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Kay has a quiet middle-class life with her husband and daughter. When she is offered a job to write a magazine column on sexual conduct and behaviour she is worried that she could be sucked into a world of depravity.

Too late does she discover that danger lies closer to home...

When she discovers her husband's and daughter's secrets Kay is sent hurtling along a path towards her sexual freedom. But there are pitfalls on the way...


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


Delilah Dominguez writes on the following themes:
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"There's no point describing bodies being moved around and used like toys. There are videos for that. The darkest and most erotic organ is the mind. That's what a writer must penetrate. That's what I'm here to chronicle - people like you descending into the depths of depravity. And the horror, shame and arousal as you sink down."


Table of Contents

Prologue: New Beginning             4

Chapter 2: Voyeurism.             7

Chapter 3: Serial Cheating.             14

Chapter 3: Maledom             20

Chapter 4: Findom.             33

Chapter 5: Desperate Housewife.             41

Chapter 6: Homewrecker.             47

Chapter 7: Blackmail.             57

Chapter 8: Sexual Addiction.             67

Chapter 9: Femdom.             73

Chapter 10: Swapping             86

Chapter 11: Hotwife             97

Chapter 12: Teen Seduction.             108

Chapter 13: Wedding.             115

Bonus Chapter             127

Prologue: New Beginning

“So you got you the job, just like that?”

“You don't need to look that surprised," Kay answered indignantly, "I used to work for the magazine before I had Molly, you know. And I was a good writer, too.”

Sally shrugged her shoulders. “Well, you must have left your boss with some good memories because it's not every day someone walks into a magazine and gets given a column the very same day. I wouldn't shout about it, Kay," she chuckled, "because people might start raising eyebrows,”

Kay rolled her eyes. “You know perfectly well he's married and has got children. It's not that surprising anyway. We always kept in touch, and so when he got the idea for the column he thought of me. He didn't think I would accept, though,” she laughed. “I'm surprised myself, actually.”

Sally said nothing, waiting for her friend to continue. “He wants to attract a wider readership. Most of the target audience are getting on now, so he wants more middle-aged women. That's where the money is and what the advertisers are interested in, you see.”

Sally nodded. “So what does he want you to write about?”

“Ehhh...." Kay coughed, slightly abashed. "He wants me to write a weekly article on sex from a female point of view; a middle-aged, middle-class woman, someone the readers can relate to.”

Sally giggled, “You're kidding! A writer with your huge sexual experience? You're going to tell everybody about your twice-monthly fumbles with Brian?”

Why on earth did I tell her that? Kay shot her friend a filthy look. Brian had been Sally's date at high school but Kay had never taken it seriously until she told her friend - in a moment of drunken sincerity - that their sex life was a wasteland. Sally's repeated mocking from that moment on had made Kay realise that deep down, despite their friendship, Sally had not forgotten her teenage beau. She's single. She needs a man. Don't trust her with Brian. Ever.

She decided to ignore the comment. “Each month I'm going to interview people and write on a different theme. Swingers, sex addicts, dominatrix, transexual escorts, people with weird fetishes.....and on and on. With a bit of research I'll have enough for two years worth of articles – if it's successful, that is.”

“What's your first article going to be about?” Sally sat up in her chair. She's exactly the type of audience we're aiming for, thought Kay, This could work!

“I've been given a contact; a wife who's chronically unfaithful to her husband and can't stop cheating.”

“Don't tell me! The editor had her number, married with kids and all.” Sally smiled and took a sip of wine. “So what's the article going to be called? 'Fifty Lays of Kay?'” she chuckled.

Kay had thought about it. “I've got to decide between 'Deep Suburbia' or 'Penetrating Suburbia'.”

“'Deep Suburbia' is more suggestive. And what are you going to tell Brian? He might not like the thought of you getting into that sort of ..... environment.”

“I'm not going to tell Brian anything. You won't either. This is freelance. He doesn't have to know.”

“You're just going to turn into the drive one day with a Ferrari?” Sally spread her hands. She had slim, piano-playing fingers, surprisingly for a woman of her bulk. She had always described herself as a 'big black mamma', but in the last five or six years she had grown huge. It had the double effect of simultaneously making Kay feel better about her own body and provoking anxiety about how she could end up in a few years' time if she wasn't careful.

“There won't be any Ferraris, Sally. All I earn will be used to pay off debts. That's why I need this job. We're not in a good way financially.” Am I saying too much?

Sally stopped mid-air, chocolate cake wobbling on her spoon. “But Brian? He's doing alright at work, isn't he?”

Kay shook her head. “We've sat down and looked at the sums. This last year his earnings just don't seem to be enough to get by. I don't know what it is; if everything's pricier, or there's an extra expense we're not taking into account. Whatever it is, if this works I can pay off the bills and we can breathe easy for when Molly goes to university.”

“She wants to go? Is she still with that wannabe rapper boyfriend of hers?”

Kay grimaced, “She can't live without him. He's not good for her at all. He dropped out of school when he was fifteen and as far as I can tell hasn't done a day's work ever since. But she'll go. Good job she's got that friend of hers, Indira. Lovely-looking Indian girl, polite and studious. Hopefully she'll balance all the bad influence she gets from that good-for-nothing...”

Sally leant over and patted her friend's hand. "It'll all work out. University will open up a whole new world for Molly. She'll soon forget about that Joe with all those boys around. And don't worry about the money. This article all sounds very interesting, I must say. It's sure to work." She winked slyly. "Don't get too caught up in it all. Some muscular dominant male might end up turning you into his sex-slave.”

Her friend laughed. “I don't think they'll be too interested in what I've got to offer. Why would they settle for a plump 40-year-old if they can have some teenage sex kitten? I wouldn't.”

“Here's a toast to plump 40-year-olds like us, and another one to wish you all the best for your new job. I know you'll smash it. When are you interviewing this cuckoldress of yours?”

“Cuckoldress? That sounds naughty!" Kay giggled, "Saturday. Here, in this same bar.”

After leaving the bar Kay headed home with a mixture of hope and trepidation. A new world was opening. Who knew what wonders and dangers awaited her? Sally had put her finger exactly on what was troubling her - the temptation that came with constant exposure to moral corruption.

To dispel her fear, Sally intoned out loud as she stopped at the traffic lights, "This will not change me. I will be faithful to Brian, in the same way as he is to me."

Often we are so busy looking for snares at the sides of the path that we do not see the ground opening in front of us. Such was the future that awaited Kay. Nervously imagining all the perversions that she was to encounter, she was blind to the hole that had opened up in her own quiet home.


Chapter 2: Voyeurism.

"Can you imagine? That would be amazing!"

Kay stirred in bed. Voices were coming to her from the balcony. Not being able to sleep well for the last few nights, she had taken a nap that afternoon and now awoke to the sound of her daughter's conversation with her friends. Groggy, it took her a while to make out who was talking.

"You mean to say you've never had a tit-job?" Indira? That sweet little Indian girl, talking about tit-jobs? Kay sat up, slowly.

"How can I? I can't with Molly." Kay was now wide awake, listening. She could smell weed. It's that lowlife, Joe.

"I know I'm not very big up top," It was Molly's voice, embarrassed, "but there's not much I can do, is there?"

"Well, it's a shame. Just imagine your cock wrapped up in soft warm titties like these." Good Lord! Indira speaks like that?

Kay got off the bed and looked cautiously around the curtain and out on the balcony. There were the three of them: The friendly, full figure of Indira, with flawless cream-colour skin and jet black hair; Joe, with his gym-toned body decorated with earrings, jewellery and tattoos, his baseball cap covering cropped blonde hair; and then her daughter Molly, slim, pale and restless with bright red hair and generous mouth.

They were passing the joint between them. Molly made a big show of dragging, puffing the smoke out and coughing slightly. She looked nervous as she looked at Indira. The Indian girl lifted her breasts and under Joe's hungry eyes licked a finger and slowly drew it down her cleavage until it disappeared from view.

"Boys go wild for this. Just imagine: I wrap your cock between these and then slowly....up, down, up....starting off slowly and gradually getting faster." She smiled at Joe maliciously, and then turned to Molly, who was frantically puffing at her joint. Her fingers were trembling. The smoke formed a halo around her.

"Let me show him, Molly, just so he knows what it's like." Her voice was warm and coaxing.

Molly looked at her with open eyes, not knowing how to answer. "I....don't know." She swallowed.

"Ask your boyfriend what he thinks. Ask him if he'll like it."

Joe turned and looked at his girlfriend, eyebrow raised. No Molly! Don't allow them to do this to you. Say something. Stop them!

"It doesn't mean anything, Mo. It's just ..... curiosity."

Molly's mouth opened and then closed. She said nothing. From behind the bedroom curtains Kay could see and hear everything. The doors to the balcony were open, and Indira was not more than three metres away.

"He's being fair with you, Molly. Most lads do it behind their girls' backs. This isn't cheating, y'know. You're lucky he's being so honest."

Her comment seemed to help Molly decide. She nodded painfully. "OK....let's go inside. But I don't want you to.....finish him."

Laughing, Indira stood and hugged Molly. "Don't take it so seriously! We're friends, aren't we?"

Joe looked delighted. He was already taking off his t-shirt as he stepped into Molly's room.

Kay sat back down on the bed, stunned. She tried to think of something. I could creep downstairs and act as if I'd just arrived, walk upstairs and knock on Molly's door.

But a thought paralysed her. This is her relationship. If it doesn't happen here and now, it'll be later and in a different place. There is no way out of this as long as she's with Joe.

Without making a conscious decision she stood and stepped out onto the balcony. The three deckchairs were now empty, the butt of the joint in an ashtray. Barefoot, Kay slid up towards the glass door which led to her daughter's bedroom. It was slightly ajar. She gradually leant over and looked in.

The first thing she saw was the pain and desperation on her daughter's face. She was wringing her hands and shuffling as she watched - impotently - as her boy and best friend kissed each other passionately. Joe was cupping and massaging the Indian girl's ample breasts. Indira took off his cap and threw it on the bed, not once unlocking her lips from his.

Grudgingly spellbound by the sight, Kay watched as the Indian girl's hand slid down and stroked Joe through his trousers. Molly was watching too. Joe lifted her t-shirt, tugged on her bra and began to suck on her right nipple. Indira unbuttoned his jeans and pulled his briefs down. His erect member sprang into view. Bigger than Brian's, Kay told herself unthinkingly.

Molly was biting her nails. Kay recognised her own dilemma in her daughter's face. The unfolding scene was awful to watch and yet impossible to ignore.

Please stop this. This can't be happening, not to Molly! screamed Kay silently. Her daughter pleadingly switched her gaze from Joe's face to his cock, which had slipped into Indira's mouth. Joe took Molly's hand and drew her towards him, kissing her as Indira flicked his penis with her tongue. She responded dutifully to her boyfriend's kiss, and he slipped his hand into her top, grabbing her small pointed breasts.

Indira massaged his balls and licked the tip of Joe's shaft, before opening her mouth and sliding down his whole length. How does she do that? wondered Kay. Deep-throating was something she had giggled about with her friends at school, but nothing more.

Joe broke off his kiss to moan slightly. He pulled on Molly's top. She took a step back and took off her t-shirt. She was not wearing her bra. Her small pointed breasts were white and girlish compared to Indira's generous orbs.

The Indian girl was beginning to work his cock with greater speed and intensity. Joe opened his legs further, thrusting into her mouth every time she closed down on him. He turned away from Molly and put his hands on the back of Indira's head, pulling her in. He closed his eyes and lifted his chin. Molly was still holding him, watching his face with a fascination that looked like pain.

"Stop," he whispered. His hands pushed Indira back, freeing himself from her mouth. A string of saliva hung from the tip of his cock. The Indian girl licked it softly. He moaned. His cock jerked wildly in front of her face. Joe stepped back in order to calm down, then sighed deeply and sat back on the bed.

"Bring some baby oil. And strip," Indira told Molly. Obediently, she headed to the bathroom. Meanwhile, Joe pulled off his trainers, socks and jeans. Naked on the bed, he watched as Indira stood and began to do a belly dance in front of him.

Molly returned with the bottle in her hand, now completely naked. Indira - cupping her own breasts and tweaking her nipples - ignored her. Her hips gyrated. She was watching Joe with a soft smile. He hadn't even seen Molly.

Kay herself could not tear her eyes away from the horror of this situation. She tried to decipher the expression on her daughter's face. Molly looked broken. No, not broken - she's bowed. This won't break her. She'll adapt, she'll accept it. It'll become the new normal.

"Come here." Indira drew Molly towards her. She caressed her friends small white peaks and then took Molly's hands and placed it on her own breasts. She looked at Joe and smiled. The difference in size was blatant.

"You don't mind if your boyfriend fucks these titties?" Indira asked. Molly shook her head. "If yours were bigger, he wouldn't need to. You understand that, don't you, Molly?" Indira caressed her friend's cheek.

Molly nodded. "Yes, it's OK."

"But do you want me to? Are you sure you want to see your boyfriend's cock deep in here?" Molly nodded again, eyes lowered. "Tell me, Molly - do you want this?"

Please don't do this! Molly looked at her with pleading eyes. She nodded again. "Go ahead. I want to see."

Indira cupped her boobs together. "Pour some oil down my cleavage." Molly obeyed. "Now massage it in, so your boyfriend's dick can slip in more easily." Kay watched, hypnotised, as her daughter's hands slid over the full brown breasts of the Indian girl.

"Oh man, this is amazing!" Joe muttered, eyes as wide as saucers. Kay realised that under his tattoos and brand clothes he was just an eighteen-year-old kid. Indira seemed to be the only adult here. Including me.

"Sit next to Joe. That way you'll see better." Indira knelt between the boys legs and placed her tits on his lap. She took his cock and slipped it between them, and to the sound of his sigh she pushed her breasts together, wrapping them around him. "Leave it to me to start with, Joe. You can start pushing in later. Are you watching, Molly? Look and learn how to satisfy your man."

The red-head's face was a picture of misery, her hand entwined in Joe's like two chaste sweethearts sitting silently on a park bench. Yet here she was, in her own bedroom, witnessing as her friend's hands slowly rose and fell, watching how the tip of Joe's cock emerged from her cleavage and then sank down again, how he panted with desire while Indira wanked him with her soft round breasts.

"How does it feel?" The Indian girl looked up at them both, smiling. Joe's face was a picture of pleasure, Molly's one of anguish. "You see, Molly? It's not a big deal, is it? It's worth it to keep your man from straying." Molly shrugged helplessly.

Joe looked at his girlfriend and gave her a kiss. "Let me fuck her," he whispered to Molly, "Just this once." He kissed her again. She had tears in her eyes.

"OK." Her voice trembled. Kay, looking in from the terrace, shook her head silently.

Indira laughed maliciously. She stood and leaned over Molly as she sat on the bed, placing both hands on her shoulders and looking into her friend's eyes. Joe came up from behind and - placing himself at the entrance to her pussy - grabbed the Indian girl's hips and thrust in. She pushed her arse back onto his cock.

As Joe fucked her in short, sharp thrusts, Indira took Molly's chin in her hand and forced her head up so that she could look at her full in the face. "You didn't tell me he had such a nice cock!" she purred.

Molly said nothing. You bitch! Kay screamed silently from the balcony.

"Oh, he's fucking me so hard. He needs this bad." She smiled at the redhead. "You have to give him more love." Molly's lip began to tremble. "Don't cry, Mo. Don't be selfish. He's loving this."

Indira gently pushed Molly back on the bed. "You think too much. Just let it flow!" She leant down between the red-head's legs. "I'll make you feel better."

She's going to eat her out! Kay could not believe what she was seeing. Something that was impossible to imagine was unfolding before her eyes.

Shell-shocked, as if she was trying to understand something that was beyond her grasp, Molly peered down as the Indian began to lap at her delicate pink pussy. Lifting herself up on her elbows she looked up over her friend's back to see her boy, gritting his teeth, pounding away at another girl's pussy in front of her eyes.

Open-mouthed, Molly glanced down again to where Indira was softly licking her delicate bud and massaging her pussy lips with her finger. She shook her head, stubbornly denying the truth.Falling back onto the sheets, with the face of Raphael's Baronci Angel, she muttered something under her breath as she closed her eyes. This is turning her on! Kay realised with a shock.

"Boys love lesbians. If you eat pussy he'll never leave you." Indira smiled up at her friend and closed her whole mouth on Molly's clitoris. Kay's daughter bit her lip and moaned. Just at that moment Joe began slapping fiercely against Indira's thighs.

The noise reached Kay out in the balcony and made her feel weak. Without thinking, she had already begun to touch herself under her skirt.

"Don't you dare cum, Joe!" Indira warned, "Pull out. You're too near." The boy grimaced but obeyed.

"Another time we'll carry on, you and I. Just the two of us," Indira whispered to Molly and rolled over, "Let's finish him off first."

She took Joe's t-shirt and wiped down her breasts, cleaning the oil off. "Where do you want it, Joe?" She knelt down in front of him. "D'you want to cum on my titties?"

Indira took Molly by the arm and pulled her to the floor beside her. Then she took Joe's cock in her hand and started to stroke it slowly. Joe groaned. He won't last long now.

"Wouldn't you like Molly to clean it off my boobies?" she asked him, innocently.

"Oh God, yes!"

"Don't you want to see your girly lick your seed off these breasts?" she taunted. Joe moaned. With one finger Indira scratched him lightly behind his balls.

"Next time she can eat it out of my pussy. Would you like to see that?"

He came. Indira jerked her face back a second too late. The first spurt hit her on the mouth and chin; the second landed on her cleavage; only then she was able to direct his sperm onto her breasts and nipples. It was thick, creamy and sticky.

Kay's fingers were buried deep in her own pussy. With the other hand she rubbed her clitoris. She could not recognise herself; she had not touched herself in years. But seeing her daughter's teenage boyfriend cum had awoken a terrible hunger within her.    

Joe, groaning loudly, tottered onto the bed. Indira looked at Molly, pointing at her cum-covered breasts and raising an eyebrow. The redhead shook her head emphatically.

Indira smiled at her. "It's just the same as taking it in your mouth directly. It's the same cum."

Molly flushed and shook her head again. Indira frowned. "You have eaten cum, haven't you?" She looked over at Joe, prostrate on the bed. "Joe? You've made her eat your seed, right?"

Molly blushed and looked away. "You've never cum in her mouth?" insisted Indira, "What are you doing, Joe? How's she going to learn anything if you don't teach her?"

Joe rolled over, watching as Indira took Molly's head in her hands. "Lick it!" she ordered. She took the red locks of hair and pushed her in. "It's your boyfriend's mess, so it's your job to clean it, not mine."

Molly kept her mouth closed, so when Indira pushed her breasts up into her face cum smeared onto her cheeks. "C'mon, you've got to do this, Mo. Every single girl in class swallows. You must be the only one left."

She lifted Molly's face. The girl's cheeks glistened. "Just stick out your tongue," Indira said encouragingly, dabbing her finger on her nipple. She daubed it in cum and smeared it on Molly's lips.

"Open your mouth, Molly. All the girls do this." This second time Molly timidly obeyed. Indira took a load from her cleavage and slipped it into her mouth.

"Swallow," she instructed. Joe looked on.

Indira kissed her friend on the mouth, slowly. "Clean me," she ordered, offering her face to Molly's tongue. Obediently, the pale girl licked her mouth and chin.

"Oh God!" whispered Joe, watching with open eyes. Kay, meanwhile, was buffeted by a whirlwind of emotions. She had stopped touching her pussy, determined to prove to herself that she was not excited by what she was seeing. But her body could not lie. She was throbbing with need. How can this excite you? How perverted can you be?

Indira pushed her friend's head down to her breasts again. Now Molly was licking and sucking, eyes closed. It was impossible for Kay to know what sensations her daughter was experiencing. She pulled back from the window, heart thumping, and returned to her room. She lay down, almost trembling, and closed her eyes. They are still there, in the room. They haven't finished.

That night she was hungry for sex. But when her husband got into bed, he turned his back on her, looked at his mobile one last time and switched off the lamp. Although needy, Kay did not have the courage to ask him for sex.

She lay with open eyes and wet pussy, her mind full of perversions no decent woman would ever consider. Slowly, she drew her knees up under the sheets, and her hand slipped down between her open thighs.


Chapter 3: Serial Cheating.

In a new section 'Deep Suburbia', our columnist K.S. will introduce us - on a month-to-month basis  - to the secret life of seemingly 'normal' law-abiding citizens, and their lives behind closed doors, when hidden from their neighbours' eyes.

In this first column we will have a look at one of the more common aspects of sexual behaviour that, although as old as time itself, is still not discussed without shame, outrage, or lewd hilarity. What is missing is a clear and unjudgemental look at something which could affect any of us sometime in our lives.

What drives a married woman to cheat: revenge for her husband's infidelity? A lack of passion in her marriage? An unguarded moment, under the influence of drink or drugs?

And if you were happily married, enjoying a healthy sexual relationship with your husband; Would you cheat repeatedly? Fully aware of the possible consequences, and with no remorse?

Even in this day and age, a cheating husband is more easily forgiven and understood by society than a woman who chooses to be unfaithful for no other reason than her own pleasure. The rise of feminism has still not been able to impress upon our psyche the figure of the female as a sexual creature, with the same libido and sexual needs as the male.

I meet R.L. in a trendy wine bar in Kensington; a slim, good-looking lady of no more than thirty, dressed in a knee-high skirt, low heels, blazer and blouse. Here, among the well-to-do London youth, there is nothing to suggest her extravagant sexual appetite.

She is not, she informs me almost immediately, a so-called  'hotwife', 'slutwife' or 'cuckoldress', for the reason that her husband is neither willing nor aware of her affairs. She is quite simply a 'cheating wife', a label that seems not to bother her in the slightest.

I set about understanding the context of her constant wandering, and she is quite forthright with me. She has always been unfaithful. When she started dating her husband she was already in another serious relationship and yet enjoyed sporadic adventures elsewhere. This behaviour did not change once married. Proudly she claims to enjoy an average of three or four adventures every week, and often a couple in one day, consecutively or simultaneously.

“So why do you do this?” I wanted to know the psychological motives of her actions, but she was blasé about it.

“Because I like it.” With an upper-middle-class background, university education and a good job in a prestigious law firm, her outward persona sits awkwardly on the geyser of her buried sexual self.

"Have a look at that couple over there," she tells me. I look. There is a good-looking couple some tables away.

"Would you say she is younger than me?" I would. The girl looks in her early twenties; slim, blonde, elegant.

"She's pretty, isn't she?" She is.

"What man wouldn't want to be with her?" I shrug.

"What would you bet that her boyfriend is unfaithful?" R.L. asks me.

But I was more interested in her. “How long after your wedding did you have your first affair?”

She was happy to tell me about it. She and her husband had a church wedding followed by a huge reception in a country hotel. After a sumptuous dinner the revelry continued late into the night and the older generation began to peel away.

R.L. carried on dancing with the guests until her husband, tired and drunk, had keeled over on the sofa. So she asked three male guests to take him up to the hotel bedroom; her best friend's husband, the best man and an employee.

After leaving him flat on the bed, R.L. lay next to her husband and, pulling her dress up above her knees, invited the other men to stay. Still fully dressed in her after-wedding outfit, she opened her legs and took in the best man, while her friend's husband penetrated her mouth.

"But didn't you feel guilty about what you were doing, with your husband right next to you?"

"No, I did not feel guilty. In fact, I had planned it. It was my fantasy come true; being fucked on my wedding night by different men, next to my husband, in my reception dress."

"But why did you want to get married? Why didn't you stay single?"

"Because the sex would be boring," she laughs at her own joke, "and because I love my husband. Why wouldn't I marry him?" She shrugs.

But why would you someone do that to someone you love?

Quite simply, R.L. explains, because there is nothing wrong with what she is doing. Where is the victim? Where is the harm? "I am the perfect wife for my husband and I am the perfect lover. I give him what he wants sexually and ask for nothing in return. What I do outside my marriage makes me feel sexy and desirable, and what he sees is a sexy and desirable wife. Whenever we walk along the street, or when we go to a bar or restaurant, he feels proud of me. He's happy because he sees I'm happy."

"Do you think he's faithful?" I ask, "What would you say if you found out he was cheating on you?"

"He doesn't cheat on me. I know the signs. Any time I suspect anything I put a detective onto him. Nothing. He's good to me."

R.L. stirs her jealousy into the pride of knowing she has a faithful husband. As soon as she finishes explaining how much her husband is besotted with her she describes the nature of her conquests: strangers, workmates, her husband's friends, her friends' husbands, one-night stands from dating sites, dogging sessions....

"And if your husband finds out someday?"

"I'll deny it, and he'll believe me because he loves me. He'll believe me because he wants to stay happy," she answers, "but I don't think he'll find out."

She gives me a crash course on how to cheat successfully:

"You have to choose well. If you know the man, make sure he's in a stable relationship with everything to lose. And if it's a stranger, keep your identity hidden. Never write messages, only phone to meet for a drink; pay for meals and rooms in cash; set up a separate identity on the internet; avoid repeating too often with the same person; flee at the first sign of any emotional attachment..."

"I think women should consider how cheating could help their marriage," she continues, "How many conventional marriages provide wives with a full and healthy sex life after the first few years? Very few, if any. And what affect does this have on the relationship over time?"

"In many cases the only way to prevent a man from looking elsewhere is by cheating yourself, by refusing to accept the role of frumpy housewife. Your only enemy is your sense of guilt. You don't have to feel guilty. What you're doing is best for both."

The tall blonde girl at the other table stands up and heads for the washroom. R.L. smiles and winks at me. "Look at this," she tells me.

The boyfriend is checking his mobile. With his girl away, R.L. walks up to him and places a hand on his shoulder. He looks up, startled. She whispers something in his ear. He flushes. Then she walks off to the washroom herself.

I watch. The two women pass each other. The blonde girl sits at the table. Her boyfriend tells her something. She laughs. Everything is normal. He stands and walks to the toilet. A minute passes; two, three, four. The girl is messaging her friends. She looks up a second as the young man comes back to the table, and then returns to her phone.

R.L. comes back and sits at the table. "Wonderful!" she whispers, "How could anything so good be bad?"

*          *          *

Kay looks at the editor timidly. He finishes, sighs, looks up and drums his finger on the table.

"It's a bit tame, isn't it?"

"Tame!?"

"The female readership isn't what it used to be when you were last writing. Women read porn. Lots of it. They want description. They want detail. This teases, but it doesn't satisfy."

She nodded, feeling a bit crushed. I thought it deserved better.

"It's alright for the first article, just to let people in slowly. We'll look at the feedback we get, but I'm pretty sure you'll need to raise the temperature for the next one. Bear that in mind."

