean look at her; sometimes it is truly wonderful to be a superior man”

Leslie indeed appeared spectacular in her tiny, white transparent top with the frilly, layered knickers and I responded stupidly in foolish bravado.

“I am indeed fortunate, Raybon.”

He slapped my thigh as if we suddenly had a communal purpose in life.

“Then let us undertake our natural duty, George, as powerful males are meant to do.”

We both took our respective females to our rooms and almost immediately Charlene was grunting and moaning like a Whore while Leslie stared at me almost in curiosity before kneeling provocatively over on the bed and muttering dryly or sarcastically under her breath.

“Come on then, George; master me; just as he is dominating your Dirty daughter.”

Nervously I stood behind my woman, lowered her new delicious, delicate panties and although I was fully erect to a full four inches, as soon and the tip of my elongated cock neared her outer, female, slippery edges I grunted and feebly jerked semen over her flat, wet, female line.

She groaned in visible wrath and frustration then spat out words that wounded me to my masculine centre.

“You are such a fucking woman, George, maybe you should let Raybon do me as well; you seem to get off on the idea of it more than I do!”

I was horrified at her slur, tried to explain but what was happening to me was increasingly beyond my comprehension.

“I’m sorry, Leslie, sorry let me try again.”

My wife just ignored me then brought herself to completion right before my eyes with her busy, expert fingers which eventually made me reflexively erect again; but even now with her creamy thighs apart and her sexual line so sodden and willing all I could do was climax over her mound in my perpetual arousal but uncontrollable agitation and weakness.  

All this time the sounds from the room beside us were ongoing, ever more disturbing and literally driving me utterly out of my tiny mind. 

From then on all I could do was suffer and endure endless humiliation as Raybon bought Leslie ongoing matching outfits to Charlene’s and became increasingly forward and overly feely with her. 

Although I knew he never fucked my wife or even saw or touched her most secret places, late one night when Charlene was out and we were all relaxing watching television something happened in my heated brain and I snapped.

Leslie was lying with her head on his lap and far too near his crotch while his copper fingers were stroking the sheer, black material of the front of the new, lacy boy shorts and crochet silk slip he had supplied that day. 

She was obviously only cooperating with him under my request and direction but I was beginning to think perhaps this situation of appeasement had already gone too far and without thinking I heard my acrid tone as my voice spat at him.

“I don’t think my wife is enjoying that?”

He glared at me as if I had bitten his cheek.

“We have been through this George, Leslie is content and I like to feel her as is our way; how dare you try to deny me suddenly like this.”

I watched his hand then palm, cup the soft, full, right breast as if to prove his dominant point through the fineness of the flimsy top causing her to shudder in distaste as I hissed in real, rising anger and exasperation with my impertinent guest.

“Enough, Raybon; stop now!”

He was obviously annoyed and flicked Leslie’s, rigid, pointed nipple as if only to spite me while she murmured in natural complaint and his lips rained verbal fire at me.

“Do not tell me what to do! My right is to enjoy her as we agreed; up to now I have shown respect for you as her husband but do not provoke or test me, George!”

Leslie just stared at me feebly and pathetically while his fingers suddenly pressed down firmly at the centre of her luxuriously covered crotch while she squirmed and tried to stop him and it made me realise that this had all gone far beyond what was acceptable or permissible as I screamed loudly in sudden, husbandly fury.

His degenerate actions and ways had driven me past the point of tolerance as I continued to state then shout loudly my case.

“Stop now, I mean it you Bastard! She does not want you to touch her, has only been co-operating in this silly game due to my insistence for Charlene’s sake; now desist or I will call the police.”

His invasive and primal actions stopped immediately at my intended threat although his large hands continued to stroke my wife’s blonde hair lightly as he addressed her.

“Is that true Leslie, my touch brings you no delight or pleasure?”

She was bright as a beetroot but murmured the truth as I understood it.

“Yes Raybon; George told me to co-operate with you but…you do not seem to appreciate that I’m a married, mature woman not some silly Whore for you to spoil, grab and caress at will.”

He seemed genuinely perturbed or taken aback at her rebuke and silently rose up like a dark, storm cloud from the settee, went to his room and when Charlene returned they came down as a couple to the lounge to speak to Leslie - who had now changed into a more normal, respectable, cotton nightgown - and me. Raybon was of course the voice for them both.

“I apologise for my actions as I thought you understood that my intentions were entirely respectful and in keeping with our ways…”

He stared at my wife who could not hold his regretful gaze at all because she was patently so infuriated with him.

“…I thought you enjoyed it as much as me; it was innocent really, but it is the traditions of our family and tribe…”

His voice was saddened and repentant.

“…There is no other way for us so I will not see you again; Charlene wishes to come with me and obviously understands what is expected of her under my authority.”

I looked at my pretty daughter and she seemed increasingly annoyed with me as I felt the vitriolic force of her tongue.

“You just couldn’t go along could you, George, even for me? Now you have lost my trust as my future is with Raybon and his family…”

She shook her shimmering long, blonde hair that moved like a golden wave dramatically on her back.

“…I can feel it!”

Suddenly I realised what I had done in anger and tried to backtrack while mumbling so insipidly

“I’m so sorry Darling, but he was touching Leslie who was uncomfortable as she did not like it.”

My child sneered at me and insulted my partner at the same unreasonable time.

“Wake up, George! For goodness sake, your Luscious Leslie loved and revelled in the attentions from a man like him…”

It was clear she did not know what she was saying.

“… Leslie’s a Slut like me, nothing was really happening as Raybon is honour-bound to not ever take her as long as you were together. Everything was cool or good but now you’ve ruined it so I’ll go with my man and we’ll see you once in a while.”

I was upset and desperate and I cried out but it was already too late to put my small world back together.

“Please Charlene; I’m so sorry can we not go back to how it was?”

But the fracture had formed deeply, already meaning there was no possibility of returning to our previous status-quo and before I realised they had left us and there was only Leslie and I remaining in the house. 

She seemed relieved initially but then, however bad relations were previously, things between Leslie and I went off at a tangent and even further south. 

We hardly spoke much, went through the motions both in and out of work or bed but the only time I seemed to get excited was when my mercurial head thought about Raybon with my women.

Even then I could never keep or retain the sexual energy to fornicate with Leslie who was also disturbed by what had gone on and driven, like me, to constant masturbation.

Occasionally we saw them, Raybon was always polite and respectful while Charlene appeared ever more in love until after just a few months, they went over to the small part of Africa his family seemed to own or control and visit his much vaunted and spoken of distant relations. 

I would have refused permission of course as she was far too young but she never asked me; it appeared I was powerless or impotent even with the members of my own personal family now.

Then, as if things could not get any more problematical, unexpectedly Raybon appeared at my door one evening with a firm knock but without Charlene and seemed unusually upset or troubled. 

I invited him quietly inside and he sat in the master chair before staring at the new laminate flooring while speaking in some real regret to Leslie and I.

“I am sorry to bring you both such bad new but I took Charlene to my home to meet my blood…”

He stopped to draw breath while I did as well.

“…And as is our way some of the men wished to share her…”

My instinct was to disbelieve such outlandish or animalistic ideas but could see he was not joking as he continued.

“…My father took her first then had her and…”

This evil Reprobate looked uncomfortable and I gasped at him.

“What, what are you trying to say?”

His black eyes looked once more at the shiny floor.

“He has possession of her now and she has willingly accepted him…!”

I could not comprehend what he was saying but the bad news kept coming like a wild torrent of unwelcome water.

“…She has agreed to become one of his wives; they are engaged to be married and I am sorry but there is nothing I can do about it.”

My mouth groaned as if I had been shot because suddenly this all felt like my fault; if only I had not tried to change things this would never have transpired and the heavy weight of responsibility overwhelmed me as I wailed in traumatic shock!

“I have to speak to Charlene.”

He nodded sagely in understanding and in a few seconds he had Skyped her on his small computer and my vulnerable, pretty girl was looking at me in a white bikini in the shade of an umbrella and looking very contented.

“Hi George; heard the exciting news?”

I tried to speak but was in a dither as I gushed my words of concern.

“Please Charlene, you can’t marry him he’s so old and far away.”

She just laughed at me as if I was too out of the loop to understand her impulsive actions.

“My King is experienced and rich, George; the engagement party is in a couple of weeks but I can’t invite you as it’s only his family and their women…”

She giggled happily.

“… Even Mum can’t come without a family escort so…wish me luck!”

I tried to plead with her but she seemed so gleeful, in love and happy and in the end she had a brief conversation with Raybon, who she still seemed to get on well with surprisingly, and they acknowledged they would soon get together at the forthcoming celebration and joyful event.

The line then went quiet and the black man shook his head demonstrably once more in the most apologetic of gestures.

“I am truly saddened for you but in my tribe if the woman of a younger man is required by an Elder, and especially our King, then we have no choice but to oblige…”

His exhalation was stunted before he rolled his black, uncompromising eyes.

“…It is about respect. Sharing the fertile seeds of all of the family and to create new life along the way…”

He was utterly sincere; concerningly or even terrifyingly so.

“…What is done cannot be changed; Charlene belongs to my father and all of my family now.”

My mouth was completely dry but I still tried to converse and find a solution.

“I have to see Charlene to try to talk sense to her.”

Raybon shook his handsome, young head meaningfully.

“It is not possible only blood can go to a family engagement…”

His eyes seemed to wander for the briefest moment.

“…And their women or slaves of course…!”

My head was ever more confused.

“…If I have another woman or women then they can accompany me.”

It was as if my brain was exploding.

“And slaves?”

He looked away unusually sheepishly as if he had divulged something he shouldn’t.

“I cannot reveal this under the circumstances; you would think it is barbaric.”

Already I was utterly desperate to right the wrong I had done.

“Please Raybon tell me.”

He sighed then spoke softly but with devastating purpose and meaning.

“If I take another man’s wife with his permission then she becomes mine and he is my slave or servant while the woman is in my service.”

I gasped in developing, further shock.

“You can’t be serious!”

He rose up ready to leave and nodded his head.

“No I am joking I have to go.”

My hand held his to stop him.

“Explain please. Please Raybon so I can understand.”

He murmured and stared with his hypnotic, dark eyes at Leslie.

“If a wife and husband accept my rule or command then they are my property; it needs to be done in writing and only me or the woman can break the contract. The man becomes a slave or a Nemin in our culture.”

My lips questioned him.

“Nemin?”

He smiled dryly.

“A servant to others; the men and women of my family and tribe!”

Leslie stared at me in horror and it made me keep kept quiet until he left and by the time we went to bed I knew what I had to do as I tried to coax or persuade her to accept the impossible as I whispered.

“Will you pretend to be Raybon’s girlfriend…please it’s the only way…I have to get over to Charlene and save her.”

Leslie just stared at me as if I had completely lost my rational mind and refused as of course she would, but I pressed her endlessly until in the end she reluctantly agreed to talk about it seriously and the following day I rang Raybon and pleaded with him.

“Will you take my wife, Raybon; just in pretence of course.”

He laughed at my hopeful words.

“You do not understand, George, this is not a game where you can dictate the terms; just accept Charlene is gone do not ring me again.”

Instantly I was horrified and just kept talking as if that alone would solve my dilemma.

“Please, please tell me what to do; I will agree to anything.”

He went deathly quiet then murmured gravely.

“In our culture we have a contract for such matters; once it is signed then you are Nemin and must follow my orders and our ways, as must Leslie.”

My tone revealed my urgency.

“Please I will agree it tonight.”

It seemed he was unconvinced.

“You are not sincere or understand; please just forget this path as it is not for you or your wife.”

The more he refused me the more I insisted until finally Raybon agreed to come around the following evening by which time I had partially explained to Leslie what we were considering but in reality I had no idea of the true implications. 

All I thought about was Charlene and how my stupidity had undoubtedly led her down this wrong and most dangerous of directions.

That night we sat together on our settee while this tall, imposing, black male took my former seat and spoke with due purpose as he placed two pieces of paper on the glass, coffee table and muttered frankly.

“If you wish me to take Leslie as my woman then both ask me, and sign these documents where everything is detailed.”

I looked into my wife’s pale eyes and hoped she would stay the course as I whimpered only with thoughts of poor Charlene in my confused heart.

“Please, Raybon have my wife, I willingly present her to you, please.”

His inky, insightful eyes looked at her and to my relief her voice was conciliatory or even consensual.

“I am willing, Raybon to be your woman.”

He sat back and smiled at her with some noticeable gratification.

“Then go and dress to please me and bring me your old nightgown for your husband.”

In a few seconds to my disconcertion she was back wearing the provocative, white negligee set he had bought her previously and holding her normal, long, pink cotton gown she normally wore to bed which he took from her fingers and passed to me.

“Remove your clothes and put this on; it is your evening outfit around us once you sign and signifies your role as a menial or servant to us both along with the family I belong to…”

I was trapped as if I refused then it would be the end of my journey to see my daughter; so I removed my suit and shorts then draped the fragrant gown over my head and cursed that my penis became erect instantly at just the aroma and disturbing touch of the fine material.

“…Now kiss your Mistress’s feet and pledge obedience to her command.”

Ridiculously I obediently prostrated my body and pressed my lips to her toes while whining softly.

“I will serve you, Leslie.”

She seemed to pulse to my promise or intention even though I did not mean a word of it before I almost detected a wry smile and assumed she realised this was all a charade simply to get me to where I needed to be.

Raybon then took her hand and gently but firmly pulled her towards him.

“If you wish to be my woman then kneel before me on your knees and show suitable respect; or if I repulse you as you once said, then refuse me and I will go…”

Leslie to my joy settled on her knees and he took her face in his huge palms and stroked her neck as he muttered in foul purpose.

“…You cannot refuse me anything if you sign. Both of you will belong to me unless you leave or I dismiss you.”

He gazed at me then the rise or small but prevalent bulge at my crotch as he laughed at my obvious and disturbing deviance.

“You cannot leave me or your Mistresses’ service unless we allow you to which is very rare, now…”

Suddenly he kissed my wife passionately and held her heavy breasts one by one, in his smooth fingers and she shivered in patent discomfort.

“…Either sign or I will leave you to your destiny together. If you accept me then your lives will be very different…”

I swiftly placed my name on the given line then Leslie nervously did the same and he got up looked at the papers then made his own mark and this odious pact with this Devil was complete as he immediately took full command.

“…Now Leslie, go and ask your Nemin to put on a pair of your knickers, turn down our bed and return here.”

She laughed at the absurdity of what had been proposed but played her part as instructed as she addressed me.

“A matching pink pair, Nemin, then come back to me....”

I was humiliated of course but went to her drawer put on a plain, cotton, tiny pair of panties that only just contained my erection and to my concern when I arrived back downstairs she was sitting beside him and they were openly kissing.

Her blue eyes found me and her voice was increasingly forceful.

“…Raise the gown and let me see you…”

To my shame I did exactly that until she saw my hardness and chuckled.

“…Ask me to sleep with Raybon in our former, marital bed.”

I stumbled over her request but complied.

“Please, Leslie sleep with him.”

Her voice was increasingly stern.

“You call me, Miss now, Nemin. Tell me this excites you!”

My lips groaned weakly and lied or perhaps not; at that stage I was not sure what the real cause or truth of my actions were.

“It does, Miss.”

She stared at my agitated crotch and spoke cruelly.

“Then show me; touch you little man through the material and ask Raybon to use me, fuck my pussy like you never could.”

I wailed in humiliation or frustration but my fingers went to my solid penis as I cried in my disgrace.

“Please fuck him, Miss, please…I want him to…fuck, fuck….oh fuck!”

To my true, eternal mortification the gusset of the fine underwear filled with drops of my spunk sending the material crimson along with my face, until she smiled wryly and whispered in Raybon’s ear as he hissed at me.

“Good, a Nemin should be aroused at first by his former woman being with a strong, virile male that takes his place; it is done and you will be in her finery all the time now as you are no longer a man.”

I blinked then emitted a strangulated breath.

“Yes, Raybon.”

His hands cupped my wife’s tender, partially covered, shapely chest once more as he glared in satisfaction at his conquest of us both.

“You will call me, Sir, and you shall tidy then lock up before bringing some chilled wine to our room.”

What could I do but play along? I seriously doubted that Leslie really liked him and would probably have a manufactured headache to prevent him having his way with her, but I was becoming more and unsure about everything. 

When I went into my former bedroom my wife was already snugly under the white duvet while Raybon was in the shower and I smiled at her as if we had a private understanding.

“Thank you Leslie; I really appreciate the sacrifice you’re making for Charlene!”

Her blue eyes were icy cold in reply.

“You call me, Miss, Nemin…”

She took the wine, sipped it and then relaxed on her giving, double pillow.

“…Lift your hem show me if you’re hard again…”

I was and she looked on then giggled at my depraved display.

“…You are a queer fuck, George; don’t touch it as I want you to come without even pressing it. Just thinking about what he’ll do to me…!”

Her breath was already laboured as if her imagination was suddenly quicker and more rampant than mine.

“…Like he did to Charlene; have my body as he did hers. Raybon will fuck me, George, like you want him to and make me groan and scream!”

As she snickered I jerked pathetically and meekly into the soft knickers around me for the third time and as I trembled stupidly, Raybon came out of the bathroom with just a towel draped around him then smiled at me in some gratification.

“Good, Nemin, enjoy your orgasms while you can…”

He let the towel fall silently to the floor and the biggest, thickest, darkest penis I had ever seen was displayed proudly and he held it in his fingers as if to show me boastfully what the women around me found so irresistible.

“…This is Master of you both now; go and try to sleep and listen to your Whore of a wife as I take ownership and possession or her like I did Charlene!”

I dropped my fragrant, pink gown before running out like a meek, terrified girl and, as my fingers shut the door to my former room, wondered perhaps that in trying to selflessly or even heroically save my unfortunate daughter, just exactly what it was I had actually let myself in for?

Leslie

How my husband and I arrived at the bizarre agreement we did I still was never exactly sure about? 

His motivation to protect the promiscuous Charlene, who needed no saving from enjoying a selfish, rapacious, sexual life, developed into something more likened to an obsession. 

After Raybon threatening to remove her from the family home unless we adapted to his strange, ludicrous, perverse ways George surrendered his rule then pride and worse, mine as well, for he quickly became the dominant member or male in the household. 

This was constantly fucking the Dirty Charlene but also mercurially or slyly taking some control over me as well. 

He told us some nonsense about his family having a tradition that females belonging to the younger men were shared amongst the Elders of the tribe and he insisted he had the authority to touch and treat me in equal measure. This he did often and even generously as he began to buy me beautiful, provocative clothing to often match what he purchased for George’s spoiled and precocious daughter. 

