

The MILF, Her Husband, and the Sailors

A tale of MILF and gay humiliation

Chapter 1

Meg and Peter Bryant were on a much needed holiday, their first for a couple of years. They had decided that they deserved to reward to themselves for all their hard work. They both worked in the Civil Service – as Senior Librarians. They believed in hard work and not taking too many holidays, and had begun working at the time when ‘lunch is for wimps’ became the mantra for a successful career, so they took their leisure time guiltily.

They had got married later in life, and were now both in their early 40’s. It had seemed inevitable, somehow, that they would get together – as professional colleagues they were thrown together anyway, but they also stuck out from the office crowd, even amongst fellow librarians, and the administrative staff, who worked in such a busy government information hub; and seemed reserved, scholarly, shying away from the regular office social occasions in the pub to celebrate birthdays, or indeed, anything at all that could possibly be celebrated. They were both people who would make their excuses and go home early from such occasions. In fact, it was on such an occasion, when everyone but them had gone to the pub after work,  that they had both boarded the same bus home, and ended up sitting next to each other, and were thus forced into conversation.

‘I hate these boozy gatherings’ Meg had said.

‘Yes’ Peter replied ‘They make me bored stiff, I’d rather be at home with a good book and a mug of cocoa.’

Meg had been attracted to Peter’s earnestly bookish self-absorption, and she to his seriousness and interest in the Arts, and they began going out together – to the theatre, opera, ballet, arthouse cinema. They enjoyed being in their own little high- culture bubble, amongst the oft seeming coarseness of office life from all the administrative staff who worked in such a busy library, which wasn’t much like a conventional library. They were also both old fashioned enough to want to get married, and so they did so, about a year after their  first meeting; in a low key register office ceremony  with little fuss. In fact, many in the office were surprised to learn that they were married, when they took a holiday together.

Of course, they had to visit somewhere with cultural significance, rather than somewhere famous for its hot sun and golden beaches. Though the Mediterranean island they visited did actually have those things, but it just wasn’t what mainly attracted visitors to it.

Anyway, here they were, and talking of visiting the Monument, which was a famous landmark of the town, though, surprisingly perhaps, it wasn’t visible from the sea front. It was up there though, since it was featured in all the guide books, but obviously just not visible from that vantage point. In fact, they weren’t at all sure of the how to find the way up the cliffs to visit it, since the path the guide book referred to couldn’t be found. Well, Meg trusted Peter, who, as always, was full of confident bluster, about his map reading skills; but when it came to it, where he thought the path was, it wasn’t there at all – just an impenetrable rock face, too steep to climb unless you were an experienced rock climber, let alone walk up – and the guide book definitely said that you could walk up to the Monument quite easily.

They sat down on a nearby bench to discuss things. The bench overlooked the tranquil Mediterranean, and the setting was truly beautiful, but both of them felt frazzled, and in little mood to enjoy it. Peter had been getting on Meg’s nerves ever since they’d been there. Since they had been married, they had spent little time alone together, because they were both working most of the time, and weekends were also busy with their various interests. But now Peter’s constant whining and habit of constantly correcting Meg’s grammar, was making her irritated. She also began to realise that she had little respect for him as a man. His failure to find the route to the Monument was the latest example of his lack of traditional masculine qualities, in her eyes. The things that had previously attracted her to him – his interest in the Arts and culture and neglect of the practical and physical, now started to make her despise him. Not only could he not find his way with a map, but he didn’t drive, and couldn’t do the most mundane DIY task around the house, like changing a fuse, which she always ended up having to do herself. Meg wanted a man who could take care of her, not someone who seemed so helpless and vulnerable.

Meg now liaised at work with a young admin worker, Carl, who’d just started in the library, and whose task was to help her in her work of providing information to Government ministers. The man was keen and a good learner, and would often speak of his life outside work to her- he was a keen footballer, and would talk of matches he had been involved in, and his social activities afterwards, which seemed to involve lots of drinking, and flirting with young women – well it often went beyond flirting, he strongly implied. First of all she had been annoyed by his chatter when they were together on the library’s information desk, when there were often quiet times with little to do but await the next visitor wanting information, but then she had begun to secretly enjoy his talk about his activities. He seemed so masculine – good at traditionally manly skills, but it was his mention of his female conquests that she secretly enjoyed hearing about. He had seemed to like her too, but he’d never be interested in her that way, she thought sadly – and then she remembered that she wasn’t free anyway. But, maybe, she thought, I am still attractive to a younger man, and I’m wasting my best years with Peter.