He looks at the woman's expression and laughs. "Don't pull that face, Kay. It's your first article in more than fifteen years. It's well written. People will like it. You just need to get in further, lose your inhibitions, be brutally honest. That's what this is all about. And the readers will want to follow you all the way."

Lose your inhibitions. Kay felt her face burning. If only he knew what I've kept back.

What she had seen and heard in the café had been burning her up inside. Another world had opened up - a world where a married woman enjoyed limitless sexual freedom - but she stayed on the threshold, unable to take a step forward.

What she had not included in her article was the the sudden impulse that made her stand and follow them into the toilets, a sudden urge had dragged her in behind them. She entered the ladies' room and stopped awkwardly. Hearing the panting, whispers and rustle of clothes, she sat down in the cubicle next to theirs and leant her head in to listen.

R.L was driving the man on, "Stick it in. Don't worry about me cumming. Just fuck me."

Kay heard the boy's panting as she drove him forward. "Grab my tits...Treat me like a whore. I need to feel your cock deep inside me."

Kay felt her face burning. She sat back on the seat, unbuttoned her trousers and slipped her hand down to her crotch. She was wet, she realised. She stopped herself, ashamed of what she was doing. Get out of here. When she sees you're not at the table, what will she think? They're going to finish soon.

Her conscience in turmoil, she buttoned herself up again and slid out of the cubicle. The panting had grown more urgent and Kay could hear a soft bumping noise against the door.

"Cum inside me. I want to feel it." R.L. was moaning. Kay felt flustered, alarmed. She hurried out of the toilet and back to the table, giving herself some time to recover. When her companion returned, her expression revealed nothing more than the mild interest of the professional journalist.

But that night as she lay in bed, eyes open, she felt a real need. She knew it would be impossible for her to sleep well until she was taken and given a good fucking.

"Brian," she said softly, "Could we....?" Her husband lifted his head. She touched his back. "It's been so long since we.... you know."

"I'm tired, sweetheart. You don't mind, do you?"

"Of course not. Tomorrow maybe?"

Everyone's fucking like rabbits, except me. Kay closed her eyes in desperation. She could see men leaning over her, penetrating her mouth, arse and vagina with their huge cocks. She heard the slapping noises from the toilet, the pants and exhortations. She raised her legs under the sheets and opened her knees. She loved her husband. She had never considered leaving him. But she was tired of being a wife and mother. She wanted to be a woman. Lust and envy were eating her up inside.


Chapter 3: Maledom

The change was spectacular. Kay stepped back to admire herself.

Although she had kept the slim legs and doll-like face of her teenage years, everything between had swelled, sagged and crumpled in the last few years. She had been too lazy - or too busy - to resist the decline. It had been ages since she had properly examined herself in the mirror. The thought of facing her heavy thighs, round belly and sagging bottom had always scared her.

Only her legs and breasts saved her. Brian was a breast man. When they were dating she used to spend hours straddling him, and he took turns kissing her soft mouth and boobs. They were even larger now, and Kay had to be careful in summer not to leave cleavage that would attract the gaze of passer-bys.

But now with this corset that she had been given - uncomfortable as it was - she had a big but shapely figure. Her belly was hidden, and the swells of her hips were sculpted into womanly curves. Supported by an under-cup, her breasts were now huge, pushing out rather than sagging down. And her bum was coyly suggestive beneath a small lace skirt. For the first time in years she looked and felt sexy.

I'm going to get one of these the second I get out of here. You'll see how soon I'll have Brian between my tits again. She walked back into the main room with a shy smile. Tyrone - artistic name, she imagined - looked at her and nodded in appreciation.

"You're looking good," He said. When he approached Kay's stomach tightened.

The first time she had seen him was a shock. He was a man-tower of firm black skin and muscle, elegantly dressed in a suit and silver watch, nothing like she had imagined. Like a turbo-charged James Bond.

"You're a bit more in tune with the environment now," he said, "We can't have a reporter sitting down and taking notes, can we? That'll put anyone off."

"Columnist, really." She wasn't sure how she felt about the way Tyrone was examining her. She was restless; eager and reluctant at the same time.

"Do I look like a dominatrix?" she span on her heels, joking, "Could I do you out of a job?"

Tyrone laughed, deep and hearty. "You've got sub written all over you. You could be a good assistant, though."

"Sub?" Kay was genuinely indignant, "Why do you say that? I'm not a sub!"

Tyrone placed his powerful black hands on her shoulders and smiled into her face. She fell silent. "Every day women come to visit me; university students, middle-aged housewives, divorcées, retired ladies.... I can read you all. I know what you need. You can't fool me." Kay's knees trembled slightly as he spoke. His face was a picture of calm security.

"And do you get anyone who isn't....? I mean, do you do anything else?" She wanted to claw back her position as columnist and spectator. I'm not your client. Stop talking about me.

"Couples," he answered, "Lots of couples, always white. Lots of men fantasise about seeing their wives and girlfriends taken in front of their eyes. I tie the man up and he watches as I open up a whole new world to his woman." Kay swallowed, and closed her thighs slightly as he spoke. 

"And... don't you feel bad? Guilty?" Why do you always ask people this question? You're obsessed with guilt!

Tyrone chuckled. "Is it my fault that those boyfriends and husbands can't satisfy their partners? That they want their wives to take from another man what they cannot give? Is it my fault that women crave this too, but pretend to comply only to satisfy their man's desires? Is it my fault that - once they have discovered what sex should really be - they set about making up for all those wasted years with their husbands, waiting patiently for them to finish? Should I feel bad for giving them both what they really need; hard, hot sex?"

He pointed to a chair and Kay sat immediately. "There's something going on with white couples nowadays. It might be porn. Your men need to be cuckolds. They don't want to fuck their own wives. They only get hard when they see a black cock do it for them."

They were in an open attic. In the centre of the room there was something like a dentist's chair, but with moveable arms and legs. Leather straps hung from the ceiling over stocks, benches, whips and paddles. Yet this was no dark and grimy dungeon. The long wooden floor stretched to full length windows at both sides. Light and airy, it overlooked the streets and rooftops of the city. This must be worth a fortune, Kay thought.

A bell rang. Tyrone went to the intercom and pressed a button. Turning, he pointed at Kay and told her, "She's here. Remember; you're just another client. I can rely on you as a journalist, to keep anonymity, but they won't. So you've got to play the part if you want to watch."

He took Kay's wrists and cuffed her into the chair. Kay felt her heart begin to beat wildly. Tyrone looked at her and smiled. "If you're thinking I might take advantage of you while you're tied up - don't worry. I don't give out free samples," he chuckled "But if you're worried I won't, then I'm afraid you'll have to live with the disappointment."

Kay flushed as he bent down and buckled her ankles My legs are wide open, and my knickers are transparent. He can see my pussy for sure!

Under her stunned gaze Tyrone placed a ball gag between her teeth and strapped it behind her head. "You might drool a bit at first, but then you'll get used to it."

Good Lord! I'm meant to be writing a column on other people's fetishes, not sitting here tied up myself!

Tyrone crossed the room and opened the door. "Enter," he said, "Stand there, in the centre." The joking tone he had used with Kay had disappeared. His voice was suddenly imperious.

Kay's eyes opened wide when a petite young lady in an elegant summer dress and high heels entered the room timidly. She recognised her immediately. Oh my God! Isn't that Gabrielle R__, the daughter of the Minister of _____?!

It was doubtful if Tyrone knew who she was, but Kay had never taken her finger off the pulse of information, even after so long out of the news industry. She tried to piece together the information she had in her mind. She's getting married soon, to that boy, the son of..... She couldn't remember ...some financier or tycoon. I have to find out. Or has she got married already?

Gabrielle stood where she had been instructed, handbag hanging from the crook of her arm. Her eyes widened as she saw Kay, strapped and gagged in the chair. What are you doing here? Do you know what would happen if someone found out? Kay wanted to tell her.

It would be my biggest scoop ever! For a second Kay played with the idea before pushing it away. You're not that sort of journalist, and this is not the sort of story your magazine publishes. She added, almost as an afterthought, And it's not ethical.

"What's your name?" Tyrone took the girl's handbag and placed it on a sofa.

"Er...Mary." Her breathing was heavy.

"And why have you come, Mary? What do you want here?" He was walking around her, as he had done with Kay. She flushed, tried to stammer an answer, and fell silent. She was visibly nervous.

He took her gently by the chin and lifted her face towards him. Even with her heels he towered above her. Her eyes were lowered. "Look at me," he ordered. She obeyed, red-faced. "Hundreds of women have been here. And they all come for the same reason. But I want you to tell me what you are looking for."

She swallowed painfully and whispered, "I need to... be dominated."

Tyrone began to run his black hands down her arms and onto her hips. "Tell me more," he commanded, "about how you want to be dominated."

Kay suddenly remembered. Her fiancé was Kevin B____, the youngest son of one of the UK's most successful entrepreneurs. She had always found him a bit shallow, a two-dimensional figure with nothing to show behind the fancy cars and champagne parties. They're getting married next month. This girl must be treating herself to her own bacholerette present.

"I want.... to be taken..." Her voice was tremulous,quavering, "...to be used...by a big, strong man."

"A black man?" he asked. She nodded, ashamed.

"You want to be fucked by a black cock?"

"Yes," she whispered.

"Can you see this woman?" Tyrone pointed at Kay. "I want you to put all your fantasies onto her. What would you like to see me do to her?"

Her eyes lit up immediately as she looked over. "I'd like you to whip her, to spank her." She bit her lip. Her face lost its nervousness. Her voice turned cutting. "I'd love to see her humiliated."

"Talk to her, not to me. Go and tell it to her face."

Oh God! I hope she doesn't recognise me. Kay tried to calm her nerves. How would she recognise you? You're nobody important. She's never seen you.

"I want to see you bent over, taking his big black cock." Her voice was now hoarse. To Kay's horror, the girl put her perfectly manicured hands on her breasts. "I want to see him treat you like a filthy whore." She started to squeeze. "And use you like a cheap tart. I want to see you bruised and limping when you leave." Damn! She's hurting me!

Tyrone took Gabrielle by the hair and dragged her back into the centre. With a shrill scream she put her hands up in an attempt to defend herself. "That's enough, slut. Now strip."

"What?" When she answered Tyrone pulled her hair again. She gave another shriek.

"You call me master. And you talk to me with respect."

"Yes, master."

"Don't look at me in the eye unless I tell you to. You understand, whore?"

She nodded, head lowered. The sadistic streak Kay had just witnessed had disappeared. "Strip. But keep your heels on."

When her dress dropped onto the floor Kay looked at her body admiringly. She was so tiny that there was not an inch of fat on her body. She boasted a narrow waist, small but perfectly formed breasts and a tight stomach. Under the intent gaze of both Kay and Tyrone, she reached back and undid her bra. She likes us watching.

"Keep the stockings on, too." She bent her knees to take off her tanga, and a shaved, pretty pussy came into view. She's like a little doll.

With one hand Tyrone took both breasts and squeezed them together. Gabrielle winced.

"Have you ever been fucked by a black cock?" he asked her. She shook her head.

He smiled. "This is your dream, isn't it?"

She did not reply. "Answer me, slut!" he ordered.

"I've always wanted...been curious..."

"You've got a boyfriend, haven't you?" She nodded silently.

He took her hand and whistled sarcastically. "What an engagement ring! Very nice, very expensive. Tell me Mary, does he love you very much?" He turned her so that her back faced Kay.

"Yes, he loves me a lot. We're getting married," the girl answered defiantly.

His huge hands grabbed her arse so hard that for an instant Kay not only saw her pussy as her cheeks opened, but even a hint of moisture within.

"And if he knew his fiancée is a slut for black cock?"

She didn't answer. He lifted her effortlessly and, spinning her around, bent her over Kay's chair. Gabrielle instinctively placed her hands on the older woman's thighs; her dainty little face almost touched Kay's.

Kay heard a resounding smack and saw the girl flinch.

"That's what you deserve, isn't it, whore?" His black hands reached around and grabbed her nut-shaped breasts. Kay saw her eyes cloud over in pain.

"D'you know what I think? I think you'd like your boyfriend to see this." As soon as he said it Kay saw her groan silently. He's found her out. It is her fantasy!

"I think you want to see him tied up, the same as her," he pointed at Kay, "and watch while I fuck you and use you like the slut you are." Gabrielle closed her eyes and whimpered.

"Stay there!" Inches apart, Kay and Gabrielle looked into each other's eyes. There was a silent communication between them; the camaraderie of a shared fate. Kay saw the glimmer of a smile appear on the young girl's lips as she looked into her face. Aghast, she felt a surge of wetness in her own groin.

Tyrone returned and reached around with his hands again. Nipple clamps! Kay saw them before she did. When Gabrielle yelled he gave her a huge slap on her backside. "Keep still, bitch! Use your mouth to swallow, not to whine!"

Kay saw Tyrone raise a riding crop above the girl's head. Each time he hit Gabrielle she screamed in a long high tone, stopping only for a moment on each strike, her tiny hands clenching on Kay's thighs. Her mouth opened in pain, revealing a pink tongue and pearl-white teeth. This is torture! It must hurt so bad!

"Finished!" Gabrielle gave a sob as Tyrone threw the riding crop onto the floor. He took some cream from the bench and returned, spreading the ointment out onto his palm.

"Stay there." He began to massage it into the girl's buttocks. She whimpered in pain and, under Kay's unbelieving eyes, bent down to close her mouth on the older woman's nipple. A woman is sucking my tits!

Kay's sexual résumé was modest, to put it mildly. A bit of fumbling at high school and university until she had met Brian, who had been her only sexual partner. A blowjob was about as adventurous as she had gone. And that's been a while too.

This was the first physical contact with another person since she had got married, and the effect was electrifying. A ripple of eroticism rippled down through her body. Hands tied, mouth gagged, she could only arch her back. Gabrielle hardly noticed. She was just trying to find comfort, to distract herself from the pain.

"Turn around."

Kay would have let out a cry of alarm when she saw the girl's buttocks. Tight, white and boyish, they had been totally ruined by Tyrone's ruthless whipping. Thick crimson stripes crossed the width of her skin. It was a gruesome symbol of power.

"Kneel and thank me for disciplining you." Gabrielle bent with difficulty; the angry welts seemed to open as her bottom tightened.

"Kiss my feet." She bent on hands and knees and did his bidding, pressing her lips against his spotless shoes.

"Thank you, master. I needed correction. I needed you to show me that I am no more than your slave," she intoned. Kay felt turmoil when she heard those words. To see a woman so humiliated by a man went against everything she stood for, everything she believed.

"Tell me why you needed a whipping. Tell me why you deserved it."

"I'm a slut. I can't help myself, my impure thoughts. I'm getting married soon. Yet I can't stop thinking about big cocks. I can't stop imagining black men penetrating me, treating me like a whore."

"Stand over there, by the window."

Gabrielle looked up at him fearfully. "People will see me."

"Don't answer back. Do it!"

"Please..." she whispered, but got to her feet. "Someone might....know me." Tyrone placed his hand on her back and guided her over to the end of the room. "Please don't make me do this."

"But that's what you want, isn't it? You want people to see you. You want people to point  and call you a slut. That's your fantasy."

They were at the window. With his feet he opened her legs wide, facing her out onto the city. He placed his hand under her buttocks and began to finger her. I saw her small body - dwarfed by his huge black frame - tense and tighten.

"You're soaking. Why are you trying to refuse if you want people to see you?"

"No!" She shook her head, but her answer was broken with lust.

He opened a panel in the window. The sounds of the city suddenly leapt into the room. "I want you to shout at the top of your voice. I want you to tell everyone you're a whore, and you want to be looked at."

"Please! This could ruin me!" Kay could not tell if she was crying from despair or desire. She probably doesn't know either.

The older lady felt the wetness in her own knickers spread while she witnessed. As Tyrone had said, a line of dribble had slowly dropped from the corner of her mouth and was now hanging from her chin. She felt vulnerable, humiliated and desperate.

"Look at me!" Gabrielle cried timidly. Tyrone slapped her on the rear so hard she screamed. Her buttocks are raw. That must hurt so much!

"Louder, bitch! You won't get black cock until people are watching. They need to see it."

"Look at me!" she shouted, "I'm a slut! I need to be fucked. You have to watch him take me."

"That's it. Keep going if you want my black cock inside you. And use your hand. I want you to finger yourself. I want people to see you." He turned and walked towards Kay. He stood in front of her and began to undress, slowly. Why here? I'm not your client, she thought to herself.

After taking off his jacket, folding it and placing it on the sofa, he unbuttoned his shirt. His eye fell on the damp patch on Kay's crotch. He looked at her in the eye and smiled. She blushed. The trickle of drool was now a steady stream that fell from her chin onto her right breast, soaking the lace frill around her nipple.

Tyrone stepped forward. Kay looked at him pleadingly. Oh God! He's going to finger my pussy, and I'm going to cum right here in front of him.

Another second thought collided with the first. Don't you want it? Wouldn't you open up right now and let him fuck you and fuck Brian and fuck pretending to be the perfect wife and mother?

But Tyrone did not touch her. Looking at Kay in the eye, he kicked off his shoes and slowly unzipped his trousers. There was a sudden whimper from Gabrielle. "They're looking at me. Please let me go...sir!"

"Carry on touching yourself." He lowered his trousers and briefs and Kay began to see his cock come into view. There was no comparison with what she had ever seen. It was so thick that Kay doubted if she could circle it with her hand. And veiny. Only when his trousers got beyond halfway to his knees did it finally spring out. It was simply frightening. There is no way that was meant to enter a woman's vagina.

"Workmen!" Gabrielle's voice was plaintive, pleading, breathless. "Please sir. They're taking their mobiles. Please let me go. I'm getting married."

Tyrone took the girl's dress and a bottle of water from the bench and wandered over. If Michelangelo had ever sculpted a black man with a huge cock, it would have been something like this. Broad shoulders tapered into a V down an espresso-coloured back to a small waist and tight buttocks. Kay could see his member dangling between his legs as he approached Gabrielle.

He placed the dress over her head and wound it around so that it tightened around her face. She was suddenly anonymous and faceless, her breathing laboured through the cloth. He poured water over her head, and she squirmed as she fought her claustrophobia. "Stand still," he instructed her, "Now they can see you, but they won't know who you are; You'll just be another white slut gagging for black meat."

With one hand twisting the dress on her head, he reached around her body with the other. Kay heard Gabrielle's muffled gasp from under the fabric and the sound of the nipple clamps falling to the floor.

"You're right," he said softly, "Seven of them. They've seen you, and they're recording. So make sure you put on a good performance." As he spoke he stroked himself onto her lower back so that Gabrielle could begin to imagine the size of the cock that was going to invade her.

"I'm going to fuck your arse first. You don't deserve anything else. You need to be treated like a whore. And the filthiest, dirtiest whores take it from behind."

"God!" Gabrielle's moan was choked by her dress.

"Tell me, whore," Tyrone placed his cock at the entry of her vagina, "Has your future husband taken your sweet arse?" She let out a moan, and shook her head. The fabric blew in and out with her heavy breathing.

"Is my little slut a virgin? Are you giving that sweet little hole to me?"

"Please, just fuck me!"

She sounded desperate. Like me, thought Kay. The fabric around her nipple was now soaking with her own saliva. Her groin was so damp she felt like she had wet herself. Her helplessness, her open legs, her humiliation - it was all unbearably arousing.

"Am I the first to fuck that perfect little arse, lady?"  Kay watched with open eyes as Tyrone lubed up his massive dick. Can she see that? Does she know what's going in her?

"Nobody's made love to my bottom," she gasped, "You're the first, I promise."

"And you're not going to give it to him, or to anyone. This is for me, you understand?"

"Yes, yes. It's just for you. Oh God!" Tyrone's cock was dripping as it pushed against her hole. There is no way that can fit.

"Bend down further, or this will hurt." Gabrielle was suddenly quiet, as if realising what she was facing. She bent down with her back below horizontal. I bet she goes to the gym, Kay thought, absurdly.

"Oh God," Gabrielle repeated. Only the tip had entered, and yet her small frame was already quivering. Face covered by the dress, Kay could only imagine the heat and suffocation she was suffering.

"Don't you think this is romantic? Seven workmen watching as I take your cherry?" Tyrone purred. Gabrielle could not answer. Her mouth was open in a silent scream.

"You realise that if I fuck your pussy, it'll stretch you out so much that your husband's little white willy is just going to flop around inside?" Kay began to hear a noise. She took a while to realise that it was a constant moan, building steadily in volume and pitch as Tyrone slid in.

"So I want you back here just before you get married. I'll ruin your husband's pussy for him. And you'll never find pleasure from anyone else but me. Or from other big black cocks like mine." He pressed down on her beaten buttocks. "But you'll feel nothing with your husband. You like that idea, don't you, slut? You love being a dirty little cheating wife."

He was halfway in. Even from Kay's angle Gabrielle's damaged buttocks could be seen contorting in an effort to take in that monster. Bent over, she laid one hand on the window to keep balance. The other was between her legs.

"They're recording it all." Tyrone pulled out and slipped it back in again. Gabrielle's legs - an inverted V - were trembling as he thrust into her. She can't take more than half.

"They're recording all this. And they're laughing. They're talking about what a slut you are." He slid in again, faster now. She was now wailing openly. "Just think, this is going to be uploaded onto loads of porn sites. Within a few hours thousands of men worldwide will be jerking off, watching you taking black cock up your virgin arse."

She came, with a scream and a gargle, impaled on his cock.

Kay, gagged and drooling, looked on wide-eyed as the girl's slim body arched and jerked back, before collapsing in a heap on the floor, impaled on Tyrone's huge shaft. He lowered himself onto her and pushed in one last time. Gabrielle gave one final shriek. It was a sound of a complete loss of any self-control.

Tyrone pulled out. There was a slurping noise, and a thick string of lube fell from his cock onto her beaten white bottom. She was low on her hands and knees, flat on the floor. Her arms were shaking, eyes closed, mouth open and panting.

"Oh my god oh my god oh my god.." she muttered over and over. Tyrone turned his back on her and walked slowly over to Kay. Breathless with some unnamed emotion, she saw his huge black cock less than a metre from her face. The smoky scent of his skin impregnated her.

"You're dribbling," he said, and lightly stroked her nipple. Kay, helpless, bound and silent, began to buck in the chair. Tyrone smiled, and kept drawing a soft circle. I'm going to cum! she thought disbelievingly. He hasn't even touched my pussy, and I'm going to cum!

Kay had spent the whole session with her legs forced open. The dampness from her pussy had spread into her groin, leaving it sensitive and exposed. But it was worse now, as with eyes closed in shame she felt herself soak her knickers.

Tyrone bent a little and looked at her open crotch curiously. "You're wetting yourself," he said, smiling. She did not answer. Her sobs could have been of pleasure or humiliation. Please touch my pussy. Just one touch! She opened her eyes and looked at him, pleading.

"I'll help you." In one hand he took his shaft and stroked it into her face. She saw it pointing at her. In the other he took her pale nipple in his big black hand and squeezed it hard. Pain shot through her,, and pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled up; her head twisted back; her hips thrust forward in short desperate jerks and she came with an intensity and power that left her helpless and writhing. There had been only the lightest contact; no penetration and no tongue. And yet she came in a way she had never cum with her husband.

Gabrielle had begun to recover. Still prostrate on the floor, she had taken her dress from her head and was looking at it in disbelief.

"How can I go out like this?" she cried, almost sobbing, "It's all wet and crumpled. What's he going to think?"

"You're having lunch with him?" Tyrone took Gabrielle's tanga from the sofa and approached her as she clambered to her feet, whining in pain and pulling her damp dress over her head.

"I'll give you a present." Both Gabrielle and Kay looked as he began to stroke himself onto her lacy briefs.

"I want you back here before the wedding," he said as he worked his thick black cock, "I need to stretch open that tight little pussy of yours; ruin it for your husband."

"You bastard!" the girl whispered savagely, "There's no way I'm ever coming back here again."

Tyrone wrapped the delicate fabric round the tip of his shaft and spurted. Gabrielle fell silent and looked down in utter fascination. Clots of thick steamy cum fell onto his huge palm and into her tanga. He kept stroking, and more and more seed appeared. Kay, legs open, groaned inwardly. She was still too sensitive to witness this.

With a sigh Tyrone squeezed out the last few drops and passed the tanga to the girl before him. "Wear it," He ordered, "I want you to feel it when you're with him."

"Are you mad?" Gabrielle recoiled in horror. It was covered with a thick coat of sperm.

"Put it on," he ordered. She lifted her hands in an attitude of prayer. Seeing her pleas fall on  his stony face, she dropped her head and took the tanga.

"Put it on," he repeated. Wordlessly, she stepped over and pulled the tanga up.

"Please don't make me do this," she begged. Kay saw the sheer humiliation written on her face, and quivered.

"Pull it right up. I want you to feel it." She obeyed, feeling the sticky load squelch against her pussy.

"Clean it." There were still clots of cum on his hand. She hesitated, looked at him, and then bowed her head down to feed from his palm.

"Good girl," he murmured.

When she finished she lifted her head, tears in her eyes. "I never want to see you again, ever. I need to forget about this, forget this ever happened."

She turned and staggered to the door. How is she going to explain that limp? wondered Kay

As Gabrielle passed, she cast an eye down on her disapprovingly. "You should be ashamed of yourself, a woman your age, coming to a place like this. I bet you've got a husband and children, too."

"See you soon, Maria!" Tyrone laughed as he closed the door on her. He turned, smiling, and approached Kay again, this time to unbuckle her straps and take out her gag. As he did so, one last stream of saliva fell down into her cleavage. The sensation made her tremble.

"You can keep the corset," he told her, "The client moved to America. And it looks great on you."

"Thank you," she whispered.

"I hope you've got enough material for your article," he asked her, "Do you see now what women respond to, despite themselves?"

He lifted Kay up onto her feet. "Dress me," he said. She took his shirt from the sofa obediently and held it out to him so he could slip in. Without being instructed, she began to button the white silk over his muscled chest and rippling stomach.

"This girl is going to have lunch right now with her fiancé. And she's going to be thinking about what's happened here. She's going to feel awful. Really guilty. And yet - completely against her will - tonight she's going to lie in bed and remember. And she's going to get hot."

"Trousers," he instructed. Kay took them and bent down. His huge cock dangled in front of her. I could just open my mouth now and take it in.

"And the guiltier she feels during the day, the hotter she's going to get at night. There's nothing she can do about it. Women are just designed that way. She's going to plan her wedding and tell herself that she's going to be the perfect spouse, but in the back of her mind she's opened a door that she can't close." Kay buttoned him and, fingers trembling, zipped him up. Almost unconsciously, her hand brushed against the bulge in his trousers.