Was I offended to be treated so casually or even one would say disrespectfully? Of course but something strange was going on as George was aroused all the time but could never make love to me - that was nothing unusual apart from him getting constantly excited - and very slowly I began to secretly, unworthily, depravedly enjoy both Raybon’s transient physical and fiscal attentions.

It was privately lovely to dress up in expensive finery and feel that I was being naughty or immoral even though my intimacy - if that is what you would call it with the new man of the house - was fairly juvenile and almost utterly innocent. 

However he would kiss and touch me constantly but never too invasively, just over the skin on my bottom or breasts until I would be wonderfully tingling and glowing in womanly arousal and anticipation. 

Raybon encouraged George to enjoy me as a husband truly should sexually savour his wife, just as he was doing with Charlene, but such masculine acts or intentions were beyond my man who was always so increasingly wound up in his unbalanced, if not deranged, mind. 

Therefore during any intimacy or lovemaking we shared he pathetically always spurted his juices over various external parts of me within the silent confines of our own room and in his disturbing, constant, febrile excitement.

The evening George unexpectedly told him to leave was unforgettable. In truth what was happening between me and our houseguest was no worse than normal, just some gentle touching, teasing or kissing. 

However it was as though my husband’s perverse mind seemed to have literally reached melting or boiling point and his feelings of being constantly belittled and humiliated seemed to erupt like emotional magma from his bottled-up pressurised volcano of this recent, surreal existence. 

Raybon, thoroughly insulted, then quickly departed taking the despoiled, difficult, golden-haired Charlene with him and I don’t think her father ever forgave himself for his rash actions as everything had been relatively stable up to that point. 

In all honesty this dark stranger had always treated me with a certain unspoken deference or respect during his illicit attentions, even though he privately and secretly drove me to hormonal distraction while doing so. 

To be frank, the only way I had been able to cope was to masturbate frequently as there was only so much physical titillation or torment any girl could take before needing a strong and proper fuck that my husband, George could never offer or supply. 

Many times to my shame I craved Raybon to actually, truly possess or have me but he never took unfair advantage and I was too much of a coward to ask. 

Naturally he didn’t know or guess what a sexual and even wayward girl I had been in my past, or in fact still was under the thin veneer of respectability, and I was now definitely too much of a Lady to tell him.

So then there was just me and my husband in our home now once more and although I missed the passing caresses or presents from my dark, strong but unwelcome admirer, I put the experience behind me and just accepted my life was never going to be perfect or even interesting given the poor choice of partner I had made. 

A substantial, salient part of me had wanted to leave George for a long time but my job was poorly paid and I had neither the money nor the balls, to do anything pro-active or positive for my future. 

Then one evening the world seemed to turn over and change completely; Raybon bravely came in and told us with sincere regret that Charlene had been literally or emotionally captured - for want of a better description - by his father, the King. 

Seemingly, or even outrageously, this older man had trialled her sexually, as appeared to be his questionable if not depraved right under their traditions, and had then taken the precious, still naive Charlene for his very own. 

Unbelievably as it sounded they were now officially engaged and the marriage was imminent! 

Obviously George was apoplectic even more so after he spoke to his troublesome daughter by computer who told him the celebratory, engagement party was in a few weeks time and not to worry. 

She was visibly glowing, looked deliriously happy with her new Regal Master and presumably her life to follow. 

My husband understandably wanted to go and see his charge immediately and save her from herself, but this area of Africa was small and secluded and it was clearly explained that only the wives or girlfriends of the men belonging to the tribe or family could get a visa that entitled them to even the shortest, transient visit. 

It was further outlined to us that only if George impossibly ceded his wife to Raybon, only then could we all go on the journey.

To be clear this arrangement would mean I would be Raybon’s girlfriend and my husband would travel as a slave, or a so called Nemin in their culture; this was some type of servile half-man or woman as I could best comprehend. 

Without doubt what was suggested was absurd, surreal and implausible but then, even more unexpectedly and ridiculously, my George begged me to agree to play along with this foul man’s proposal as this was his only way to get to Charlene. 

Of course I refused immediately; what self-respecting woman would not have done? But the situation with his daughter was undoubtedly serious and I was also concerned for both my partner and his wayward child and was unsure of the right thing to do for everyone. 

I think that was why I was wavering anyway!

In my confusion one evening, while still refusing utterly to agree to George’s unreasonable requests for me to just try the situation as suggested to us by Raybon, I secretly rang him, simply for peace of mind. 

My husband had assured me this arrangement was to be for show only and what subsequently followed would be purely for him to get access to Charlene. 

I needed confirmation from this mysterious and somewhat superior stranger and my heart skipped a noticeable beat when his deep voice answered on the first ring before I murmured nervously.

“Raybon?”

He sighed in recognition of my tone.

“Hi, Leslie.”

I got straight to the point as I did not wish to make small-talk.

“This suggestion you have made to my husband; is it the only way for us to get over to the engagement party?”

His answer was serious and seemed to be without falsehood.

“I have explained how things are in our culture but also it is not for you…”

The man seemed unsettled or still slighted by the previous complaints against his questionable actions and attentions towards me.

“…George made it perfectly clear that you did not like it when I touched your skin….and under those conditions, then I could not with all conscience force myself upon you.”

My face flushed although he could not see me and made a small, unfortunate confession.

“That wasn’t quite true, Raybon, but I am married and always felt guilty of our teasing even as innocent as it was…”

I gathered my courage as if trying to persuade him.

“…I mean if I condescended to be your woman for a while as suggested would it still be the same? I don’t think I could be unfaithful to my partner George. It is not in me to act in this prurient or immoral way.”

Unusually from him his response was terse.

“I cannot obligate or force you to have sex or do anything without your approval, Leslie, neither can the men in my family but if you agree to be with me then it is expected if requested of you.”

I wanted to be crystal-clear; as a woman had to be specific about such delicate matters.

“But it can’t be demanded?”

His ultimate words settled and finally calmed me.

“No, but if subsequently you surrender your body freely then your only choice from that juncture is to comply with what your duties are or leave!”

My mouth moved before I thought the whole thing through.

“OK, under those terms then I agree, Raybon.”

Disconcertingly he was in no better humour at my attempts at being conciliatory as he complained softly.

“Well you must not tell George about our bargain. He must think you are already mine in every physical and emotional way if you both sign the document I will provide, and you must not interfere with his servile role from that time.”

I was intrigued or almost amused as I had suffered with George for so long now to care too much about his sensibilities.

“What will that be?”

He chuckled for the first time.

“A woman and a slave; he will have willingly given up his wife to another more dominant and powerful male and must live each day with the shame and repercussions.”

I laughed, naturally thinking he was joking but that first evening after we had put our names on the precisely written contract, my husband placed upon his slight body my pink nightgown, kissed my feet and then climaxed disgracefully in the crotch of the same colour cotton knickers he put on.

It was then I began to realise that this game was no mere jest because before long I sat in the master bed that George had just conceded to this enigmatic man, in one of my provocative negligees Raybon had previously purchased for me.

Then as I watched in real disbelief, my partner brought us wine as if he was indeed already a hapless servant or a menial to us both.

Humiliatingly, Raybon made him lift his gown to demonstrate his obvious engagement with this depraved situation of him losing his woman and while we observed, George climaxed so degenerately in reflex, while this young stud - who was openly naked as he had just showered - told him he was undoubtedly going to fuck me, his wife, right now. 

My husband just stared at his enormous but flaccid, black cock and mumbled feebly, distractedly or stupidly under his breath in compliance before hurriedly, cowardly running away and leaving me to my fate.

When he eventually closed the door to the bedroom I sipped my cold wine then settled into the sheets just covered by my short, white negligee and tiny, ruffled knickers. 

Suddenly even bizarrely, I realised that my whole body was electrically buzzing as undeniably this strange adventure was disturbing or affecting me, but not enough to lose control as I whined to this malevolent, dangerous male who was now inside and lurking within in my private space.

“I can’t believe what George has agreed to Raybon; he seems to get-off sexually on what is happening!”

The man shrugged in ambivalence and to my disturbance began to sit on my white chair at the dressing table before gently rubbing oil into his magnetic balls and meaty, rope-like penile flesh in much the same purposeful way I looked after my skin and face while he answered me.

“Many weak men crave for their wives and women to be fucked or taken by a more powerful male. The primal urge is in the woman also as it is an inherent part of life that only the strongest shall procreate and take possession.”

I sat up a little and tried to stop shaking. He was talking about us as if we were mere animals and lacked reason, logic or cognition and spoke in anxiety and defence.

“Am I a possession, Raybon…?”

His black eyes stared at me uncomfortably as I gasped in real physical tension; there was something about being a mere, female object for a man like this that was secretly erotic, evocative and very unsettling for me.

“…But you promised you would not have me against my will.”

His head nodded swiftly but slowly in confirmation.

“And such is the case…now sleep, Leslie and do not watch or distract me as I have to look after my manhood…”

He sighed as if this was such a chore.

“…It has such use that I need to make sure the skin in perfumed and in the best condition at all times…

I shuddered as his voice laughed softly.

“…Normally my woman manages this basic task for me as I religiously do this each and every night!”

Once more my verbal response was alarming, instinctive and perhaps naïve or misguided as well.

“Well I’m your woman here; I genuinely don’t mind if you wish me to assist you?”

Black spheres with white surrounds stared intently at me almost in humour but he shook his unblemished face and perfectly formed head with due purpose.

“It’s not necessary for you to be uncomfortable, Leslie; I will be a few minutes then I will join you to rest...”

Before he finished I had slid out and was across the bed like liquid mercury until I was before him, took the small, pungent, open bottle of oil and smiled as I saw his cock pulse just a fraction in the primal anticipation of my expected caress and then explained my impromptu actions.

“…I would like to do at least some of my duties to you, Raybon; you have touched me endlessly and it is only fair and natural that I return the favour.”

I did not wait for an answer as my fingers curled slowly around his soft masculinity where there was an immediate, definite thickening of his flesh while I placed the slimy, coconut liquid on my fingertips then gently began to rub it into his sensitive, most vulnerable skin.

I looked up at him weakly as mysteriously I suddenly, sincerely wanted to please him.

“Tell me what to do, Raybon; how to massage this properly for your comfort as I desire you should be fully contented with me.”

He placed his palm on my barley-covered bottom and squeezed the plump whiteness as if it was pale fruit.

“No Leslie, please, just do and play as you wish, for given what you have previously told me I know you would find it distasteful.”

By now my pussy was already disturbingly dripping and he was visibly becoming noticeably erect but he did not know how he was affecting me as I tried to remain rational but determined to act and play my part as far as reasonable or possible.

“Please tell me, Raybon; I am not a virgin and know some of the ways of men.”

He squeezed my ass cheeks more purposefully then grunted in base direction.

“My women put the oil on their tongues then slowly, lovingly lick it on me; my balls then all over my manhood until I am fully aroused and hard…”

He pressed my flesh more tightly and smiled.

“…But this is not an obligation given what we agreed, and I do not wish you to be upset or suffer unfairly.”

My body shivered then, as my trembling legs were already giving way, I dropped to my knees and then poured a little sweet-smelling juice on my tongue and whispered meekly while gazing up at him still.

“Let me try, Raybon; we have to spend time together now and I really want you to be happy with my efforts given you have previously been so generous and good to me…”

In that moment I bent down in submission to him, softly licked then suckled his huge balls and sensed the unmistakeable power and potency inside them. 

In response his hands stroked my shiny hair before settling back comfortably in his seat as if finally consenting or allowing me to disgracefully and disgustingly work on him.

The sheer decadence of this was so similar to how I used to perform for my lovers in another time or life, but now it was magnified a thousand times and the aromatic taste on my palate of his musk and the delicious, tropical oil was overwhelming as I whispered respectfully,

“…Is this OK, Sir…?”

He said nothing and I put more liquid on my tongue and began to lap gingerly at his cock until it was stretching out like an extendable, black rod and the curved tip of it seemed to draw me to it like a seedy magnet. 

I had given head many times to various men I used to date or see casually, and thought I knew instinctively what was expected of me.

“…You want me to suck it, Raybon, to relax you?”

He just continued to run his finger through my resplendent, blonde hair and the slightest pressure made me open my lips and take the top of his hypnotic manhood further into my mouth as he sighed.

“Only if you want to, Leslie…?”

Once I began it was as if I could not stop and my oral muscles wrapped around the divine solidity, drawing him ever more forcefully while I groaned and sensed my whole being crave his buried, masculine seed as he spoke with intuition and patent experience.

“…I can sense you have done this many times before Leslie? It is clear that you have some hidden talent in this important area of life.”

My lips mumbled or even stumbled over my response in my dishonour while his flesh continued to fill my mouth completely.

“Before I was married; a long time ago, Sir!”

He pressed my head deeper over his erection until it was fully inside my small aperture then stroked my neck in approval as he chuckled.

“Such expertise deserves reward; tell me you want my rich reward, Leslie?”

I was choking on him but felt how disturbingly close he was now to release as my lips and open mouth moved faster on him while my mind yearned for that rush or sensation of sperm exploding so decadently on my tongue.

“Yes, yes, Raybon let me taste you…please”

His finger tugged my hair sharply until I wailed and then his balls erupted spontaneously and a primal, base surge of ejaculate hit the back of my open throat like a sugary or salty wave and it should have felt terrible but the opposite was in fact true. 

The event was dirty and degrading but without question seemed to awaken my sleeping but true, womanly, libidinous soul.

In reflex I did not release him, just swallowed all of his sweet, acrid, fresh sperm then looked at him weakly before placing more oil on my lolling tongue and ensuring his still, substantial genitals were calmed, then just as pristine or moist as before we had begun, while he looked down at me approvingly.

“You are surprisingly extremely gifted at this, Leslie; I had to tell you very little in the completion of your initial duties to me…”

His voice seemed high and engaged.

“… I think perhaps you were a Whore before you were wed...?”

That seemed an uncharitable comment but was far too near the actual truth for my comfort and, as his penis was relaxed and limp once more I did not answer, just left his wondrous manhood and was grateful that I had somehow still retained much my pride and dignity. 

A woman that had just given her mouth so easily had to somehow hang on to such illusions of self-honour for her own sanity.

He did not press me for information on my past any longer, or about my sullied history, just sprayed his darkened, hard body with animalistic scent and, leaving the side light on dim, slipped effortlessly into the sheet beside me and twisted his arms around my waist as if I was already his chattel or property.

“…Thank you Leslie, I can relax now; let us settle then sleep.”

He felt so warm and comfortable but his hands almost instinctively stroked my stiff, rubbery nipples through the delicate top as if he knew what stirred me, while his hips moved close to mine until suddenly I could definitely feel more manly stirrings as his rampant cock was sticking into the crevice of my bottom causing me to murmur in bemusement.

“You’ve just come, Raybon. How can you be ready again? So quickly it’s not possible!”

He sniggered childishly but with a ring of boastful confidence.

“Do not concern yourself Leslie, I am more than contented and it is good and even natural for a man to be hard and feel potent; go to sleep, just tell me and I will turn the other way if I am disturbing you.”

Without doubt I did not want him to move and pushed my hips back to furtively feel his much required solidity more directly then whispered, perhaps shamelessly or foolishly, as what I said was undoubtedly leading me down a salacious and slippery path.

“No Raybon, it has been a long time since a man was properly erect or hard with me in bed.”

As if I had granted permission, his hands lifted the material of my top then stroked the lower part of my back, making me instantaneously and mentally dissolve to his tender, if not almost innocuous touch.

“Did your husband not fuck you?”

I was faithless to George but brutally honest as well. After all, this predicament I was in was without question, all his fault!

“No never or not for a long time…he was and is…pretty much incapable.”

These facts disclosed so disloyally by me seemed to amuse or even further arouse him and he touched the fine, weeping line of sexuality between my thighs through my thin panties and felt how ludicrously turned on and wet I was before grumbling in his arrogance.

“That is why I am here and your feeble Mate is in the side room; now press against my power and you can truly enjoy how a real Master feels.”

It was more than I could resist and his penis stayed perfectly still while I pushed my bottom and pussy against the irresistible pressure and received the most equally delicious sensations of frustration and pleasure. 

Inevitably my knickers were then gently eased and lowered to my ankles before being kicked away until his invasive but talented fingertips played with my most sensitive creases so unnervingly lightly, on the outsides of my vagina and anus while I whimpered in barely concealed lust.

“Make me come, Raybon please.”

He laughed mockingly at my lewd, desirous, feminine craving.

“No, you said and made me promise not to; if you want that then you must fully accept that you are my woman and Whore and only then will you be treated accordingly and be fucked like never before.”

I was so disturbingly insipid and feeble but still tried my best to be strong.

“I can’t, can’t!”

He moved away then purposely onto his back as if only to purposely remove me from temptation while I shuddered or dithered at the loss of his touch and firmness then stared across at his potent cock pointing up vertically and tantalisingly in the dim light like a fully loaded, black rocket and whined pathetically.

“Can I suck it?”

We both knew such actions were insufficient for our mutual needs and he shook his handsome, lean face and attractive head.

“We are already beyond just that, Leslie, as you know…”

He ran his hand along the sides of his masculine pole and smiled entreatingly while speaking crudely.

“…Come, sit on it and tell me you are a Slut and a Whore!”

Compulsion made me ignore his crude insults and drew me onto my knees where I dangerously straddled his static, pointed, dark flesh; took the tips of it in my shaky fingers and pressed it along my sliver of hidden sexuality while moaning as if I had already lost my tiny mind. 

“Just let me rub it slightly against me for a minute.”

It was so outrageously black and hard that I drew it to my saturated, clitoral point then pushed my hips forward just a fraction while feeling his hands on my naked, malleable bottom to helpfully steady me over his length while his voice sighed as he did so.

“Tell me you are my woman and Whore, Leslie, accept me as your Master and then you can cry and scream like you heard Charlene do so many times.”

I shook myself in denial of any such thing but my body was not in league with the salient, moral head on my shoulders as my torso lowered just a little to take his flesh inside my inner walls.

It was only just a mere inch or so, then I jumped back up immediately to withdraw or correct myself. 

However inevitably I truly then began to fall into dark temptation or the abyss and did not stop until this Bastard’s, wide, divine cock was snugly up inside me as I screamed to the heavens above in abject surrender and submission to him.

“I am a Whore, Raybon; always was! OK, bring it on, fuck me… all of me. I’m here for you. Master me, oh fuck yes, yes, yes I have needed this!”

In that singular moment I was lost and, while the iron man below me kept perfectly still, I thrust my vaginal - recently almost virginal passage - forwards and backwards endlessly in gathering friction until the most powerful climax I had ever experienced in my whole physical life utterly overwhelmed and consumed me. 