‘It must be around this area’ Peter was saying ‘it must be, according to the guide book.’

‘Why don’t we ask those two’ Meg asked. She had just noticed a couple of sailors sitting in a seat a bit further along the prom.

‘They probably won’t know if they’ve just come on shore for shore leave – why would they?’ Peter retorted querulously.

‘Well if you won’t ask them, I will.’

And she got up and walked along to where the sailors sat. As she neared she noticed how handsome one, in particular, was. Tall and tanned, black hair peeking from his cap, his face the colour of mahogany against the pristine white of his collar. The other man was chunkier, squatter, rougher seeming, which she could hear in his loud cockney tones. Whereas, the first man spoke in a quieter, more cultured way. Both men looked at her as she walked towards them, and she wished that she was dressed in a more flattering way than the jeans, t-shirt and white, cotton jacket she had on; her black hair pulled back from her lightly made-up face. She had been becoming increasingly frustrated in her marriage, and what once had seemed qualities she’d admired in her husband, now often got on her nerves, and this had become especially apparent while the pair were spending unaccustomed time together on this holiday. She had actually began to crave other company – especially attractive, male company.

‘Hi’ she said –‘I wonder if you could help me. We, that’s my husband and I, were wondering if either of you knew the way to the famous landmark  called the Monument – it’s just that my husband says the pathway to it should be around here, but we can’t find it.’

‘Actually – yes, I do know’ the first sailor said ‘I went up there the first time we docked here. Yes, the path is difficult to spot, but it’s just down there.’ He indicated a bit further along, to a large rock.

‘Yes, it’s just behind that rock – it’s hard to find if you don’t know it’s there. Look, me and Bernie here were thinking of going up there, so we’ll take you there if you like.’

‘Oh no – it’s so kind of you to offer, but we can’t put you to the trouble.’

‘No bother, no bother at all, we were just thinking that we’d like a good walk – weren’t we Bernie?’ he turned to his friend.

‘That’s right, mate – yeah, we can show them the way, no bother,’ and he looked at Meg, and gave her a huge wink, which she found somewhat disconcerting, though she wasn’t sure why; but she immediately tensed at the rough, cockney tones of Bernie – but he seemed friendly enough, and must be all right, if the first sailor, who was someone she immediately trusted, was his friend-

‘I’m Mike, by the way’ the first sailor said, proffering his hand.

Meg paused for a moment before taking Mike’s hand, and grasping it – his handshake was surprisingly gentle, and he didn’t try to crush your hand like many men. Bernie just smiled, revealing missing teeth.

‘Lead the way’ Mike said – ‘is that your husband over there?’

‘Yes’ she said, secretly wishing that she wasn’t with Peter ‘Come on, I’ll introduce you.’

The pair followed her over to where Peter sat, watching them. He looked wary, nervous, scared even. What was he scared of, she thought – these real men, but thrust the uncharitable thought away.

‘Mike and Bernie are going to show us the way to the Monument’ she said as they approached her husband, who was gazing intently at the sea.

‘Mike and Bernie….Winters?’ he sneered, naming an old comedy act, he remembered seeing on television when he was a child.

‘What?’ She asked, puzzled.

‘Nothing- that’s good of them’ he said somewhat grudgingly, for the truth was that he would far rather try to find the way himself, though he had so far obviously been unsuccessful in even finding the start of the path.

Mike led the way, with Bernie , who keep up a supply of  inconsequential  chatter, and inane jokes, bringing up the rear, as they walked through a, hidden path between the rocks, and onto a stony, but well  made , track, that climbed upwards, though not too steeply, since it meandered around the mountainside.

Somehow, Peter ended up falling in alongside Bernie, while Mike struck up conversation with Meg – and they seemed, to her pleasure, to immediately hit it off. She’d definitely wanted to walk with Mike, though she’d tried to suppress her obvious enthusiasm for his company above her husband’s or Bernie’s.

‘Have you been in the navy long?’ she asked Mike?

‘Yes, quite a few years -since I was about twenty. I’ve always had a hankering to go to sea, although I don’t come from a seafaring background – my family are mostly in finance actually.’

She congratulated herself – she had known intuitively that Mike came from a ‘good’ background, unlike Bernie, she thought; whom she could hear talking away to her husband- they seemed to be getting on like a house on fire, unlikely as that might be. But maybe not that unlikely – after all her husband was really a rather insensitive type when it came to other people, whereas Mike seemed quite the sensitive, romantic hero: a man who might save a damsel in distress, if her house caught fire. An image suddenly came into her head of herself in Mike’s arms as he carried her from a blazing house. Her husband would probably run away from the fire leaving her to burn, she thought bitterly.