"And so she'll be back. Before the wedding. That way she can cheat herself into thinking that it'll be her last big mistake, and that everything will change when she gets married."

He took Kay's shoulders and drew her towards him. She swallowed nervously. "But both you and I know that marriage provides a lot, but good, hard sex is not one of them. You need something more. You need to feel dirty, wanton, wicked."

Kay shook her head desperately at Tyrone's words. He smiled at her reaction. "And that's why you will always have to stray. Put that in your article. And mention me, of course. I could do with a few more clients."


Chapter 4: Findom.

Kay sat in her car, head resting on the steering wheel. She felt as if she was drowning and was thrashing around for something to hang on to.

Brian! She needed him desperately. She refused to believe what Tyrone had told her. She would be faithful; she would pull things together again and recover the spark they had at the beginning. She still felt the wet patch in her panties, felt the need to be penetrated. Even if it is with Brian's little willy, and not with Tyrone's huge shaft. Kay brushed the thought away immediately, as if it were a fly.

We've got into a habit, into a groove. It's almost like a chore: put everything down, go to the bedroom, make love in the same position, at the same time, in the same way. I have to surprise him. I need him to want me, not just to love me.

About to send him a message to tell him she was on her way home, she checked herself. She had planned to eat out with Sally, so he was not going to expect her. Instead, she phoned her friend to call off their evening and headed home. To keep the surprise, she parked her car in the next street and walked home.

She looked good. Better than she had seen herself for years. The corset gave her a full, shapely body. The folds of fat now formed soft contours that beckoned to hungry eyes. She had showered, put on her make-up and done her hair when she heard the front door open. The familiar footsteps of her husband climbed the stairs.

He walked into the room, sighed, removed his jacket, tie, socks and shoes, and then sat on the bed, head in hands. Kay, about to step out from the bathroom to surprise him, held back when she saw this moment of weariness.

Poor thing. I never ask him about work. He must be under a lot of stress at the moment. She felt a moment of tenderness for her only love. He was no Tyrone - taking off his shirt, Kay saw his flat chest and small pot belly with its jet-black hair - but he was her man, her companion. He had lots of qualities that Tyrone lacked, she knew for sure. Qualities that lacked glamour, but were rooted in stone: fidelity, patience, reliability, moderation, consistency.... Watching him was a moment of intimacy which she held to her heart.

He removed his trousers and boxers before kneeling on the floor in front of the bed. Kay almost gasped out loud. In a moment of absolute horror, she saw her husband encased in a small steel cage. What on earth has he got on his penis? Why is he kneeling?  What is going on?

So that's why he doesn't want to have sex. Kay drew back behind the door, hand on chest, trying to control her breathing. What she felt was fear. Something was going to happen in the next few minutes. She had no idea what, but knew that it would change her life.

She saw herself in the mirror. She looked ridiculous; a plump middle-aged housewife trying to be sexy. On the other side of the door, no more than a few metres away, her husband,  kneeling, cock-caged, had his head lowered. How have we come to this?

The front door opened and closed. Steps - female, but they're not Molly's - were heard climbing the stairs. Brian stirred uneasily. Whoever it is, it's her, Kay realised, and moved quietly to one side so that she had a view of the door to her bedroom. Looking in - again - on other people.

The door opened, and Kay's heart froze over as she heard a familiar voice. "Hello, pet."

It was Indira. Kay felt as if she was going to have a heart attack. Her chest was thumping, every nerve in her body screamed at her to step out from the bathroom and do something, and yet she remained rooted to the spot.

"Hello, princess," answered Brian, head lowered. Princess?

"Well, well, well...." The teenager's voice twinkled at the scene before her, "It's been a while, hasn't it, puppy?"

She held out her foot, and Brian bent down to kiss the point of her shoe. "How many days, exactly?" she asked teasingly.

"Twenty-seven, princess."

Kay covered her mouth with her hand. Twenty-seven days, and she hadn't realised?

"And what does the missus say, puppy? Keep kissing."

Brian was on his hands and knees, giving soft kisses to the leather of her shoes. "She doesn't know, princess."

Indira laughed softly. You bitch! screamed Kay silently.

"Such a loyal and faithful little dog! Does my little pet deserve a reward?" She looked down at her feet. "What do you say, Mr. Sinclair? Do you think I should release you?"

Brian sat on his haunches and looked up at her. "Please, princess. It's been a long time."

Indira took a chair from the dressing table and sat in front of Kay's husband, dangling a heel in front of his face. She sighed.

"You like to see me pretty, don't you?" Brian nodded. She smiled. "You know this dress isn't cheap, don't you? And these shoes. I need your money, Brian."

An icy grasp closed over Kay's heart. Oh God! He gives her money. Suddenly she understood everything. I've taken this girl into our house, treated her like my daughter's sister, she sleeps here, eats here, almost lives here...and this is how she thanks me?

"Tell me. Why do you need the money, puppy? Would your frumpy wife look as good as me in these clothes?" She looked down at Brian for confirmation. He shook his head.

"And your daughter doesn't need much. It's good for her to be frugal. You don't want to teach her to be materialist and superficial money-grabbing bitch, do you?" she laughed.

She pulled on her necklace from the depths of her cleavage. She dangled a silver key in front of his eyes.

"How much is this worth you, puppy? Tell me a figure."

Brian was silent.

"If you want to jerk that little dick - if you want to stick that little willy of yours into wifey - you need to pay." That necklace! She's been wearing that necklace all this time, in front of all of us!

Brian's voice was strangled. "One hundred."

"Goodbye, Brian," Indira took her handbag and stood up, "and good luck explaining this to Molly and wifey."

"Two hundred. Three! Please come back, princess!" he begged, wringing his hands.

She had reached the door, but turned and looked back at him. "Six hundred," she stated.

"Four hundred, please...I don't have....I need...." he answered desperately.

"I don't negotiate, Mr. Sinclair. Now it's gone up to seven hundred. Don't test me. I'm not having a good day."

"OK, princess! Seven hundred. I'll pay you!"

"Then take your mobile and do it now. It'll buy you twenty-four hours with your willy."

Kay placed her hand on the cistern to support herself. Seven hundred pounds? Has he gone mad?

"It's done, princess."

Indira checked and smiled. "Good puppy. Stand up, and get your reward."

Kay watched as Indira took off her necklace, inserted the key and slowly removed the cage. Brian sighed audibly.

"No touching yet, puppy. Kneel down again."

There was silence for a few moments. Indira's high heel shoe swung from side to side.

"So wifey hasn't noticed anything? Twenty-seven days, and she hasn't once touched your little dick?"

In the bathroom, Kay held her head in her hands. She felt a wave of shame engulf her. How could you have let this happen? How could you have left your family so vulnerable? Why  aren't you doing anything? Why aren't you stopping this?

And yet she did nothing. She felt as powerless as she had done strapped into Tyrone's chair.

"Don't you think it's funny you have to pay me to fuck wifey?" Indira tilted her head, "Maybe you don't want to fuck wifey. Maybe you don't like fucking wifey."

Kay could hardly breathe. There was no answer.

Indira smiled. "You've got twenty-seven days worth of your juice cramming your balls. Even a beta like you must have enough to give wifey a good seeing-to this evening. Am I right?" She tugged on the hem of her skirt. Her knees came into view, and then her thighs. "But what if I gave you the chance to ruin it all? To give me all that cum as a tribute." She smiled maliciously. "It makes me feel so naughty when I steal a married woman's cum."

She slowly opened her legs. A white triangle came into view under her skirt. "You've paid, Mr. Sinclair, and I won't put you back in the cage 'til tomorrow. So if you want, I'll walk out that door right now and leave you to fuck wifey. How does that sound?"

"But I've cheered up no end since you made that transfer, so I'm going to give you a choice." Indira reached up and stroked her breast lazily. "If you want me to stay here and jerk for me.... well, then wifey can go fuck herself, can't she?"

She laughed maliciously. "So what's it to be, puppy? Fuck wifey, or jerk to your princess? Shall I stay or go? You decide."

Tell her to leave, Kay pleaded silently. Tonight we can make love and we can talk and sort this out together.

"I'd like you to stay, princess. I...I'd like to..." Indira raised an eyebrow. "I'd like to play with myself, if....if you let me."

"Such a faithful puppy. Bark for me." Brian barked. "Wag your tail, puppy." He shook his bottom. Kay could not believe what she was seeing. He'll do anything for her. Make himself look a fool. Put his marriage at risk. He doesn't care. It's like he's drugged.

"Touch yourself, puppy. Let me see how much you need it." Still kneeling in front of her open thighs, Brian reached down with one hand. Kay saw it move up and down.

"Tell me you prefer jerking to princess than fucking your wife. Say it out loud. I want to hear it."

"I'd rather jerk to princess than fuck my wife."

He's said it! There was no way Kay could leave her hiding place now. The humiliation was crushing. He was on his knees stroking himself to his daughter's friend.

"Stop," Indira lifted her foot to his face, "Take your hand off."

Brian looked up at her, startled. His little pot belly stuck out beneath his flat chest. "If you want to carry on jerking off to me, that'll cost you extra." Brian looked at her silently.

"Three hundred pounds," she said. He nodded. He's going to ruin us!

"Carry on, puppy. Work that dick. I want it all. Don't leave a drop for wifey." She began to touch her pussy through her panties. "Think of all the money you've given me and I've never touched your little cock. You've never ever seen my tits or my  pussy. Don't you feel pathetic?"

Brian's rhythm was frantic. "Slow down, puppy," she whispered, "Wouldn't you like to kiss my pussy through these panties? Wouldn't you? Wouldn't you like to smell her?" Brian swallowed.

Indira opened her thighs wide and stretched her panties. "Just one kiss." The outline of her pussy was clear behind the fabric. Brian leant forward, as if he was being dragged in.

Indira's shoe pushed back on his forehead. "Five hundred pounds."

"I'll pay," he croaked, "Let me kiss your pussy, princess."

He's under a spell. This is witchcraft!

"Crawl forward, puppy." He obeyed. On his hands and knees, he stuck out his tongue as he smelt her crotch.

"Whoa! Not so fast..... I said a kiss," she laughed merrily, "Just a kiss, like you would give your auntie. There!" Brian kissed her pussy.

"That was worth five hundred, wasn't it?" she smiled into Brian's spellbound face. "Can you smell it? Now jerk for me. Jerk onto these heels. Do it for me, quickly!"

Brian began stroking himself again. His hand was a blur between his legs. Unconsciously, Kay's hand slipped down to her own pussy.

"You'll have to clean it all, you know that, don't you? You'll clean it with your tongue, like last time."

Brian nodded at her. She smiled, opened her mouth and laughed maliciously.

"Where's wifey? Where is she right now, puppy?"

"With a friend.." Brian panted.

"I bet she's with a friend; a friend with a big black cock," she teased, "Do you really think your wife is going to go without sex for twenty-seven days?"

Kay closed her eyes. Tyrone. The image of that huge shaft thrust itself into her mind. I feel so stupid.

"While you're here paying me for permission to jerk your little willy, black men are paying to fuck your wife," She looked down at the small bald patch on the top of Brian's head, "And you don't mind, do you? As long as you get to stroke to your Indian princess."

Brian gave a grunt and a spurt of cum landed on Indira's ankles, staining her stockings. He spurted again, and the seed began to drop down onto her shoes. All the time Brian was giving piggy noises that Kay had never heard before. She was disgusted and appalled, yet fascinated. She could not tear her gaze away.

"Good puppy!" Her other heel came around the back of his head and pushed him down. "Now lick it"

She's eighteen! Not even Tyrone could do this. In was a raw, brutal demonstration of female power one shoe was placed on his head as he licked his seed from the other. Kay no longer knew what to think or feel. She was overwhelmed by the storm of emotions that raged within her.

Power. She thought of Gabrielle licking Tyrone's hand. She imagined her sitting to eat with her fiancée, her pussy and thighs soaked with his cum. I need sex, she thought. I'm tired of being a spectator.

"See you tomorrow, Mr. Sinclair. Don't disappoint me. I'm sure you've got enough reasons to obey without me having to use any darker methods." She turned and walked out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and was gone.

Kay froze. He can't come in here! He can't see me! She quickly climbed into the bathtub and quietly pulled the shower curtain across to cover her.

Brian entered a few moments later. He sat on the toilet seat and put his head in his hands. "Oh God!" He whispered, "What am I doing? How can I tell her?"

He only has to reach out and he could touch me. Kay heard him brush his teeth and when he left the bathroom, she was torn by feelings of rage and impotence, by the humiliation she had had to endure and by the sudden compassion his words stirred in her.

What are you doing? Why don't you tell me? Her decision was made: if he confessed, she would forgive him. They would start again.

She would stand firm, for her family.


Chapter 5: Desperate Housewife.

A detached suburban house like any other. A well-tended garden, small porch and red front door await. I press the doorbell. A young housewife opens and welcomes me in. I see she is busy. Slightly dishevelled, she carries a milk bottle and a towel is draped over her shoulder. I follow her into the living room.

Clothed in nappies, a forty-something businessman is lying in a large crib, surrounded by all the paraphernalia of babyhood: dummies, wipes, toys, nappies.... I look on as this lady - his wife - feeds him the milk bottle. And when she finishes, she changes his nappies and gives him a dummy to suck.

Welcome to the world of ABDL, or Adult Baby/Diaper Lovers, a curious story of a fetish which, according the experts, is not always sexual in nature-

Kay suddenly put down her newspaper.

"I don't want to see you in my house, ever," she spat out, surprised at her own vehemence. Joe had just wandered into the house and into the kitchen. He stopped, blinked, and took off his cap.

"What's up with you today?" he blurted.

He is actually quite good-looking when he takes off that stupid cap, Kay grudgingly admitted, He's got to have something going for him, I suppose.

Kay had not planned this conversation. In any normal situation she would never have been so confrontational, but now she was at the end of her tether.

The night before had been awful. Brian had sex with her - I can't call it making love - but everything about it screamed pure obligation. And Kay had taken it with the same sense of wifely duty. Keeping up appearances, even in our intimacy.

Afterwards, Brian had rolled off, turned his back on her and pretended to sleep. Kay, meanwhile, rode a carousel of images: Brian licking his own cum off Indira's heels; Molly licking Joe's cum off Indira's breasts; Gabrielle, head covered, being sodomised; The bulge in Tyrone's trousers, and how it felt when she brushed her hand against it....

"Quite a few things are up with me today, thank you for asking..." Kay rose from the kitchen stool and pointed at him accusingly. ".... and one of those is that my daughter's good-for-nothing boyfriend is cheating on her."

Joe pointed at his own chest with an almost comical expression of innocent surprise. Brian was at work - or with Indira, getting his chastity cage put on again - and Molly was still at school, so Kay could give fee rein to her anger.

"Don't give me that shit, Joseph!" Shit? Did you just say 'shit'? Kay felt herself grow into her role of indignant mother. "Molly might well be stupid, but I'm not, and I'm watching you."

"I don't like you, I never have," she was shouting "because you're a waste of space! And now I know you're also a cheating bastard. If my daughter wants to put up with it, that's her problem. But I don't want to see you in this house again!"

"Woah! Calm down, Mrs. Sinclair!" Joe pressed his hands down on thin air, trying to lower the volume. "Seriously, are you OK? I've never seen you lose your temper like this."

That's because I've never lost my temper like this. Not since high school. Kay covered her face with her hand. You've gone over the top. Well over.

"I'm sorry," she muttered, and turned around. Kay rested her arms on the worktop, and began to sob. She cried like a baby, beyond all self-control. A minute passed before she felt an arm on her shoulder.

"Mrs. Sinclair....Kay.....I don't know what to call you," he sighed "And I don't know what to say. Just that you're freaking me out a bit.....It's a bit scary seeing you like this."

Despite herself, Kay chuckled. Crying and laughing at the same time. You're going mad.

When she lifted her head towards the boy he took her shoulders and kissed her on the mouth. It took her a couple of seconds before she broke away.

"Are you crazy?" He took her face in his hands and kissed her again. This time his tongue found its way inside her mouth.

Kay placed one hand on his chest but did not push him away. The other loosened its grip on the worktop behind her and crept around to the back of his neck.

What are you doing? This is your daughter's boyfriend!

She felt his hands cupping her butt. Fuck it! He's an arsehole anyway. I'm doing her a favour.

She smelt his perfume, light and airy. His hands grabbed her cheeks hard. Kay kissed him with an intensity she hadn't felt in years.

Desperate housewife. She reached down and in one sharp tug pulled at the buttons of his jeans and released him. Kneeling, she pulled down his briefs and took his semi-erect cock in her mouth. Joe moaned as she closed her mouth along his shaft. Not as big as Tyrone's, but a lot better than Brian's. It's good enough for me right now.

"Oh God! I had no idea you were such a horny cow!" Joe took her head with both hands, took a step forward and began to thrust into her mouth. "You're gagging for cock, aren't you bitch. I'll give you some of mine."

Kay opened her mouth and throat and took it all. She saw a faint reflection in the oven door; a plump middle-aged woman in a button-down dress on her knees, being face-fucked by her daughter's teenage boyfriend.

I couldn't care less anymore. I need this. "You know how to use your mouth, don't you? You suck a lot better than Molly." He pressed her face into his crotch and held it there. Kay had to open her throat wide to keep herself from gagging. Her eyes bulged with the effort. "You love this, don't you, you filthy whore."

Brian is coming home soon. "Fuck me," she gasped when he released her, "Just take me here and now." She could hardly recognise herself.

As they kissed frantically Joe fumbled with the buttons of her dress and unfastened her bra. Pulling it back over her shoulders his eyes gleamed when her round and welcoming breasts came into view.

"Oh God! I've always wanted to suck on these, ever since I spied on you." He took one roughly and began to devour it.

You've spied on me? You've seen me naked? Kay felt her pussy moisten as his tongue licked at her nipples. The straps of Kay's dress were hanging off her shoulders. "Molly hasn't got anything up top. D'you know how many times I've wanked off thinking about these tits?"

"Stop playing around and fuck me. My husband will be here soon."

Joe still had his jeans and briefs around his ankles and had to shuffle. He grabbed her buttocks hard and lifted her onto the worktop. Kay pulled her knickers to one side and offered him her pussy. It's been ages since I got it waxed. It's all hairy.

Joe lifted her legs above his shoulders and penetrated her with no resistance. I'm soaking, she realised. Seeing herself in that position - like a porn star - aroused her even more.

Kay put one arm behind to support her weight. With the other she grabbed the back of the boy's head. There wasn't much hair to hang onto. He cuts it too short.

There was no finesse, no delicacy. Joe simply pushed her legs up high and fucked her as he would a half-pound whore. Her head bumped against the kitchen cabinet as he thrust into her. Biting his lower lip, his expression was one of pure triumph.

" All those times I wanked into your panties, I knew you were gagging for my cock. But now I'm fucking the real thing. I was thinking of dumping Molly. No chance now. This pussy is worth staying around for."

Joe was pounding her mercilessly. Kay was astounded at how much she liked it. Brian always had to go in slowly. Kay was never wet enough and it hurt her if he went in too hard at the beginning.

Joe's arms were hooked around her raised legs, his hands squeezing her boobies. "I love these tits. Next time you're gonna squeeze them together and I'm gonna fuck 'em."

Through her cloud of lust, Kay looked up at her shoes raised high above her head. The front of the left one is scuffed. I'll have to get a new pair.

"God! You're soaking. I can slip right in. Your daughter's a tight little bitch, but you could fit an elephant in here."

Just shut up and fuck me. I want to cum.

Kay, eyes clouded, looked to her right and froze. Brian's car was turning into the drive. She gave Joe a hefty push backwards and jumped off the worktop. "He's arrived. Get out of here now!"

"No way! I'm about to cum. I just need a few more seconds." He grabbed her by her fleshy hips and spun her around. She placed her hands on the worktop and opened her legs so that he could enter from behind. "Quick. Twenty seconds!" I need to cum. I can't stop now.

Joe lifted the hem of her dress, held her arse open and thrust into her cunt. Kay grunted with need. He grabbed her hips and dragged her back a little, to lower her back and fuck her more easily.

Kay rested her head on the worktop and with her two hands began to button herself up. Her forehead rubbed up and down the marble surface as the teenager pounded her.

"Cum quick, you bastard! Stick it all in me, you little fucker!" Is that you talking?

The bra! It was still unfastened, dangling from her shoulders. Too late now. Looking out through the net curtains, she saw her husband - now parked - get out of the car.

"D'you think hubby will catch us, you cheating slut?" Joe panted. He was slapping up against her thighs like a man possessed. "Oh God, I'm gonna unload it all in your pussy."

"Not yet! Wait for me!"

But it was too late. Joe gave five short, strong thrusts up against her, and Kay felt the her daughter's boyfriend pump his hot, sticky load deep inside her. She saw Brian open the boot of the car and take out his briefcase. Please I'm so hot I need to cum now.

"Don't pull out yet, you piece of shit!" But it was too late. With a groan of desperation, Kay felt his cock slip out of her.

Brian was walking towards the door. Joe bent down, pulled up his trousers, and quickly buttoned up. The front door opened. Kay heard her husband had walked into the hall. Heart beating furiously, Kay patted her hair and smoothed down her dress.

Joe walked towards the door as it opened. "I'll wait for Molly in my bedroom," he said casually, "Hello, Mr. Sinclair," he greeted the older man as they passed each other.

"What's wrong?" Brian asked. His wife was red-faced and flustered.

She shook her head at him desperately, but could not answer. He frowned, put down his briefcase and walked towards her.

"What's going on, Kay?"

"We've just had a row. About Molly." Kay looked at her husband with such raging, spiteful eyes that he almost stepped back. "Joe's a worthless piece of shit. There's not one thing he can do properly. And I'm sure he's cheating on Molly."

"Language, Kay!" Brian looked startled. "He's not a bad lad really. He's just not had the sort of support that Molly's got. Or you and me had, for that matter. He's got nobody to guide him. And there's no way you can know if he's unfaithful or not."

Yes I can, you fool. His cum is trickling down my pussy.

"I don't like seeing him here. This is our house. There's no reason why he can just walk in when feels like it. He should stay away until Molly's here."

Brian shrugged. "Well, if that's what you want we can talk to Molly about it. But no good's going to come from you arguing with him. You'll only create problems between you and her."

He came around and kissed her softly on the lips. She lifted her head and kissed him again, pulling him towards her. As she did so she moved her thigh into his groin and he pulled back a second too late. She's caged him again. They've seen each other.

"I....I'll just go upstairs and change," Brian stammered. Kay waved at him. Do whatever you want, you old fool.

Finally, she was alone. She cradled her head in her hands and sighed. What have I just done? I need a cup of tea.

She filled up the kettle and watched it as it heated. Why the fuck should I feel guilty? My husband pays his daughter's friend a lot of money so she can lock him up and deny him sex with me.

Yet she could not be at rest with herself. Molly's boyfriend. A kid. Was there nobody else to fuck?

And all the time she felt her pussy moist, needy, unsatisfied...


Chapter 6: Homewrecker.

This time she had time to prepare. Even so, after checking the wardrobes and different lines of vision, she decided to hide in the bathroom again. It wasn't ideal, but it was the best on offer. Always supposing they'll come in here, she thought.

What she was sure of is that they would meet up that same day. Three weeks had passed; Molly was going to spend the weekend with some friends of Joe's in Manchester, and Kay had elaborated an elaborate night out with Sally - the theatre, so Kay would have a good reason to ignore the phone in case Brian phoned to check.

After some days of surreptitious glances, she had cracked the security pattern on her husband's mobile. Some enigmatic messages to 'Work' confirmed her suspicions. It was to be that same evening. What she couldn't be sure of was if they were going to meet up again there, in her bedroom.

But she was right - the meeting point was there. Her husband came home like the last time, took off all his clothes, and in a state of agitation faced the bedroom door on his knees. Kay shook her head in sorrow as she surveyed.

With his flat chest and little pot belly, the black bush of hair on a marble-white chest, and the ridiculous cage on his lesser-than-average penis, it was a pitiful sight. She had expected to burn with rage, but what she felt was pity. What have they done to us? To think of what we were and what we have become!

More than twenty minutes passed. Kay, in silence, watched her husband who did not move. At last, when he heard the sound of the front door, he shuffled awkwardly. She was coming!

In all truth, Kay had no idea what she was going to do. The thought of the lost money - almost as much as her husband's betrayal - made her sick. But she had made no plans. She just needed to be there. She needed to see it, drawn like a moth to flame.

Indira was taking an eternity to walk up the stairs. Kay's own nerves were worn to shreds by the suspense. Her husband was already breathing heavily. This can't be good for his heart, the silly fool.

"Coo-ee! Is that my favourite cash puppy? Well hello there, Mr. Sinclair. What are you doing on your knees?" She feigned surprise.

"How do I look, pet?" She bent one knee slightly, pouted and posed.

"You look wonderful, princess. Truly beautiful."

He wasn't lying. Although it was hard to remember those days when Indira was a sweet teen, Kay had always found Indira very pretty. She had a pale moon-like face and dark brown eyes you could drown in. And a lovely smile. A smile that lit up her whole face. Molly was pretty too. But she had a sad expression and a pained smile, whereas Indira oozed vivaciousness and confidence.

But right now she wasn't just pretty. She was stunning. A pale cream strapless dress that drew attention to her attractive breast-line; Eiffel-high heels; an encrusted silver necklace, or maybe white gold. Is that with our money?

She walked around Brian a few times, lazily. He looked down at her heels as she passed, and listened. "You know I'm going to university soon, Brian. That means two things."

She sat down on the bed, right behind him. He began to turn his head toward her but she stopped him with him a huge slap on the side of his face. The sound echoed around the room. Kay almost gasped out loud.

Indira carried on speaking in the same leisurely tone as if nothing had happened.

"It means that you will soon be free of me," She lifted her leg and pushed her heel into Brian's back. "Get on the floor," she told him.

Brian bent forwards on hands and knees. Indira stood and followed his movement, her heel still implanted firmly in his back.

"Further. Bottom in the air."

He was now prostrate, with his chest, left cheek and knees against the floor and only his pale white bottom pointing upwards. Indira casually stepped on his face with her right foot.

How can he let her do that to you? And yet at the same time Kay said it to herself she realised that she, too, was hypnotised. You're just standing here, watching this. You're not doing anything either.

"But, as you know, university is expensive. As it should be. Education is a number - one - priority." Each time she said it she pushed down onto his face with her shoe. Kay heard her husband's muffled cry of pain.

She sat back down on the bed. "I need benefactors. I need sponsors. And you will be the first."

She lifted her foot and placed it on his lower spine, then, tilting her foot, lowered her heel into his bottom.

"And if I am happy you will not need to hear from me again. I don't intend to come back to this shithole. I'm meant for much better things."

Kay saw her husband's face grimace. Her heel is penetrating his arsehole.