When my brain descended from the mucky clouds of filthy passion I realised that this monstrous masculinity remained tightly inside me and I pressed the girth with my slippery sexual lips and moved slowly over it, relishing the delicious feel and sensation of this insidiously addictive pressure. 

Raybon, still below me, stroked my firm, rounded breasts then squeezed my thick, pink nipples and smiled in his victory over my body and soul because undeniably that is what it was, as he mumbled to confirm this obvious fact.

“You are a Little Whore, Leslie, so admit it and tell me about yourself.”

I blinked but realised there was no point trying to be what I was not, as playing the puritan Lady with George was never as much fun as this! 

My hips moved back and forward instinctively on his stiffness while groaning madly as if I was high on mind-altering drugs.

“I used to have many boyfriends but things never worked out…”

He provided me with a sudden forward movement or motion and I whinnied in debased passion and delight.

“…The guys all just screwed me then left me.”

Raybon laughed at my weakness and lack of discipline.

“You were a Slut, Leslie?”

My dizzy brain was beginning to melt again while my tone just whined in agreement and confirmation of my disgrace.

“I suppose I was; loved being had or taken over and over again but then just got fed up with being used…which is why I then married George.”

My lover chuckled diabolically.

“He is no longer your Master; you belong to me and my family now and your belly will be constantly full…”

He was suddenly fucking me powerfully and I was wailing and crying loudly just as the despicable and cheap Charlene had used to do.

“…You do want children, Leslie, don’t you?”

I had thought about it although such a prospect was frightening, but my lips spoke falsely as he was so close and I craved the completion of the illicit but completed act of our fornication

“Oh yes Raybon, fill me, fuck me; oh Darling, give me your seed.”

We were moving against each other in increasing fury until he held my bottom tightly as I felt his penis spurt endless ejaculate inside me which sent me spinning into another climax, while I held onto his thighs with my fingers and sensed that I had died and finally gone to heaven.

We stayed completely still for a few moments of adrenaline fuelled ecstasy, then he pulled me off him and instinctively I bent down to his wet cock and sucked it as if I was some foul, but well-trained dog. 

There was sperm leaking from my vaginal lips and I felt so decadent and scrumptious as if I had been starving and had now eaten after endless years of famine. 

Raybon relaxed back and stroked my head then let his fingers drift down to my bottom and put his longest digit into the wet entrance to my anal cavity and muttered in query.

“Been fucked here?”

I grimaced and nodded honestly while I drew his cock which was miraculously hardening in my mouth as I suckled it. 

“Just once and only a little bit!”

He laughed meaningfully, as if doubting such a vague fact was possible, while his flesh seemed to expand at the base thought but lascivious opportunity of this new adventure.

“Then, we need to explore this more, Leslie; a Whore needs to be complaint, experienced, ready for all manner of dark intimacy and of course, know her place.”

In a few minutes I was bent forward on the bed over a pillow with my gown bunched around the chest making my bottom open and exposed to him while he kneeled dominantly behind me and spread the copious liquid from my pussy into my rear cavity as I whimpered and moaned nervously.

“Don’t hurt me, Raybon…don’t!”

But by then he was already pressing this thick, black flesh inside me and my fingers gripped the cushion as my teeth clenched until unbelievably it was excruciatingly slowly and fully inserted. 

Then incredibly he drew me onto my knees and tightly holding my hips, began to gently fuck my ass while mumbling as if in celebration of his ultimate victory over my whole body.

“You will be used when required now or forever by me, Leslie, do you understand?”

I didn’t comprehend anything anymore except this was so degrading and privately wonderful as well while I surrendered what remained of my will.

“Yes Raybon, you are my Master now I’ll be your woman or slave; oh fuck, fuck…I’m coming, coming there…fuck!”

I grunted like the animal I had described myself to be and then shuddered as I found sordid fulfilment once more because he released his sperm until both of my internal passages were depravedly awash with him.

Disgustingly I sucked his genitals again, before he lay above and over my form then fucked me once more while pushing or pressing my body deeply into the mattress with my legs splayed weakly apart as if welcoming or relishing his rapacious, casual and carnal treatment of me. 

Then, as if insatiable or merely greedy, we repeated the debauched processes incessantly until finally somewhere in the middle of the night we both fell into an exhausted, but sated, sleep. 

Undoubtedly I had acted abominably, especially with regards to my poor husband in the room next door who could no doubt hear everything, but I was too full of viscous semen and whizzing pheromones to care. 

In the end I held on tightly to my incorrigible new lover and slept better that I had for too many empty, forgettable years.  

As I dreamed, my subconscious thoughts concluded even in my reverie that however badly I had behaved,  whatever was to follow, could only be better than my existence before.

When I awoke in the morning I felt a warm body beside me and knew instantly or perhaps gratefully it was not the man I had married. 

My wandering hands found his stiffness and my mouth suckled him as if last night’s adventure had been just a starter and I wanted the main course for breakfast. 

Raybon was alive quickly and promptly pressed me down on the bed before squeezing his cock in my moist, ready, vaginal passage and fucking me roughly and gloriously with such incredible virility or strength.

It was utterly sublime and it was hard for me to remember the last time a man had wanted my female favours so early in the day and I seemed to relish the immediate, masculine attentions. 

He made me climax twice before filling my belly full of his sticky seed and when he had finished I held him tightly in my thighs as if I did not want to lose the delicious experience and sensation of being pinned down and feeling utterly helpless and wicked.

It was, without a doubt, indeed a wonderful feeling to be so bad and adventurous again after so long.

When we had finished, Raybon walked nakedly to the kitchen and I followed him in my creased, short gown that had semen deposits all over it and sat down opposite him at the kitchen table.

George was drinking his coffee dressed in his navy suit for work and nearly swallowed his freshly brushed teeth when he saw the unkempt condition of us both and the fact that Raybon was disturbingly naked as he had been last night. 

My lover however was utterly unconcerned with his uncovered form and stared at my husband purposefully.

“Have you got Leslie’s panties on, Nemin?”

He shook his head then stared at me in confusion at my dishevelled and disgraceful state.

“Don’t look at her, Nemin; I asked you a question.”

George’s voice was quivering.

“No, Sir.”

My new Master laughed and gestured to me.

“Then put these on…”

He made me remove my knickers from around my hips and to my shame they were stained, even still dripping with blobs of spunk but George took them and before our eyes, removed his trousers and shorts then placed them around his small but disgracefully aroused genitals.

Raybon then told him not to cover himself and made me go to where he sat, before his hands then ran under the hem of my dirty barely covering lingerie and between my slippery thighs. 

I gasped in immediate reaction while his devilish fingertips played with my dark, inverted, vaginal line while he simply chuckled, laughed and tortured George with his rude and belittling words.

“This is mine now, Nemin…she fucks well!”

To my despair the man I had lived with for so many years depravedly jerked fluid in the crotch of my already saturated underwear, then insipidly watched as I kneeled and provided Raybon with a quick but dirty and delicious blowjob under his very nose. 

From that moment George was a non-person to me; certainly not a husband and it seemed that he deserved every bit of humiliation he was suffering in voyeuristically watching Raybon take over me and my body completely.

I was fucked constantly and there was no propriety either in or out of the home as often I would be required to provide oral relief while travelling in cars, buses or at dinners where sometimes I would even get taken into the darkest corners and just primitively ravaged. 

I would like to say, for the sake of my questionable honour, it was terrible but it was not; the attention and the physicality all the time was simply blissful for a mature woman realising and reclaiming her sexuality.

My husband during this period was just increasingly resigned and accepting to his role and his only focus or excuse for what was transpiring seemed to be on the impending trip to Africa where he remained set, steadfast or determined to save his Charlene from a fate worse than mine. 

I am being droll of course, but as obscene as it sounded - and although I did not love Raybon at all as he was a little young for me - I was actually having a good if not fabulous time, and began to understand and empathise more and more with my feckless, far-off daughter in law. 

Perhaps, I began to muse that my previous disapproval of her had been in truth tinged with more that a touch of jealousy as she was having a full and sexual life and I certainly wasn’t at the time.

With less than a week to go before the trip there was a knock on our door one evening and to my surprise it was George’s first wife Eileen who was staring at me with nervous, grey eyes. 

The woman was slight but quite busty and was in a loose fitting, dark grey dress with fashionable, black boots. She was attractive but her beauty was fading fast; perhaps not unlike my own I thought absentmindedly, as our visitor sighed softly and spoke.

“Hi Leslie…”

She was uncertain, as we had never got on well.

“…Can I come in…?”

I shrugged and led her into the lounge where Raybon was watching the television in just his shorts as he often liked a blow-job as he relaxed, while George was in a short, lemon, cotton negligee and white, sheer, ruched knickers. 

Eileen did a double take when she saw them both, especially her former husband and hissed at me in disturbance.

“…What the fuck is going on?”

My present partner was purple in his mortification but could not speak without permission.

Raybon rose up from the chair, as if only to demonstrate his perfectly sculptured, ebony body, and proceeded  to kiss Eileen respectfully on her flushed cheek.

“You are Charlene’s mother…best greetings… females of the family are always especially welcome.”

Eileen’s skin suddenly glowed like the heated rings on an electric grill and she quickly seated her slender body in the free chair and whispered in total confusion to him.

“I came here because I need to get over to see my daughter and was told it was only possible through… you?”

He remained standing and it was clear that his remarkable manhood was stirring as if he was some peacock proudly wishing to make a show and display himself coquettishly to the whole world.

“That is true Eileen, only women that are with men of our tribe can go; that is why I am with Leslie at this time and George is Nemin.”

He instructed my husband to provide her some wine which she drank needfully as she spluttered in ongoing perplexity.

“A Nemin?”

He laughed in his authority and with regards to George’s feminised, hapless state.

“It is a name for a man that surrenders his wife to another more potent, dominant male; he then has to play the role of a domestic, female servant to the family in his eternal shame...”

Eileen was shaking as he went on.

“…If your husband gave you to me then he would become Nemin and you would be mine and I could take you to our country as one of my women.”

Her face was scarlet and her body dithering now.

“You can’t be serious; you’re all fucking crazy and besides…”

She had already finished her first glass of liquid relaxant and her former husband was pouring another.

“…I’m not married…the divorce came through a few month ago…Ted was boring and hopeless…!”

Raybon laughed and I saw quite obviously he was erect in his shorts and longed to disturbingly touch him. 

However it seemed that I was not the only one to notice this complex, beguiling fact as our guest muttered softly then laughed as if affected by the increasingly heady atmosphere as she stared at George.

“…Mind you, what you have disclosed doesn’t surprise me; he always was a Little Pussy!”

Her focus was then back to the ever growing bulge in Raybon’s underwear as she whimpered in common sense and female restraint.

“I need to leave now…I would not lower myself to be willingly part of such depravity.”

My Master just smiled contentedly at her.

“That is what Leslie thought, but it is just how our men protect and look after our women. A female of our tribe should and will not be, or sleep, alone…and the responsibility is shared between all of the men of my family under the dictate of my father, the King…”

His hypnotic, mesmerising eyes looked at me as if for foul confirmation.

“…Is that not so?”

My head nodded almost in reflex and was entranced or fascinated to watch the inevitable fall of this former foe for my husband’s attentions. 

I secretly knew her shady reputation of the past was something similar to mine and she would prove incapable of resisting him. 

Amazingly perhaps I was not envious or covetous as if he was just some means to an end of me escaping from my present life of drudgery and I whispered in all debauched honesty.

“I’d forgotten what a climax was until I accepted their ways.”

Eileen was already up and standing by the door now but still had the second glass of wine in her fingers and at her plump, rosy lips.

“I can’t just fuck you, Raybon, then you will have had everyone; Leslie, my daughter…I have my self-respect and pride you know…?”

Her eyes were cloudy as if confused while her focus was back on the protrusion in his shorts as she mumbled incoherently like a maniac.

“…But…if I sucked you would that be enough?”

He laughed and inhaled as if only to flex his musculature.

“There is no force or obligation for any woman with me or my tribe…just do what is comfortable. When you are ready to be mine; only then and at that moment as you give yourself fully and freely will you taste what I can offer…now come beside me, let Nemin unclothe you…”

His coal black eyes glared at George as his head gestured while Eileen closed the door and did as he so helpfully suggested.

“…And let me see that you have to offer…”

Her former husband dutifully unzipped her flimsy dress which fell to the floor leaving her in hold up black stockings, a dark bra and briefs that I could tell had a small growing damp patch on the smooth crotch.

It only confirmed what I already knew; Eileen was such a Tramp! 

She was breathless and then began to almost heave as her shapely, concave belly flowed up and down slightly as Raybon spoke further.

“…Take her remaining coverings off as well Nemin, apart from the stockings and then kiss her ass and tell her you are pleased to attend your former wife.”

To my ongoing incredulity, George unclipped her bra, discarded it then kneeled and pulled the damp, dark panties down to her ankles until she stepped gingerly out of them leaving her hairy, black pussy exposed. 

He then meekly pressed his lips to her full, soft, creamy bottom cheeks and murmured in deference.

“Welcome, Miss, I am here to serve you.”

She was shivering now even though it was warm and tried to cover her nakedness, but Raybon was so close that he grabbed then placed her hands by her sides before lightly cupping her large, bouncy, peachy breasts then twisting the rubbery, brown pointed nipples gently as she wailed while he smiled knowingly.

“Relax now Eileen, be proud of your lovely body, do not hide it in shame, you are amongst friends and family…now begin…”

She seemed to dissolve then settle to the floor before her fingertips lightly drew down his shorts and removed them, before her pink, salivating tongue lapped anxiously at his incredible, black manhood that was now pointing our horizontally at her. 

Her lips pouted then curled around the tip of him while his copper hand stroked her long, brunette hair as he arched his strong, curved back.

“Good, Eileen you can definitely come with us to my country as one of my women…I will look after you…”

He grunted as she sucked him more deeply.

“…I think you will enjoy your visit.”

She stopped licking after the briefest time then almost shyly looked up at him as if utterly losing her previous reticence or introspection.

“I think I was being silly, Raybon; I should be your woman properly…”

Her mouth licked the tip of him most suggestively. 

“…I mean properly.”

He was quick as if there was no time to waste.

“There is a contract!”

Our mesmerised guest gasped pathetically and drew his masculinity once more with her pouting lips.

“I’ll sign it…I want all of this.”

She squeezed his cock as he pulled her up and found the pink, dripping wetness between easy thighs and the dark bush of pubic hair with his fingertips before laughing contentedly.

“You will be my Whore and servant, Eileen!”

Like me it seemed she had already lost her rational, salient mind in her craving for sexual bliss and release.

“Fine, Fine fuck me; fuck us all until I can get to Charlene…oh Fuck...you Sweet Bastard!”

He had already bent her forward and her hand was pressed up against the delicately nylon-covered chest of our once husband, George, merely for balance or traction, while Raybon swiftly penetrated the weeping womanly line he had just teased so tortuously and expertly. 

His God-like body began to take her from behind as he smiled gleefully at her quick and prompt submission.

“Good, Eileen, then that is how it will be and now that is clear, be certain we can all have a good time together!”

She was grunting and groaning now to the edge of completion, but the man was in no rush as if she was only another filly that he was breaking-in and he was bringing the once wild, female animal under his full control as her voice whinnied.

“Oh fuck, Raybon, I’m so ashamed, you must think I’m terrible…terrible.”

His hand pulled her shadowy brown hair until she shrieked and we all recognised that she had climaxed as her bottom wriggled like a slippery fish on his black pole as he laughed.

“No, Eileen…not so terrible…it is natural for a woman to need a man…”

She seemed to have long lost her shyness or introversion now as she was moving back and forward in time with him.

“…And you enjoy men don’t you…I can sense you have experience of the male sex don’t you?”

Her voice was faint and weakened but she sighed in undisguised pleasure.

“Yes Raybon, you know I have!”

He was fucking her ever harder now as she grunted.

“You wanted me to fuck you…didn’t you, Bitch…”

She was getting close to the edge again.

“…Jealous that Charlene was getting all the glory…and you wanted some…”

His hard, black prick was like a piston as it moved in and out of her open, needy flesh.

“…And now you will get it, if you truly desire to come and be one of my women…is that what you wish for?”

Eileen was quickly reaching her physical paradise once again and called out to him in her desperation to arrive at her womanly destination. And she did, like a freight train rushing through a deserted station with its lascivious whistle blaring at full throttle.

“Yes, yes, yes, Yes, Raybon…fuck Yes!”

He slapped her soft flesh sharply and pulled her hip towards him as he released his seed inside her belly as if to warmly welcome her to his growing coterie of attentive females.

I looked at George, he was mute, shaken and realised that this Dastardly, Black Reprobate had now taken all the women that had been his at one time but it was as if he was conditioned by now because he only continued to obey his Master and follow every humiliating command.

He fetched a towel for Eileen then wiped her down before picking up her clothes from the floor and hanging them up tidily. 

Then, between making food or pouring wine he fetched a short negligee from my cupboard as his former wife had willingly or even eagerly agreed to stay over and needed something suitable or, more specifically, unsuitable to wear. 

I suppose I was initially a little put out, but when we slipped into bed either side of Raybon’s firm and ever ready body, I began to realise that perhaps now and then three could have more fun than just two.  

In all honesty I had never really previously known Eileen particularly well, but suddenly we were becoming intimately acquainted as our lover truly relished two girls lovingly sucking and licking his testicles with oil and then take it in turns to ride his stiff, unforgiving poker as he gazed up at us with an equally poker face. 

He really was an Evil Sod but the sex was absurdly divine and after making both of our bodies come so easily he then insisted that we perform various lesbian sexual or sensual acts with each other until my mouth was on her slippery, saturated pussy and vice versa.

Whatever we were obliged to do as a duo, unexpectedly delighted us, as the orgasms were constant or endless and by the culmination of our long, delicious session of fornication I felt suddenly very close to the once despised and reviled Eileen. 

Without doubt we had many things in common, the largest and most obvious was that we adored all types of base, raw sexuality and were a couple of the biggest repressed Whores that ever lived.

George would visit now and then throughout the night bringing food, water or towels and all of us truly began to see him as a servant and slave rather than a man; we would each happily suck off Raybon right in front of him without the slightest compunction or qualms at all. 

I excused myself that this was all for the depraved and dissolute Charlene’s salvation, but that was not the real reason either me or Eileen dishonoured ourselves as we did. 

The truth was it was just too much fun to resist after being without such masculinity and physical attention or entertainment for so long.

In the morning Raybon sat around the breakfast table naked and by now he touched us in our skimpy, dirty outfits at will and we were fully compliant and keen for him to do so. 