Meg found herself chatting away to Mike unselfconsciously, as if she had known him for ages. They seemed to have so much in common –she loved travelling, unlike her husband, who preferred to stay at home; and Mike was so well travelled, and regaled her with stories about the many glamorous places he’d visited. Meg found herself becoming increasingly attracted to the tall, bronzed sailor, who was so different to her husband. She suddenly realised that she and Mike were quite a bit further along the path than her husband and Bernie, because looking round she could no longer see them behind them, or hear their voices.

The track was getting steeper now, and they were gaining obvious height – you could now see out over the Mediterranean, as it glittered in the midday sun. In fact, it was getting hotter, and Meg stopped to remove her white, cotton jacket. As she struggled to pull it from her shoulders, Mike stepped forwards, and helped her out of it; and Meg melted as she felt his firm hands upon her, as if she had just been waiting for this moment, and then willingly submitted as Mike somehow manipulated her from the main path, and down through coarse, long grass and around the back of a rock, which hid them from view of anyone passing. It seemed so inevitable – him taking her in his strong arms, in a way that her husband never had, and then her sinking to the ground, with him. She realised that hand was fumbling with Mike’s trouser zip, as if it had a mind of its own, independent of her control, as it grasped Mike’s warm throbbing member-

‘Fuck me hard -abuse me’ she heard her voice say, strangely hoarse, as if it was someone else speaking; and Mike grabbed her hair, pulling her head back-

‘You fucking whore’ he said, spitting into her face.

She could feel the stones digging into her back, but the pain didn’t bother her, as Mike roughly undid her trousers and tugged them down, then ripped her knickers away from the entrance to her fanny. Now he was no longer the gentleman she had been talking to, but like a wild beast. His strength was such that he tore the cotton of her panties, and seeing this he grabbed them and ripped them completely off, and then balled them up and pushed them into her mouth as a gag.

‘I don’t want to hear your fucking voice anymore –I’m not interested in what you have to say.’

Next, his head was between her legs, his tongue darting in little circular movements around her clitty, driving her to distraction.

‘Hurt me’ she said again, but her words just emerged as a noise through the gag. Her mind went suddenly, unbidden, to Peter – and she was filled with guilt. How could she do this to him, he wasn’t that bad was he? He was her husband after all. But, then another wave of pure sensual excitement swept over her, and she moaned into her gag, as she felt one of Mike’s fingers slip inside her, then a second, then then a third, squelching into her soaking hole.

‘Go on, fist fuck me’ she cried into the gag.

He spat into her open fanny –

‘I bet that wimpy faggot of a husband of yours can’t fuck you in the way I’m going to fuck you’ Mike said ‘in fact, I bet he can’t really fuck you at all.’

‘Treat me like a filthy whore’ she cried in muffled tones, as she  felt Mike’s huge penis slide up, and into her, and thrust in and out, deep into her being; but Just when she was about to have what seemed the most superb orgasm she’d ever had, he promptly pulled his cock from her pussy, and roughly manhandled her; turning her over onto her face, where she felt the dirt and stones on her face, as he pulled her arse cheeks apart before spitting on her forbidden orifice, that no one had ever penetrated before; though she had fantasised about it, but Peter had always seemed repelled by the very idea. But now Mike pressed his cock, soaked with her own juices up into that forbidden place. She groaned with pain into her gag, but soon her muscles relaxed and her sphincter accepted his phallus deep inside her, and she began to enjoy the strange feeling of fullness, and was even more turned on by the feeling of complete degradation and humiliation, as Mike drove away, deep up inside her; until she suddenly came with a juddering climax that made her whole body quiver. At the same time Mike withdrew his cock and directed his thick white cum all over her back, staining her clothes, and even up into her hair. As she lay there, satiated. Mike came round, in front of her, and presented his glistening cock before her face –

‘Lick it clean bitch. I bet your husband’s licking Bernie’s cock clean right now, after he’s done the same to him as I’ve done to his wife’ Mike said; and Meg, strangely turned by Mike’s words, found herself obediently complying, as she licked her own juices from Mike’s now shrunken magnificence.

‘Clean yourself up’ Mike said curtly, taking a large, white cloth from inside his uniform jacket, and throwing it on her, and she began wiping away the obvious signs of what had happened from her face and clothes. Then she picked up the torn, soaking panties, and put them in her bag.