"I'm going to be fair to you, Mr. Sinclair. Very fair, for the sake of your daughter." She shifted her position, lowered her shoe so that the heel was almost horizontal, and began to push slowly in. Brian gave a low wail.

"Right now you're going to give me another grand. Just for pocket money. But we've got to start talking about your release clause."

She pulled out her shoe, and then pushed it back in. "Then there's those videos. We don't want them falling into the wrong hands, do we? Imagine if wifey saw them? Or your boss? Your workmates?"

Indira was now pushing in and out at a good rhythm. Kay was breathing with short gasps of nervousness. She's fucking his arse with her heel.

"But I don't want you to think of this as blackmail, Mr. Sinclair. It's not like that at all. You're my friend's daddy. Do you want me to call you daddy?" Her mouth curled upwards as she heard his squeak. "I'll take that as a 'yes', then."

She loves doing this. It's not just about money. She really is a psychopath!

She pulled out her heel and stood. Brian did not move.

"It's about mutual assistance. I help you with any compromising material that may be hanging around somewhere, and you'll help me with my degree - a very good cause, I'm sure you'll agree."

Still standing behind him, she kicked him softly in his groin. Brian grunted.

"Won't you feel proud when I become a doctor and you know you've played a part in it?" She lazily kicked his balls again. He sobbed a little. "I'm thinking of specialising in urology. What do you think of the idea? Imagine coming to my surgery a few years from now," she chuckled, "That would be fun, wouldn't it? Think of all the test I could carry out on you!"

She opened her handbag and took out the necklace with the key. "One thousand pounds. Then you unlock yourself." She dropped it on his face. "Get your mobile."

As Brian frantically keyed into the cellular, Indira took something out of her handbag which Kay had never seen before. It was like a torch, but she saw that at one end it had the shape of a pussy. The Indian girl took a tube and squeezed some lubricant out onto it.

"That's it, princess. It's in your account." She nodded impassively, and he scrambled to unlock himself. Look at him. He always used to be such a dignified person.

She drew up her skirt and opened her thighs. "Come here, daddy, between my legs." He obeyed, eagerly.

"Don't you want to keep yourself for wifey?" She smiled at him, placing the fleshlight onto the tip of his already erect penis.

"No. Please, mistress. I prefer you.... when you..." She slowly lowered the fleshlight onto his cock, all the way. He groaned, but this time with desire.

"Yes?" She raised an eyebrow. 

"I like to cum when you are here." His voice was strained. She was pumping him slowly.

"And what about wifey? Doesn't she get your dicklet hard anymore?"

"No, no. She's not really interested. I'm not either, really."

"You know she's found a lover, don't you, daddy?" She lifted the fleshlight and Brian's little dick sprang free. He moaned in frustration. "I bet he's a big black brute with a huge cock. I bet he gets her on hands and knees and fucks her doggy-style." She laughed maliciously. "I bet he calls her a slut and a whore and she loves it, 'cos she never got treated like that from her small-dick cuckold husband."

She kept the fleshlight on the tip of Brian's cock. "Pump it," she ordered. Desperately he tried to thrust into it, but she let it slip back, making it difficult for him. He was already ready to cum, Kay could see. What does this brat do to him? Not even when we started did he get that hot with me!

"You do know they talk about you, don't you, your wife and her lover? You know she tells him you've got a small willy and they laugh about it together?" As Indira taunted Brian, the expression on his face grew more frantic.

"I want to ask you something out of curiosity, Mr. Spencer. This is a serious question, just to get to know your psychological setup. You're here, fucking this...whatever it is. And now imagine your wife's in a room in the next street, getting her mouth stuffed with a big black cock. Or two."

Given the two options, which would you prefer? Would you want to give this all up and go back to how it was before; no Indira, no black lover, no nothing?" she paused and regarded him with real curiosity, "or do you prefer things the way they are now - Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair getting up and having breakfast together, paying the mortgage and talking about their daughter's marks, while knowing that she gets her pleasure from a bigger and better man than you, and not caring as long as you get these special moments with your Indian princess?"

Brian did not know what to answer. "I...I..." Indira raised an eyebrow and waited. "I love my wife," he concluded.

Indira laughed out loud, delighted. "You would, wouldn't you? You would choose your wife to be fucked silly by a black gang just as long as you could jerk on your cock every three weeks in here with my permission! That is just so sick!"

She shook her head. "Honestly, I don't know what you're going to do without me when I'm gone. I almost feel sorry for Kay, having a loser husband like-"

She stopped suddenly and turned towards  the half-open bathroom door. "Kneel, puppy. Head on the floor until I come back."

Kay had no idea what had happened. She might have made a sound when Brian made his half-confession. Whatever it was, Indira stood and walked over. Kay had no time to react, and even less time to hide behind the shower curtain. She could only look up into the Indian girl's eyes with pure shock - fear, almost - as she walked in.

Indira did not seem very surprised. She tilted her head, weighing Kay up like a piece of prey. Kay swallowed, holding up her hands in supplication, without making a sound.

"Mr. Sinclair," Indira called suddenly, "Can you come here, please?" Kay shook her head frantically. No way! He can't find out I've been watching. It would destroy whatever we have left. Our marriage would be beyond repair!

Kay held up her finger to her lips, tapping it repeatedly as she begged Indira with her eyes. The Indian girl smiled from ear to ear.

"Down puppy! Back to your place. Put your head back on the floor." Kay looked at her daughter's friend gratefully. Maybe there is some good in her. Maybe she does feel some gratitude for the way we've treated her all these years.

"Good puppy!" she called out to Brian. As Kay was behind the door and out of sight Indira stepped towards her, out of view. Looking at her friend's mother full in the face, the teenager began to touch the older lady's nipple lightly through her blouse.

Kay looked at her, lost for words. Indira smiled softly, and began to unbutton the older lady's blouse. She stopped suddenly and looked at Kay, before leaning into her ear to whisper, "When I come back I want to see you naked. If not, it'll be your husband who comes in here to undress you." She turned, and walked back into the bedroom.

The housewife placed her head back on the cool tiles of the bathroom wall. Torn between the fear of discovery and a  stubborn refusal to submit to the teenager's twisted imagination, Kay froze, unable to move. What do I do now? What is she up to?

She heard her husband cry out in pain and then the first notes of Bach's 'Air on a G String'. Indira had turned on the music and was returning. She said something to her husband but Kay did not hear. Her heart was pounding. Do something! React! But she remained rooted.

The Indian girl frowned when she saw her. She grabbed her blouse and with one violent tug ripped it open. Buttons flew everywhere.

"Mr. Sinclair!" she called.

Kay shook her head again. "No!" she mouthed, begging.

Indira pointed at her trousers. Kay pulled on them desperately. Indira shouted out into the bedroom again, "Down puppy! Face on the floor. Wait for mistress."

Kay undressed frantically. Indira looked her up and down maliciously, taking in her swollen breasts, drooping stomach and slender legs. She grabbed her by the flesh on her thighs so hard that Kay had to make an effort not to cry out.

"That will be the last time you disobey me. Now open your mouth," she hissed.

In a state of pure helplessness, Kay did as she was told. She felt the teenager lick her upper lip and then insert her tongue. Slowly, deliberately, she probed inside. At the same time, Kay - hands flat on the wall behind her - felt the girl's fingers scratch her pubic hair, then twist and pull. Kay whimpered. Her only comfort was the knowledge that Brian could not hear what was going on.

“You have to cut this back. Nobody wants to fuck a bush like this," she said softly, "I can't even find your pussy in here." Kay felt her fingers explore. "So you don't have a lover," she muttered, "You go for weeks and weeks without sex."

She was stroking her flaps, flicking her clitoris. She felt violated. Her eyes began to brim with tears. This girl is young enough to be my daughter.

"Open up, Mrs. Sinclair." Kay parted her thighs, and the Indian girl slipped her middle finger in. "It's in perfect working order, though. Nice and wet," she whispered in Kay's ear, "How do you want me to believe your tears, when your cunt is soppy wet?"

There was a squelching sound. Despite herself, Kay squirmed on Indira's finger. Her arousal was humiliating; her humiliation arousing. And she knows it makes me hot.

Indira laughed and licked her tear from her cheek. "I love your family, Mrs. Sinclair. You're all wonderful," she chuckled, "But we have to leave this for another day. Your husband's waiting for me. You don't want to see hubby disappointed, do you?"

She spread Kay's juices up and down her flaps and clit, then raised it to her mouth. “Lick it clean," she murmured, "And watch this. Your husband's going to put on a performance you'll be proud of."

Bitch! I'm being humiliated by a girl. And the worst thing is that she knows it makes me wet. Kay was furious with herself, tearful and impotent. Indira, with one last smile, walked out into the bedroom. "Watch!" she mouthed triumphantly.

Kay was drawn to the gap by a force greater than her own will. The teen took her husband by the hair and dragged him across the floor. He. Indira took the fleshlight and sat on the bed opposite Kay and in front of Brian, who was kneeling with his back to the bathroom. She turned off the music. There was a sudden silence.

"Can you imagine if your wife found out about these little sessions of ours, Mr. Sinclair?" she smiled down at him, "What would she do? Do you think she would divorce you?" She lifted his head and smiled down at him, "Or would she keep you in chastity herself?"

She slapped his face gently. "D'you want to know what I think, puppy? I think I might tell her," she laughed. Kay could not see her husband's face, but she noticed him tremble.

"And if I gave her the key? And if she kept you locked up? And if she made you clean her pussy up after her black lover fucks her?" Indira looked up over his head and towards Kay, deliberately, "You'd love that, wouldn't you? You'd pay for that to happen."

Kay felt a sudden warm feeling spread over her whole body.

Indira continued. "Can you imagine your life when we leave for university, Molly and I? Your wife being fucked by big cocks every night while you watch, your little willy locked up? Not having pussy, ever again?"

She laughed in his face, "That would be your dream come true, wouldn't it? But be careful, because it might be hers as well. D'you think I couldn't arrange it? Do you think I couldn't persuade her?"

Again, Kay wanted to see her husband's face. She felt her own breath catching in her throat. Nerves she told herself, but she knew it wasn't true.

You can touch yourself. She won't see you. A thought, unbidden, floated up into her mind: Tyrone fucking her mercilessly, Brian watching, caged, panting. Kay Sinclair, cuckoldress, slut, sex toy, goddess.... She reached down and began to rub her pussy.

"I want you to be honest with me, puppy. You can ask me any favour you want, but you must ask me now because soon you won't see me anymore. Kiss my feet and ask me."

Brian bent down. Kay saw her husband's arse open slightly as he did so. He's hard, Kay realised, His willy isn't dangling.

As he kissed her feet she heard him whisper, "Please don't tell Kay about this. I love her. I don't want her to divorce me." Despite herself, she felt her heart go out to him.

"But you can't help yourself, can you, puppy? You need a woman to dominate you. Keep licking." She winked at Kay. "I know what you want, but I want you to tell me."

She took the fleshlight. "Would you like me to help you? To set your wife up with hot young studs with huge cocks? To tell her you'd love to watch as she gets fucked in front of you?"

Brian groaned. Even from where she was, Kay could tell he was aroused. "Tell me your fantasy, puppy," Indira encouraged.

"I would love to see that!" Brian blurted. Oh no! What is he saying? Kay closed her eyes and rubbed herself faster. She almost moaned out loud. "I'd love to watch her being taken."

"And to leave you with nothing?"

"Oh God! I'd love her to give herself to other men and to deny me. For her to lock me up like you do."

"Never to feel the inside of a sweet pussy, never again?"

Brian groaned again, "Please princess. Let me stroke."

"Lick this pussy first. You need the practice. Soon, it'll be the only thing wifey lets you do." She held the fleshlight up to his face, and Brian began to lick enthusiastically. There was something so raw, so repulsive, so arousing, that Kay had to stop touching. I can't believe I'm so hot from hearing this.

Indira lifted the mattress slightly and pushed the fleshlight under it, just below her groin. "This is the closest you'll ever get to fucking me, daddy," she teased, "Show me what you can do. Give it a hard fucking as if you were a real man."

Brian lifted himself up between her open legs and placed the tip of his cock in the plastic pussy.

"You won't get any pussy before too long, so make sure you enjoy it."

Kay saw his bottom clench as he penetrated the fleshlight. He was so close to Indira that he was almost touching her as he thrust in and out. She lowered the bra-line slightly so he could bathe in her cleavage. "Good boy!" She looked at Kay straight in the eye as she spoke. The older woman had begun to finger her clit again. "You were telling me about what your perfect marriage would be. Now keep describing what's in your dirty little mind."

"It's my fantasy. It always has been. To see her with another man. With other men. But she would never do that."

"How do you know? Ask her. Tell her what you want. No woman would say no to that."

Brian began to thrust in wildly. "She wouldn't," he panted, "I could never ask her."

Indira lifted her head and laughed. Beautiful white teeth. Have we paid for that? "Poor little loser. Do you really think your wife has no needs? Do you really think she's satisfied with that little thing you stick in her every three weeks?"

She grabbed Brian's head roughly. He was panting into her face. "Do you really think she wouldn't want to be fucked by a giant cock, and have her husband clean out her pussy when she's finished?"

"Princess, I'm cumming."

"I'm going to tell her everything, Brian. I'm going to make you her cuckold."

"I'M CUMMING!" Brian virtually screamed into Indira's smiling face. Kay slumped back against the cold tile wall, lowered herself onto her finger, and finished herself off with both hands. She felt her whole body tremble. I'm cumming too, she mouthed silently. Her leg began to spasm. Unable to stretch, she slowly toppled over onto the floor. Oh God. Don't make any noise. Not now. She lay there, breathing heavily, only dimly aware of the conversation outside the door.

"You liked that, didn't you puppy? I've never seen you so excited. But now I'm going to lock you up again."

"But my wife? She'll suspect something if I don't....if I can't...." He sounded exhausted.

"Your problem, puppy. Just tell her you want her to be your slutwife. Just spit it out. You'll see how soon it takes her to get around to the idea." The teenager cackled.

She stood. "And remember what I told you about the financial side. Our relationship has been beautiful, but it's almost over. Let's see if we can arrange an amicable separation."

Not yet recovered from her orgasm, Kay climbed slowly into the bathtub. I haven't had an orgasm that intense for years. There must be something seriously wrong with you.

"Please, princess. My family... think of Molly. She has to go to university. I don't have much money to give you anymore."

"We'll talk about that later. Goodbye, Mr. Sinclair." The door closed. The nightmare was over.


v                            




Chapter 7: Blackmail.

When Kay got out of the car she felt like a pheasant at a farmer's party. Gangs of boys were hanging around on the pavement, staring at her as she arrived. To say that she looked out of place was an understatement. Feeling conspicuous and vulnerable, she kept close to Joe as he strode across the car-park and into the hallway of a block of flats.

It smelt of stale urine. Kay said nothing as Joe hit the buttons in frustration. "Lift's not working again. Let's go by stairs." How can this be so close to Wimbledon? It's like another planet!

She pinched her nostrils as she climbed. The stairs were filthy: a used condom, a syringe, some spots of what could have been blood. She would have turned and run if she hadn't been so scared of the kids on the street.

On the fourth floor they walked along the corridor - open to the elements - and fumbled around for his key. Everything was grey: the sky, the concrete blocks, the windows and faces. Joe saw her horror and smiled sarcastically. "Welcome to my world, Mrs. Sinclair."

The flat was poky but clean. "Mum's out 'til late. Nobody will bother us."

Keep calm, Kay told herself. She had come here after an intense personal debate with her own conscience. Joe had recorded their lovemaking on his mobile - Lovemaking? Can't you be honest with yourself and call it fucking?

What she had done was madness, but she was deep in the mud now, and could not back out. There was no way she could face her daughter if this came to light. Kay had no idea if he would delete the video as he had promised. Probably not. But I need to buy time.

A deal was struck. If he dumped Molly they could see each other sporadically - until he gets bored of me. Or until Molly finds someone else and won't care so much about what's happened if she finds out.

The night before she had hardly slept with the horror and shame of what she was about to do, and yet a part of her tingled as she thought back to their session in the kitchen. It was a cycle. The shame aroused her, and the arousal shamed.

"This is my brother, Clark," Joe said as they stepped into the living room.

Kay stopped in surprise. "Your brother? How can he be your brother?" She saw a huge - enormously tall and slightly fat - black man on the sofa. He had nothing physically in common with Joe.

"Are you being racist, Mrs. Sinclair? I hope you're not." Kay opened her mouth to protest but he cut her off. "It's not that difficult to understand. Same mum, different dad. Not rocket science, is it?"

It was also obvious that Clark had a mental deficiency. But not worryingly so. He looked up at Kay with soft brown eyes and open mouth.

"Hello Clark," Kay greeted him. She took his hand and sat down next to him on the sofa.

Joe rushed around the living room, arranging a cushion, tidying up some plates. "Anything to drink, Mrs. Sinclair. A coke, maybe?"

"No thank you, Joe. Some water maybe?"

He filled up a glass from the tap and gave it to her.

"Mrs. Sinclair. I think you've got the wrong idea about me bringing you here. I didn't want to go into detail when we spoke about this." He drew the curtains. "You're here for my brother."

Kay was startled. "What do you mean, for your brother?" She almost dropped the glass.

"I don't have to draw you a diagram, do I?"

"No way!" She laughed hysterically. She got up and walked over to the door. It was locked. She started to pull at it frantically. "Open this door up right now, or I'll start screaming!"

"Calm down, Mrs. Sinclair. We're not going to do anything against your will," Joe said calmly, "but you need to listen to me carefully first. If you don't want to do it, I'll open the door and your daughter will have seen the video by the time you get home."

Kay stopped struggling and looked at him. Joe shook his head. "It's amazing what an advantage you people have just from being born into a family with cash. I mean, you're just so stupid, the lot of you. Molly too. Thick as pigshit. If I had your background I'd be the number fucking one right now." He pointed at a chair. "Now sit down and listen."

Kay obeyed. Here, on his home territory, Joe seemed much more mature. I feel like the child here. He drummed his fingers and looked at her impatiently.

"My brother is not right in the head. He doesn't get much support from the government 'cos you people don't like paying taxes. But," he paused, "he is still a human being."

He looked at Kay carefully, to see what affect his words had had. She nodded enthusiastically. I'm a Labour voter. I recycle and drive a hybrid car. I care about animal welfare, and I once gave money for a refugee charity!

"Everything I do is for my brother. From the moment I get up to when I put him to bed. But he's twenty-six years old. He's a man. He has a man's needs." Kay abruptly stopped nodding. "And obviously that's not something I can help him with. And neither can mum."

"Now the deal is this. You go into the bedroom with him. I swear there is no camera. I wouldn't do that to my brother." Kay swallowed nervously. "And you don't have to have sex with him. You help him out whatever way you want. But when I see him, he's got to be happy. I'll know if he is. You won't be able to trick me."

Joe came over and put a hand on her shoulder. She looked up, surprised at the gesture. "Listen, Mrs. Sinclair. It's not something you should feel bad about. It's a good deed. Just think of yourself as a nurse, okay?"

"He's not going to hurt me?" Oh God! Are you really going to do this?

He laughed. "Clark is the last person in the world to hurt anyone, honestly. But to make you feel better I'm going to be here in the lounge. So don't worry. I'll know if there's something wrong."

He's twenty-six. He has his needs, like anyone else. It's like being a nurse. Just get him to lie back and give him a handjob. That's it. It's not even cheating.

"Have you got...er....some tissues, kitchen roll or something?"

When Joe gave her what she asked for and gently whispered to his brother, getting him up and leading him into the bedroom, Kay blew out to calm her nerves. But when the door of the bedroom shut and she found herself alone with this quiet giant, a second of panic washed over her .

Clark had taken off his trousers and boxers, lying back stiffly on the bed, looking around with restless eyes.

"OK, Clark!" Kay tried to sound fun. "I'll just help you out a little bit, shall I?"

She placed her hand on his penis, looking at it for the first time. Even limp, it was potent. Lord, this is going to be big.

Automatically, she was invaded by the thought of Tyrone jerking off onto Gabrielle's panties. She pushed the image away as hard as she could. "Let's see what happens if we pull this back and forward a bit."

He smelt good. Joe had patted him down with eau de cologne,  and as she stroked him she began to lose her fear. I haven't done this sort of thing since high school.

She laid a hand on his thigh. It had a slightly different texture to Brian's. Firmer, cooler. What she found fascinating was the the slightly creamier tone of the skin behind his helmet. I've never been with a black man before.

It was taking him time to get hard. He remained absolutely immobile, arms stretched at his sides, eyes white as he peered down at what Kay was doing. It was as if he was a doll to play with, and this had a soothing effect on Kay. Fuck Brian. Or not. Her mouth curved into a grin. He might like it anyway. Maybe I should send him a photo.

Without thinking she bent over and took his cock in her mouth. God, that's thick! Even semi-erect, Kay had to make an effort to open her mouth wide enough. I'd better start tonguing that little cord under the tip.

As she did so, she heard Clark blow out like a whale and smiled inwardly. Looks like I'm hitting the right spot.

I don't feel guilty. In fact, I couldn't give a damn! Kay closed her mouth over the tip and started to bob her head up and down on it. More saliva.

She felt something that she thought she had lost long ago: the pleasure of giving pleasure. There was something infinitely satisfying about the sighs and whistles she was hearing. He's getting hard. This baby is a monster.

She stopped and weighed his cock up with a critical eye. This is a prize specimen; comparable to Tyrone's. Circling its width, her fingers only just touched her thumb. Even two hands did not cover its length. Three hands, perhaps? She did a rough estimate. About three hands, she thought admiringly.

Clark lifted his head off the pillow slightly to check what she was doing. Don't worry. I'll get back to work now, she smiled at him, and began to lick him like a soft whip ice-cream.

Can't go down this cock too far. Makes my jaw ache.

Kay stood up and whispered in the big man's ear, "Give me a few seconds and I'll be back." Slowly, conscious of his inquiring gaze, she slowly undressed in front of him, leaving her t-shirt, bra, jeans and knickers on a small wooden chair in the corner.

"Suck on these, big boy," she whispered, climbing on his chest and dangling her ample breasts onto his face. He took one in his hand and began to suck at the nipple, softly.  And as he did so Kay began to tease her pussy. She had made her decision. She felt wanted, sexy, and in control. Nurse my arse, she giggled, I'm going to enjoy this!

She took his cock and placed it at the entrance of her pussy, but instead of impaling herself on it immediately, she stroked it up and down the length of her snatch. It felt good. She was in no hurry.

Dimly, she heard the TV from the living room. Your mummy won't be here 'til late. So right now, you're my baby. She smiled down at him, delighted. He smiled back; a soft, goofy grin.

She dropped herself onto the tip of his cock and then raised herself back up. She did it again. Just the tip. And again. She leant over to look at herself as she did it. It stretched out her pussy lips. God, that looks sexy! She had waxed herself in preparation for this day. Brian won't notice, so it's open and ready for the first person who does.

She liked to see the tip disappear inside her. She liked its blackness, and the way her pussy nibbled at it hungrily.

A mirror. There was a mirror on the bedside table, one of those you can tilt. She put it on Clark's chest, and after a couple of fails undid one of his buttons and stuck the base inside his shirt to support it. Bingo! Front row seats for the concert!

Now she had a decent view of his cock slipping into her pussy she began in earnest. Poor Clark. Must be wondering what the hell I'm playing at. She placed a hand on his cheek and sank down. Go slowly. This isn't what you're used to back home.

The first thing she noticed was the thickness as she impaled herself. It stretched her out completely.  Remembering what Tyrone had said about ruining Gabrielle's cock for her husband, she had a moment of doubt.

Is that true? She looked down at the mirror and saw how it wedged into her. Fuck it. Fuck Brian. I couldn't give  a shit if I ruin it for him. I need this.

Just as well I'm so wet. She had sunk down to the end, and could feel it embedded deep inside her. It was a sensation unlike any she had experienced before. This is a real cock. The rest is just practice.

She looked back down at Clark with naked lust. What a find! She raised herself, and then sank back down, a little faster this time. And again. She was picking up speed.

Clark had a smile on his lips. He was chuckling softly. You like mummy's soft white body, don't you, big boy? She took his huge hands and put them on her tits. "Squeeze. Not too hard," she said, "But a bit harder than that!"

Each time she let herself fall onto him she looked down at the mirror. She loved the sight of her white pussy swallowing his black shaft. Like a blowjob.

She loved the feel of his hands kneading and squeezing her breasts. She wanted it to last. She wanted to take it slow, to stretch out the moment. But she already felt an orgasm building up inside her. You'll be seeing a lot of me from now on. We'll do it right next time. But right now I can't wait.

What she had seen and done in the last few weeks had been too much for her,. Now, riding Clark's huge shaft, she could admit it. Everything that she had seen - and done, don't act so innocent - horrified her, but now she was almost permanently aroused.

Whereas before it had seemed that she was in coma from the waist down, now practically anything triggered her. She looked at men in the pubs and on the streets, furtively checking out their bulges. In the park she had sat near some lovestruck teenagers, and from behind her sunglasses watched as the girl stroked the boy through his shorts. Like a dirty old woman. She was hungry for sex. She felt alive for the first time since she was a teenager.

She had tried to ignore what she had heard her husband tell Indira, but it was still there in the depths of her mind. However much she told herself that it was only a fantasy born of mid-life crisis, his own willingness to be locked up by a teenage schoolgirl pointed to something much more serious. He wants me to fuck other men, all the men I want. The thought of what she could do with that, if only she had the courage, was frightening.

Unbidden, an image passed in front of her eyes. There and then, her soft body riding Clark's solid black shaft, but with Brian in the corner, looking on. As soon as she sank down, filled with cock, she began to tremble. It's coming.

She could not get the image out of her mind. Panting, confined in his cock-cage, eagerly watching his wife taking pleasure from another man. She looked down at Clark. His eyes were closed. He was chuckling. Oh God. I'm cumming.

At that precise moment the image changed. Writhing on Clark's cock, Kay caught an image of herself in an armchair, pussy covered with seed, and her husband bending down to clean her.

She felt herself spasm. Her mouth locked open. Don't make a sound. Joe mustn't hear you. Still in the grips of orgasm, she toppled slowly over onto Clark's chest and lay there trembling, waiting for the wave to pass over.

But she was not given much time. "Bo, Bo," muttered Clark, thrusting into her. Oh God, I'm done. I can't take any more of this. Just give me a minute!

Slowly, tiredly, she pulled herself up. "Wait up Clark. I'll get you there. Don't you worry." She bit her lip as his cock slid out of her. Lord, I'd come back tomorrow and the day after and every day from now on.