He even fucked Eileen against the wall when she was fully dressed and just before she was leaving because he could and, as if only to demonstrate there was no disturbed or hard feelings, she came back that very evening for more.

It was a sexually indulgent and glorious time for us both to further sensually educate ourselves then indulge in woman and woman intimacy and divine Raybon of course. 

All over the weekend we got mercilessly and wondrously fucked together, to the point we had semen literally pouring out of each and every crevice and aperture we had.

Then Eileen had to organise herself for our coming flight and I had Raybon to myself for a few days which was lovely, but strangely lonely a well as I increasingly liked being with another female and Eileen especially. 

But I was now accustomed to a man’s soft or rough touch along with the realities of intercourse now; was always ready and available for my lover and eager to keep him sexually sated or content at all times.

George, through all this excruciating period for him only became more and more docile and submissive, as if he had been a dog that was already domesticated and tamed. 

He obeyed each and every instruction and suddenly or even bizarrely he was far more useful around the home than he ever used to be.

Then almost before we blinked, early one Sunday morning the four of us were at the airport and soon rising up in the pristine, wispy, cotton wool white clouds heading to Hosea Kutako international airport in Namibia. 

Raybon informed us more exactly how his tribe apparently owned a huge swathe of land their near the coast and seemed to be well off, well respected and very influential.

Both Eileen and I were very excited and were reposed contentedly in first class with our Master while George was sitting in economy as all lesser mortals had to do. 

We were in a part of the aircraft that could be screened off and in the darker hours he bent us side by side over the seats pulled up our short dresses, lowered our tiny panties and quietly consumed us both as if we were some mid-flight, juicy meal or entertainment for him.

The first class, black stewardesses saw us of course but ignored what the local princes did with their easy, white girls and just smiled at him in their pale blue and white uniforms as if they were annoyingly of some higher status or class. 

Raybon took his time and fucked our tight asses as well, while Eileen and I tried not to scream in our disgrace before we finally fell back in our seats with his semen all over us feeling humbled and dishonoured as well as immorally, ironically high and libidinously ecstatic as well.

Without doubt the whole experience with him recently was something fantastical, dreamlike and surreal but finally we were drawing nearer to our quarry; George would hopefully talk some sense to the misguided and promiscuous Charlene and everything could go back to normal. 


However, even as I had this lone, passing, cogent thought my tired eyes looked out of the window and saw the emerging red sky heralding a new dawn. 

In that second I knew for certain and without question, that whatever was to come, nothing would or possibly could ever go back to the way it once had been.

George

The initial few weeks under Raybon’s rule and domination of our small household were excruciating. 

I was made to despairingly dress up in titillating, female underwear and lingerie at all times in my own home and treated like some domestic or menial and utterly without the slightest regard or respect. 

On the first night of this new, unfair world I lay in my daughter’s large bed and listened while this black, masterful male fucked and took my wife who vibrantly screamed and cried as if she was being permanently struck by the unmistakably firm, if not rigid, hammer of fornication. 

It was an extraordinarily degrading experience just to lie there and hear the sounds reverberating around the claustrophobic room but, despairingly for me, as well as causing me immeasurably pain it made my penis constantly hard, as to my shame and dishonour I masturbated constantly and furiously. 

My wife’s tight, tiny panties that I was wearing were already thick with my ejaculate and her short, pink negligee that adorned my slim form seemed to inflame my skin to induce endless arousal until my orgasms were almost on a continual and uncontrollably depraved loop.

It was mortifying for me to be a passive, accepting part of this deranged arrangement where I had willingly given my partner and wife to be ceremoniously abused by Raybon, but I could not hide from what I had agreed to or even shamefully encouraged. 

Humiliatingly I had to go and serve them food, water or wine in bed to order and, although I tried not to notice or look at what they were doing as I went into my former bedroom, it was impossible for me not to see my wife faithlessly or adoringly draped over his powerful, black chest or hips. 

Leslie was without doubt a Slut and a Tramp, had no restraint or morality any longer and would hold, touch or even suck this new Master of our small, disturbed universe right in front of me. 

Worse than this, as if that was possible, when they saw how it subversively excited me to simply watch, the two of them just laughed together and it seemed to solidify my place as a mere slave or unworthily named Nemin in their combined eyes.

My only salvation was the logic I manufactured or created in my own giddy head in concluding that sometimes a father needs to be selfless and without doubt, I was truly sacrificing my own honour or pride to save my precious Charlene’s. 

I knew that if I buried my dignity as I was doing, mercifully within a week or so I could see my lovely charge and then bravely rescue her from this fate worse than death she had undoubtedly and foolishly been duped or misled into.

Unusually I spoke to my first wife Eileen - as it seemed that Leslie could achieve no more in helping me than she was so disconcertingly doing already - for support and it turned out she was also extremely concerned about Charlene’s recent decision to marry this older, predatory, unknown male. 

Eileen also was worried about what our child’s state of mind was to agree to such a crazy thing, and I was pleased at her support or common sense but when my ex-wife turned up unexpectedly at my door one dark night it was something of an unexpected surprise.

But there was fatefully more trauma to follow because, as if by some hormonal hocus-pocus or black witchcraft, suddenly within a few, mere minutes, there was the further shock of Raybon adding my first wife and the last of few women that I had known intimately in my life, into his growing and burgeoning harem.

This unacceptable development was unbelievably painful to witness but I was powerless and before I knew it, this Mercurial Bastard had thoroughly and fully fucked both my present and ex-wife in the former marital bed upstairs in my house.

As if that perverse situation was not disturbing enough, both my present and past wives  seemed contented, consumed and even happy; but I knew these unpredictable women far better that this Reprobate of a man, and understood they were only suffering like I was to gain access to Charlene in due course. 

Therefore we all accepted the tenuous status-quo and on this basis settled into a delicately balanced, debauched routine for the few days before the journey to Africa and Charlene began.

In this time the girls that were once mine were fucked or provided oral stimulation endlessly to their new Master, while I had to interminably gaze or watch on as they were helplessly and feebly at this dark monster’s sexual beck and call. 

Naturally I tried to hide the fact that this perverse and difficult voyeurism made me climax constantly, but the sticky knickers and panties always around me at home, gave the seedy game away and I had to accept that there was some small part of my libidinous, seedy soul that was strangely turned on by these unfortunate, depraved happenings.

In the days that passed I slowly began to accept being treated more and more like a real servant to them all and did whatever was asked or required of me; but then, at long last, my time came and we were heading to Namibia where this dissolute, distasteful adventure would finally end.

I was confident in returning with my women and life would inevitably resume its more ordinary, but pleasant and sedate course. 

I was fully expectant of this outcome even when travelling economy while the rest of my companions rode in first class and I knew for a disconcerting fact that both of my wives had joined the infamous mile high club on the way. 

Given where I was seated my own eyes didn’t actually see him fuck them but when I saw my past or present relationships later on during the flight, as they needed me for something or other, I just knew by sick, unfortunate instinct.

They both had the same slick, sly, disreputable grins on their faces and the glamorous, black stewardesses were laughing while the elegant, tall Purser, with voluminous, curly hair, confirmed this fact as she spoke to me at the side of the quiet, main galley used only for the privileged passengers.

“You are their Nemin, no?”

I flushed and caught the commanding all-seeing eye of Raybon who was resting with Leslie’s arms and chest sprawled all over him and did not wish to make a fuss as I was so close to my personal quest or goal of seeing my daughter.

“Yes.”

She snapped angrily at me.

“Miss, a Nemin treats all tribeswomen with deference...as if you serve one, you serve us all…both male and females”

I stood back a little as I did not know she was one of his family; this strident, young woman was however  extremely intimidating as I mumbled meekly.

“Yes, Miss!”

She told me to wait for her and then went directly over to speak to Raybon who grinned amusedly, then nodded before she returned and led me to the shadowy far side of the galley where she shut the curtain for separation or privacy and spoke with real meaning.

“You don’t know the full duties of a Nemin do you?”

I stared up at her in more than a little fear and trepidation.

“No, Miss.”

Her voice giggled quietly

“It is to pay homage and specifically, full, physical respect or even pleasure to the women of our tribe…now kneel and kiss my feet…!”

I stared at her as if she was crazy and had lost her senses but her palm slapped me firmly on my flushed cheek making me wince.

“…Now, Nemin or I will beat you…!”

In reaction to the sharp, corrective pain and shock I bent down in the gloom and pressed my mouth to her nylon-clad toes, as she had kicked her flat shoes off, and when I looked up, to my disbelief, she had raised her short skirt, lowered her pale, blue knickers and her dark vagina covered in thick, inky hair was fully exposed.

“…Lick me, Slave…watching Prince Raybon taking your cheap, white women has stirred and excited me...”

I did not know what to do but she took hold of my head, pulled it to her crotch then purposefully against her womanly, aromatic slit before pressing her sexual centre against me forcefully, murmuring further in disgraceful revelation.

“…I had a personal Nemin when I was young as all the maturing or senior girls do in our community…”

Her body shivered in disturbing recall and perhaps the beginnings of sensing my dripping mouth meeting her pungent, female line and lips.

“…We commanded and sometimes practised masturbation on them …it is normal in our custom with such weak and feeble creatures...”

Her fingers pulled my fair hair as if her wandering mind was lost in sullied, sordid thought.

“…Now suckle me, Nemin…press your wet tongue into my pussy and I will show you just a little of how to serve...”

My mouth was now tightly on her increasingly saturated, pink, vaginal lips while her hand pressed me demandingly into her most female, slimy centre as her elevated but soft voice hissed at me lowly.

“…There you Slave, there…lick it…harder fuck there! You Sweet, Little Bitch…!”

The young woman juddered then shuddered until her frantic motions became lessened and calmer before sighing as her fingers patted my head patronisingly.

“…Good, Little, Innocent, Nemin…but it is obvious you have much to learn about your obligation in this life that you have adopted…now wait here...”

She left me and then suddenly another black, slight, portly but pretty stewardess appeared and unbelievably wanted the same odious service that I had no choice but to provide. 

I therefore buried my face and mouth into her rapacious, sexual lips until this shorter, plumper girl was disreputably sated or satisfied as well. 

Then there were a further two, black, needy angels of the skies requiring release due to my oral attentions and suddenly I could increasingly feel these greedy, sexual women on my tongue as each lick or touch from me created a different, physical reaction while I sucked their, increasingly familiar, agitated, female flesh.

It seemed I was learning as I went, until finally I was finished or so I thought as the depraved, if not sadistic Purser, gleefully brought Eileen into the narrow alcove and then giggled as she whispered.

“…A true task for you now is to suck your Master from one his women…go on!”

I was aghast but, as if in league with this disgusting development, my salacious ex-wife conveniently then quietly lowered her soaking, black panties to reveal the pungent, slimy, white juices and masculine mess over and on her, smeared female, folds below. 

It was so foul but mesmerising to witness then smell such a thing and, as if hypnotised by this evocative or emotive sight, I allowed this demanding, black woman to press my shaking head into her open crotch to lick the fetid residue of the recent fornication from her leaking, sexual crevices. 

Pathetically, as if in some gathering devilish compulsion, I could not stop myself; my tongue entered her then depravedly drew the slippery juices and to my real shock she began to groan in developing stimulation and eventual ecstasy as she came to her swift, filthy glory in repressed silence. 

Her whole skin or being was vibrating like a recently hit drum and I knew she had reached her zenith, but I could not stop lapping at her crack as if I had become possessed by a released sexual or sensual demon inside me as well.

It was without doubt such a demeaning and humbling experience but weirdly I was vaguely pleased I had actually pleasured my ex-wife and made her reach orgasm; I don’t think, looking back, I had ever made her come in our entire previous marriage and relationship together!

Leslie came to join me as if I was on some lurid production line, raised her short, white dress to expose similarly stained and weeping, pale knickers then an equally saturated pussy and shortly my busy mouth then palate was soon awash with further residue of her immorality and disgrace. 

There was no need for conversation; just expectation as I just worked until she trembled happily or even disturbingly then left me still on my knees without anyone speaking hardly a word.

The black girl beside me watched and laughed softly, placed her hands inside my trousers and felt my tiny penis and the wetness that had soaked the knickers I was wearing through innumerable climaxes.

“You do enjoy this and all the girls of our tribe do love their Nemin…go back to your seat in the rear and prepare for a good time in our kingdom and world!”

I did so quickly as instructed, pleased only to escape from her, and tried to ignore the knowing smiles and stares of the other stewardesses I passed along the way as I had pretty much made them all come to deviant salvation with my tongue and was somewhat torn between pride and shame about such a divisive fact. 

In the end I think a small sense of disturbed achievement won out and I still had a wry smile on my tired lips when we eventually disembarked at the hot and humid airport of Hosea Kutako.

We all entered a large, black Cadillac where Raybon sat in the front with the native driver and I was in the back with the girls who were extremely merry and contented. 

Leslie smiled and teased me pointedly.

“You learned a lot on that flight, George…”

She opened the screen and spoke to her Master who was on the other side of the transparent barrier in the vehicle and sighed.

“…You told us it’s an hour to your home…can we use the Nemin to relax us?”

Raybon laughed at her depravity, lack of a sense or propriety and greed.

“He is your servant you do not have to ask me; if the Slave refuses anything he will be punished…instruct or indulge yourself with him as you will…the stewardesses have demonstrated to you both what he can do when properly trained.”

The partition was closed and my wife pulled up her short dress to revel the familiar and saturated underwear before chuckling.

“Do what you did before, Nemin…I quite enjoyed it!”

Eileen suddenly did the same thing as if not wishing to be left out, and I knelt between each pair of creamy open thighs, pulled their wet, flimsy knickers to one side before gently licking each of their pussies to orgasm throughout the journey and was surprised at how unexpectedly natural such degenerate labours seemed to me. 

Humiliatingly, other than give me access to their slippery, sexual centres, the women ignored me utterly and chatted between themselves while I diligently worked on their subtle, demanding cracks of slippery, feminine heaven.

It was utterly mortifying to be treated with such contempt or disdain but what could I do? My obligation was to somehow play my obedient, active part as promised and contracted.

When we eventually reached our destination the family home of this tribe was like a huge hotel and we were left by our young host, given some food and refreshments before Raybon returned and beamed happily in anticipation.

“My father will see us in an hour…”

He stared at my wife and ex-wife together.

“…Change and look desirable…as our King needs to like you both.”

I gasped nervously.

“What about me?”

His voice was concerned.

“Be as you are, for as a Nemin you have no standing or respect here; must do whatever he commands or leave immediately. You are totally at his will or whim while you are here…as we all are.”

I shivered and watched as my female companions changed into provocative underwear with fine stockings and nylons even though it was very warm, then covered their lithe bodies with short, brightly coloured skirts and tops. 

Then my wives made sure their make-up was perfect, or perhaps too thickly applied, before they were ready and at that point we were led into a large, resplendent reception room on the ground floor of the complex where there was a small but sprightly and lean, black male sitting proudly on a golden throne with various attendants sitting around him. 

His unusual court was a selection of ages and genders but all the men were black while the ebony women were various ages and the white girls, young and each adorned in matching tight, taut, white bikinis as if the women inside them were all the same to him.

This included Charlene who was seated like a pampered princess at his side and I smiled at her, but she ignored me as if she did no longer recognised who I was. 

The King was dressed in a western style, navy suit and looked very menacing and all powerful while we were all displayed before him like unimportant novelties by Raybon before he stared, then murmured in welcome to him.

“Hello, Son…”

This horrible, supposedly-regal male, placed his arm around my sweet daughter who snuggled her delectable, barely covered body, most disconcertingly for me, into his expensively tailored side.

“…Who have you brought to show us on this occasion…?”

He waved his hand in artistic gesture and both Leslie and Eileen bent their heads in deference and respect to him as he chuckled.

“…Fine females…you have good taste my son as always!”

My recent Master blinked modestly then stared at me.

“These were all this man’s women before he surrendered them to me.”

I was unwontedly suddenly in the spotlight of this obnoxious King’s black, evil eyes and the diminutive but striking man stared at me invasively then smiled.

“Ah you were the husband and this is your first wife as well I presume?”

He did not mention Charlene as he stroked his sharp chin and he did not seem intimidating to me at all as I found false confidence.

“Yes, but Leslie is still my wife!”

His face hardened instantly like black marble as his voice spat venomously.

“Who gave you permission to speak? You are merely, Nemin here…nothing at all, how dare you...?”

He was obviously incensed.

“…You are dismissed and will leave…immediately.” 

I was devastated at his words and cried out to him for mercy; Charlene was tantalisingly so near to me saving her!

“Please, please Sir, accept my humblest apologies.”

He returned his full focus directly to me.

“Do you wish to accept your place here? What are you?”

My head nodded weakly and stupidly.

“I am, Nemin, Sir…please I wish to stay and speak to my daughter.”

He stared at me quizzically then spoke to a small, delicate, pretty, dark girl with luxurious, silken, light brown hair that was behind him who was also dressed in the bright, pristine bikini.

“Be still and I may grant you an opportunity here; my daughter, Zanti will be in charge and train you, Nemin and if she is content then we will see if you are given formal duties where you will, in time, see my future bride.”

The young, slight girl came our from behind him, carrying a small, thin, bendy stick in her fingers; she was small and almost fragile looking with cropped, black hair, a lean almost shallow face and inky, black eyes. 

Her skin was velvet, copper brown and virtually perfect; she was feminine and pretty but her tone was instantly severe or even strict.

“Remove your clothing…!”

I stared at her in trauma and then felt her flexible cane as it was raised before it bit into my behind causing me to whimper.

“…take your coverings off…!”

Petrified I undid my trousers, removed my jacket then shirt until I was just in my wife’s tight, colourful panties that I shamefully wore each day. 

The tip of her slight weapon tapped my flat crotch while her eyes were distant and terrifyingly cold.

“…Pull those silly knickers down a little, Nemin and we can see why your wives have deserted you...?”

I looked at her for sympathy but there was none and devastatingly my fingers lowered the slim knickers to reveal my small genitals causing her to simper.

“…Ah, I see, Nemin, we all do…now stand still and if you move or utter a word, be certain that my fingers will beat your naked, ivory flesh severely.” 

It was as if I was a living, pale statue and could only stare as the King settled his attentions on my present and previous wives then chuckled at his son.

“Let them strip and I will see if they please or perhaps delight my senses...”

Having seen what had happed to me, both Leslie and Eileen were soon in their bras, knickers and stockings without arguing as this Despot continued to give out commands and further compliments to his child.

“…Very fetching…”

He stared at my wife with dangerous purpose

“…What is your name?”

She shivered and whispered innocently.