She placed herself between his legs again, and with her fingertips began to stroke his tip. Floating on a post-orgasmic high, she gently licked the length of his shaft before opening her mouth and pumping up and down.

I'm going to give as good as I got. She paused a second. She had thought of something. Don't be mad. That's just stupid. She kept mouthing him, but the idea would not let go.

For private consumption. Without releasing her mouth from his cock, she fumbled around in her handbag and took out her mobile.

Quick, he's not going to hang around much longer. She flicked it to camera, and then video. She pressed record.

"A present for you, darling hubby," she said sweetly to camera, placing his cock against the side of her face, so he could appreciate the size. "This is what you wanted to see, isn't it, sweetheart? A big black cock being serviced by your loving wife?"

She broke off, and began to slurp down, giving it her saliva. Clark was moaning louder. He's on the edge. Let's slow this down and make him earn it.

She took her mouth off with a sucking noise and a sigh. "Hold this for me, baby. Don't move." She put the mobile in Clark's  hand, twisting it slightly to make sure it was the right angle.

Showtime! With eight fingertips gently stroking his tip, Kay began to tongue the underside, the most sensitive part of any man's cock. I'm not an expert, but I know that much.

He was starting to buck and tremor. "Don't move the camera, Clark."

Still teasing with her fingertips, Kay looked right into the lens. "I've never eaten your cum, or anyone's. You know that, darling. But right now, I want to do it. I want to feel that seed pump into my mouth and down my throat. So watch carefully, Brian, 'cos this is something you're never going to get from me. You don't deserve it."

Clark only lasted a few more seconds. As soon as Kay started to tongue his tip again he started to babble. Even so, when the first spurt rocketed up and landed in her hair and forehead it took her by surprise. Her mouth opened in wonder as the second fell on her nose and mouth. But for the third she was in position, pointing his pulsing dick at her welcoming tongue. Spurt after spurt landed in her red-lipstick mouth.

She looked over at the camera to check. Perfect. Clark's hand was gripping the mobile tightly. Apart from his thrusts upwards and high-pitched cries, he had hardly moved. So obedient.

She took the mobile off him as he lay there panting. As if she was checking her make-up she brought it up close and stuck out her cum-covered tongue. Like a pill. Just take it.

She closed her mouth and swallowed. Not exactly tasty, but not so bad. A smile to camera. "How did you like that, hubby? Was it as good as you expected?"

She was hot again. I feel like a slut.

She began to take the cum from her face, wiping it across her lips and spooning it onto her tongue. Clark was irrelevant now. This was a game between herself and her husband. She blew him a kiss, and stopped recording. Watch it later and then delete it, before anyone else finds out.

A knock on the door. "Have you finished?" It was Joe. "I heard it. I'm coming in, okay?"

Kay quickly hid her mobile. "No, not now!" I'm naked!

"Too late." The door opened.

"Well, well, what do we have here?" He laughed on seeing Kay, covering her breasts and crotch with her hands. "You don't have to undress to do a handjob, you know!"

Kay flushed, but the shame was not the same. He'd have found out sooner or later anyway. I'm going to be a regular visitor.

"Can you wait there a second, Clark? I just need a word with ..... the lady." Joe took Kay's arm and led her back into the lounge. The curtains were still closed and she was still naked.

"I told you last time. I need those tits," he said, sitting her on the sofa and pulling off his trousers.

"God! You look so fucking hot right now."

Hot, me? With this body? Kay almost purred as his cock sprung out. She felt warm and tingly. I do not recognise you anymore. You're behaving like a whore.

Without any warning, Joe poured baby oil into her cleavage. She gasped, startled. He stood  between her legs and pointed his cock up at her. "Lean forwards, and wrap your boobs around this. I want you to give me a titfuck."

"Charming, I must say." But it was not a protest. Kay felt unleashed. She cupped her breasts, trapped Joe in them and started to knead this cock with her bosom. She looked up at the teenager as she did so.

"Like this?"

"That feels great. Molly does a lot of stuff, but she can't do this."

Molly.

Joe had taken over. Kay sat back on the armchair, twining her fingers together and pushing in her fleshy mounds as Joe thrust in. She looked down at the dick which kept appearing and disappearing from inside her cleavage. It made a slapping sound with the oil.

"Am I Clark's first..... woman?"

Joe chuckled. Without breaking his rhythm, he replied breathlessly, "Not even the first in your family."

"You've sent Molly in with your brother?!?"

"For nursing duties, just like you. Although to be honest, I don't think she was so enthusiastic. She does it from a sense of duty."

He leant over and grabbed the back of the armchair, "I can see you enjoy it. You're much more slutty than she is. Now talk dirty to me," he instructed.

Kay was nonplussed. "What?" What do I say?

"Talk dirty. It turns me on."

"Can't you fuck me? I'm hot again." This titfucking business is alright for you, but I've got my needs too.

"Next time," he grunted, and came. A string of thick white cum splattered on the base of her throat.

Kay looked up, smiling. "Good boy! That's a nice load. Give me a bit more."

He kept thrusting. She felt him cream up her cleavage, spreading out over her tits. and when she opened her breasts she saw they were sticky and covered in seed. Kay took his cock and cleaned it with her mouth, hearing him groan.

He sat down on the arm of the chair, all energy expended. She kept stroking him, feeling his hardness lose its edge.

"I'm leaving now, Joe. But before I go, we need to get this straight. I don't care if you've got the video or not; I don't mind coming back here once or twice a month when your mum isn't around. But you need to finish with Molly. You're no good for her. And she's going to university. I don't want her to get distracted." She bent over and began to suck his soft penis.

"Molly's a great girl, Mrs. Sinclair," He put his hand on her head lazily, "The other posh girls would never be seen dead with someone like me. She's the only one who would come to an estate like this. I like her, but I don't want it to get serious, 'cos she's not my type. And I don't want to hurt her either, so don't worry about the video. I was never gonna use it."

Kay looked up at him, his short blonde hair, soft kissable lips, and neck tattoos. You're just a kid, but you seem much older somehow.

"It's a deal, Joe. I'll come to nurse when I can, every two weeks or so."

"Be careful with Molly, though. She's too....obedient. Vulnerable. She does everything you ask her. She could easily end up with the wrong sort of person - much worse than me. Keep an eye out on her."

Kay lifted her head and kissed him. "I think it's time you took me home."

"Don't you want a shower first?" She could still feel traces of dried seed on her face. Her tits were a sticky mess. Her mouth had a tangy aftertaste. You've got it in your hair.

She smiled. "Take me home. I want to stay like this, a little bit longer."


Chapter 8: Sexual Addiction.

"First I want to say how much I appreciate you giving me this opportunity. You've been out of the public eye for a couple of years, and so it's an honour that you've chosen me to interview you."

He waved a hand. "I like your magazine. It's always respectful when it talks about public figures' private lives."

"What has made you decide to talk publicly about your addiction?"

"There's a lot of misunderstanding about sexual addiction. When a celebrity goes to a rehab centre for alcoholism or drug addiction, people now understand that it's a problem that requires solutions on several levels; medical and psychological treatment, emotional support, and so on."

"But when you say you have a problem with sex addiction, people too often say, 'Well that's amazing. How many women have you slept with?' It's awful to realise you don't have the same comprehension, and I feel that it's important for someone with my scale of influence to try and tip the scales."

"Would you say you have recovered?"

"No. I would say that the hardest part is over. I'm now in a process where-"

"Excuse me for interrupting. When you say the hardest part, I imagine you are talking about the days and weeks after the story broke?"

"That was awful, absolutely awful. But I wasn't referring to that. If we're talking about the process of recovery, you might be surprised to hear that the hardest part was when I left the clinic - supposedly rehabilitated, as several papers and magazines mentioned - and returned to my everyday life. Going back to the same environment and seeing and hearing the same triggers was very difficult for me. There were days I just wanted to lock myself away. But I'm proud of myself for the way I've pulled through it."

"But right now - excuse me for repeating - you wouldn't define yourself as a fully recovered sex addict?"

"Not fully, no. I don't suppose I ever will be. It's an addiction like any other. I'll have to be careful and watch my own behaviour."

"But sexual addiction - on one level at least - is not like others. A drug addict must stop consuming; an alcoholic must stop drinking; a smoker stop smoking. This is the way we can consider them more or less 'recovered'. But nobody suggests that you should abstain from normal sexual relationships." Or do they?

"I think you've hit the nail on the head. In fact, there is a debate as whether it should be classified as a medical disorder. Let me go back on what I've just said and make an important distinction. Alcohol and drugs are harmful for your health. Not so with sex. The problem is addiction itself. It's a behavioural disorder, just like work addiction or eating addictions. And it stems from anxiety. It affects our relationships and social environment not our physical health. But this also means - as you've just pointed out - that it's not as simple as giving up sex or whatever. It's about defeating depression."

"So by being a happier person, you can fight back against sexual addiction?"

"Or practically any other behavioural addiction. It's a bit simplistic to say that, but basically correct."

"When did you realise that you had a problem?"

"Really sit down and admit it to myself? When the storm broke and all these stories came out about my orgies and sex marathons and so on. But really, I knew it already. I just tried to pretend to myself that it was normal. I'm good-looking, I'm a famous actor. Women throw themselves at me. Why wouldn't I? That's how I justified it."

He was good-looking, even after all these years. Kay had been a fan of his ever since she was a teenager and he had first appeared in that US show about rich schoolkids. Even though Warren was not the star of the series, he had lasted on Hollywood's front line for the next twenty-five years while his colleagues had faded away into B-series and gilded retirement.

When he was discovered leaving a dingy LA whorehouse the shit hit the fan. Kay had not enjoyed the spectacle. It was a public crucifixion. All sorts of people crawled out of the woodwork to cash in on his downfall. Failed film stars, prostitutes, so-called friends and even some family members. But there had never been any suggestion of sexual abuse or harassment or anything of that nature.

When she finished she asked him for an autograph "for my daughter". It was for herself, of course. He offered her a drink.

She knew that the interview was going to be a huge scoop. He had been honest and his answers would not fail to stir not only his fans, but the general public and critics. Kay wanted to be part of his rehabilitation in the public eye.

She had not planned to tell or ask him anything, but he had been so frank that she found herself wanting to talk to him about her most intimate secrets. She had no-one to speak to and explain what had been on her mind for days and nights on end. She desperately needed to explain her predicament. My husband enjoys being dominated. Is that an addiction?

"Do you have the time to hear this? I feel I need to tell somebody, but it's not a short story."

"Hopefully, and with your help, I'll soon be too busy for long interviews. At the moment, time is just what I've got a lot of," he laughed, "Honestly, I don't think you'll be able to shock me. I've seen too much. So feel free to get it off your chest."

Kay sighed. "He's a fool, an absolute idiot. And so am I. I should just divorce him and let that girl send videos to his boss or whatever she's got and just ruin him. But I can't. He's still my Brian. I don't know if you can understand me."

She looked at the older man for confirmation. He nodded.

"She's got him by the balls. Literally. And she wants to sell him back to me."

He raised an eyebrow. "Sell him back to you?"

You see? You haven't seen everything!

"I met up with her the other day. Her offer was final. I hand over eight thousand pounds and she gives me back my husband. Those were her words." She paused. "Basically, I get the key, she deletes the videos, buggers off to university and we never see her again."

"And you believe her? About the videos, I mean."

"I've been thinking about this a lot. To be honest, I'm sure you won't delete them. I mean, she'll keep a copy somewhere for sure. But I don't think she'll send them to anyone if we pay her. I mean, why would she? She wouldn't get anything out of it. It could even harm her."

"From the sounds of it, she's very talented. I suppose she feels she can move onto better things." He stopped awkwardly. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean that in a bad way."

She laughed. I'm laughing! "No, I know what you mean. She's sucked us dry. What she's looking for is a footballer, the son of an oil tycoon," she chuckled, "or an actor - just be careful!" God, it feels so good to talk!

He laughed, too. "But just suppose it works out just as you say. How are you and your husband going to work this out? I mean, after all you've seen and heard, how do you get back to normal?"

"I haven't got the slightest idea. That was my question for you. I mean, this thing about being dominated. Is there a cure for that?"

He sighed and stroked his eyebrows. "You heard him. If you want to stay together, you're going to have to adapt to those fantasies." He held out his hand, reassuringly. "I don't mean you have to be with other men, exactly. But you do have to be in control. That's basically what he's crying out for."

Kay lowered her head. "That's what I'm thinking. But how do I do that?"

"Learn from the girl. Keep him locked up. Tease him. If you don't someone else will. That's the first thing."

"Even if I find the money to pay her, it's going to be weird living together together after this. And my daughter's going to university, so it's just going to be the two of us. I don't even know how we would talk about it. It makes me sick with nerves just thinking about it. I mean, does she just hand me the key like that, in front of him? Then she walks away, and what then? I'd just die. He would too. We wouldn't be able to speak to each other."

"Yes, you will. You'll tell him what you've seen. Even though it's awkward, in the end you'll be taking a huge load off his shoulders as well as your own. Then you tell him you're keeping him locked up for his own good...."

"And then?"

"And then you'll have to learn to be selfish with your own sexual desires. In the end, that's what he wants from you, too. I hope you understand, because I'm not going into any more detail."

Kay blushed and giggled. "Oh God. This is so embarrassing."

He leaned forward. "If you want to stay with your husband, what you do in the weeks following the ...er... handover will be very important. He's going to feel very guilty. That could lead to some destructive behaviour. I speak from experience. However, you have an opportunity that very few couples give themselves; a real, honest sexual relationship based on what makes you both feel complete, and not on what society - whatever that is - thinks your relationship should be."

"You've made me feel a lot better. But I'm still scared." Kay breathed out. "I don't know  where I'm going to get the money from anyway." As soon as she said it, she realised she had made a mistake.

"Eight thousand pounds? I can pay that."

"No, no, no! I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said anything. I'll be alright."

"But it isn't a donation. I'll pay you that money if you come on a date with me."

Kay turned crimson. "You must be joking!"

"No, no! Don't get me wrong. I don't mean sex or anything. Just a date. A meal, a drink, some conversation..."

She was flabbergasted. She forgot all about the offer of financial help. "With me? But... you just need to click your fingers and you can have any girl you want!"

He sat back in his chair, visibly relaxed. "Believe me, Kay - can I call you Kay? - those slim beautiful types you're thinking of don't attract me the way they used to." He smiled at her. "This conversation we're having is worth all the swimwear models in America. And don't run yourself down so much. You deserve a lot more."

She flushed. "I don't need the money."

"Good!" He laughed, "In that case we'll have the date with no misunderstanding."

She did not refuse. How could I refuse?

"You give me your number, and I'll phone in a few weeks. But that's it. If you say no, I won't call again."

My childhood idol, asking me out! Another thought cut in on her: You can't. You're married and immediately another: Learn to be selfish. This is what your husband wants.

She opened her mouth, but could not answer.

"Oh, and another thing!" he chuckled, "You could give me that girl's number, too. I would love to give her a helping hand in Hollywood. I can think of quite a few ex-colleagues and ex-friends I could introduce her to."




Chapter 9: Femdom.

"Have you ever sucked cock, puppy?"

Brian, tied to the chair, shook his head. He looked nervously at the thick black strapon that Indira was brandishing.

"Then I think it's important you learnt, don't you? I mean, you never know when it could come in useful. Open up."

Brian reluctantly opened his mouth, and Indira thrust the phallus deep inside. He gagged immediately. She withdrew it and waited for him to recover.

"Well, that's not very good, is it? You need to put in some practice."

She stepped back and put on the appendage, buckling it up around her jeans. "What do you want me to do to you, Mr. Sinclair?" Brian shook his head desperately.

"Do you remember the last conversation we had? We spoke about a lot of things, didn't we? I said I wasn't going to be around much longer. You said you were going to help me with my tuition fees...." She winked at him.

"...and you told me a few things too, you remember? You said you would like to see your wife get fucked by a big black cock. Would you like to see me fuck your wife?"

Brian looked at her miserably. Please don't bring Kay into this.

"Mr. Sinclair, just one question." She stood in front of him, cock pointing up at his face. "Do you love your wife?"

"More than anything in the world," he answered defiantly.

"Well you've got a funny way of expressing it!" she laughed. Brian flushed. "And do you think she loves you?"

"Yes, I'm sure she does."

"How sweet! Your marriage is enough to make me believe in true love," Indira smiled maliciously.

"So tell me; imagine she found out about this little hobby we share." She stopped and bent slightly so she could look Brian squarely in the eyes. "Do you think she would divorce you?"

Brian squirmed in his chair. His willy was unlocked- free but limp. He was not enjoying this conversation. "I think we could work it out, I really do."

"Wonderful!" Indira cried, "And you know, I think so too."

She began to walk in circles around the bedroom. Brian was feeling extremely nervous. This was not like other times. He wanted to pay and get teased by this Indian temptress.

She stopped and faced him. "But you wouldn't be able to get back to normal, would you? I mean, if she knows what I know. If she knows your fantasies..."

"They're just fantasies, Indira."

He had called her by name. She noticed, and raised an eyebrow. He blanched a little under her gaze.

She nodded thoughtfully. "So you wouldn't get hard if you see her get fucked by this cock? Are you sure?"

He looked at her fearfully.

"Shouldn't we put that to the test?"

Under Brian's fearful gaze, Indira walked to the bathroom and opened the door. "Come out, Mrs. Sinclair."

Brian felt his heart freeze. No way. It can't be true!

He gasped for air as his wife appeared before him, dressed in heels, corset and stockings. Her pussy had been waxed bare; her hair had soft light-chestnut highlights; and  around her neck hung a necklace. The key!

"Hello Brian!" Kay greeted him. He hung his head. Overwhelmed by shame and humiliation, he could not answer,.

"How does she look, Mr. Sinclair? Be a good husband, and let her know how beautiful she is!"

He tried to claw back some self-control. "She's beautiful. She always has been." He looked at his wife pleadingly.

"Your wife has bought you off me, Mr. Sinclair, so I don't think she's interested in divorce. That's the good news. And the fact that I'm not going to blackmail you anymore is another."

She came up to Brian and squeezed his nipples hard. He writhed in pain. "Your worries need to go in another direction. Listen to me."

Brian looked up at her. He had heard what she said, and hope flickered in his eyes. Turning to his wife he cried, "Please don't divorce me, Kay. I'm sorry, I really am. I can't justify myself. But I love you, I swear."

Kay looked at him sadly. "Brian, you should have told me."

Indira cut in before he could answer. "You've got to realise that if she's bought you, then you're hers. I don't know if you understand what I'm saying."

"You've hurt me, Brian. You've let me down. It's going to take time for you to make it up to me. But you will," explained Kay.

She approached her husband and put a hand on his cheek. "I've got the key, hubby, and I've got the videos. If you even think about divorcing me then your parents, your boss, your friends- everyone will get them in their inbox. Think about that."

Brian hung his head. Kay continued, "And you're going to sign off your bank account tomorrow. You've shown you can't be trusted with the money. It's going to be in my name. All of it. The cards, too. You'll get a weekly allowance. Nod your head if you agree."

Brian nodded quickly. His only sensation was relief. She doesn't want to divorce me.

But Indira snorted behind her, "If you agree?! You don't need him to agree anything. You're the boss now."

She came up behind the older lady. "Have you finished talking? Now bend over, Mrs. Sinclair."

"Do we have to?" Kay turned towards the teenager.

She spoke without animosity. A long conversation - and the payment - in a busy central café two days before had changed their relationship. Secretly, Kay even admired her. Indira was an evil, gold-digging, home-wrecking bitch, there was no doubt about that. But she had given Kay an opening, and she was helping her to find her way forward. After the experience with Clark and her interview with the actor Kay felt optimistic. And so although she owed no gratitude to the beautiful Indian girl, neither did she bear her so much ill-will.

Simply, she was embarrassed to do this in front of her husband. The two women had talked about it and Kay had agreed to go ahead for the reasons Indira had given her. But right at that moment she felt foolish. If she had been alone she would have unlocked Brian, extracted some empty promises, and tried to return to their previous life.

"Yes, we do. Bend over." Indira pushed Kay's back down and her arse back. Brian's face was no more than a couple of inches from his wife's as she gripped his arms to support herself. Her ample cleavage - made more prominent by the corset - was well within his line of vision.

"I'm so sorry, Kay," he whispered, "I don't deserve you."

She was about to answer, but her mouth stayed open as Indira penetrated her from behind.

"More lube, Mrs. Sinclair?" Kay did not answer.

"No, well... a bit more, maybe." Brian heard a slurping sound. There was a pause.

"This is a little present for the two of you," Indira explained, "I could have just buggered off with the money. There's no real reason for me to be here."

Kay gasped again. Indira had entered her.

"I suppose I just like the thought of fucking your wife in front of you. I mean, there's more to life than just money. I enjoy what I do. It makes me feel great, knowing I can play around with you two like this."

Kay's eyes were closed. Her body rocked slightly as Indira penetrated her. Brian looked at her tenderly, in a way he had not done for years. Those delicate features had not been ruined with time: the well-drawn contour of her lips; the gentle oval face and soft smile. And if worry and age had carved lines in her forehead and around her eyes, then at that precise moment, subject to Indira's thrusts, they were softened with the pleasure she was experiencing.

Indira's cock slurped out of her again. Kay opened her eyes suddenly and gave a sigh of frustration.

"Turn around and sit on him," the teenager ordered.

Brian felt the full weight of his wife on his lap. His now-erect penis thrust up into her fleshy buttocks. She took his head and pushed it forward onto her shoulder. He saw her fleshy boobs and below, her clean-shaven mound.

Without ceremony or foreplay Indira stepped forward and thrust the strapon inside her cunt. "This is your first time wife-watching, isn't it? Get used to it."

Brian witnessed his wife's penetration, fascinated.

"Can you see her, hubby, what she's doing to me?" Kay had never called him 'hubby'. It drove him wild to hear it. His penis jerked up against her backside.

"Her cock is bigger than yours, hubby." Kay lifted her feet onto Brian's knees. Now completely open to Indira's assault, she began to rub her bud. Brian himself rocked as his wife was pushed back onto him.

For years now, their sex had been no more than a passionless ten-minute chore to be done with as soon possible. Brian could hardly recognise his own wife, the way she was wallowing in her pleasure.

What has happened to her? he thought. Then he remembered his own private life with Indira and quivered. This was always her, but I wasn't able to bring it out into the open. Her desires were hidden, like mine.

"This was your fantasy, Mr. Sinclair. How do you it? Does it excite you to see your wife's pussy being fucked? Is your little willy hard?"

"No, I don't like it at all. I told you it was just a fantasy."

He knew full well that his future relationship with his wife depended on this moment. He could see where things were heading. And he had no intention of being a cuckold. It's only a fantasy. I don't really want it. They don't understand.

Kay knew he was lying. She could feel his little cock pressing up against her. But when this was over he would talk to her, explain himself, apologise. He would tell her about his fantasies. They could play together, watch videos, recover that spark.... but he did not like where things were heading.

"It was a fantasy, Indira. Just a fantasy."

Her face darkened. Grabbing Kay by the hair, she dragged her off Brian's lap.

"And what's that, you lying bastard?" She pointed down at his erection, and then at the older woman.

"He's lying to you. He hasn't even been touched. How often have you ever seen him that excited?"

Kay looked embarrassed. The situation was awkward.

"The strapon," ordered Indira, "The other one. Get it."

Kay went into the bathroom and returned with another appendage. Indira took it in her hands and approached Brian.

"Congratulations. After all these years, you're going to give your wife a real fucking. Bite on this."

He shook his head, so she twisted his nipple, inserted the mouthpiece when he yelled, and fastened the strap over his head.

"Lube; plenty of lubrication." She squeezed a tube out onto her palm and began to wank the cock that was protruding from Brian's mouth.

Overwhelmed by what was happening, he was unbuckled and taken over to where his wife sat on the edge of the bed.

"You, on the floor." He obeyed passively.

"Mrs. Sinclair, sit back and open those cheeks. You're going to love this."

"Are you alright, darling?" Kay looked down at him, inquiringly. "Just do this for me, okay? We'll talk about it later."

Indira took his head from behind and pushed his mouth-cock towards her arsehole.

"Fuck her."

Brian held back. Apart from looking foolish in front of his wife, he was worried about hurting her.

"Drill it in slowly, lover boy. Make her feel like a real woman," Indira taunted, pushing his head forward and guiding the strapon into his wife's pussy.

"Slowly does it. Have you been fucked in the arse before, Mrs. Sinclair?"

"No," came the reply. She sounded uneasy.

"Don't worry, you'll love it. Just tell your husband when to push in and when to hold back."

How on earth does she know so much about sex at her age? Brian pushed in gently. Kay moaned. "It feels...weird," she said.

"That's just at the beginning. Let me help you take your mind off it." The teenager stepped forward, and Brian suddenly found himself under the Indian's groin and between her thighs. She lifted his wife's legs open, holding them up with her arms. Her cock brushed against Brian's forehead before Kay's pussy lips welcomed her in. Her shaft penetrated his wife's pussy just in front of his eyes.

It was humiliating for Brian, kneeling on the floor and servicing his wife in this way while seeing her pussy being fucked by a teenage girl. And yet, at the same time, he felt a sexual need that his wife had not sparked in him for years, if ever. His hand went to his cock. It was solid.

He started to stroke himself, but Indira pulled his hair. "You're here to give your wife real pleasure for the very first time, you selfish bastard. Concentrate!"

Kay squirmed slightly. "I'm not sure if I like it. I want to poo."

"It's your first time. You have to loosen up a bit." Kay felt a change in rhythm; the Indian was matching her stroke with Brian's and the pressure in her groin was suddenly intensified. She gasped. She found it difficult to distinguish one penetration from the other. It felt more like one huge cock filling her up than two.

Kay began to touch herself. Somewhere in the back of her mind was the knowledge that her middle-aged, slightly balding husband was embedded in this strange situation.

You know what you have to do. You've made your decision. Now just enjoy this.

"Tell him what you want from your marriage, Mrs. Sinclair. He's hot and hard and eager to listen. Tell him what it's going to be like from now on."

"I need other cocks, Brian, not yours." A muffled groan could be heard from behind his mouthpiece. "You're going to be locked up, darling, while they take me. But I'll let you watch if that makes you hot and sweaty."

Indira was enjoying herself. There was nothing sexual about this. For her, it was all about humiliation. Teachers, the school studs, older businessmen; quite apart from the financial incentive, what motivated her was the feeling of power.

When a Drama teacher frantically thrust forward between her closed thighs in the backstage of the school theatre; when the school stud, red-faced and stammering, kissed her feet before the whole class; when she dressed up a businessman in his wife's lingerie and made him insert assorted objects into his butt as she took photos.

Humiliation and power - the power of humiliation - were her goal, and sex was just another vehicle there.