“Leslie, Sir.”

His fingers bade her come to him and soon she was right before where he was sitting where his palm pressed the front of her exquisitely detailed, black panties with delicate, red embroidery decorating them as he twisted his thick lips

“You please me, Leslie…take these off and let me look at you…!”

I could tell she was nervous but obediently her trembling fingertips pulled the knickers off her hips and exposed her covered mound with the thick, blonde hair above and around her centre, as the man gently pressed his fingertips along the malleable, thin, female entrance of her and murmured despicably.

“…I approve of this heavenly form and will have you, Leslie…now kneel and serve me… after appreciating your womanly talents, I have need.”

To my trauma and utter despair she dropped meekly to the floor in lurid comprehension and removed the largest cock or black protrusion of flesh ever imaginable.

Leslie then pursed her lips and began to suck it from the curved, circumcised tip down to his huge, heavy, full balls almost without even raising her resplendent, blonde head at all.

The people in the room watched on quietly as if this disgusting spectacle was normal, as my partner seemed to warm to this outrageous, depraved task, held or cupped his gross testicles whilst her pretty cranium moved effortlessly back and forward in constant, degenerate motion. 

This went on for many minutes until, with a gentle but primal grunt, the dominant King sighed and released his masculine, viscous seed in her mouth and to her shame she did not spill a solitary drop. 

More disgracefully than that, her lips hung on to him as he stroked her shining hair as I tried to speak up for my wife’s protection or honour.

I never uttered a syllable though and returned instantly to mute when I felt the lash of the cane strike my backside once more and realised I had just dribbled my own sperm into the knickers still round my thighs.

This young woman, Zanti, who was now in charge of my so-called training, railed at me in real temper and frustration.

“How dare you release your weak liquid before our King, Nemin; pull up your panties right now…”

She looked at her father apologetically.

“…I am sorry, Sire…but he will learn; may I take him now?”

He nodded as I hurriedly began to dress but her voice stopped or corrected me.

“No, just the female clothing…you will be presented according to our ways now…!”

What could I do but just obey silently and as I was led away from the small crowd, just stared on in disbelief as Charlene joined with my wife to suckle and venerate the re-emerging manhood of this debauched King with her mouth.  

Eileen, who I only gained a brief glimpse of, had seemingly been given to another, stocky, black member of the male entourage and she was already prostrated as well as she was kneeling in unworthy preparation for providing head.

To my disturbance my reactive, depraved cock was becoming hard once more and the small, brown girl who was obviously in full authority of me, just spoke in exasperation as we reached the elegant, silver lift.

“…Indeed you are Nemin, but you are not allowed to be hard like a real man…without my permission…”

The doors opened and then we were locked mercifully and privately inside.

“…you may press your penis now and think about your women being taken; make the most of your orgasm because from now on they do not belong to you…”

Her finger stopped the elevator for a moment and her sweet, plump, pink lips parted into a large grin…

“…In fact I will do it for you…”

Her fingers slipped inside the top of my knickers and one hand pulled the delicious material away from my stiffness while the other took my agitated, miniscule cock as she looked on and chuckled.

“…Your wife is a White Whore, Nemin…you will serve her as you will worship and venerate all the women here now…”

My voice whined then my skin shuddered as she gasped.

“…Good it is done!”

To my dishonour I had perversely climaxed already and she took her fingertips that had been made wet with my seed and brought them to my dithering lips.

“…Eat and swallow, Nemin…get used to the taste…and your place of service in our little world…”

I was mortified and just stood helplessly in my wet, female underwear while this supremely confident, young girl took me to the third floor of this large building where she led me out onto the carpeted corridor and walked ahead then muttered pointedly.

“…Follow…this is the female only area and I need to begin to prepare you to serve the women here...”

It was clear I had no choice but to cooperate and she took me to a large room where there were many beds and other black or copper coloured girl around her age, all in differing states or stages of undress. 

I was terrified and unsure immediately what was expected, but Zanti ignored my disquiet and just ensured that I stood to precise attention before introducing me.

“…This is the new, Nemin…his wife and ex-wife are with the King now…!”

They sniggered knowingly and to my shock this innocuous looking, young female made me remove my sodden knickers and then started to expertly twist local twine around my still, moist but leaking manhood and then sighed in satisfaction.

“…This will stop you getting erections, Nemin; as I mentioned you will only be allowed to orgasm if I…or your future Mistress, permits such a meaningless. distasteful thing, but….”

Her voice was light and amused.

“…Such an event is extremely rare and after a few months with these restrictions, and possibly other treatments, you will become completely safe!”

I stared at her in trauma and bemusement while she explained.

“…You will no longer be any type of man around women…but a fully adjusted and living Nemin that knows his duty and place.”

My mind was ever more horrified and went to speak but she just uncaringly snapped the cane over my legs and I winced pathetically.

Then my eyes simply watched helplessly as the thin, unbreakable, stiff cord continued to wind its way around my tiny balls and penis before I gulped repeatedly as if it was tied tightly about my incredibly dry throat. 

This young but utterly terrifying girl, then went into a cupboard and came up with a short, white camisole with thin shoulder straps which she told me to put over my head but this was the final straw as my patience and ability to suffer suddenly came to an abrupt end.

“How dare you…I will do no such…thin…”

I never got to finish my refusal as the whip stung my legs like a wasp bite and, as I stumbled, the girl laid me over her knee in front of all the surrounding juvenile females, and began to beat my bottom soundly as I wailed.

“It is too late to say no, Nemin…now do as you are told or you will be castrated; it is not a difficult process and…”

She laughed softly as she stopped her assault for a few, brief seconds.

“…I do not much care!”

My parched lips wailed and pleaded with her.

“OK Miss, I’m sorry…please let me put it on… please!”

Her fingers gave me another brutal flash of the cane then stopped and, in sudden but real fear of my life, I drew the thin covering over my shoulders and chest until it hung down just above my hips exposing my tethered genitalia before staring in the mirror and shuddered at my reflection as she addressed me.

“This is what you shall wear here at all times; it is how all Nemin dress, now take it off and enter the bath I prepare and then we will begin...”

Reflexively I wanted to argue or complain but was helplessly impotent and placed myself in the acrid water she then poured and realised that there was something in the liquid that seared my skin as when I came out all of my hair was gone. 

Every trace of down had been removed and I was utterly bald all over apart from my head that had been given a protective cap and cover.

When I was dry I put the sensuous covering on once more and saw my masculinity on show under my feminine top with spaghetti straps and realised I was already completely and utterly humiliated. 

Or so I thought because Zanti then bent me over and to my disturbance oiled my anus and slid a smooth, carved, ivory plug in my rear passage before smiling as she patted my flesh in contempt.

“…Good, now you are ready…!”

Her delicate fingers led me to a private bedroom where she sat easily on a large, white bed as I stood and listened to her gentle, but evocative voice.

“…You will serve as long as you stay here…we are a very physically inspired society…the men fuck who they wish and…”

Her voice sniggered drolly.

“… As the sometimes restricted females, we require pleasure without losing our virginity until we have the safety of a suitable marriage…”

While she talked I realised that it was undoubtedly as if I had joined a madhouse.

“…So the girls of age like me, you will massage and provide oral pleasure as we wish; to the younger girls you will just be a female servant, as you are now… and the older women in time will fuck you or receive oral delight as well…that I shall to train you to offer…”

Her sweet voice laughed at my patent terror.

“…Remove my bikini…”

Zanti slid over to the edge of the bed and I unclipped the top then pulled off the bottoms until fully naked; she was very much amused at my panic as her hands placed a towel on the covers then passed me a bottle of sweet-smelling oil and smiled.

“…Massage me; I will lay on my front first…!”

This beautiful, young girl relaxed face down and slowly in my anxiety, because she was extraordinarily gorgeous, I nervously began to work the slippery liquid into her back, neck and arms.

She began to settle or murmur like a contented cat before my slimy fingers rubbed lower as she sighed in quiet delectation and instructed me as I went. 

Observantly I noticed that her slender, copper legs were increasingly spread apart and after kneading her inner thighs she whispered to me.

“…Put the oil on your tongue and lick my ass, Nemin!”

The girl was utterly divine, commanding and disgustingly crude but I did so without introspective thought; she just mumbled contentedly as my wet flesh wormed its way and invaded her tightly puckered entrance.

This subversion went on for a dishonourable while before she turned over and I closely saw her delicious, chocolate body with tiny, pert breasts and her bald, sexual rise with just a touch of light black hair upon it.

This vision of female loveliness appeared so available, open and needy as I gasped in sheer admiration.

“You are so beautiful, Miss!”

She simply ignored my compliment as if such outpourings from me were unimportant, spread her legs and I could see that her mound of Venus was wonderfully flat and clean apart from this trace of dark down.

“Lick me off, Nemin, deeply I need to have heated heaven now…”

My tongue ran the length of her subtle crevice then repeated again as she settled in the bed and splayed her legs further apart, while I diligently tried to improve my abilities in this increasingly developing department of servitude for me. 

Already, and even with just less than a mere day’s practise, I began to instinctively sense or even know where to press and touch with my busy mouth until Zanti was gently murmuring and stroking my head softly as she pulled me into her then grumbled in a delirious, dream-like state..

“Every girl needs a good Nemin, deeper…deeper lick me harder or I will beat you…Oh fuck…there…that’s the spot…that’s it…”

She shuddered but her hand continued to hold me firmly in servile position and I felt trapped as she laughed.

“…a woman can climax many times…now begin again and make me squirt all over you…it is a mark of your ability and success in this role.”

Sure enough, after many further minutes her saturated vagina spat, warm, slimy, womanly, pungent juices over my face and I stared at her in confusion as she chuckled.

“Good, Nemin, but I see you are distressed?”

I was indeed aching as my penis and balls were so strangled and desperate to expand.

“…Would you like to come…perhaps a final time?”

My voice gasped in disconcertion and naturally, the greatest need.

“Yes Miss, Please!”

Expertly she unwound the rigid twine that held me and in seconds my small penis became hardened while her dark eyes held me.

“Pick up my bikini bottoms and place them on the towel between my feet.

I did so quickly while she snickered at my submission.

“…Lay the crotch open…and say you are content to be a Slave.”

This theatre with her was mortifying as always but my body was desperate to climax and I groaned in compliance.

“I am, Miss…you were pleased with me, weren’t you?”

Her black spheres flashed and her head nodded the slightest fraction.

“Place your small manhood in the gusset of the bottoms and you can come in them…if you wish?”

She was purposely humiliating me and I wanted to resist but the compulsion for release swiftly overwhelmed my honour.

Disgracefully I pressed my hips forwards until the tip of my cock connected with the inner white material of the bikini and went to depress my pressurised flesh but her voice stopped me sharply.

“Do not touch until I tell you, Nemin; I want you to feel you are in my full command and authority now…only I can bring you pleasure or pain at my behest or will.”

My lips were almost crying in tension as I gasped.

“I understand Miss and will obey you in all things.”
The girl laughed quietly.

“All of the women here…you follow and serve us all.”

It was as if my mind could take no more.

“Yes Miss…of course…yes, yes, Yes!”

She inhaled then whispered.

“Then hold onto what remains of your manhood and jerk the little cock into the crotch; go on while I watch…hold it…that’s good…”

As I thankfully touched my full and bursting erection it reacted immediately and spurted, weak blobs of sticky ejaculate into the slight, delicate bottoms creating momentary, spontaneous delight in my unbalanced brain before Zanti bade me bend my head in shame and lick all of my salty, slippery deposit from inside of the smooth surface. 

When I was finished, my Mistress - because that was undoubtedly what this young girl seemed to be - then tied and neutered me once more with the thin, twisting, strangulating rope and I felt utterly shamed and disgraced.

When I was suitably, partially dressed in my subjugating white chemise and nothing else, she showed me where to put the soiled, dirty swimwear for washing and commented that another Nemin would go through the laundry duties in due course. 

Then, with drips of semen still weakly leaking or dribbling from my visible but captured and contained penis, I followed her as we visited the rest of the opulent and extensive parts of this upper floor.  

What was happening to me was truly humbling but it would be fair to say, as I strolled obediently after this dazzling girl, meeting dark skinned younger or slightly older women of all shapes and sizes as we went, that being surrounded by so many females was not without some genuine private, personal delight and appeal for me.

The fairer sex had always held fascination for my prurient if not perverse senses and suddenly I had been cast into their secretive, protected, feminine world and was certainly more than engaged with the surreal process. 

As well as the young women there were many men of all colours dressed as I was and Zanti explained that these were the many husbands that had previously surrendered their wives to other males and therefore, if they wished to remain near them, they had to enter service as I was now doing, but only temporarily of course in my case. 

It was also mentioned that the older, black women or wives were mainly situated on the top floor of the building and once trained I could be assigned to that area, or in fact any demeaning or subservient role under the King’s dictate or domain.

It was traumatic to realise that this is what some poor souls were forced into, but I was only here for a single week to see Charlene and after that time would leave for certain as this was no life for a man.

So I paid not too much heed to my diminutive but domineering Mistress as she introduced me to Andrew, a tall, thin Caucasian male who was wearing the same degrading outfit as me but without any restrictive rope around his genitals.

He seemed a pleasant and friendly fellow, if not a little affected in his manner, and when Zanti left us for a while he explained my duties in tidying up after the girls on the floor and the washes needed for the various items of clothing. 

It seemed that there were over a hundred Nemin in all and on duty; there was a strict rota for our general, shared obligations and domestic roles.

I asked him why he did not wear the twine and he blushed just a tad then whispered to me as if the reason was a secret. 

“Once I decided to remain here I was given potions or herbs that ensure I cannot get hard or erect any more…”

He laughed dryly as if this was funny.

“…Some of the girls are young so we need to be seen as spayed or absolutely safe at all times…”

His body trembled just a little.

“… But I still have pleasure and reaction…just tend to leak continually…but sometimes the young ladies give me their clothes and knickers to wear as a special treat!”

I looked at him as if he was altogether insane.

“Why do you stay? I’m just here to save my daughter…then I’m gone!”

His blue eyes widened and then his lips twisted into a sly but sickly smile.

“I only came to rescue the wife that was overwhelmed by one of the younger, black males in this extensive, permissive family but…”

He flushed as if embarrassed by the harsh memories.

“…This life tends to suck you in and then seduces you.”

A small, delicate, blonde girl with the lightest brown skin suddenly appeared fully naked, wearing nothing but a beaming smile on her heavenly face and I averted my eyes so she would not notice my masculine interest or admiration but she just giggled as if such efforts were unnecessary.

“Hello, Andrew…is this a new one…?”

He nodded and she snapped at him without the slightest regard or respect.

“Speak, Andrew…you’re not mute!” 

My companion shivered at her reprimand and spluttered into conversation.

“Sorry Miss…yes this is George…”

Her finger tapped his limp, passive, tiny cock patronisingly as if it did not belong to him.

“Who’s training this new Nemin?”

My guide was obviously fearful of this slight, innocuous girl just as much as I was wary and in a certain awe of my own petite Mistress.

“Zanti, Miss!”

I was not prepared for this further interrogation from such a juvenile female and spoke unwisely in defence of us both; I mean who did this innocent, vulnerable, young girl think she was?

“I’m not staying…just here to see…”

Instantly my mouth squealed in agony as she had gripped my testicles and squeezed them until I dropped dramatically to my knees in searing pain and accompanying grief as she railed at me.

“How dare you speak without permission, Nemin…now kiss my feet and apologise or I swear I will strangle these testicles and beat your sorry ass…right now!”

Her fingers still continued to grip me severely and I wailed pathetically and cursed my stupidity for acting without thought, as tended to be my way.

“Sorry Miss, sorry…I forgot myself!”

I prostrated my upper body forward to place my lips on her toes and began to kiss them as she mercifully released my questionable manhood from her fingers then raised her heel and laughed.

“…Suck it…you worthless, foolish Slave..!”

My lips did so automatically until she became bored, drew her foot from my lips and I looked up from under it or in fact, between such perfect thighs, and could see the exquisite line of female, inverted flesh as she noticed my obvious, lurid interest, or more exactly my deviant craving.

“Is that what you want, Nemin, to serve us?”

The soft, slight crack of her divine femininity with just a small, light celestial down of hair above it was disturbingly irresistible to me and I whimpered as her slender legs opened just a fraction further as if only to tease or torment me.

“Yes, Miss.” 

Her expression dissipated into vague amusement at the pathetic look on my face.

“Oh Nemin…you really want or even need to be useful here, don’t you?”

Her voice giggled at my patent weakness.

“…it’s not normal if you are being trained by another but…”

Her breath was so light and almost perfumed.

“…You can have just a small kiss…”

I understood her meaning instinctively, moved my head towards her precious, most delectable female centre and my tongue, lolled then licked along her precious, fragrant folds as she sighed in some restrained pleasure.

“…Be a good student and if Zanti is content with you…I might let you serve me for a while….would you like that Nemin, George?”

The tip of my oral flesh was just inside her delicious, weeping vulva by now and I groaned in unrequited desire or even impossible love for this beauteous emerging or already perfect women.

“Oh yes Miss, I would relish serving you!”

Her slight fingers then casually pressed me away and her cheeks were pink or possibly flushed in some disturbed arousal at my verbal and physical devotion.

“We will see, Nemin…now go about your duties and…”

Her hypnotising blue eyes turned to my companion who was watching on silently.

“…Andrew, follow me…I have some important, pressing jobs for you!”

I walked back to where I knew my own Mistress would be and tried to work out why I had been so subservient and pliant with the girl I had just met; although she had been extraordinary looking, I felt that was not the true or complete reason for my hopeless submissive display. 

It was as if I could sense with each passing minute in this environment there was something about being so docile to these haughty, gorgeous girls, who were so superior and even condescending to me, that was becoming already, bizarrely addictive.

However I had no time to dwell much or hardly think, as when I reached Zanti she took me to her room then made me kneel once more and used my salivating mouth to bring her to release once again. 

This time she did not allow me the luxury of my own independent orgasm as after she selfishly reached her own glory, she bathed then stood erect and to attention while I wiped her delectable, creamy body completely dry before smiling dryly at me.

“Dinner is always an event here with the King…so we dress up…everyone does.” 

Initially I had reason to be pleased as at least I could wear something normal and escape this lowly, humiliating outfit. 

I laid out her pretty clothing, under strict direction for my Mistress, of stockings, suspenders and a short, blue dress with a shiny gold belt in a more hopeful frame of mind, before she led me to a communal bathroom where the other Nemin showered or bathed.

It was obviously clear we were not permitted to use the more exclusive wash areas reserved for the females and she made me meekly bend over to remove the anal plug I forgot was there then told me to rejoin her when finished.