"You'd love that," Indira shouted as she grabbed him by the hair and pushed him violently into his wife's soft backside. "And you'd beg her to clean up after, wouldn't you, you filthy bastard?"

She began to pound into the older woman. "I should have brought some friends with me today, to line up and take your wife, one after the other. You'd have loved that."

Kay's hand was a blur on her clit. Tyrone, Clark, Joe, my husband watching.

The thought that her husband could be turned on by that - and unable to touch himself, unable to cum - made Kay lose all control. My husband, always hot, always hungry watching me with lustful and jealous eyes, wanting me, desiring me, worshipping me; me at the centre of his life.

Both Brian and Indira pushed together in what felt like one huge thrust from one huge cock. Her hips lifted, she cried out, and began to buck on the bed.

Wide-eyed and weak with desire, Brian watched in awe as his wife jerked and screamed on his face. This was a different woman. Gone were the timid fumbles under the sheets, the hurried thrusts and discreet, tasteful orgasms. What he saw now was total abandon.

His hand went to his penis, instinctively. But Indira saw it and gave him a tremendous blow to the back of his head, pulling his head back out, savagely.

"You see what an orgasm looks like? Now you know what happens when a woman really cums. Welcome to the real world," she whispered.

Brian was fascinated. His wife's cunt glistened, and the juices were seeping down into her still-open arsehole. It was a truly beautiful sight. Kay, lying back on the bed, was sobbing with exhaustion, and Brian, now freed from his mouthpiece and his secrets, had fallen in love again.

"Well, Mrs. Sinclair, my job is done." Indira unbuckled her strapon and let it fall. "I really don't think you'll see much more of me. I've got no intention of returning. So good luck with your new life...." She leant over Kay and with one hand began to touch her engorged clitoris. "...and thank you for treating me like a daughter, more or less," she chuckled.

She inserted two fingers inside Kay's pussy and began to massage. Kay shivered and moaned.

"And thanks for the eight grand, of course. I don't imagine it will last long. But don't worry; I've already got some other projects to work on."

Kay was whimpering and begging her to stop, "Please, it's too tender!"

Indira ignored her. "Just don't mess up now. Don't believe a word your husband says - he wants to be cuckolded, he wants to be denied, he wants to be humiliated. Give it to him. Don't back out now."

She turned to Brian. "It's been a pleasure, Mr. Sinclair." She looked down into his face, smiling.

"You'll thank me for this someday soon. Be a good hubby; help your wife to be happy. And start now." She pushed his face into his wife's groin, then turned and left the room.

"Oh, darling. You haven't done this for years!" Brian was licking her pussy, spurred by the eroticism of the moment and eager to make amends; glad also, to put off the moment of reckoning.

Kay gripped his head firmly and began to gently push and gyrate her hips into his face. He felt his mouth and nose smeared with her juices.

"Darling, we can't go back to what we were before, you know that, don't you?"

He raised his head, "Kay, I.... don't....want you to believe what she said about other men. That was just fantasy." He blushed slightly.

She rose up on her elbows and looked down at him. "You cheated on me, you do realise that?"

He started to protest, but she put her hand up to stop him.

"Keep using your mouth, darling, and don't spoil the moment. Up until now, you've got off lightly." Not knowing how to answer, he obeyed. He felt his willy slacken.

"I don't care you didn't fuck her - because she didn't let you, to start with - but what you did was betrayal in capital letters. Our money, Brian! Our daughter's future! That's much worse than a fling with the secretary." Her eyes blazed. "Keep licking."

Brian, burning with shame, tried to bury himself in her pussy. She carried on, "You owe me, Brian, in all possible ways. I don't want to divorce you, but things have to change. The first is that all our money is going into one account, in my name. You can give whatever excuse you like at work, but I'm taking your wages."

There was nothing Brian could say. He knew full well that he could not be trusted and that he could not even trust himself. He had proved it.

"And the second thing is that you're going to be locked up. For the same reason. So I can breathe easy. So I can be sure."

Brian lifted his head again, alarmed. Seeing his reaction, Kay's face darkened. "So, you had no worries about locking yourself up for that little hussy, but you don't want to do it for your wife!"

Brian shook his head frantically. "No, no! It's okay, I accept. I understand you."

Kay nodded at him. "I told you before but just in case you weren't listening, I'll repeat it; Indira's given me some videos. They're pretty humiliating. Someday we'll sit down and watch them together." Her voice was stern, "Don't mess me around, Brian. If there's a divorce, those videos will go out to everybody in your address list. Everybody!"

Brian rested his forehead on her thigh. During the lovemaking he had had the illusion that all would be well. Now it was clear how much damage he had inflicted. He was completely flaccid. He felt sick to the core.

"Come up here with me," she told him. Her tone was softer. Brian quietly sat next to her and leant his head on her shoulder.

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

"But it doesn't have to be bad, Brian. This can be good for us, you know?" She took his head and looked into his eyes, "But we need to forgive each other, wipe clean everything we've done up until now."

Brian felt a wave of relief wash over him. "Please!" Tears welled up in his eyes.

"But on my side, too."

He looked at her, startled.

"But you have to remember one thing; what you're about to see happened after I had found out what you were doing, about Indira, about the money, everything. I was very angry, Brian. Furious."

What does she mean? What is she talking about? Brian's mouth went dry. A curious sensation fluttered in his stomach. Nerves? Excitement? Dismay?

Kay took her tablet and sat down beside him. "This is what happened after I saw what you were doing."

What Brian saw was like a punch in the stomach. Suddenly, he struggled to breathe. His wife was on a bed, holding a black cock against her cheek. The size of that thing! he thought, shocked to the core.

"A present for you, darling hubby. This is what you wanted to see, isn't it, sweetheart? A big black cock being serviced by your loving wife."

When was this? Who was she with? A flame seemed to light up, burning him inside. Yet his eyes did not leave the screen. Kay's head began to bob up and down on that huge cock, slurping and sucking.

Brian felt his groin stir. No, please don't! he pleaded to himself.

"You're getting excited, hubby." Brian could not take his eyes off the scene before him. He knew that his reaction was not right and wanted to stop it. He needed to feel indignant.

"No I'm not!" he answered defiantly.

"Yes, you are darling. Look!" She took his willy. It was fully erect. "I've never seen you get hard so fast."

Brian was utterly exposed. His burning cheeks told her the same story as his small jutting penis. "It's just a fantasy," he whispered desperately.

"Darling, this isn't a fantasy. It's me, just a few days ago, in bed with a black man." As she whispered in his ear her hand was stroking him slowly.

He did not even look at her, watching the way her fingers and tongue teased that bulbous black dick. "Oh God!" he muttered. He saw his wife look out of the screen, staring directly at him.

"I've never eaten your cum, or anyone's. You know that, darling. But right now, I want to do it. I want to feel that seed pump into my mouth and down my throat. So watch carefully, Brian, 'cos this is something you're never going to get from me. You don't deserve it."

"OH GOD!" His eyes opened like a madman's, his hips lifted; Kay took away her hand quickly, brought it up to his nipple, and twisted hard, like Indira did. He screamed, writhed, toppled on the edge and then drew back, panting.

His wife paused the video. Brian was lying back on the bed, breathing deeply. "You were being honest when you spoke to Indira. Why can't you be honest with me?"

"Kay, please," he begged, "This is madness."

"This isn't about what other people think, darling. This is about you and me. Or do you want to go back to how it was before; you keeping your dirty little secrets to yourself, or selling them to your daughter's friend?"

Brian covered his face. He was cornered.

"That's not going to happen anymore. You've got a very simple choice; you can be honest with me and tell me what you really feel and we can work out what sort of life we can have together. Or you can choose to live a life of pure frustration, denying yourself and denied by me. The decision is yours, but the key is mine."

Brian did not know what to say. He opened his mouth a few times, and then closed it. He could not bring himself to say that he wanted to see her used by other men.

"You're still stiff, darling. I'm going to put on the rest of the video. Do you want to wank off to it? I'll let you cum."

Stubbornly, he shook his head. He's got his pride, poor thing.

"In that case I'm going to lock you up, okay darling? But you need to watch anyway. We need this out in the open."

You cheating whore!

His thoughts were interrupted by another strong twist on his nipple - "We've got to get that little willy down a bit" - and then the cage closed on his cock. He felt absolutely defeated. They had taken away his independence, his dignity, his self-esteem, his manhood. A divorce would be better than this.

"Let's have a look at what happens next, shall we?" Trembling with fear and excitement, Brian saw his wife flick her tongue along the tip of that giant cock. Suddenly, it ejaculated. Cum landed on her hair, on her face, her mouth and nose.

Brian moaned. He was rock hard again, pushing up against the walls of his cage. Kay was catching more cum on her tongue, and he wanted to stroke himself. God, I need to cum!

On the screen, she was licking thick and swallowing thick clots of seed. Even with her eyes on him, watching his extreme arousal, he could not control himself. He reached down but could do nothing. He was locked up.

"How did you like that, hubby? Was it as good as you expected?" His on-screen wife was wiping cum across her lips and spooning it onto her tongue. She blew him a kiss, and the video went dead.

"Was it, hubby? Was it as good as you expected? Wouldn't you like to see it in the flesh?" she teased.

He shook his head in stubborn resistance. But it didn't matter. Both knew those images would work their way deeper inside his brain in the coming days; when asleep, when watching his wife put on a sudden new array of sexy attire, when passing a black man on the street.

"Too bad for you. You'll be the only one to suffer." She pushed him off the bed. "But don't expect me to go without. Get down there and finish with your tongue what you started. Meanwhile, I'll tell you how he fucked me."

She lay back. "And not a word of protest. Remember, you owe me."


Chapter 10: Swapping

"Phone me if you need anything, okay darling? Or maybe a message would be better, just in case I'm busy. Only call me if it's important."

Brian nodded sadly.

"Remember there's still some fish pie in the fridge. And get yourself a takeaway. Tomorrow you've got that date with Sally, so that's sorted. I've left you enough money for some drinks as well. I don't want her paying for anything."

"I'm going to miss you, Kay."

He meant it. She smiled at him and give him a kiss.

"I'll miss you too, darling," she giggled, "But it's just the weekend. I'll be here by the time you get home on Monday."

She looked beautiful, absolutely stunning, with a soft new mid-length haircut that suited her doll-like face; a perfect manicure and subtle yet suggestive make-up; an hourglass figure sculpted by her corset, under a plunge dress which gave a heart-stopping view of ample cleavage, and a fine slender leg. Above all, she had another way of holding herself, a glimmer in her eye, the soft smile of a woman who knows she is desired and desirable.

"Have a good time with... on the yacht. Send me some photos," Brian called out after her.

"Will do, darling. Remember I've given Sally the key, so you'll have your own fun tomorrow."

The door closed. Brian wandered into the lounge and watched sorrowfully as she got into the back of the car that had been sent to pick her up. He was worried. She had had four dates with the actor - the last two including sex; she had told him all about it - but this time she was flying off with him in his private jet to spend some days sailing in the Greek islands. There was no way he could compete with that.

Molly was at university; The house was empty and Brian felt utterly alone. He switched on the TV, checked a few channels and turned it off again. The noise irritated him. He went over to the fridge. There were no beers anymore; Kay had banned them.

He put on the kettle and looked at it absent-mindedly as it heated, forgetting to prepare the teapot. A few months ago he would have already been on a porn channel, but now with his cage it would just be torture.

I'll get ready for tomorrow he thought. What else is there to do? He left the kettle and went up to the bedroom to check out his wardrobe. It's been more than twenty years since I've had a date with anyone else except Kay.

Polo's the best. Shirt and tie could be too formal. As he laid out his clothes on the bed a vague excitement began to push through his woeful mood. He checked himself out in the mirror. He was looking good!

Since their 'reset', as Kay put it, they had both gone to the local gym practically every day. It was a good way to spend time together, start new conversations as a couple, share experiences, and get in shape. Although he was no Adonis, Brian had a firmer posture, wider shoulders, and his belly no longer stuck out from under his chest.

He spent the rest of the evening undergoing a thorough grooming - a body spring clean - purging excess body hair, nails and dry skin, and was putting the finishing touches to his sideburns when the phone rang. It was Kay.

"Are you alright, darling?"

"Yes, Kay. I miss you, though." He could hear the unmistakeable whine from the inside of an aeroplane.

"That's sweet, baby. We're just going to take off now, and I just wanted to check how you were. You looked so sad when I left you."

"Don't worry about me, Kay. I have to get used to it. You have a good time. Just make sure you come back, darling. I don't know what I'd do without you."

She laughed. "Baby, he doesn't want anything serious. Just a bit of company and hot sex," she sniggered, "You should see this plane - it's amazing! There's a really plush living room with a drinks bar and huge screen and everything. Then there's a bedroom at the back. I'm planning on trying it out."

"That's wonderful. I'm so happy for you, darling."

"Don't sound so down, baby. You haven't seen the last of me yet!" she laughed, "Seriously, darling. There's no way I'd leave you for anybody. You're a fantastic, supportive husband, now you want to see me happy, and I appreciate what you're doing. So just relax. I'll tell you all the details on Monday," she giggled again, "Just tell Sally not to wear you out, okay?"

Brian felt both reassured and stirred by the conversation. He had been told that the actor was rather unusual in his erotic tastes. Kay had taken immense pleasure in their brief encounters. But this weekend was going to be the real thing; not a hotel room, but his own yacht, his own private sexual playroom.

*          *           *

"So Brian, how long has it been?" asked Sally smugly, the next evening.

"Since we had our last date?"

"I know that already. About twenty-three years." She leaned forward and whispered conspiratorially, "I mean, how long since Kay has let you have an orgasm?"

"Sally!" Brian blushed.

"Well? Don't try to keep it a secret, Brian. She's told me all about your little arrangement."

"About five weeks yesterday." His face was burning.

"Oh Lord! I didn't think that was possible for a man. Don't you get wet dreams?"

"Sometimes," he admitted. A lot.

"And Kay's away fucking that sex god? I hate her so much! How can you let her do that?"

Brian lowered his eyes. "Shouldn't we order something?"

"Is it true that you like it? You get hard when Kay tells you about what they do to her?"

Please shut up! "I think I'll have some fish. We don't tend to have it much at home."

Sally's eyes were gleaming. It felt like a cat and mouse having dinner together.

"She told me that's when you get, er.... let off the leash. She comes home, you eat her out, and then she tells you what they did to her while you stroke your willy." She gritted her teeth. "What a bitch!" she almost shouted, "How come others get all the luck?"

"Sally, can you keep your voice down? People are looking."

But Sally was in no mood to let Brian off the hook. She was ecstatic, and after ordering she returned to the fray. "You know, Brian. We've never talked about the way you dumped me."

"Sally, that was ages ago." Can't we have one of those dates where nobody knows what to say? I prefer that type of awkward.

"But why did you drop me for Kay? I  was pretty, I had big tits- still do, of course- sex was great, we didn't argue much.....what was wrong? Is it because you wanted to date a white girl?"

"No Sally!" Brian was genuinely shocked. "That wasn't the reason at all. You should know that."

She looked at him, eyebrow raised. "It's just that...I don't know. We just clicked," he mumbled.

She nodded her head up and down emphatically. "Clicked. Yessir. That's the perfect word. And who's gonna unclick you now?"

She pulled the necklace up out of her huge breasts and showed it to him. That key was the centre of his life. He hated it, yet it made him feel weak every time he saw it. Sally's my third keyholder.

"Just between you and me, now that Kay's on a luxury yacht somewhere being fucked silly by an A-list Hollywood actor-"

"Not exactly A-list. I mean, his best years were already behind him even before that scandal."

"His cock is A-list, though. At least, that's what your wife told me." She smiled as Brian blushed and looked around him. Could you keep your voice down?

"Getting back to where I was before you interrupted me; Don't you regret dumping me and marrying her? Now you know you made a big mistake, you-"

"Stop right there, Sally. She's my wife and your friend. There's no way we're going to carry on with this line of conversation."

She ran right through his protest. "If you'd stayed with me I'd be waiting for you every evening when you get home from work, bent over on the sofa, ready for you to fuck me silly."

Brian fell silent. He licked his lips nervously.

"And I'd wake you up every morning with a nice sloppy blowjob. Like I used to, remember?" She smiled at him maliciously. He did not reply.

"D'you remember when I jerked you off on the bus?" she teased.

"No I don't." How could I forget? I came in my pants!

"And when you fucked me in the toilets?" He shook his head stubbornly. She laughed. "Look under the table," she whispered. Brian looked at her quizzically. She nodded at him encouragingly.

His curiosity getting the better of him, he dropped his napkin and looked under. Sally opened her impressive thighs. She wasn't wearing anything! Brian jerked his head up so fast he hit his head on the table. Sally laughed out loud.

As the meal went on Sally gave Brian a graphic and detailed description of everything they had done together, everything that the actor would do to Kay, and everything they would do that same night. Brian squirmed. The pressure in his cock cage was uncomfortable.

"What do you think they're doing? Kay says he's a bit kinky. Do you think she'll let him fuck her in the arse?"

"She takes it all down now, did she tell you? It makes her feel dirty. But how much cum do you think it's safe to swallow? I bet she'll have quite a bit swishing around in her belly this weekend...."

"D'you remember the titjobs I used to do on you? You loved them, didn't you, you filthy little boy?" she giggled, "And now they're double the size! Imagine seeing them wrapped around your little dinky?"

"So you get turned on by May being serviced by other guys? When are you moving on to the next level?"

Brian blinked, "What do you mean, the next level?"

"When are you going to be there to watch her on the end of a good fucking? Are you going to hide in a closet, or just sit there and wank? Or will she lock you up 'til after?"

"Sally," he whispered furiously, "You're too loud. Can we talk about this later?"

She laughed merrily, "There's going to be no time for talking later. You owe me twenty years of pussy munching."

And she did not lie. Once back at her house, and without any further ceremony she made him strip down to his chastity belt in front of her.

"So this is it," she said to herself in wonder, "I'd heard about these things but I didn't think people really used them." She began to stroke and caress him, looking curiously into his face as he winced. "She really has got you by the balls, hasn't she?" she whispered.

"Does this hurt you?" She had taken his cock cage in her mouth, and her finger delved between his buttocks to massage his hole. Brian moaned his answer.

"Poor baby. Such a shame,." She pushed him down onto his knees. "Now get to work. This pussy's got cobwebs. It needs a good spring cleaning."

Sally leant back on the sofa and opened her huge thighs. "Time for dessert!" Brian leant forward hungrily. The discomfort he was suffering only spurred him on. He had to earn his release.

"Good Lord, I forgot how good you were at eating pussy!" Sally was loud and vocal. "C'mon baby, lick out this pussy! I want to see it spotless."

It was tremendously erotic. Brian found refuge from the pain of his swollen penis within her thighs. He licked her lips and crack desperately, then flicked his tongue on her clit. She pushed his head in further. "Stick your tongue in there. Fuck me with your mouth!" He obeyed, drunk on the heavy scent of her womanhood.

"My clit, back to my clit." Brian wanted to impress her, using not only his tongue but his lips; complimenting each lick with firm kisses on her hard little bud. With two fingers he slid into her wetness and began to gently massage her from inside. "Like that. Exactly like that. Don't you dare change!" Excited by her arousal, eager to please, Brian kept his rhythm.

"That's it. That feels so good!"

Suddenly her thighs closed in on him, squeezing his face in a pincer movement. He was suffocated by her soft black flesh. He frantically lapped at her bud, massaging her pussy walls from inside, desperately hoping for her to orgasm and be free to breathe.

"I'm cumming already!"

She began to spasm. Already weak from lack of breath, Brian felt his head rock back and forth as she trembled. Then, suddenly, he was let loose from her powerful thighs. Gasping for breath, he pulled out slightly and in that exact same moment a hot stream spurt from her open pussy onto his face and into his open mouth.

What the fuck is this? Horrified, he let loose a muffled cry, but could do nothing to avoid it. A steamy shower shot out onto his face and ran down his chin. She's pissing!

Sally had taken over the control of her vagina, plunging her fingers inside and violently pumping. After a moment she pulled her lips upward and squirted some more onto Brian's face, yelping desperately. She repeated. Brian, shocked, kneeling, took it open-mouthed.

"Oh God!" Sally's orgasm mixed with her laughter. She had hardly finished ejaculating when she collapsed into screams of hilarity. "Your face!"

"What was that? What have you just done?" cried Brian.

She was crying tears of laughter. "I forgot to tell you. I've developed this squirting technique these last few years. I bet you're impressed, aren't you?"

"That wasn't pee?"

"That was ejaculation, baby. Learn to like it, because there's more where that came from. You're going to be taking a whole lot of it this weekend."

Brian was stunned. He had never seen anything like it in his life. Slowly, it began to dawn on him that he had just played part in it. He smiled, timidly. "That was....interesting."

"Be careful, because you might get hooked!" Sally took his face in her hand and squeezed his cheeks into a pout. "Look what you've been missing out on!"

"Sally?" asked Brian shyly, "Can I....I mean, can you let me out now?"

She cackled, "Do you really think I'd forgive you that easily? I'm a proud woman, and you've got a lot to make up for." She turned around on the sofa and pushed her butt in his face. "Start using your mouth on my arsehole, and you'll see how soon I'll give you another fountain show."

Brian, drenched and needy, opened her huge cheeks to reveal the little pink eye peeping out at him. He reached out his tongue and began to tease it softly. The night had just started, and it was going to be long.

*          *           *

"He gave me quite a surprise, I can tell you!" Shoulder deep in foam, Kay sipped her glass of wine as Brian scrubbed her neck with the exfoliating sponge. "I thought it was just going to be just the two of us, but it turned out that he had brought along a few of his friends..."

"What do you mean by a few?"

"Seven in total. I recognised a couple of them. And another lady; but she was paid to be there. She certainly looked like a professional."

"And so....?"

"I was fucked silly all weekend long. They hardly gave me time to sleep. Two of his sons were there, too, and they were just insatiable. Like savages, really."

"Can you start at the beginning?"

"I'm getting ahead of myself, aren't I? We had our own private moment on the plane itself, which was lovely. You know, he just takes ages. He treats me, like....not exactly a love doll, because he wants you to enjoy it. He's more like a craftsman, you know? First of all he makes me strip down and work on his cock. Then he lies me down and fucks me doggystyle; then he starts touching me up. By now, of course, I'm really hot, but he's just getting started."

"He straps me to this sort of bench he's got - you can't help imagining how many women he's had there before you - and he starts messing around; touching my pussy and arsehole; playing with dildos and vibrators. But he doesn't let me cum. Every time I get close he stops and wanders off into the plane, and I'm just lying there, soaking. It's awful, really, but so sexy at the same time."

"Then he comes back and carries on. He fucks me in the arse, which just feels delicious. It's a shame you haven't tried it, darling. And then, just to make things worse he starts on my pussy with a vibrator. But at the same time as he's in my backside."

"The thing is, he goes so slow it's almost agony. I'm begging him just to fuck me and let me cum, but he won't do it. Just when I'm right there - seconds away - he stops again. By now I'm almost in tears. It's sadistic, really."

She lifted her arm so Brian could soap her armpit. "Then he sits down and makes me say all these naughty things. I mean, about who gives me more pleasure, you or him. Or who's got a bigger cock or who makes me cum harder. I hope you don't mind, darling. But I mean, it's only true, isn't it? He loves it when I tell him you don't get to fuck me anymore. It drives him wild."

"He tells me I'm a slut and then he spanks my backside with a sort of paddle. It really hurts, but because you're so turned on it's kind of sexy, you know? And he makes me tell him what a whore I am, and what a slut, and how much I like cock, and stuff like that. I mean, how long does it take to fly to Santorini? Almost four hours? Well, I bet you this went on for at least three."

"But the worst thing is that he came in my mouth and left it at that. He didn't let me go to the bathroom or anything. So we go through customs and everything and I'm so horny I'm literally shaking. There's a car waiting for us, and as we drive to the yacht he starts fingering me and - no joking - I'm just dripping. I mean, you could actually hear how sloppy I was down there. Pour me another wine, sweetheart."

"And then we get on the yacht - amazing! I'll show you the photos later - and surprise, surprise, there are all these men. Well, not so many to start with. There's the captain and the ship hand and a couple of friends of his."

"Anyway, there's some food there - it's not dining exactly, just sort of party-style eating and drinking - and I'm starving. Anyway, as I'm eating he's kissing me really softly, and I just can't help melting."

"And he's got a hand around me, touching my breast, and he's telling everybody that I'm married, but that I've got my husband locked up and I fuck around with other men.....and they're all looking on, sipping their wine, and they've got that look in their eyes, you know what I mean? And I feel really sexy because they're all staring at me. So when he takes me in his arms and kisses me again, full on the mouth, this time he pulls down the straps of my dress and lowers it over my boobies. I'm not wearing a bra, of course, so everybody sits up and takes notice. And then he just bends me over, lifts my dress, unzips and starts fucking me right there in front of them all."

"And of course I feel so slutty I almost cum right there and then. But you know I can't cum just from being fucked. I need something on my clit. So everytime I touch myself he pulls my arm away. In the end he gets so annoyed with me that he calls the captain over and he takes some rope and they tie my arms behind my back, because I can't take my hands off my pussy. Can you imagine how humiliating that is? Then he just grabs my hips and fucks me really hard, calling me a slut and a whore. And I'm there, boobs out in full view, legs open, just taking it. And he cums in my pussy. I can feel it."

Kay lifted her left foot out of the water. Brian dried it and took the pedicure set. He was getting good at it now. "But of course, it doesn't finish there. In fact, it's hardly started. They all took me, Brian, one by one. They treated me like a cheap prostitute. There were five of them, and they all came inside. By the time they finished I had my head on the table, my back horizontal, legs open, and my pussy dripping with their cum. And that's when his two kids come on the boat with the other girl."

"They don't do anything to start with. They all greet each other as if I wasn't there. Only this black-haired girl is looking at me, with this little smile on her face, like: 'Oh, you too?' You know what we're like. We seem to get pleasure in seeing other women being turned into sluts too. I suppose it makes us feel better."

"Anyway, one of them - the younger one, Hugo; an arrogant bastard, a real swine - tells his brother, 'You fuck the slut first and I'll get something to eat. I'm starving.' In the end they both fuck me. You can't believe how hot I'm feeling by this time. I can just feel all this seed dripping out onto the floor. But I've got my hands tied and can't do anything."

"Luckily enough, they get the girl to kneel down and eat me out. They're all sitting around, with their glasses, eating and chatting. Some of them are recording it on their mobiles and sending it off to their friends. And this girl is just licking it all up. It's my first time being eaten by another woman and I'm so turned on it just feels amazing. Anyway, I cum on her mouth. And that's how my weekend started."

"And it just went on and on. I was just fucked senseless all weekend. If it wasn't one, it was two or three at the same time. Then I had to do these erotic shows with the other girl. I mean, it's mad really, because I'm this middle-aged, rather plump lady, and she's supermodel class. But they seemed to like me. I think men like to be seen with these slim types, but in bed they want some flesh they can grab and hold onto. What do you think?"

"And on the second day they had some visitors from another yacht, a huge one; much bigger than ours. They came over in a speedboat, this big Russian man and his wife. He must have been someone important because everyone was very respectful. Anyway, he took a shine to me and started touching my breasts, and in a couple of minutes he had me flat on my back and was fucking me."

"But what got me was his wife. She was standing just next to us, smoking a cigarette and watching calmly. Her expression was like, 'You're a slut and my husband is just treating you like a piece of meat.' I mean, there was real contempt in her eyes. She was almost sneering. I actually started blushing when he came in me. It was humiliating."

"Anyway, I think I've been turned into a lesbian, darling. There's something so nice about the touch of another woman's skin - especially that woman! Francesca was her name. One of these sultry Mediterranean types. We got on really well, although I couldn't understand a word she said. Her English wasn't good at all. But she really took to me. I think it's nice to be with another woman when you're surrounded by men like that. I think it was like a mother thing as well for her, you know."

"And the men don't go down on you or stimulate you or anything. They just wanted to fuck. My pussy, my arse, cum in my mouth, whatever. And that was great. I mean, it was really dirty. But I don't get any orgasms that way. So when I came it was always with Francesca, because she knew how to finger me and she knew how to use her tongue. And she taught me, too. I love the taste and smell of a wet pussy now."

"I could try it out with Sally. Would you like that? Don't look so surprised, darling. Sally's had a few lesbian relationships, didn't you know? She prefers men, but because she always  ends up badly she went through a stage - two or three years ago - where she tried her luck with women. You didn't know?" Kay sighed, sadly, "We didn't used to tell each other anything, did we? We hardly talked at all."

"So how was it with Sally? I'm talking about myself all the time, and I haven't asked you anything. Don't get used to it, though, darling. I don't entirely feel safe about you and Sally together. I mean, you're not going to fuck me anymore, but that doesn't mean you get to cheat on me with other women. It's just a treat from time to time - once or twice a year - okay darling? I mean, you've got your hand the rest of the year."

How was it with Sally?

The third time she squirted into my face I stood, giddy with lust, and climbed on top of her. She lifted her belly so I could penetrate. I just had enough time to enjoy the sensation of sinking into her soft flesh - pumping away into a warm, moist pussy - before I came. It was a question of seconds. Then she cradled my head between her immense boobies.

Another time she sat on my face. The experience was as exhilarating as it was scary. Her big black body on me blocked out all light and air. It was a truly magnificent experience, sucking air out from inside her pussy, cocooned in a womb of soft flesh with the heady scent of a woman's lust. And when she came, the hot and steamy spurt of liquid on my face made my willy throb wildly.

It was then that she lay on top of my lap, crushing me with her weight. If I had been able to penetrate her there and then, I would have cum straight away but the folds of her flesh kept me back. I could only drive in the tip of my penis. I thrust in frantically, unable to get what I needed, and she laughed at me, burying under her breasts. This went on for more than twenty minutes. I was literally fighting to get inside her pussy, to thrust myself deep inside but she was just too powerful for me.

Eventually, when I was too exhausted to keep fighting, she just sat back and impaled herself on me. Finally I was inside her, but I couldn't move. She had me pinned back on the bed. And I could only watch as she licked her own enormous tits in front of me, and lifted up her belly so she could touch herself.

But at the same time she was stroking my nipple. It doesn't sound like much, but I was so hot that it drove me wild because I just needed to cum and I couldn't. So when I felt her squirt all over my dick and groin, it was just too much. I came inside her.


Chapter 11: Hotwife

Joe had a 'business trip' - it was no effort to imagine what industry he was involved in - to the northwest of Spain. With his mother working, as always, he offloaded his brother onto Kay and Brian one Friday night. He had to fly out early the next morning.

"I have to sleep with him, hubby," Kay told Brian a satisfied smile, "He needs round-the-clock attention, you know."

Clark was on the sofa, watching the TV impassively. Brian looked at him, doubt spreading across his features. Was that really the owner of the huge black cock he had seen on the video?

"But seeing as it's our anniversary tomorrow I'll give you a little present tonight, if you like." She leant over and whispered in his ear. He stepped back, shaking his head emphatically.

"But don't be so selfish! It's a little fantasy of mine, that's all. Wouldn't you like to lick it off my pussy? That would be so hot. Then I'd let you make love to your hand, darling. You know you'd love that."

Brian was still shaking his head. Kay looked at him, frowning. "In that case I won't let you watch. You'll have to imagine. You can't have it both ways," she told him severely.

Even though she was angry with him this time he would not budge. Relegated to the guest room after supper, he heard his wife take a shower and then dry her hair. He lay back, feeling hard and miserable, and tried to sleep. To no avail. At the first sounds from the room next door his eyes opened. They had started.

He heard low grunting noises and his wife's soft whispers; a soft creaking of the bed. Brian strained his ear for more. Is that slurping? He could not be sure.

He heard Kay's voice again, but this time a bit clearer. She was offering sweet words of encouragement. Her voice was too clear to be sucking his cock, yet it was not the sound of fucking either.

What are they doing? A handjob, maybe? Or is she using his mouth for her own pleasure? The fact that Clark was such a passive, quiet giant puzzled him. Brian wanted to know what was happening.

He quickly drank water and held his glass against the wall to help him listen but he was not able to make out Kay's words, although he could tell her voice was slightly broken. The sound seemed to trigger his libido. He felt his locked willy stir. He leant back against the wall and sighed.

There was a sudden cry from the other bedroom. "Oh God, yes - like that! Oh, that feels so good!" She's enjoying this so much, the filthy slut, thought Brian. Suddenly he heard the headboard bumping softly against the wall. They're fucking right here, not a metre away. from me.

He heard his wife moan in a way he had never heard with him. All of a sudden he walked to the door. He had to see this.

In the corridor he was assailed by a wave of doubt. Do you really want to see this? You know she's been with other men. You've seen the video. But to see it in the flesh, in our own bed, taken by a black cock. How will you react? And if you can't handle it?

He sank to the floor. His willy was already hard and pushing against the walls of his cage. It was tremendously uncomfortable. Had he been able, he would have released himself there and then in the toilet to free himself from this torture, gone downstairs to watch TV and sleep on the sofa until morning.

But he did not have that option. His sense of manly pride pulled him away, just as his unsatisfied desire pushed him forward. Almost in tears, he grabbed his chastity cage in anger, pulling on the padlock in a moment of senselessness. If she wants to fuck him, let her do it, but just let me free!

He could not carry on like that. Kay's moans had risen in volume to become cries of pleasure, following a set rhythm. Clark was fucking her slowly but deeply. He could hear the man's softer grunts as he pushed in, and Brian remembered their own dry marital ritual, a chore to be done and finished with.

This was sex in capital letters. Two animals sharing a moment of need: the need to take and the need to be taken. His wife would never now settle for their passionless three minutes of almost-intimacy.

Brian stood, approached the door and, as slowly as possible, turned the handle. The latch was open. He pushed the door open a crack. The sounds were now clearly audible. He noticed that each moan was an exhortation. "Fuck me - Oh God! - So big! - Filling me - More - More cock - Deeper - Harder - Slut - Need it - Faster..."

Brian opened the door a little further and saw an image that he knew would never leave him in peace. Lying on their bed was a big black body, and each side of his arse protruded a slim white leg, pointing up in a V-shape towards the ceiling. Clark's strong arms had pinioned them high up above her body. Her cunt was wide open for his cock, and he was pounding her with the power of a piston. Kay cried out each time he thrust himself deep inside her.

Oh God! Brian thought, That's amazing. Automatically, his eyes turned towards a mirror in the corner of the room. She looks so gorgeous like that. I'm so lucky to have such a beautiful wife.

Kay was flat on her back, eyes closed, mouth open, lost in her own interior world. But what alarmed Brian was what he saw each time Clark drew back with a guttural moan: a huge black slab of meat that slid into and out of her pussy. How can she fit that thing in? Is that even possible?

He looked at it with awe. This was the cock that was giving his wife so much pleasure. Suddenly, a wave of relief passed over him, dispelling all his doubts. There was no way he could match up to this. It was stupid to even try. There was no reason for him to feel bad about this, or nurse his manly pride. It was just the way things were. His little willy in comparison with this monster could simply not give her anything like pleasure. It was not even his fault. He could understand his wife so well that all resentment and bad feeling lifted in a moment, like a summer sun breaking through the storm.

He could be the world's best husband for his wife: bring home the money to buy her the clothes and cosmetics to keep her pretty; support her lifestyle, take her to clubs and parties and pick her up at dawn, tired and sticky; love her and pamper her; encourage her and clean her and make her happy.

In these ways he would be better than any man. But it was his job to fuck her. Other, bigger men were equipped to do that in his place. He had tried and failed for so many years. Neither he nor his wife had found real pleasure. But now, seeing that monster cock penetrate and possess his wife, Brian bowed his head and took his proper place, as nature ordains.

I get more turned on seeing her get fucked than fucking her myself. If she lets me jerk off to this, then I will be happy with my lot. As he thought this, his eyes passed from Clark's cock to his wife's face. Lying back, with her hair spread out on the pillow, she was looking at him. When Clark thrust in, her eyes closed slightly as she moaned. But then they focused on Brian again as that huge shaft slid out.

Shocked, Brian stepped back instinctively into the corridor. He felt he had violated their intimacy. From the bedroom he heard his wife cry out in a broken voice, "Clark, he was watching. My husband was watching you fuck me. And he was so turned on. You should have seen him!"

Brian suddenly heard Clark thrust in hard and fast. His wife stopped talking and could only gasp as he pounded her mercilessly. "Oh - my - God!" she screamed, and Brian felt her cumming. He moaned and sank down onto his knees in the corridor as he heard her sobbing. Clark had not finished. The bed was thumping against the wall with a loud staccato beat. His grunting was now animal-like in its intensity. Kay was moaning uncontrollably. This is too brutal.

"Oh God!" he heard her groan again. "He's cumming inside! Oh no..." Her voice trailed off. She's having another orgasm, just from feeling him cum inside! Didn't she always say that she couldn't....

Brian felt weak with need. In his mind's eye he saw Kay arch her back and claw the sheets. He heard Clark's final groan, and the whole weight of his body fall on top of her. Then he heard a gasp, as if she was coming up for air. She, too, had finished. Brian felt himself tremble. I need to cum. Desperately.

After some minutes he heard his wife get up and walk to the door. He did not move as she came out into the corridor.

"I need you to unlock me, Kay. Please. I'm about to explode."

She knelt beside him and kissed him softly on the cheek. "Do you understand now, darling?" He nodded painfully.

"You know I need big cocks, don't you hubby? Lots of them. I need to make up for all I've been missing, all these wasted years."

"Kay, please unlock me. I beg you!"

"Wait just a bit more. I know it's hard. You've just seen me taken by that huge black shaft. But he came too far inside me, hubby. Now I'm going back to suck his cock and get him hard again. And this time I'll make him cum so you can eat it all off my pussy. I'll visit you, and we can share that private moment, okay baby? And then I'll set you free. Just be patient, and let's make it special."

Brian returned to the guest room and sat on the edge of the bed, his face buried in his hands. The pressure of his penis in the cock cage was agony. His need was so intense he felt giddy. My wife is sucking that big black dick, he thought, And I need her to get it hard quickly. I need him to treat her like a whore, to fuck her as soon as possible. I need to suck that black seed out of my wife's pussy so I can be freed.

He stood up and paced around the room. He went out into the bathroom and washed his face, looking at himself in the mirror. Then he went back. There were murmurs from behind the wall. Was it Clark, mumbling sweet nothings, as she closed her mouth around him? Please - whatever it is, whatever you have to do - do it quickly.

After what seemed an eternity, they started fucking. Brian, with trembling hands, unbuttoned his pyjama and stripped down to his cock cage. I'm ready.

He was hearing Clark's grunts and his wife's loud moans of pleasure. He sat and waited. The headboard began to slam against the wall again. Brian could see his enormous black body loom over her.

Or are they in another position? He imagined her on arms and legs, doggystyle, being taken from behind. Or seated, legs open, impaled on his shaft.

They're close! The rhythm was frenetic. He heard Kay's shrieks raise in pitch and volume until they melted into one long, drawn-out sound. As before, Clark took longer than she did, and Brian heard Kay take another three or four minutes of brutal pounding until he grunted loudly, depositing another load inside her pussy.

Not inside, on. This load is for me.

A couple more minutes passed before he heard the door open and Kay walk out into the corridor. At last.

Brian sank down onto his knees as she came in. She seemed to float over towards him. She was surrounded by a divine aura of a well-fucked woman. Passing her hand over his head she smiled down at him.

"He was amazing, sweetheart. But now I'm ready for that tongue of yours." Still standing, she opened her legs slightly, and pushed his head towards her. "You know what to do, darling."

There were clots of thick, creamy seed all over her pussy. That much? The second time?

He had a second of doubt. Women take it down, and most don't seem to mind it, he told himself. He dipped his tongue into a drop that was trickling down the inside of her thigh. He tasted it cautiously, looking up at his wife as he did so. It isn't so bad. A bit salty, as he'd heard, but really it didn't taste of anything.

"Good boy!" She sat back on the bed, and Brian crawled between her thighs. "I've been serviced twice by a big black cock, darling. Now be a good husband and lick me clean."

As Brian took a huge string of semen on his tongue he felt a moment of disgust, but controlled it and carried on. It's the texture, not the taste. but just think of it as cream. Or curd.

Kay sighed as he began to pass his tongue along her pussy, and took his head in her hands to push him in. Clark's seed stuck to Brian's cheek and chin.

He lowered his head to clean up a large pearl drop that emerged from her vagina, then pushed his tongue in and sucked. He was beginning to enjoy it. It took his mind off the throbbing he felt in his groin. And he was pleasing his wife in a way he had never done before.

She lay back on the bed and started to murmur softly, "This is wonderful, hubby. My pussy's sore, and it's so soothing to feel your tongue."

Brian moved on to her clitoris, cleaning it and slowly flicking that hard little bud. "It's so hot to know you love me enough to do this." Her hand was still on the back of his neck. "Show me you can make me cum too, hubby. I've had his dick, and now I need your mouth to make this a night to remember."

I know how to do this. My dick may not be able to give her the pleasure she needs, but my tongue can.

Brian was eating her with passion. Her hips started to jerk up into his face as he worked on her. "It's not going to take me long, darling. Every time I cum it just makes me hotter. I can't stop it. It just feels so slutty knowing I've got a husband who lets me do this. To know I can just go down the street and fuck anyone, and he's going to support me and love me and clean me out when he cums inside."

She sighed. "It's here, hubby. Just carry on like you're doing. I'm....I'm cumming."

She stopped talking. Her hips rose off the bed one more time and stayed there as she orgasmed. Brian felt her tremble softly, and kept licking. She carried on in the same position, frozen almost, but with that same tremor, on and on.

Eventually she gasped out loud and sank back onto the sheets. "Oh God, that was wonderful. It was just what I needed," she murmured. She caught her breath, rolled over and stroked Brian's face. "It was just so soft and dreamy and it went on forever. Oh God! Just carry on like that, hubby. I'm lucky to have someone by my side who's so understanding and so supportive."

"Kay?" Brian asked, apologetically, "I don't want to be selfish and spoil this moment, but ... I need you to take this off me now. Please."

"Are you so hot, darling?"

"You can't begin to imagine."

"Why's that, baby? What's made you get so horny?" She smiled down at him. He knew he had gone so far that there was no backing out now. He had to say out loud what both of them knew.

"Seeing you with him. Seeing you stuffed by that huge black cock. It was ...... too much for me."

"Come with me." Kay stood and took her husband's hand. He looked at her pleadingly. "I'll unlock you, but come with me."

He held her hand and she lead him back into their bedroom. Clark was on his back, snoring loudly.

"Look at this." She took the black man's cock in her hands and showed it to him. He looked at it in awe. It was enormous, veiny, dark against her delicate white hands.

She licked it, watching her husband all the while. Then she put her mouth over the tip and pumped down. Clark stirred. His snoring quietened.

"Your turn." Kay passed it over to her husband.

"What? No, Kay."

"Do it for me, hubby. It's a fantasy of mine." He looked at her, stunned. She smiled. "Just a few licks on his helmet."

Oh God, she's serious! Brian looked at her as if she had gone mad. She was nodding at him, encouragingly.

Do it quick. Don't think about it too much.

He took it in his hands and licked it. Again, the sensation was not as bad as he had expected. Clark's cock was far heavier than the one he was used to. Its skin was firmer and tougher than his own.

Clark had woken. Kay motioned to her husband to move back to one side of the bed. Joe would have a fit if he knew.

Kay took Clark into her own hands. This'll be the third time she's getting fucked, and she still wants more, thought Brian admiringly, She's insatiable.

And so was Clark. He had raised himself on his elbows and was watching with soft, sleepy eyes. But his cock was already enormous, as long and as hard as Brian's forearm. Don't they have a limit?

Kay did not want to waste more time sucking. She wanted more cock for her pussy. Placing herself on hands and knees, she called to him softly, "Stand up, Clark. Come here behind me."

Without seeming to notice Brian, the big man stood up and moved around to grab Kay fleshly hips. And when he entered her, his cock filled her with such intensity that she also forgot about her husband who was watching by her side. Her face was now on the mattress, eyes closed, murmuring sweet nothings, body rocking gently with each thrust.

Brian looked on, unable to get over the size of the shaft that was entering her. Clark, he realised, did not really start pounding until the very end. Until then, his penetration was slow and deep. Each time he slid out almost his whole length emerged before returning, pushing right up into her soft backside. For Brian it was a treat to watch this from just a few inches away, to see as it slipped out, covered in his wife's juices. To watch her cunt lips open and see it enter again and disappear.

But Brian was in agony. "Kay, please. The key!"

She opened one eye, seemed to remember who he was, and with a goofy smile lifted her head slightly to take off her necklace.

"On my face, okay darling? I want to feel it trickle down."

Brian took off his cage with a sigh of intense relief. Despite his intense desire, his penis was not fully erect when it sprang out, pressured as it was by the cage. As Brian grabbed it frantically and began to tug, he watched Clark fuck his wife.

He heard a chuckle, and looked over. His wife was watching him with a soft smile. "So tiny, so cute!" she murmured.

Brian looked at the giant shaft before him and down at his own member. The difference in size was like a joke.

I'm going to cum. His hand was a blur. His penis had hardly had time to get hard before he felt the surge of semen in his loins.

His wife smiled softly as he leant over - eyes closed, mouth open, and neck muscles straining - and with a cry of relief, spat out streams of goo on her cheek.

"That feels lovely, darling," she whispered, eyes closed. Her face glistened with weeks of pent-up sexual frustration. I've never cum so much in my life. And I didn't even last thirty seconds.

As he looked down on her, panting, he saw a clot slide down her cheek and gather at the corner of her mouth. Still rocking on Clark's huge penis, oblivious to all, she instinctively stuck out her tongue, licked it up like a cat, and took it in.

Opening her eyes again, she focussed on Brian, as if remembering where she was.

"Get under me, hubby. I'm getting close. Work your magic with that wonderful tongue of yours."

Although he had ejaculated, Brian was excited, happy to be free and keen to please her. He shuffled under Kay's body as she lifted herself to let him pass.

"Eat me, darling."

As he tongued her clitoris he saw Clark's giant cock slide in and out of his wife's pussy. It was a sight to behold. And with the heady smell of his wife's arousal, the sighs, groans and panting, Brian - although soft - was spellbound.

To his growing excitement, Brian looked on as Clark picked up speed and began to give his wife a hard pounding not more than an inch above his face. He knew what this meant, and as he flicked his tongue across Kay's bud, he felt her body - once again - tremble. Her fourth time tonight, so far.

With a long, sorrowful wail, Kay came. Brian felt her head fall between his legs, her heavy breasts on the base of his belly, her groin writhing on his tongue. Brian was in awe of this new woman that called him her husband; that dowdy, worried housewife had turned under a full moon into a full-bodied creature with an insatiable sexual appetite. It was as if an animal inside her had been awakened, hungry for cock.

Brian's own cock was stirring again. For him, this was unheard of. But the loud slapping of Clark's thighs on Kay's, his grunts and her soft sobbing, the sight of that huge black member pounding her mercilessly, the smell of her pussy and the knowledge of what was about to happen was a heady mixture. Now that he did not have to put his tongue to work, he could sit back and enjoy what he was seeing.

When Clark came, Brian could see it. That black cock pulsed as if he was flexing a muscle. He could almost feel that first spurt of seed into his wife's pussy. But as soon as ejaculated Kay reached around and pushed Clark back, who bellowed as his cock slipped out.

Brian saw, as if in slow motion, a huge spurt of cum land full on the flaps and folds of his wife's vagina, before cascading down on his face. Instinctively he opened his mouth and felt it fall inside. This was the real thing, hot and fresh, that poured down his tongue and into the back of his throat.

Kay leant and pumped Clark's shaft with her hand. More and more jizz shot out, flying over her arse and pussy and falling down onto Brian's upturned face. How could he still have so much left?

Clark gave one last gurgle and fell to one side, exhausted. Kay sat back on her haunches, and unbidden, Brian began to clean her. His mouth felt sticky, salty and ready for more.

"Your little willy is all hard and ready to go again, hubby," she purred, "I've never seen you so keen."

Brian was licking her ample buttock.

"You love this, don't you?" she taunted, "Seeing a bigger and better man make your wife his slut? You're so happy just to clean me up for him, so we can get back to some serious fucking. This is what turns you on, hubby. Don't deny it."

The die was cast. There was no way to contradict what was plain to see: Brian was more sexually active that weekend than he had ever been. As an anniversary present, Kay left him unfettered all the time Clark was there. So when Kay was unable to take all Clark's cum, and streams of it came running out of the sides of her mouth and back down his shaft, Brian stroked himself into heaven.

When Kay wanted to try out Clark's cock in her arsehole, she needed Brian's hands on her buttocks to help her lower herself slowly and carefully. Brian could not believe how it was possible for her to impale herself on such a huge shaft. He remembered when he had tried when they were at university, and Kay had said that it was too uncomfortable to carry on. But now on a much bigger cock, he saw his wife's doll-like face in rapture as she sank down.

All weekend the house was full of pizza boxes and half-eaten takeaways. They fell exhausted on the sofa or bed to sleep some hours before awaking and returning to sex. Brian lost count of the times his wife came, either on the end of Clark's member or on his own tongue. He himself had learnt to contain himself after the desperate jerkings of the first few hours of his freedom. Now when he sat back to enjoy the sight of that huge black body possess his wife he savoured the moment. He came when she came, closing his eyes to the music of her cries.

And if she fell pregnant? If she wanted to have a baby? Brian was sure she was on birth control, but the decision was hers. How would he explain away a black child? Brian shrugged his shoulders mentally. He would not - and could not - divorce her. So be it.

He had accepted that he could no longer run his own life. And that in itself was a type of freedom; he was free from fighting, from deciding, from disagreeing. His job was to support his wife's happiness. All the rest could wait.


Chapter 12: Teen Seduction.

"It's a great idea. Why run around looking for people to interview, if I've got good material here at home?"

Brian didn't like the idea too much. "You're absolutely sure nobody will find out it's me?"

Kay's weekly article was a huge success, especially since the actor's interview was published. It had caused ripples across social networks, television talk shows and rival magazines. She followed up with subsequent articles on sex robots, dominatrix, foot fetishists and feederism.

Almost alone she was beginning to push the magazine towards a younger target audience. The editor was delighted with her, even more so after a private evening dinner in a central London hotel suite, from where Brian picked her up the next morning...

Now she wanted to write an article on financial domination. If she framed it in a warning tone - this could happen to your husband - she was sure it would be another big hit.

"I want you to tell me how it started, how you got into it in the first place. You can be honest with me darling, because at the end of the day I'm glad it happened and you are too. Really, it's saved our marriage, hasn't it?"

Brian nodded doubtfully.

"So let's start at the beginning. Indira had been friends with Molly since primary. When did you start seeing her as a potential sexual partner?"

He blushed. "You make me sound like a pervert, Kay. It wasn't like that at all."

"So what was it like? Fill me in on the details."

Brian gulped nervously, and began. "I started seeing her in a different way, as you put it, when.... on New Year's Eve. I mean, nothing happened, but..."

"Go on."

"They were getting ready upstairs; Molly, Indira and the other two friends of hers. I don't remember what you were doing. You might have run out to get something at the last minute. I was getting the dinner ready when Indira came down. She was looking very nice in a tight white dress, I remember. And I told her she looked beautiful, but nothing dodgy - the same way I would compliment Molly."

"Hmm?"

"And she smiled and said it was very nice of me to say so. And then she asked me to do up her necklace. It was a bit funny, because she had just come down from upstairs with the other girls, but I didn't think anything of it."

"Okay. I'm beginning to see what's going to happen."

"When I was putting on her necklace she leant back slightly and I suddenly got this amaz.... this view of her cleavage. She had a low dress, but I could just about see everything. Anyway, I think I turned red a bit. You know she's ... endowed" Brian looked at Kay guiltily.

"So she turns around and she asks me, 'How do I look?' and she smooths her hands down her breasts and her thighs and she asks me 'I'm worried it's transparent. Can you see my tanga?' and she presses her hand just above her crotch."

"Wow! Housewives won't be able to get enough of this. It sounds like a horror movie."

"And then she turns around and bends over a bit to see if I can see it from behind. Now I'm getting quite flustered, but I try to act normal and say 'Well yes, maybe I can see it a bit. You should try another colour,' which was true. So she says 'The easiest thing is to go without,' and she takes them off right there in front of me. And then she tells me, 'Here, hold these a second,' and puts them in my hand."

I'm just so shocked I don't react, and then she starts again, 'Can you see anything?' and she pulls her dress in so tight that of course I can see something; the outline of her pussy. But this time I'm so anxious for this to end and get it over with that I answer 'No, no that's fine. Perfect!', and she turns around and kisses me on the lips and says, 'Oh Mr. Sinclair, you're so wonderful! You're like a father to me!'"

"What an evil, manipulative bitch!" exclaimed Kay, admiringly.

"And then she walks off. And I hold up her underwear and I tell her 'You've forgotten your....' but she just waves at me and says, 'No, you keep it.' and I just didn't know what to do. I was going to throw them away, I swear I was, but something stayed my hand. I was still in a fluster about it when you came back, so I hid them in my pocket."

"So when did you really get intimate?"