The men there, as with Andrew, were incredible feminised and were childish or giggly as they washed then scented their bodies, as if each trying to outdo the other by appearing to be the most fetching and desirable. 

It was without doubt an unsettling, disgraceful, demeaning exhibition of fallen manhood and I ignored them all, especially the few who showered together and intimately washed each other in warm, wet, soapy water.

However I did scrub my own skin thoroughly and applied copious amounts of perfume and aromatic fragrances but only because I did not wish my Mistress to be disappointed or unpleased with my efforts. 

To my horror when I returned to her room, on the bed for me was a small, flimsy, white bodice with intricate, detailed embroidery on the front panel and accompanying lace frills. 

Most reluctantly I put it around my slim torso knowing I could not refuse to wear it; then to my growing distress or helplessness, she tied a fine, pink ribbon into a pretty knot on my sad, little penis then a golden phallus that stuck out of my bottom like a small tail and laughed happily at my disgrace.

“Perfect…now we both look so divine, smart and ready!”

I was horrified but what could I do? 

Eventually I was escorted by her down to the main, dining area where there were many men, or Nemin dressed like me, busying themselves with preparing place settings or tables.  

My fate in this environment was obviously to labour and I was put under the control of one of the bulky, black, female, senior catering staff who carried a flexible cane and provided a gentle thwack to any unfortunate males that did not meet her high, if not unreasonable, domestic standards.

There were about fifteen large round tables in all, soon filled to capacity with family members both male and female and an abundance of comely, white women of mixed ages, but all having the communality of present or perhaps, fading beauty. 

Everyone was seated just before the King proudly walked in, causing his whole court to rise up together while he took his place at the, main long, top table at the commanding head of them all. 

I began to serve chilled wine and then the first course to a couple of side tables where the black men from the tribe would ignore me while the women, both young and old, ebony or ivory, would flip my genitals or pat my bottom as if I was a new toy and were working out if I was actually worth playing with.

I saw Charlene and Leslie either side of the odious Monarch and they were dressed in opulent white and golden short dresses with natural stockings and he was disturbingly tactile with them both.

Desperately I craved and wanted to speak to my daughter and her evil fiancé to confront them both but Zanti and everyone were watching me like proverbial hawks and I did not dare to divert my focus from my work, or utter a word without permission.

As you can tell this was an extraordinarily pressurised environment and I already felt the weight of expectation on my shoulders.

Eileen was with a powerful, black male with short, dark but greying hair at the end of the main table; she was also in a showy, white skirt but with a red halter-neck top and as I started to clear the main meal plates clearly saw that she began to disgracefully perform fellatio on him in front of everybody.

In fact this seemed to be the time of the evening when all the white females gave some sexual gesture or service to their respective, inky male hosts; without doubt it was devastating and disturbing for me to simply carry out my mundane, menial duties in the middle of this depravity. 

Most unfortunately my febrile mind knew I was secretly inflamed and my body excited by what I was witnessing, as both Leslie and Charlene were sharing holding or licking the huge erection of the King and suddenly, for the enlightened first time, I was genuinely, privately grateful that I had the restriction around my penis.

My pride sensed that, better my diminutive manhood was on full show with a pretty, pink, satin bow to adorn or decorate me, than to have been erect and demonstrate to everyone what an utter deviant and pervert I was and reinforce my shame and dishonour forever! 

Eileen, had already made her man climax by the time the fruit and coffee had been provided and after the King had also reached his sullied heaven on my wife’s faithless lips he clapped his hand commandingly and everyone was silent. 

I stood absolutely still with all the other Nemin and listened as this omnipotent, but obnoxious ruler of this small land, looking so fancy and smart in his tailored probably savile row suit and steely body, welcomed everyone as he addressed us all.

“Please enjoy yourselves during this week of celebration…”

He gestured to his son who was sitting with a glamorous, lithe, black woman in a garish, long dress who was suitably draped around him.

“…I congratulate, Raybon…who not only has found me a wife…”

He chuckled in sick humour

“..I know another one…but I do like to be married…”

Everyone laughed but me.

“… My resourceful child has uncovered a further Nemin….who is always useful for many reasons and…”

His eyes did not even look at me at all, while the women reactively clapped and screamed in hilarity.

“…Has inventively brought the lovely Eileen…”

My first wife stood up and waved shyly as if on stage.

“…And of course the delicious Leslie as well…”

To my despair my present wife rose shyly, took her place at his side and he hugged her tightly around her slender waist as her body leaned upward to enable my woman to place her lips on his rich, full mouth.

“…who has asked me if she can say a few words.”

Leslie was breathless and more than slightly inebriated as she murmured almost incoherently while waving her wrists about drunkenly or childishly.

“I was so unsure of what Charlene was doing here and what I had heard about your unusual traditions regarding the fertile seeds of the male family being shared amongst the women but…”

She stared up at the King’s lean, supercilious face in such rapture as she wittered on.

“…Now I do understand completely and what a wonderful idea and experience it is…to share such happiness…”

Her voice pined sickeningly.

“…I feel so lucky…”

In front of all the assembled great and good of these parts she lowered the King’s zip on his expensive trousers and smiled up at him.

“… May I show my devotion, Your Majesty?”

He smiled and nodded while my puerile partner began to suck at his extended flesh worshipfully as she kept talking.

“…it is so wonderful…I think everyone in the whole world should have these traditions…”

Her voice groaned in patent lust as she continued.

“…And I mean everyone!”

The small but enrapt crowd then slow handclapped her in time to the rash, salacious motions of her busy head until inevitably their debauched monarch exhaled and ejaculated and the celestial of not immoral act was completed enabling Leslie to retake her seat to rapturous applause while her tired mouth drank the glass of wine provided in one greedy gulp..

That was the time for me to stand up and be counted; to make my ground or territory and demand respect, flight and freedom from this insanity but all I did weakly was just watch the subsequent dancing, have some delicious food when offered, and then, when everyone began to disperse to their rooms - including all the women I once knew or had some authority over - I meekly followed my delectable young Mistress back to hers.

Once inside her luxurious residence she removed her clothing as I did until we were both naked before I hung up her dress then put our respective, delicious underwear out for laundry. 

My tutor and instructor in this perversion then showered quickly, told me to dry her moist skin. 

She put a short, lemon, cotton gown over her dark form and then teasingly placed a pink negligee and knickers on the floor at the foot of her bed where my own resting place was just a thick rug and plumped up pillows.

As if fatigued, her body relaxed back on her light duvet while her sweet voice sighed as she evocatively opened her thighs a fraction.

“Just a brief treat now, Nemin…as it always turns me on when wives of the men in service are such Whores…my father is a lion of a man, as your Leslie will no doubt know by now.”

I whined as if in actual, physical pain as I wanted to be erect but the terrible constraints held me fast.

“Can I climax Miss, please?”

Her lips parted as she giggled and tortured me as if only for sadistic fun.

“Why Nemin? Do you wish to fuck me?”

I gasped pathetically and shook my aching, pumping head.

“No Miss…I would never even dream of such a disrespectful thing.”

She held me in her dark gaze and smiled intrusively.

“Then tell me why and if I believe you then I will release your cock and you can dress up in the lingerie I have left out and will permit you to masturbate all night!”

My voice groaned feebly and swiftly admitted a terrible truth to her as I knew she seemed to comprehend me better perhaps than I understood myself.

“Because…because…”

The girl watched me dissolve and listened to my disturbing but true confession.

“…It excites me that my wife is being taken by another man!”

She laughed at the obvious fact

“That is why you are Nemin and we have this culture; it is not as uncommon as you think and you can have a productive life if you embrace it...”

As my face flushed and looked at the exquisitely tiled floor she continued.

“…Tell me and admit to enjoying your role and I may let you!”

My whole living essence was so stressed and needy as I whimpered.

“Please Miss don’t ask… that would be so shameful!”

Her divine face hardened instantaneously.

“That is how you are supposed to be; humble, docile, degraded and obedient!”

As always I could not argue with her or the deranged logic she spoke and only bent my head in pathetic submission.

“I do like it, Miss…please let me put the outfit on… please.”

She already had a sly smirk on her pouty lips.

“OK…go on.”

Immediately I placed the sheer, evocative top over me then the sensual panties and felt a flush of foul adrenaline as I did so. 

Then I went to stand beside her by the bed where she lowered the knickers and undid the rope to release my penis and it soon recovered and started to harden as she whispered dryly.

“So tell me you like to be a Nemin… once more, as the girls you will worship need to feel your real and true devotion!”

My voice whined weakly.

“I do, Miss.”

She was relentless and pulled me over her knee and toyed with the solid plug in my bottom.

“And that you enjoy the thought of your wife being fucked and impregnated”

The thin toy was then pulled slowly back and forward in my anal passage far too easily as she whispered while I just wailed and cried like a girl.

“…Being taken like this; back and forward, forward and back!”

The vision of Leslie being soiled, combined with the sensations of absolute humiliation overwhelmed me as I capitulated and surrendered my remaining masculine dignity or spirit. 

“Yes Miss…she’s being fucked….as I could never manage!”

Her fingers pressed the invasive toy fully back inside me and laughed.

“…Perhaps it is you that needs to be taken as well…”

This divisive, young girl had undeniably, cleverly led me on purpose, perhaps to where I was inevitably destined to go.

“…Because you are Nemin and your place is to accept your lowly position and serve the women of our tribe…”

The tone of her voice was elevated and dictatorial. 

“… As I am so patiently showing you!”

It was all too much for me to bear and I jerked limply into the bright, slippery knickers, staining them instantly purple as I did so while I gasped pathetically.

“Yes Miss…I am Nemin…and will adore and cherish my duties.”

My penis was wet and she made me remove the panties then lick the foul juices from the soiled gusset before I lay between her thighs and slowly brought her to climax with my increasingly educated tongue. 

She was selfishly in no rush to reach her personal Nirvana and when she finally did, made me continue to provide another.

It took a while but finally my obligations for the day were over and it seemed my life had already changed beyond comprehension or expectation. 

I knew however that this entire experience was merely a passing, transient moment and that I would inevitably leave this place shortly; but there were times that particular evening where I felt I had lost my soul forever.

My mouth kissed her feet in deference before I pulled up my panties, lay down and while she slept I curled up in my bed on the floor and masturbated furiously in my fragrant finery to myriad, depraved thoughts about Zanti, Charlene, Eileen and Leslie to the point I thought I would lose my sanity, if I had not already done so already. 

In retrospect it seemed that I may have been more insightful than I ever thought with regards to truly losing track of who I was or once had been.

In the morning I seemed to slip into my servile role far too easily, helping to make beds with other Nemin then tidying up and taking my turn in the daily rota for various cleaning and washing duties.

My Mistress went for breakfast with the other women or girls on the floor and if I passed an unknown female, my head nodded while my lips murmured obediently or respectfully, “Good Morning Miss,” as I had been  firmly instructed to do. 

When Zanti returned she put on her white bikini, blue wrap and dressed me in the familiar uniform of the short, white camisole and nothing but the insidious twine around my penis then smiled in malevolent good humour.

“If you start to take the medicine, Nemin it will stop your painful inclinations to become erect…and you will stay soft?”

Naturally I declined, as if convinced that I was just biding my time until speaking to Charlene then departing; therefore I simply took my place around the pool area serving drinks and food as required during the day.

It was not arduous work but still mentally excruciating as my girls congregated around the King’s private terrace or sexual parts where they seemed to hang on his every word, gesture and unfortunately always alive, black appendage. 

Especially Leslie, who freely joined in with the habit of many of the females that abounded the recreational area, of performing all kinds of illicit, sordid acts as if this was Rome at the height of their infamous, debauched orgies.

In the strange world we now inhabited it seemed that this animalistic behaviour was considered acceptable or even decadently expected and encouraged.

After lunch I saw both Eileen and Leslie riding atop their men under the shade of an umbrella until the endless seed of these barbarous males had been drawn into their bellies. 

The fetid King left soon after and my young Mistress came to me then led me to where my first and second wife were relaxing side by side and could horribly see tell-tale sperm dripping out of both their vaginal crevices as they were completely nude if not somewhat disorientated as well.

Eileen smiled sadistically at me without the slightest self-consciousness.

“You look lovely, George…very fetching.”

Zanti murmured softly to them both.

“I have brought the Nemin over in case you require service of him…it is part of his training and duties?”

Leslie understood her deviant meaning immediately and spread her pretty, creamy or even dreamy thighs to reveal more openly this dripping female line of flesh and sighed suggestively.

“That would be lovely while I relax, Nemin…!”

I could not believe my wife’s impudence and cheek to call me that but I suppose she had no choice, so I did what was expected, and simply or acceptingly bent down between her legs before dutifully beginning to clean her overflowing pussy as she laughed.

“…Sorry, George but I have been kept busy…oh Nemin that’s so good… fuck… deeper!”

She made me work for a full half an hour on her needy, sexual flesh until she had climaxed twice and was fully empty of him before Eileen then depravedly demanded the very same sullied attention from me.

They treated me utterly without respect or even, dare I admit, with contempt and when I was finished they casually dismissed me with a wave or flash of their respective wrists. 

Only then did I sadly return to my other obligations under my Mistress; disturbingly with two different men’s salty, musky come on my salivating palate. 

The evening followed the same routine as the night before, where I served at dinner and watched as all my girls were used and taken by the King, apart from Eileen, who was rapaciously enjoyed by one or other of the male, family members. 

In the evening when reaching the bedroom of my young teacher, once more I weakly begged to be released from my constraint.

She charitably removed the restrictive cord, allowed me to put on one of her luxurious, short negligees while she fucked my bottom with the dildo already inserted when I was mortifyingly bent over her slight knees until I disgracefully but compulsively dribbled in the seductive panties around me again.

I then diligently provided oral worship to her satisfaction and as always, the sexual adventures were mortifying for me but caused us both to sleep deeply in our separate beds as if such unmentionable acts were innocent and this was the perfect way to relax before retiring.

The following day we were taken on the royal yacht and it was increasingly clear by this stage that Leslie and the regal King were getting on bewilderingly well. 

My wife seemed to share him exclusively with Charlene and she made me clean her on command and without compunction as if she only saw me as Nemin now, along with the other former males that were in service everywhere.

After a long afternoon and a further humiliating and dishonourable night with Zanti, the subsequent morning it seemed my rudderless life had completed another somersault and changed once again. 

I was dressed in my normal, demeaning uniform but instead of my usual duties was taken into a room and there to my shock was my daughter Charlene in bed with the dastardly capricious Raybon who was just getting up to leave. 

He smiled but did not speak to me as if I was unworthy of his time nowadays, and suddenly I was alone with my favourite girl and gushed to her in a flurry of emotional disturbance.

“How are you…I’ve been so worried!”

Her shoulders hunched up in ambivalence and her voice was distant or even uncaring.

“Why, Nemin?”

Understandably I blanched at her calling me that name and hissed softly.

“Please Charlene I am you father…please I just came here to save you.”

She laughed wickedly and cruelly and spoke words I did not wish to hear.

“You are not my father, George and you know that…my mother told me who it was and I have seen the papers that prove it…”

The bad news from her sweet lips just kept coming.

“…You just came here so you could get off on this, Nemin…!”

Her blue eyes sparkled as she threw off the covers and spread her delicate, pale thighs on the pristine whiteness of the sheets. 

She was so extraordinarily beautiful but her uncovered, bald pussy was stained and glistening disconcertingly with the results of Raybon’s fouling and I stared intrusively until her voice snapped at me to break my giddy, leering gaze.

“…The engagement and wedding is off…”

My girl did not seem unduly upset at such an admission or revelation.

“…for me anyway?”

I was naturally confused and mumbled in concern I did not truly feel.

“What’s happened?”

Her ivory, smooth skin seemed to tremble in disturbance but her tone was calm.

“…Your slut of a wife Leslie and him have got on so well…that he’s not stopped fucking her greedy pussy since she arrived…!”

Her dazzling, blonde hair shook from side to side in disbelief or repressed anger.

“…I could accept that as it’s their way in this bizarre, perverted tribe for the men to play around but…when I saw the passion between them then…”

She giggled unexpected which took me by surprise

“…I realised I was not in love with him like that; never was, so…I am going home tomorrow…and… you can come as well if you wish…or remain here as Nemin?”

I gasped at such incredible or possibly wonderful news and it should have filled me with abounding glee but I realised I was not in as much of a rush to leave as I had quite expected or thought.

“Oh, but what about Leslie and your mother?”

Again her voice was dangerously high in mischief.

“Oh Mum’s in her element here, wants to remain… she should as there is nothing at home any longer and…as for your Dirty Whore of a wife, Leslie…”

Charlene really was laughing now as she broke the bombshell that exploded into a thousand fragments of emotional torture for me.

“…Well she’s taking my place at the celebration shortly…and you will be delighted to know, I think she has agreed to become another wife to the King?”

Suddenly I was well and truly on the proverbial spot as she continued.

“…So you can come back as I am returning with Raybon…”

She clarified her shocking sentence.

“…But we won’t last together long now…”

Then made my situation clearer as well.

“…Or remain here in meek subjugation as you are...”

Her lips formed a wry smile as she spread her thighs.

“…If you do then this is where you will begin…as you are nothing to me anymore and why should the other girls have all the fun…?”

It seemed that this was the very pivotal moment of my whole existence although what she had told me, in all honesty, I already knew. 

There was no physical of family connection between Charlene and me; there never had been and now this girl, as I realised to my private, racing, increasing excitement was just another female I was obligated to serve in this demeaning, subservient role if I wished to truly accept it and continue.

“…So what’s it to be, Nemin…?”

Her tone was so hormonally raised and disrespectful but it had never been much different in truth.

“…I know you’re a Sad, Little Fuck…but do something useful for once in your pathetic life…I won’t think any less of you…”

She chuckled diabolically once more

“…As if that was possible!”

In response all I could do was to bend down and whimper, like a Dirty Dog.

“I can’t leave Leslie all alone here…”

As I spoke I realised what I had said was a mere excuse as my tongue suddenly licked then increasingly lapped at her leaking, flat female line on her bald mound in eager if not deviant craving, while she settled back easily and comfortably in the giving bed then closed her eyes in anticipation while I whined in my depravity or ultimate shame.

“…Let me serve you, Miss…it is my place…”

She sighed as I began, surprisingly expertly to clean the pungent, slimy mess of her recent fornication on her most sensitive lips then bring her ever closer to early morning, heaven on earth while I whispered expressively.

“…And I am merely Nemin…after all!”

Leslie

I was never quite certain what I had expected when I arrived at Charlene’s King’s palace or unbelievably extravagant home, but nothing quite prepared me for the reality of what I had stumbled into or upon.