"Not until a couple of weeks later. Meanwhile, she seemed to pop up all the time when I was around: Wrapped up in a towel in the corridor after getting out of the shower; coming down into the kitchen in her bra and panties to stick something into the washing machine; bursting on me 'accidentally' when I was in the shower..."

"In the shower?" Kay was genuinely horrified, "Why didn't you lock the door?"

"Our shower in our bedroom, not the main one! How was I to know she would come in?" Brian sighed and covered his face. "I don't want to justify myself. What I did was wrong, but it was just too hard to resist."

"But the time in the shower? Didn't you say anything?" For the first time, Kay was indignant.

"Of course I did, and she told me Molly had asked her to look for some hair mousse or something. But while I was under the water, covering myself in case she opened the sliding door, she started asking me about her tanga, and if I still had it. I should have told her I'd thrown it away. But I told her that I had it stored somewhere secret, and that was a big mistake."

Kay nodded grimly, "You bet it was."

"So of course she started asking why I had hidden it away, what I needed it for, what I was doing with it." Brian looked at Kay with pleading eyes. She shook her head, disbelievingly.

"And all this time I was in the shower worried that you would walk in and catch us. So when she said that she would be in the kitchen at three o'clock in the morning, and that I had to be there, I agreed just to get her out of there."

"You went down to the kitchen in the middle of the night to give a tanga to a seventeen-year-old girl? Seriously, do you know how bad that sounds?!"

Brian shook his head at her,  wild-eyed. "I didn't go down. I swear I didn't. I was wide awake for hours, but I was never going to go down. Never."

"So what happened?"

"I couldn't sleep, as you can imagine. I was checking the chimes on the clock in the hall and it was just after three. And Indira crept in."

"She came into our bedroom?" screamed Kay, horrified.

Brian nodded weakly. "It was awful, Kay. You were lying right next to me, and she started whispering at me, telling me I had to go downstairs. She put her hand under the duvet and started touching me. I was really scared you'd wake up and find us."

"So you went downstairs?"

He sighed deeply. "I went downstairs. We both did."

"And?" Kay was shaking her head in disbelief.

"She had this nightie. Nothing overly sexy, apart from the fact that it hardly covered her breasts. And then she started telling me how she couldn't sleep thinking about me; that she needed an older man to teach her; that I had seduced her cruelly; and that she wanted to know what it was like to be a woman."

"You men, you're all just so easy to manipulate!" said Kay pityingly, "It must be child's play, if you've got the balls to do it."

"Anyway, she saw the bulge in my pyjama. I mean, I couldn't hide it, could I? And she started saying that she needed a man like me with a big cock, and not the boys at school-"

"That's a lie, Brian! You don't have a big cock. That should have set all your alarm bells ringing."

"I don't know what I thought; If she was an innocent little girl with fantasies of an older man... I don't know. I wasn't really thinking at all."

"Your willy did the thinking."

"That's not fair, Kay! I told her I was married. I told her I wasn't going to have sex with my daughter's friend. I told her she was still too young to lose her virginity...."

Kay guffawed, "What virginity? Do you really think....?"

Brian raised his hands, begging for comprehension. "But you didn't know what she was like either! You thought she was adorable."

Kay fell silent. He was right.

"But then she says, 'But don't you think I'm attractive? Don't deny it! I can see it in your pyjama,' so I tell her, 'Of course you're a very beautiful girl, but I'm married,' and she smiles at me and says 'But it needn't be cheating. We don't even have to touch each other....'"

Brian paused. He suddenly found it difficult to continue. He remembered the scene perfectly.

"No, Indira."

"But what's wrong? You watch porn, don't you?" she tweaks her nipple slightly, smiling at me as she does so, teasing me. "Don't try to tell me you don't."

"It's not the same."

She massages her breasts in front of me. I watch, hypnotised. "I know you don't have sex much, Mr. Sinclair. Molly told me. You see a young girl like me and it gets you hard. That's normal. There's nothing to be ashamed of."

Slowly, she lowers one shoulder strap, never losing eye contact. I decide to get up and leave, but my body disobeys me. It's as if I was chained to the chair.

"But it's not cheating. When you see a hot young babe walking down the street, of course you look. That's in your nature. It's not cheating."

She pulls down the nightdress and exposes her right breast, while covering her nipple with her hand. "The fact is, you don't want to cheat, and that's so sweet. You're a fine husband, Mr. Sinclair, and your wife is lucky to have you. But she can't ask for the impossible. If you're not getting enough sex you'll have to find relief somewhere. Again, it's only natural."

Her nightdress has dropped down onto her lower belly and thighs. Both breasts are out and covered by her hands. She walks up to me and whispers gently, "Just stroke for me. I know you want to. It's not cheating."

I put my hand down to my crotch and begin to massage myself through the pyjama. "That's it! Doesn't it feel so good to jerk to this young body?" She smiles, eyes glittering in triumph. "If you take out your cock, I'll show you my boobies. As long as we don't touch, there's nothing wrong with what we're doing."

It's as if it was a dream. I pull down my pyjama and take my penis in my hand. I'm already on the brink. This girl drives me crazy with desire. She comes up even closer to where I'm sitting. Her tits are almost in my face, and she's still cupping them. I'm stroking myself really slow, because I don't want it to finish so soon.

"Just think," she licks her lips, "Your wife and your daughter upstairs sleeping, and you down here jerking off to my hot young body." And then she takes her hands off her breasts.

And that's when I came.

Kay didn't take it as badly as I thought. "And she recorded this?"

"Yes, but she didn't tell me that until weeks later, when I told her wanted to pull out of the whole thing, which was after she started asking for too much money."

"So from then on, what happened?"

"It just went on and on. A few days later we met outside in a pub terrace, and she got me to wank off to her under the table. The problem was that after that first time I lost all restraint. So when I took her back to her place in the evenings she used to watch me wank myself before getting out of the car. But she was really cool and collected. She'd say, 'What would Molly say if she saw this, her dad jerking off to her best friend?', or sometimes she encouraged me: 'Go on! I don't want you to leave a drop for wifey.' She liked me to cum inside my trousers. Once she made me do that in the morning and I spent all day at work, dick coated with dry semen."

"She never touched you?"

"Not once. As the weeks went by she started asking me for money for this and that. I gave it to her without thinking. It was like pocket money. Then things started getting a bit weirder. Do you remember that time you took Molly off to that enrolment talk at Bristol University? Indira came here, and dressed up in your lingerie. She made me call her 'Kay'."

"Woah! That's a headfuck."

"And she told me that she was going to seduce Molly. That she touched her up every time they slept together." Brian's voice trembled with shame. Kay thought of her own experience watching Molly with Joe and Indira, and fell silent. "That was the day I went in far too deep. I came on her heels and then licked it all off them. And she made me wank into your knickers."

"Good Lord. This is going to go down like a bomb."

"And then I ended up promising to pay her an allowance. She made me do all sorts of humiliating things - dress up in your clothes...."

"My clothes?"

"Both your clothes." It was the faintest whisper.

"And?"

"And stick things up my bottom. And she recorded it all."

"In secret?"

"No, not in secret. Right there in front of me." Brian looked at his wife shamefully. "I don't know how to explain it. It was like I was under a spell. I just needed to see her, listen to her, do what she said."

He carried on, his voice no more than a whisper. "When I went to work I'd find wet panties in my briefcase. Then I'd get a message telling me to go to the toilets, jerk off on them and send her the photo. Another time I had to send her a live stream of me jerking off under my desk at work."

Kay lifted her hands in horror. "Oh Brian! How could you?"

Brian did not answer. He hung his head in shame. Kay sighed, shook her head in desperation and muttered "Good job you're locked up. That way there's no more madness."

She sat on the sofa next to him and pulled her top up, offering him her nipple in forgiveness. "You understand why things have to be the way they are, don't you hubby? You're just too weak."

She tutted and thought aloud. "But it's a great story. My readers are going to freak out with this. A young teen seducing their husband - it's their worst nightmare."

She paused for a second. "I might change the end of the story. The homewrecker orders the husband to get a divorce, and moves in with him after the wife goes to live with her mother. Then she bleeds him dry and she leaves him. Result: neither of them have a house to call their own, and the daughter suffers. How does that sound?"

"A bit grim, to be honest."

"Exactly. I want to shock them. It's all very well talking about these fetishes. They may find it fascinating, but only in an anthropological sense. I want them to think, 'This could happen to me and my family.'"

Brian gave a loud sigh. "I don't think there are too many Indiras on this planet. Thank God we've seen the back of her."
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Chapter 13: Wedding.

Four people were sitting around the table: the mother, her husband, their daughter and her partner. The sweetheart had been introduced to the family, a wedding had just been announced, an engagement confirmed, a rough date set. Then silence had fallen; a tense, suffocating silence in which the softest cough or tiniest scrape of the fork echoed around the room.

Kay and Brian were doing very well. Her article had been such a resounding success that she had branched out. When she was not invited onto late night shows to discuss various aspects of sexuality, she had to sign her bestsellers on book tours. In short, she was now someone.

Brian had given up his own job to support hers. There was a lot to organise: conferences, book signings, interviews, chat shows and guest panels.... To increase her prestige and credibility, Kay often explained her own marital situation on air and in her literature. Her theory was that any one person was a assemblage of many different personalities and characteristics, evidenced by the limitless contradictions of each human being. Thus, no-one would be able to meet all the different needs of any other. Hence the need for 'layered monogamies'; marriages with different sexual partners. It was not exactly new, but Kay's gift for writing and her loyal readership had brought the idea further into the mainstream.

When a woman goes out with her friends once or twice a week, all of us accept that she is filling a need that cannot be met by her husband, and that there is no reason for her to feel guilt.

And yet this woman - all women - has the same need for sexual contact with others. No husband, not even the most sexually proficient, can meet the whole range of sexual experience afforded by a long line of lovers. Any man worthy of the name should accept this undeniable reality in the same way as he accepts his wife's need to meet up with her friends on a weekly basis.

What's more, the prime beneficiary of this arrangement - apart from the woman in question - is indeed that same partner, who can enjoy all the advantages of living with a woman who feels desired and who enjoys a healthy sexual appetite.

The Sinclairs were now wealthy. Their daughter had graduated from university and was about to study her Masters in Boston. To their disappointment she had decided not to go at the very last minute, explaining to her parents that she was in love and wanted to get married.

Surprised, they had asked her to bring her partner for dinner so that they could get to know each other. Her reluctance inspired no great confidence, but nothing had prepared them for the moment they opened the door and saw Molly, smiling goofily and hanging on Indira's arm.

Not even a session of Tyrone with a horsewhip could have been more painful than that meal. Brian was cowed, Kay quietly horrified, and red-haired, freckled Molly visibly uncomfortable. Only Indira seemed to be immune to the tension that gathered around them.

After some internal debate - is it safe to leave my husband alone with this woman, even if he is locked in chastity? - Kay asked her daughter to help her prepare the dessert out in the kitchen.

She took her daughter's arm and pulled her along with her, hissing, "Molly, are you sure about this? Are you sure you want to marry her?" She's an evil bitch!

Molly nodded timidly, fearful of the conversation.

"When did this begin? When did you start seeing each other?"

"Just over a year ago, mum. Even though we were in different cities we never lost contact,. She came over to stay for a weekend, and.... it just happened."

Just happened. A flash of Molly licking Indira's cum-covered breasts crossed her eyes. She shook her head desperately to rid herself of the image.

"But why? I mean, she knew you before. Why now? She swore she would never come back here."

"I don't know why, mum. We just ....fell in love. These things happen."

"But does she love you, Molly? Are you sure she really loves you?" Kay took her daughter by the shoulders and forced her to look her in the face. "Because if you can show me she's going to treat you right, that she's not going to play around with your feelings, then I'll be the first to crack open the champagne. But I don't believe it, Molly. I really don't."

"What do you mean by that?" The red-head looked at her mum defiantly. She's so sweet-looking, and yet she doesn't look a second older than the day she left.

"Because she's a manipulator, Molly. You know that. She ..... plays with people's feelings. I mean...." she licked her lips.

She knew she shouldn't say what was on her mind, but she couldn't stop herself, "Does she go with other people? She doesn't cheat on you?"

"Oh God!" Molly spat out contemptuously, "I really do not believe how hypocritical you can be! And how do you treat dad? Don't you cheat on him? What about all these books and speeches about open relationships? Since when have you become the guardian of traditional marriage?"

"But Molly, that's different... You don't understand me."

The young lady beckoned. Come on. Tell me.

"It's.... it's a healthy relationship between consenting adults, based on mutual respect and understanding. There's no abuse of trust here."

"No abuse of trust!" Molly cried out disbelievingly. In vain, her mother motioned her to keep her voice down. "So when you lock him up and run off to fuck other men, that's healthy and understanding?"

"Yes, it is!" Kay jabbed a finger at her. "That's exactly what it is."

"And when Indira does the same to me, what is that exactly? Manipulation? Playing with people's feelings?" Molly was furious. Kay had never seen her so assertive. "And can you explain what hypocrisy is exactly, seeing as you know so much about it?"

Kay fell silent.

"And what about the money, mum? How come dad hasn't even got a bank account? How come this house is in your name only? If he wants to leave you he's fucked, and you both know it. Is that consent, too?"

"It's not like that, Molly, and you know it. Your father and I love and respect each other." She wrung her hands. She was losing the argument.

Molly came up to her and hissed in her ear. "Do you want to know how she plays with my feelings?" She looked at her mother savagely. "She does it the way you taught her."

"The way I taught her?!?"

"You're going to tell me you didn't get her into bed with you?" Molly pointed at her mother accusingly. "There are no secrets between us. We have a healthy relationship, based on mutual respect and understanding," she added sarcastically, "and she's told me what you did together."

Kay had taken a big hit. She could only shake her head desperately. "No, no, no, no!"

"You're denying it? You and dad took her into your bedroom, and you made her put on....you made her have sex with you? She was only eighteen, for fuck's sake! She had known you both since she was a kid! How was she going to have the strength of character - at that age - to tell you where to stick it?"

"No, Molly, no! It wasn't like that at all!"

"So she's lying? Nothing happened. Is that right?" Molly had to lower her head in order to peer up into her mother's eyes. Kay said nothing. Tears of shame and frustration were beginning to form.

Molly straightened herself. Her next words were dripping with disgust.

"And yet she never has a bad word to say about you, either of you. She always says she admires you for the way you've taken control of your life, and she says she wants to follow your example."

Oh God! What can I say to that?

"So to answer your question, mum: No, she isn't faithful. She fucks around. A lot. In front of me, behind me, wherever. And she plays with my feelings. All the time. She makes me do things which would even shock you."

Kay started to cry.

"And d'you know what?" Molly took her mother's head and forced her to look. Kay had never seen her daughter like that, ever. "I love it. I love what she does to me. Nobody else can fill me the way she does. I need her. I don't know what I'd do without her."

You've lost. Get over it.

"And that's why, if you want me to be a part of your life - if you still want me to visit, if you still want to see me - you're going back into the dining room and you're going to give her a kiss and welcome her into the family. And you're going to treat her like you used to, like your daughter's best friend. Do you understand me?"

Kay nodded silently. Crushed, defeated, she reached out and hugged her daughter. This is our fault, mine and your father's. Those awful, submissive genes we've passed down to you, both of us. Joe was right. You're so obedient, so vulnerable. But it's too late now.

"I'll do it, Molly, for you. Just don't forget we're here for you, whatever happens, you understand?"

"Okay mum." They parted after a long embrace. After her daughter's outburst, Kay just felt happy she could hold her little child in her arms.

"And Indira's family? What do they say about this?"

"They don't accept it." Molly shook her head sadly, "They don't even want to hear from her. You see, mum, why I got so angry? Can't you see she's willing to give up her own family for me? And now she's on her own in the world. She's got no-one except us. We have to be her family now."

*          *           *

"So, Mr. Sinclair, we're back together. Isn't that nice?"

Keep calm. "It was a surprise seeing you. I thought you didn't want to come back too these parts."

"The power of love, Mr. Sinclair." Indira winked at him, slyly.

"So what are your plans for the future, Indira?" Brian said, playing the role of the father facing his daughter's suitor.

She gave a soft smile. "Well, as you know, Medicine is a long degree, so I'll have to carry on studying. Hopefully, Molly will find a job somewhere to support me."

"I see."

Indira sat back in the chair and began to give more detail. "Of course, the cost of living around this area is terrific; rent alone is a fortune. So we'll be lucky if Molly finds a job that's good enough to support us both."

I don't like the way this conversation is going. Pull out now.

"If the worst comes to the worst we might have to live here for the first few months."

No way! screamed Brian silently.

Indira turned her predatory eyes on her future father-in-law. "I think Molly will talk to your wife about it. It's none of my business, of course."

Oh God! Without thinking, Brian emptied his wine glass. Hands shaking slightly, he poured himself another. Indira took his wrist as he returned the bottle. He looked at her apprehensively.

"I know what you're thinking, daddy." She paused and added, with innocent eyes, "I can call you daddy can't I, now we're family?" she chuckled, "You're thinking about what happened years ago, aren't you?"

She began to stroke his forearm softly. "Do you remember what you did? The way you corrupted me, an innocent teenager from a traditional Indian family?"

Brian's heart started thumping. Good Lord, I forgot how sexy she is!

"You were always stalking me, stroking your little cock when you saw me." He could not break his eyes away from hers. This is how a mouse feels when it faces a cobra.

"When you spilt your sticky mess onto my feet, when you jerked off into my panties." She smiled at him. "But don't worry. It's all forgiven. I'm ready to begin afresh, for Molly's sake. Now you're my daddy we need to get to know each other better."

There were raised voices from the kitchen. Kay and Molly were arguing, but Indira did not lose focus. She couldn't afford to break the spell. "I was reading Mrs. Sinclair's book. So is it true you lick up other men's cum from her pussy when they've finished with her?"

All their circle knew this, of course. They were a new set of friends; trendy, cosmopolitan, and made a big thing about being shocked by nothing. But this was different.

"It sounds fun. We should do that sometime, you and me. I've got some friends ready."

Brian flushed, a deep, red crimson. "That's something you need to talk to Kay about."

She laughed. Brian caught a glimpse of her pure white teeth. Beautiful. No longer a girl, now a young woman.

"I will! In fact, I'm a bit disappointed with her." She leant forward. "She hasn't done practically anything since I left you in her care. She locks you up and fucks other men in front of you. Big deal! But she hasn't taken you any deeper, in all these years."

Deeper? Brian froze. Indira had come up so close that she was now whispering in his ear. Her fingertips teased his nipple through the fabric of his shirt.

"We both know that's not enough. You need to feel the firm hand of a real woman. Your wife thinks neglect is domination. But it's not like that at all. You need personalised attention, someone to focus on you alone; the same as your daughter. And we know the truth: you haven't found your place yet. You are not fulfilled."

She pulled her head away. They looked at each other, but Brian could hardly breathe. She had sparked in him the same sensation as before; a mixture of fear and excitement. Nobody could bring him to depths of humiliation as she did, yet nobody understood his secret desires.

"Wouldn't you like to feel what it's like to be a woman, daddy?" she whispered softly, "Have you felt a good hard cock inside you?"

"No!" he croaked, emphatically. What did I mean by that? he thought.

She smiled. "I think it's time I took hold of your key again, don't you?"

"No," Brian repeated, "Kay won't let you."

"Do you really have such a low opinion of my gifts of persuasion?" She laughed, but with real amusement. "I bet you, daddy, that in a few minutes your wife will come in here and give me a kiss, 'cos she'll be eager to keep me happy."

She drew a finger along his upper lip. "And if that happens within an hour of me being here, can you imagine after a  few months? If she wants to keep her daughter, consider yourself sold. I'll be able to do whatever I want with you."

She leant forward again. "How often do you get let out of that cage of yours? Twice a month? Three times? And how often do you get pussy? With me, that won't happen ever again."

Brian had frozen. Indira softly stroked his chin.

"You won't need to be unlocked, ever. You'll discover other ways to feel pleasure. And trust me, you'll love it. I only need to talk to Kay. You'll see how soon she comes around to my way of thinking. Welcome to the next stage."

*          *           *

It was a beautiful wedding. No-one could be unmoved when they kissed each other. It was truly touching to see the pale copper colour of Indira's skin set against the pure white of Molly; the red hair and the black.

The reception was held in the gardens of a stately home. It was a fine late spring afternoon. Apart from the actor and his two sons, Kay's own status as a figure in sexually liberal circles attracted a sprinkle of minor celebrities and photographers from several society magazines. Sally's huge frame wobbled with loud, raucous laughter between the revellers.

Amid the chattering and drinks the two brides - both radiant in their wedding dresses - were taken away for photos, and Brian and Kay with them. Even they had to admit that Indira looked immensely happy with her newfound marital status. Hardly a moment passed when she did not hug Molly or kiss her or whisper something in her ear.

Whether or not it had anything to do with her own advanced pregnancy, Kay's attitude towards her daughter-in-law attitude had softened over time. She was certainly in no position to demand a traditional monogamous relationship. Her daughter was happy, and that was what had set her heart at rest.

Walking through the gardens, on the way back to rejoin the guests, Kay found herself talking to the young Indian woman. A few metres further on, Brian had his arm around Molly's slender shoulders; every inch the proud father. Indira enquired about Kay's plans for the baby, and Kay congratulated her new daughter-in-law on her dress and beauty.

"I'm sorry your family couldn't come, Indira. It's a shame, really."

Indira shrugged. "I'm used to it now."

"There were a few of your friends I've never met. You'll have to introduce me. Who are they?"

"The three black, athletic-looking ones?"

"That's right."

"I wouldn't say they're my friends exactly," she laughed, "I contracted them with the money that was left over in the wedding budget. So if you're interested in getting to know them, remember you're the one who's paying them."

Kay stopped dead in her tracks. "Money? They're escorts? Whatever for?"

"For us, mummy. For our wedding night. I'm not paying them to come to the wedding, of course, but they wanted to come to do a bit of networking. And it balances the two sides of the family out a bit."

"But, what do you mean, your wedding night?" Kay felt flustered. "You're not really thinking of....?" She couldn't finish the sentence.

"Mummy, you think you're so modern, when really you're more traditional than a morris dancer," Indira chortled, "We want a wedding night to remember, and I can't think of a better way."

"But...." Again, Kay felt unable to finish the sentence. What would her right-on friends think? They might love the idea.

"I need your advice on something, mummy." Indira took her arm and led her off behind a carefully tended rose garden. "As an expert, what would you recommend? Should I make her watch as they pleasure me, or should I get her to eat me out as they fuck her, one after the other?"

"Indira, there is no way you can speak to me about that. I'm her mother. Don't be so provocative."

"We're going to live together, mummy, so it's best if we get this out in the open. You were trapped in a sexless marriage before I came along, don't you remember? Do you mean to say you regret me coming into your family? Would you go back to how you were?"

"Indira, you're married to Molly now."

"And you're married to Brian." Indira smiled. "Has Molly told you?"

"Told me what?" Kay answered, alarmed.

"She knows all about what happened between me and you. And between me and her father."

Kay shrugged. That's nothing new. We've got over that.

"And she doesn't mind." Indira looked into Kay's eyes and slowly, deliberately, took her breast in one hand.

Kay pushed it away. "No, Indira! There's a limit to everything, and one is the day of my daughter's wedding."

"Tomorrow then?" the Indian girl laughed mockingly.

"Never."

"That's a shame." Her eyes twinkled in amusement. Kay started to walk away, back to the wedding reception. "I suppose your husband hasn't told you anything, either?"

She paused and looked around. "About what?"

"About where he was last Tuesday, and what he was doing."

Kay froze.

"You don't know, do you? I thought yours was an open relationship." The young lady's grin stretched from ear to ear. "I was teaching him the delights of anal sex. He had no idea he could cum just from getting his bottom fucked. You should have seen him, mummy. On his hands and knees, dressed up in stockings and suspenders, sobbing as I bent over him and took his virginity. He was so grateful."

"Don't you dare! Keep away from him!"

"You should have told me earlier. It's a bit late now." Indira took Kay's arm again. She was frozen.

"You know what the score is, don't you? I'm going to be in your house as long as I want, and do you know why? Because I've got your daughter and you're not prepared to lose her."

"Try me! If I kick you out you won't last long. As soon as the money runs out she'll leave you and come back home."

"I'd whore her out." Kay flinched as if she'd been slapped. "And you know she'd do that for me, no problem."

There was a pause - a silent admission of her words - before Indira continued. "As long as we live with you, which is basically as long as I decide, unless you want to buy us a house - something I'd consider - your husband is under my thumb. Both he and Molly are eating out of my hand."

What is she saying? Where is she heading? Kay felt an icy hand grab her heart.

"So you've got a choice. The first option is this: I do whatever I want with your husband behind your back - and when I say whatever, the only limit is my imagination - and decide whether or not to tell you anything, or...."

There was another pause. Again, and with the same deliberation, Indira reached down, but now she lifted her mother-in-law's dress and touched her thighs. This time Kay did not react. With her other hand, Indira held the back of her mother-in-law's neck.

"Or you come and see yourself what I do to him...." She kissed Kay on the lips, lightly.

Kay's head was swimming. She felt dizzy, with no idea how to react or where to turn. Her husband and her daughter were no support. She felt utterly defenceless.

"... and even take part yourself. We'll all enjoy it. No victims, no secrets, no bad feeling. Just another step forward."

Kay felt overwhelmed by what she was hearing. A voice chirped up at the back of her mind:

What's the problem here? Is it really so different to what you've got with Brian? What makes it wrong?

They heard a sudden cheer from a short distance. The guests were celebrating Molly's return.

"But there's no rush, of course. We've got plenty of time to work out the arrangements." Indira took Kay's arm and they walked together out of the rose garden.

"I can't begin to explain how lucky I feel, mummy. I love this family."
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Chapter 5: Wedding Night

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, hubby?”

“You know darling...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What on earth are you talking about?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry sweetie! That was clumsy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yes!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Mrs. White.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


Delilah Dominguez writes on the following themes:


Cuckoldry, Slutwives, Reluctant Feminisation, Interracial Sex (BMWW & BWWM), Dominant/Submissive Relationships, Transgender, Foot Worship, Bondage & Denial. 

[image: ]

"There's no point describing bodies being moved around and used like toys. There are videos for that. The darkest and most erotic organ is the mind. That's what a writer must penetrate. That's what I'm here to chronicle - people like you descending into the depths of depravity, and the horror, shame and arousal as you sink down."

Amazon

Tumblr

Lushstories

cover.jpeg
Delilah Dominguez

Happy Families (Taboo Edition)

A Wife's Tale of Blackmail, Cuckoldry & Domination





OEBPS/image_39.jpg
Delilalh Dominguez
>






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_1453.jpg