The huge building was just like a seven star hotel with luxurious rooms and weird looking almost naked male servants everywhere and although I never saw myself as mercenary it was impossible not to be immediately influenced or seduced in the environment or surroundings of such opulence. 

We were taken to a spacious room upon arrival, provided with refreshments and before I had hardly blinked our small, intrepid band of travellers were soon nervously standing before the dark, mysterious King of this fair land.

The room we were in was thronging with people that presumable were his entourage or courtiers, while he sat up serenely on an ornate, golden throne and I was intimidated from the very first second I saw him. 

In truth it was more than that because this man, who was mature, bald, mercurial and coal-black, had an air of arrogance and authority that was tangible. 

From my initial sighting of his steely frame, lean, rugged visage and enigmatic, mesmerising black eyes I could sense I was already in emotional trouble.

I never really believed in instant attraction or even love but as my pale spheres fell upon this elder, ebony, regal male dressed so exquisitely in a tailored, dark suit, my head and heart seemed to pound to an entirely new compulsive beat. 

As ridiculous and immature as it sounds I adored him before we had even spoken a solitary word to each other.

The first introduction to him provided by his, too clever by half son, was George, who seemed to already have dissolved or disintegrated utterly into the life of a menial or servant under the cruel, tortuous reign of Raybon. 

His actions on the flight here, where he had so disgustingly and disgracefully served the pretty, black, female crew with his busy mouth or tongue, along with Eileen and I shortly afterwards, was something of an ongoing degenerate discovery and further shock to my already disturbed or unbalanced system.

That being said, once I adjusted to accepting my husband was mere Nemin, which was how everyone increasingly described him, then he became something of a person of non-being or status and perhaps due to my developing if not shameless lack of morality, I genuinely began not to see him, even with disregard or disdain as a husband, as only a mere servant.

By then I no longer recognised him as a man or my life partner and I suppose in retrospect I wondered why I ever did?

George, after a token show of defiance to the King regarding Charlene, who was standing beside her fiancé looking suitably provocative - as were all the other attractive, young girls that were in attendance - in a slim, white bikini, was formally given to one of the all-powerful ruler’s daughters for training and guidance in his role as a true Nemin to the tribe. 

The girl seemed so delightfully juvenile, innocent and sweet but from listening to her first sentence to him, in which her tone was harsh and dictatorial, it was obvious she was something of a handful and would without question give my puerile husband a torrid time. 

She humiliated my partner immediately by making George remove his clothing, down to the pink, frilly knickers he always wore, and anyone could just tell that things for him were not going to be easy.

Even then I sensed that perhaps rescuing Charlene, which presumably was still his intention, was going to be the least of his immediate concerns. 

As George had been dealt with so quickly or harshly, the King purposefully turned his attention to me and, as was their custom, suddenly I was standing before him deferentially in just my underwear as he ran his cool, inky, searching eyes upon me as if I was a new delicacy or tempting treat for his personal entertainment. 

Raybon had already told me that the women were shared sexually with the men of the family and, although I was prepared for a small, possibly humbling, erotic adventure during my brief visit, the reality was mind blowing.

When my body kneeled before this royal man and my lips disgracefully took his thick, black cock in my mouth as expected or directed by this dictatorial ruler, the lascivious act made me come alive in subversive, libidinous ways I did not think were possible.

In all honesty and perhaps strangely I was not intimidated or ashamed to be seen performing this servile, demeaning duty for him.

Obediently and immediately I licked or drew his hard flesh lovingly with my mouth or even all of my spirit, while he stroked my glowing, blonde hair and made me feel so indescribably special and addictively submissive.

There was something utterly, irresistibly compelling for me to pay homage to such a dominant man with my body and I closed my eyes before concentrating all my degenerate energy on what I was doing.

As I was dishonouring myself I knew that he would have no regard or respect for me at all but did not care in the least.

My whole being just instantly adored the warm, sensual taste and feel of this craggy staff of black life on my tongue or palate as if this dishonourable service was my destiny or true, hidden desire and while my lips sucked him I longed to taste his essence in all of its viscous, masculine glory.

When he eventually climaxed under my most enthusiastic, oral attentions I ingested then swallowed all of his nectar before holding onto his reducing flesh with my luscious lips as if I did not wish to release it. 

Eventually in time he gradually, gently prised me from between his thick thighs with his iron finger and laughed softly and with real amusement.

“You shall stay in my quarters, Leslie.”

It was a command I suppose, but to me sounded more like a question, and I looked up and him stupidly with my azure eyes full of untold, bizarre emotions of appreciation and craving.

“Thank you Sire; I would love to stay with you!”

I then stood meekly by his side and watched on in my disgrace, as semen was still smeared on my face, while Eileen was inspected like chattel and passed to another male member of the family.

Before us all she soon had also visibly shamed herself with her busy, willing mouth as I had, but I did not judge her as we were mere women in this surreal, new tribal, male-dominated world and both were fully accepting of our sexual fate for a few adventurous, illicit days.

The truth was both Eileen and I, after our surreal time with Raybon, were almost newly-born female, physical beings and this sexually charged atmosphere we had been thrown into was tangibly so decadent and deceptively delicious it was hard not to become involved and seduced by what was transpiring extremely quickly.

As if in a dream I watched my husband being led away by his new owner - well that was how this young girl seemed to me as George was more and more like a helpless pet nowadays - and everyone noticed revealing juices dripping weakly from the tip of his miniscule penis and realised he had reached feted climax while watching me servicing the King so faithlessly. 

In that disturbing instant I knew without argument our marriage was over and felt that whatever fate or future awaited him with the formidable Zanti, he was fully deserving of and I would have no empathy or pity.

The King stood up suddenly signifying the communal audience was over and everyone bowed in respect, including me. 

Instinctively I could sense we were about to leave so I went to furtively gather my discarded, crumpled clothing from the floor but the man beside me whispered sharply and with stern authority.

“Leave the items where they are; you are with me now, come Leslie.”

Respectfully I followed him just in my knickers and bra along with Charlene and many of his family or followers, both male and female; we walked through ornate, aromatic gardens then took a lift up to the penthouse of this building which was his luxurious, private residence.

Charlene took her place beside him and eventually the other courtiers seemed to disappear or dissipate  like wispy, dark smoke and then it was just the three of us upon the spacious balcony that looked out splendidly to the nearby sea, just off his Master bedroom.

It was late afternoon and I breathed in the fresh, salt air, looked out to the distant horizon and felt calm, at peace and strangely serene or even mercurially happy. 

There were drinks and succulent fruit provided and out host sat on a comfortable, cushioned, white chair as we stood in front of him but his focus was only on me as he smiled then murmured smoothly.

“You have much talent, Leslie.”

I blushed and danced on my toes like a child, just a little intimidated and privately embarrassed that I had surrendered to him so disgracefully and easily but tried not to show it and just be accommodating.

“It was my pleasure, Sire.”

He slapped his hand on his knee.

“Call me, Xerxes when we are alone…or with my other women and wives.”

My very skin was trembling as just being near this man caused me to lose whatever control I had remaining.

“Yes, Xerxes!”

His voice sighed so gravelly and alluringly while his handsome face seemed to relax and I quickly melted along with it.

“I enjoyed your service to me.”

My body automatically wanted to act on base impulse because I kneeled at his feet then placed my palms on his knees then whispered softly and passively.

“As did I, Xerxes…let me pleasure you if your fiancé permits me to?”

He laughed as if I had made an unknown jest.

“She has no say or opinion in such matters…women are here to serve…”

His eyes gazed at her in absolute command of this delicate and alluring girl.

“…You shall do this wonderful duty for me together and I would appreciate if you would take your time.”

Young Charlene smiled gracefully and nodded.

“Of course, Xerxes.”

In no time we had removed his trousers and silk, black shorts and I was sucking the top of his cock while my obviously more confident and skilled companion work her mouth and tongue on his heavy, full balls. 

Without question, to date this was the most thrilling sexual experience of my life and he could sense my devotion as I produced for him my full, undivided, best attentions. 

In some ludicrous ways I wanted the divine moments in providing him pleasure to last endlessly and when I felt he was close to his orgasm I stopped then began again, even making Charlene slow her oral pace down a little to stretch this sullied but delicious experience out as far as was possible.

Then finally, as no real red-blooded male could have resisted what we were doing so urgently together for too long, he grunted like a baying hound before pouring his semen and seed upwards onto our lips and faces and I felt as if I had been anointed with the honeyed, creamy liquid produce of the dark Gods themselves.

Charlene withdrew but I continued to lick and lap at him as if not wishing to relinquish my favourite ice cream while the man heaved and chuckled at the same memorable time.

“You truly have the instincts to provide me heaven, Leslie; I have many female attendants but rarely does one of my women give herself so fervently, tenderly and freely to me.”

My hands lightly touched his most sensitive, wet skin and sac and I smiled happily.

“It seems so natural and easy, Xerxes…please instruct me and I will endeavour to be perfect.”

He allowed me to continue demeaning myself on his black testicles for a few, further minutes then dismissed us both under instruction to shower, change and then join him back on the private terrace shortly afterwards.

Charlene took me away into a side bedroom off the King’s main retreat and I whispered apologetically to her.

“Sorry Charlene…I did not mean to upset you.”

Her ocean blue, glinting eyes were clear and without a trace of malice.

“It is what the men here do, especially him… as he is an omnipotent, rampant man…”

I was surprised when her voice giggled.

“…That’s why I like him so much…so what you do and will perform to his demand, is part of the territory for any wife…”

Her fingers slipped off her bikini revealing her luscious, slight body below and her plump lips mocked and teased me.

“…Mind you I never realised you were such a Slut and a Whore!”

My face blushed further in embarrassment but we both laughed unexpectedly and I discovered then realised  suddenly that I actually liked Charlene a lot more than anticipated.

It had in all honesty only been my own pettiness, false superiority or morality that had previously formed the friction between us and recognised my previous prejudice as I was becoming enlightened in the wider, wicked ways of the world.

I did not reply because what she had said was more of a spoken fact than an enquiry and she led me through to the most amazing, fantastical washroom I had ever seen where we shared a bath together and this increasingly entertaining and delightful young woman told me all about her relationship and romantic experiences with the King.

She was still in my eyes, perhaps weirdly under the circumstances, a naïve, impressionable girl and I listened intently to her tales about such extravagance and indulgences regarding what this older male could buy for her and of course the sex, which I could already sense would be incredible. 

Charlene was funny, honest and genial with me and I felt increasing pangs or remorse or regret for some of the things I had thought about, or said to her in the past. 

We took our time but eventually we dried our bodies and my new friend revealed a large, extensive wardrobe full of the most divine clothing and passed me a sheer, silken gown to wear without knickers, that hung down revealingly only to my hips while she admired me then smiled serenely.

“This is what Xerxes likes us to parade in at this tranquil and quiet time of the day; he expects his women to look alluring and beautiful at all times.”

I nodded in understanding that our Master would wish his females to look desirable for him and drew on my sheer covering in silken cream then looked how divine it appeared in white upon Charlene.

We sprayed each other liberally with the most fragrant and expensive of perfumes before holding hands excitedly like puerile children.

Our indulgences in washing and preparation had taken some time and we were just about to make our way back to the King when he appeared like the darkest demon at our doorway and gloated as he saw us displayed so provocatively. 

My face and skin flushed as I could feel his black eyes burning into me and suddenly he was at my side and stroked my freshly washed hair softly, before running his teasing fingers over the rises and depressions of my sensitive, womanly form causing me to gasp while he murmured softly and in complete control.

“Normally I am in no hurry to have and conquer a new woman…but…”

His hand slipped under the hem of the transparent, open gown and I held onto his muscular arm as I felt his smooth fingertips flick and run along my inverted, female line of increasingly moist flesh.

“…But I find that I cannot wait…my wish is to make you mine!”

The long digits were probing my vaginal crack or crevice now making me feel so limp, until suddenly I willingly let him bend me over the bed where he raised the material of my flimsy robe up over my hips to make my bottom and vulnerable entrance fully available to his foul and most primitive desires.

I was devastatingly even deliciously, utterly helpless before him and lowered my head in true submission as I felt the tip of his steely flesh at the subtle, permeable gate to my weeping, feminine centre.

Then, as if in a rush of heated air, he was inside me with a powerful, masculine, virile thrust that literally took my breath away.  

But he did not begin to fuck me immediately, just held fast and let me linger on his manhood as if it was bolted irresistibly inside me.

My whole spirit seemed to dissolve and crumble causing my mouth to express words it had never muttered in all of my days on earth as a woman.

“Take me Xerxes! Fuck me…I am yours…” 

He slapped my bottom and the feel of his thick erection so tightly and snugly within my walls seemed all consuming.

“…Seed me, My King…I am without protection…fill me, impregnate me my Lord…I desire only to serve and be your servant.”

Slowly his hips began to move and I gasped in hopeless anticipation or expectation while he grunted in communal, crude purpose with me.

“You shall have my gift of life, Leslie; you belong to me now!”

The motion of our fornication then gradually increased in pace and I could only prostrate myself down and spread my legs to let him start the inevitable ascent into hormonal heaven for us both. 

When he was at full force and power I cried out to the skies in feeble ecstasy as he groaned like an angry bear and held my hips while jerking his viscous essence deep in my belly.

As he released his celestial juices I savoured our first moment of base intimacy and then turned athletically onto my back, took his weeping flesh in my mouth without introspective thought and suckled it greedily while gasping.

“I will do whatever you wish, Xerxes…just command me!”

He laughed contentedly and teased my rubbery, pink nipples and areolas as he allowed me to make him stiff once more before we lay on the large, white expansive bed where this monarch fucked both Charlene and I together as if remembering she was his intended and so not to leave her out of the sullied loop in the provision of his deviant, devilish gifts of love.

I had never shared or experienced intimacy like this with another girl, with the briefest exception of what Eileen and I had done in passing with Raybon, but somehow that was somehow very different. 

As we began to worship and pleasure him as a depraved, female team I reasonably thought or expected that I may not like such depravity with another girl, but it seemed that with the King everything became a wonderful, fulfilling adventure and the opposite emotion was true.

The fact was I simply adored working so disgracefully with Charlene and between us both we tried our level best to drive this all powerful male to utter distraction, eventual, sexual exultation then bliss and fulfilment.

When we were done I let my young partner in sexual crime bathe again, but this time alone, and went into the divine en-suite with the King to strip then pamper him further as he took his own watery relaxation. 

He just shuddered then lay back in the swirling, foaming liquid and sipped his wine as I cleansed his muscular, rock hard body with my bare but able hands. 

This was before I then washed his wondrous, limp genitals with my soapy mouth until unbelievably he became dangerously but beguilingly erect once again.

His mesmerising, black eyes watched me glancing more and more at his cock in scarcely contained lust or greed and then laughed teasingly.

“If you come into the water, Leslie I will take your ass!”

I did not think negatively or hesitate for a second; threw off my stained top and sat beside him in the large, circular tub of slimy water where he spread oils and soaps in my anal cavity before holding my bottom tightly and then gently lowering my puckered entrance onto his irresistible, vertical, black tower of heated blood.

There was a flash of pain - as I had only done this foul procedure before only and rarely with Raybon - and I was drawing my body up and down on him gingerly then incessantly until this taut passage was slippery like warm ice!

My access was soon easily pliable, and he eventually came to orgasm then released to my degenerate efforts and unworthy, but willing entreaties. 

The unbelievable thing was that I had also reached my own climax during this base fornication and I settled upon his shrinking penile flesh as we finished as if this dirty act was suddenly entirely natural and pleasurable to me.

We played for a while in the warm, comforting water and I found that being so close to this most masculine of male creature while caressing, rubbing or scrubbing him never lost its lustre or appeal for me, even after the pheromones from my recent heightened state had dissipated and gone.

Just being so intimate together and important to him, even transiently, was an incredibly rich and wonderfully rewarding experience for me. 

Eventually I went back to Charlene in a large covering towel where she listened with wide almost innocent eyes as I related my lurid, erotic tale in the sullied waters.

We changed together, until fully prepared and ready in delicious, extravagant, short dresses and the most exquisite lingerie before we walked proudly, either side of the King, when we attended dinner as his premier escorts for the evening.

Dinner was in reality the wrong word to describe the evening meal, as it was more of a feast that eventually developed into some type of primal orgy in which I played my prurient part along with all the other white girls that attended. 

It seemed that the black, tribeswomen just watched on in a partially amused or intrigued fashion as their men, and presumably husbands, took whatever female diversion they required as if this debased ritual was part of their eating routine.

My sensual body or physical services were exclusively for the King although I would have provided my emerging sexual skills to others if he had instructed me to do so. 

For me, following his direction was not a trial or sufferance and even in the short time I had known this man, for some inexplicable reason, I felt that I would have willingly done anything for him. 

Raybon by now was totally forgotten by me and seemed unconcerned at the loss of my affections as he had many other comely girls to indulge in.

He appeared delighted that his father approved of his choices in women so obviously, lustily and enthusiastically. 

Eileen was also kept busy with various males but tended to end up beside the stocky, dark man with powerful shoulders and arms she had first coupled with and I noticed that she never seemed to stop smiling recently.

As for my husband? Well what was happening to him was definitely surreal and extraordinary. 

The slight Mistress assigned by the King had taken hold of him mentally and completely; he seemed to obey her like the tamest, meekest, loyal dog.

As if he was indeed such a docile pet my husband was always uncovered apart from a short, white camisole or corset-type top that stopped at his waist and made him look bizarre and unfortunately hilarious as well.

His penis was now permanently captured and contained in twisted twine and was decorated for dinner with a delicate, pink ribbon tied into a bow and I thought he looked precious or lovely and fitted in wonderfully with all the other Nemin that were in service almost everywhere.

That night Charlene and I slept with the King and for a few days this was the amazing pattern of my life. 

This royal man took my body and soul utterly and whether we were on the fantastical, extraordinary yacht, around the pool or anywhere in the palace, he fucked and used me at will while I surrendered myself to him voluntarily and freely.

During this time, George would increasingly come and serve me or Eileen as part of his ritualistic training as a local Nemin and had patently taken the demeaning act of providing oral pleasure to an almost artistic form. 

I must have been descending into subversion myself because privately my senses began to relish his cleansing of my most intimate, feminine lips especially after I had been fucked then filled by my amazing Royal man.

Sometimes selfishly I would just lie in a type of stupor on a sun lounger or the King’s grand bed while allowing him to fulfil his humiliating, subservient duties as I projected reluctance to take part in such perversion.

Nothing could be further from the truth however as I adored the sordid but addictive experience more and more.

Increasingly I no longer regarded George as a husband and in keeping with my prompt seduction and acceptance of this life and place, began to think of him only and purely as Nemin. 

He was by now merely a slave to provide pleasure and ease for me and all of the females at court and I did not dwell or think further about the immorality of such unseemly matters.

It was merely a few days from the engagement party when my world became even more surreal; I went in to Charlene’s bedroom early one afternoon, saw that she was slowly and methodically packing her case, and that her eyes were slightly reddened with the obvious effects of crying.

I whispered to her in genuine concern as I had grown very attached to my new friend in recent times, and loved her like a sister.

“What are you doing?”

She turned to me and smiled wryly.

“Leaving…I have spoken to Xerxes, he has understood my concerns and misgivings and we have agreed it is for the best that we do not continue our course together…”

I took her hand and she was trembling as she spoke.

“…Naturally I thought I was in love, Leslie but…”

Her pale eyes were watery and glistening with liquid blue emotion.

“…When I see you and Xerxes together…”

She sighed in melancholy or realisation.

“…It has made me recognise that do not feel like that about him and perhaps in all honesty I am too young to commit myself to marriage at this stage of my life…”

I went to speak but she bade me silent.

“…As you can tell, I am a little unbalanced or upset, Leslie but it is not your fault…I think I will see this in the future as a positive event or perhaps a fortuitous happening where you have in fact prevented me from making a huge mistake…”

Her face relaxed for an insightful moment then she laughed softly as if to break the sombre mood.

“…Xerxes does tend to bowl a girl over!”

She hugged me and began to sob softly but through her tears told me not to feel badly or worry as she honestly meant what she had explained about her thoughts and feelings on the break up of her betrothal.

Without question I was suitably shocked, slipped away to leave Charlene to her labour and took the lift to the lower floor before wandering aimlessly around the extensive, luxurious gardens and grounds. 

I was understandably feeling guilty but as I strolled and inhaled the fragrant, fresh air it was impossible to deny that I truly felt at home in this place or paradise with my masterful and dominant King. 

However I could not escape from the facts or what had happened so unfortunately with Charlene; events had shaken and disturbed me to the point that I began to sense it was perhaps time for me to leave as well.

My head was undoubtedly mixed up in confused, myriad troubles or musings and when I returned to the King’s quarters he was in the lounge where I stood beside him by the side of an elegant, gold-trimmed settee.

Just with the two of us there he took my hand gently in his copper palm and led me gently out onto the balcony where we sat together on the softest chairs and shared some wine.

The man stared out to the far horizon and murmured quietly as if only to the fair breeze off the temperate ocean.

“I understand that my former fiancé informed you that we feel it is best we do not marry…”

He chuckled in self-mockery and deprecation.

“…Perhaps she is too young and I am too old for such a grandiose commitment.”

I was unsure what to say so I tried to sound empathetic or conciliatory.

“That is such a shame, Sire…Charlene is a lovely girl and the preparations for the engagement are so advanced and utterly spectacular.”

His plump lips sealed together and had a trace of an almost indiscernible smile as he whispered.

“It is indeed a pity to waste such effort…”

My face flushed pink weakly as his impish, inky eyes found me and they were full of playful mischief and teasing humour.

“…It is a terrible shame we cannot find a way to still make use of everything and save the day. Can you suggest a way we can do that, Leslie…?”

I was tongue-tied then mute as I was no magician and just listened as he continued to bamboozle and torture me; for how could I solve such an intractable puzzle?

“…I mean where could I find a replacement at such short notice to take advantage of so much extravagance and expense that has gone into the celebrations to come and as you know and I have told you…”

He was definitely laughing in full or increasingly good humour now.

“…I do so like to get married and…”

My arms were trembling, as I was not a complete idiot, but only when he produced a dazzling white diamond ring contained in a small, red velvet box, that looked as if it had come from the fabled Queen of Sheba herself, did I partially begin to understand what he was getting at and the cruel game he was enacting with me. 

“…You are an extraordinary woman Leslie, truly our time together is magical and although I will never change my ways or the physical traditions of the tribe…I cherish you and want you to take this token and be my bride…”

To my utter shock he picked up my visibly shaking fingers then slid the divine, glinting, gleaming ring on the empty wedding finger - I had removed the ones from George long ago - and I began to silently weep because it was so beautiful and fitted so exactly, as he sighed emotionally.

“…I do love you, Leslie and will be a good husband; if you will only agree to be my wife…”

His handsome dark face turned serious for just a second or two.

“…Even I with all my powers here, cannot insist or demand such a thing; the marriage contract with our family is sacred and must be entered into by the woman with open eyes, freely and willingly…”

He pressed my fingers and spoke with soft sincerity.

“…Will you marry me, Leslie; stay here and let us build our own future and family?”

I looked away from him to try and think logically for a second and stared out to the same distant point in the late afternoon shadows on the same temperamental ocean he had gazed upon and knew what he was suggesting was utterly ludicrous. 

The King was already married, so was I! 

On top of that this male man was a Reprobate and womaniser and had asked me to take the place of the misguided, young girl that I had come here especially to save from his predatory, sexual clutches and this primitive, impossible way of life.

Then there was George along with his degenerate problems! And what about Eileen?  Could I just give up my job of work as well so easily and did I actually, honestly wish to stay here trapped or marooned in this heaven-on-earth leaving the only comfort or home I had previously known in England.

My mind seemed to race in troubled, eclectic thought until I took the only rational, sensible option open to me with regard to his incredible and possibly even absurd suggestion or request from this irrepressible, enigmatic, unreasonable male. 

Subsequently I turned my focus away from the panoramic, shimmering seas and twisted the extravagant ring around my finger slightly before placing both hands both in the King’s large palms and only then whispered respectfully and quietly to him with an almost apologetic gasp.

“Of course I will, Xerxes; you know I love you completely!” 

George

The news that my wife was engaged to another man was something of a traumatic event to my already stressed, nervous system but in some ways, given what I had gone through, I was becoming increasingly unshockable.

I could or should have put my foot down and reminded my girl of the commitment she once had made to me regarding fidelity and faithfulness, but all I did when I saw her later that day was offer my congratulations then worship and clean the fully used and slippery folds of her less than usually hirsute pussy, as if I was truly as depravedly thrilled at what had transpired as she obviously was.

The offer of our divorce was given to Leslie by me as a matter of course or good manners and she accepted instantly but without courtesy.

It was blindingly clear that her forthcoming nuptials were fixed and firm in her body and mind and in reality the marriage we had in England bore no relevance or legal weight here in this God-forsaken land. 

She was aware of my disgraceful, recent capitulation and service to Charlene meaning probable, permanent surrender to this life and she treated me entirely as if she was my superior and I was honestly but merely Nemin to her.

When I returned to Zanti in her room, my recent Mistress was sitting just in a gleaming, silver robe at her dressing table; she smiled while her head nodded meaningfully at a nearby glass of green liquid, before her lips spoke purposefully but quietly.

“You have made a decision and commitment to remain here, Nemin…or so I understand?”

She knew about my interaction and submission to Charlene and it was too late to deny my impetuous  decision as I gulped weakly in response.

“Yes Miss…that is the truth I could not leave my wife here alone.”

She laughed at the ludicrous reason or excuse for my pronouncement or compulsion.

“Good, Nemin…now sign the document, drink this with the tablets beside them and I will untie your cord permanently…”

Her face was flushed and glowing crimson.

“…You are definitely Nemin now, so…I have already done my training work and this juice, which you will now take each and every day, will eradicate any remaining masculine urges you have!”

My self-respect or pride wanted to object and deny what I had already pathetically agreed to but it was impossible for such token resistance at this stage.

Therefore I acceptingly or feebly picked up the available pen, placed my signature on the fateful, dotted line then sipped the bottle green drink and to my surprise it tasted surprisingly sweet and much better than I expected.

My mouth then dutifully swallowed the divisive pill with the last swig of the thick liquid and suddenly my small penis was free but already I could sense the formerly natural urge for it to expand slightly at the mere sight of a naked girl seemed to already have long departed or gone completely.

My strict, recent tutor held my tiny, dangling, piece of male flesh in her delicate fingers and I could tell straight away it was still incredibly sensitive as she giggled in hilarity and explained something new to me.

“It won’t go hard anymore, Nemin but you can still have some fun or pleasure; it will leak when you are excited and…”

Her face was the prettiest, most innocent picture.

“…Eventually you will wear your Mistress’s panties or underwear for propriety’s sake of course…”

My body was shaking but I was mute and could only listen as she carried on.

“…So now you have won your spurs, so to speak, Nemin and I am releasing you; our new Queen to be, has requested and requires your personal attentions now as she has much to do...”

She caught her breath.

“… And after she has finished with you then your duties will be amongst all of the women under her will and direction.”

My voice groaned in developing distress.

“Leslie will control me?”

She shrugged in ambivalence at such an onerous fact.

“The King has all the true power but he cedes direction regarding the Nemin to his wives and you are her first, true servant but there will be more to come for the new Queen given her much vaunted position.”

This was unbearable that my wife would suddenly have such permanent authority or rule over me and I pleaded with this slip of a girl who at least was someone I did not have a former relationship or past with, which naturally would only heighten my mortification given what I was obliged to do on a daily basis.

“Please, can I remain with you?”

Her lips were full of mirth as her finger slapped the soft, smooth, ivory skin on my bottom extra hard, causing it to glow with pink markings.

“No…it is up to the design or will of our new Queen now…so off you go and begin your service with her as she will dictate your future from now on...”

I went to debate further but she firmly took my minute balls in her palm then squeezed them until I winced in pain then told me something I did not fully realise and literally frightened me to death in the process.

“…If you argue or disobey, then after signing the contract as you have, the King has the right to castrate you, as he has been forced to with some of the other Nemin, so beware and do only and exactly as you are told from now on!”

My mind recalled suddenly I had seen other men with strange coverings around their crotch area and realised that these were the unfortunate former males she was referring to.

Immediately my terrified and troubled head nodded in real panic, fear and deference to my former Mistress, before walking dutifully to the golden lift and was soon standing before my gorgeous wife who was sitting demurely on the balcony in a white, long, sheer, silken gown and looked up at me before smiling with more than a hint of sarcasm.

“Funny how life works out, isn’t it, George…?”

Her voice chuckled as if sensing her developing power.

“…but you know your place now and I need a trustworthy servant prior to my party…”

She rose up and seemed to suddenly tower over me.

“…You will attend me…now run me a bath.”

I nodded timidly unsure quite how to react in this brave new world.

“OK, Leslie.”

She had an overly familiar, thin, wooden cane by her side and her fingers quickly but gently flashed it across my knees while her mouth snapped at me to express her dissatisfaction with my reflexive response.

“You will show suitable respect and address me as, Your Majesty now!”

I groaned in the sharpest pain both mentally and physically but spoke the weasel words she required of me.

“Yes, Your Majesty, I understand.”

From that humbling moment I truly became her menial or slave and subserviently attended to her every whim and request of me; this was right up to the engagement celebration where her any and every need occupied all of my available time.

These were both domestic or physical as I prepared her clothing, organised any cleaning and requirements for adornments she had, and now and again, at her need, discretion or desire would dutifully bend my knee to her active, weeping, vaginal line and bring my Mistress to slow, inexorable ecstasy with my mouth and increasingly skilled tongue.

Leslie never thanked or acknowledged me in my role, as if such fetid duties and veneration were expected, and sometimes I would perform these sullied, demeaning obligations whilst she relaxed, read, chatted on the phone or simply watched television with her legs parted as if I was merely a living, sexual amusement.

Her womanly sliver or opening always seemed to be full of her King and Master’s pungent, slimy, white essence and, in spite of her disrespectful and almost offensive treatment of me, I took more than a little degenerate pleasure in my work. 

When I washed, scented then dressed every subtle part of her luscious body for the engagement party in a shimmering ivory, silken gown with golden thread running through, I took more than a certain amount of pride in how she appeared. 

This was especially as I knew I had placed her amazing body in such divine lingerie for both her and then ultimately the King’s delectation and delight.

I recognised that I was preparing her for a better stronger male than me to fuck and take her, and no longer fought my disturbed emotions of satisfaction or disreputable glee in doing so.

This woman who I had to acknowledge was no longer my wife but my Queen, looked amazing, full of life and energy; she was demonstrably happier and more in lust or love than I would ever have believed possible.

It was hurtful in many, twisted and tortuous ways but weirdly that was part of the deviant hit of sullied gratification as well.

This was undoubtedly my fetish or destiny and I could not avoid or deny my compulsion any longer to serve Leslie or the other women that this position here offered me.

To my surprise, Charlene unexpectedly stayed for the auspicious event that should have been hers, as after her initial show of relative pique, realised she was in truth happy for both Leslie and Xerxes and there was no reason or rush for her departure.

But eventually the day of festivity passed, Charlene left and there was hardly a second that went by for the first few weeks after that, where I did not think I would soon follow her back to England.

Although I was Nemin and had accepted the demeaning role of service; this could be broken on a monthly basis by either party but in spite of endless reservations I never invoked my right to flee this magnetic place.

Somewhere with the daily ingestion of emerald drinks or tablets, the endless service to the glorious women there, seeing both Leslie and Eileen all the time in such a happy, contented mood seemed to eventually, entirely erode my will for salvation or sanctuary from this surreal existence.

Leslie and King Xerxes were married three months later in a spectacular whole-weekend wedding that must have cost an untold fortune. 

My former wife was utterly radiant in white and I followed her up the aisle also in the same colour outfit of a specially made white, sequinned Basque,  matching silken knickers and felt entirely comfortable and at peace.

They left on a month-long world-wide honeymoon, Charlene who had especially come over for the incredible celebration left to go home once more and my fate was then to do general work of a Nemin for the countless females in the extensive court of the King.

I was given to all of the women for service; the younger girls teased and tortured me and demanded endless massages and oral pleasure while the older, black wives and females were far more physically degenerate - as some of them were huge - and sexually demanding. 

For these devilish, dark women, along with my normal sensual or domestic duties some of them also had a propensity or penchant for fucking their slaves and I was taken and humiliated by many, in the most humbling and demeaning ways possible - with a local type, strap-on dildo - that I would not honestly wish to go into or disclose.  

But my life was now one of acceptance and even silent suffering until I gradually, increasingly comprehended again and again that there was something in my psyche that strangely enjoyed such subjugation.

Only in accepting this disturbing fact did I eventually, then fully embrace this unusual world I had stumbled into by accident.

In truth I undoubtedly adored working around the females or serving them, being important and valued for what I did, and as my star rose in the ranks of Nemin I began to become increasingly trusted.

I would be allowed to go off with some of the younger girls - one who I had memorably met the first time I arrived - who were of age and look after them in various parts of the world on their holidays or studies abroad.

Although the supposedly innocent, beauteous girls all talked about remaining virgins; they were from a divinely appearing but promiscuous race of females and my talents for oral or tactile service were always needed, expected and unusually, even occasionally appreciated. 

Also, I was bound by trust to them all, could never reveal a word of what actually went on even to the King, and once they realised my respect, devotion and even love to them, became a much in demand servant. 

My adoration for these young Ladies was genuine and for me to share in all of their delicious adventures and to witness and be a part of their sexual exploration and developing maturity was increasingly a joy and a pleasure to me.

It was always special to be there to dress, undress, worship or serve them even with regard to their often precocious, unreasonable whims, demands or fancies. Without question coping with their capriciousness came with this subversive, feminine territory of responsibility for their welfare and safety.  

My divorce, immaterial as it was, to Leslie was quick and more for tidying up loose ends than any other purpose and the years passed increasingly quickly. 

My ex-wife became pregnant almost immediately as did Eileen with her main, stocky brute of a lover and before long there were a couple of small, brown children to be taken care of.

This was then yet another element of my commitment it seemed, but I looked after the offsprings as if they were my own and just watched on helplessly as my former women got themselves back into shape and began enthusiastically once more on the cocks of their masters is if in a reckless, unseemly hurry to depravedly manufacture the next creations of immortality.

I saw Xerxes take many women, as was his way in their traditions and world, but without question his love and adoration for Leslie was real and genuine. 

He treated her with respect and always as his favoured Queen; in return she recognised and accepted his need or requirement for casual sex as unimportant and I never once saw them argue or for her to appear unhappy or discontent with his treatment of her.

They were, from what I saw, most intimately, a real, loving couple and husband and wife in every important or meaningful way possible in this crazy, bizarre environment. 

After five years, that seemed to fly along at supersonic speed, Leslie had three children, two boys and a girl and Eileen just had the single girl.

By this stage I was entirely subservient to all the women and accepted my work and fate with more than a certain calmness and resolution. 

The remaining masculine, physical part of me was just tiny balls with a minute, limp penis and my whole purpose by this juncture was to serve or be of use to all the women and children of the tribe.

I was utterly Nemin and privately if not perplexingly proud of the fact.

And as for what happened to Charlene? The girl I had once treated and regarded like the daughter I never had? 

Well to my surprise when she returned to England she quickly finished with Raybon, as she had mentioned was her intention, returned to college then University and the last I heard had married a well respected and presented accountant and was having their first child in a few weeks time.

She had come over to Namibia only once for a transient visit to see Eileen along with her then fiancé, but seemed suddenly appalled at the hedonistic, immoral way of life all around in this land, as if she had never before been involved in such deviance or decadence herself. 

Eventually when she departed early, in demonstrable disgust with what was going on all around her, she did so along with her soon to be husband on the highest, principled ground and with her pretty nose raised noticeably in the air as if such goings on were beyond acceptability or her contempt.

So with regards to Charlene I suppose what I had sacrificed in risking all to save her from herself had actually worked better than I could ever have hoped for. 

This young girl had undoubtedly seen the error of her ways, created a new and decent life, leaving the old, promiscuous one far behind.

She was building a proper, moral, spotless new future for herself with a respectable, most ordinary and loving white, male partner.  

Subsequently, sometimes, as I sat in contemplation in the shade of the early evening alone and took a drink or a moment’s rest, I thought about the irony of what had transpired so unexpectedly.

This was more specifically, that in my selflessness of finding salvation for Charlene - which she never showed the slightest appreciation of by the way - it had led me to this unbelievable life of subjugation or servitude that I knew I could or would never now escape from.

Now and again in my occasional, understandable despondency or melancholy, when my innumerable mistresses had been especially demanding or cruel to me, it appeared most unbalanced or even inequitable.

However, most of the time, and in all secret, never to be repeated honesty with regards to the possible, permanent mark of shame, my life now in this surreal universe as against what I had experienced before, even with my eternal submission and humiliation, seemed, perhaps amazingly…like an especially good trade off.  

The End
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