Suddenly Meg heard footsteps going by on the path from which they were hidden, and she thought, as Mike pressed his finger to her lips that it must be her husband and Bernie, the other sailor, passing. But their voices were indistinct in the breeze. She could hear a man catching his breath on the steepening gradient – her husband, she supposed, he’d never had been fit, and just wasn’t a physical man at all – unlike Mike. Meg felt guilt at how fulfilled she’d been by the experience – at being so treated in such a humiliating fashion, and because of Peter. But it just made her realise how much she needed a real man, unlike her husband, whom she supposed was now on his way to the Monument with the other sailor – wouldn’t they wonder where they were? But Mike, once again the gentleman, seemed to read her mind saying–

‘Look, we’ll just have to go down now, otherwise we’ll meet those two as they’re coming down, and they’ll wonder just why we’re behind them.’

‘But how will we explain getting back before them’ she said.

‘Don’t worry about it; I’ll find some way of talking our way out of it. But just remember, we saw the Monument, and were very impressed, but wondered what had happened to them, and were very concerned in case something had happened to them.’

‘OK – if you say so’ Meg said, feeling rather worried, but Mike instilled her with confidence.

It didn’t take them long to get to the bottom of the climb, and as they neared to big rock, he said –

‘We’ll probably have to wait a bit for them to get back, but remember, when they arrive, leave most of the talking to me-just back me up when I need it.’

However, as they turned off the path, and came around the rock onto the seafront, they were amazed to see the other pair already there. Her husband was sitting on a bench, while the Bernie leaned on the railing, looking out over the sea, whistling.

‘What happened to you?’ Mike said indignantly ‘we were waiting for you at the Monument, but you never arrived. Meg’s been out of her mind with worry.’

‘What happened to you? I might ask’ Peter replied. ‘We were definitely at the Monument, and thought we’d meet you coming down, but there was no sign of you.’

Her husband’s face reddened as he spoke, Meg noticed, and she said, as if on cue ‘it looks like there’s a mystery here that may never be solved – we’ve all seen, or claimed to see, the Monument, and I know Mike and I certainly did – and very impressive it was, and what a glorious view– but somehow or other, we managed not to meet up, even though there’s only one path going up there, and you’ve got back before us, although you were behind us on the track.’

‘What do you think happened Bernie?’ Mike asked his colleague –

‘Well, it’s a mystery, and that’s for sure’ Bernie said. ‘But I agree with the lady – that Monument’s certainly impressive. I hope you made sure the lady had a good view of it’ he said to Mike, with a big wink, and she noticed a somewhat mocking tone in his voice.

‘Me and Peter here certainly enjoyed OUR walk – didn’t we Peter mate? You were very impressed with the size of the Monument, weren’t you’ Bernie said, and he winked again. Meg noticed her husband blush an even deeper shade of scarlet.

Anyway, the sailors said they had to report back to their ship, while Meg and Peter had to go back to their hotel to pack. They said their goodbyes, but Meg managed to mouth ‘Thank you’ at Mike, from behind her husband’s back, and she was greatly touched when he briefly touched his heart.

On the way back to the hotel they went into a gift shop. There were postcards of the Monument, and Meg picked one up and took it to the counter to purchase.

‘It’s a shame you didn’t come here last week’ the sales assistant said in broken English, as Peter stood waiting for her outside.

‘Why?’ She asked curiously.

‘Because then you would have been able to go up and see the Monument, but it blew down in the storm at the weekend, and it is there no longer.’

Meg was stunned as she walked from the shop – so her husband and Bernie, the other sailor, couldn’t have seen the Monument either. She looked at Peter – he certainly looked far jauntier than normal, and a smile played around his mouth. Just what he had got up to with Bernie, she wondered.

Chapter 2

Meg had become sexually awakened by her experience with Mike, and when she arrived home from her holiday became determined that she would have even more such experiences.

She was also excited by images of Peter with the other sailor, Bernie that kept flashing into her mind, although she had no concrete evidence that anything untoward had actually happened. But it excited her to think of her husband having such illicit liaisons – as well as this being something he might greatly enjoy, she thought. It also made her feel less guilty, of course. She realised that this resolved the mystery of his lack of interest in her sexually – at least it wasn’t her fault, she thought, with relief, and it was one thing that her fling with Mike had taught her: he desired her, so it wasn’t her age, or her looks going – she was still attractive to men, even young, handsome men; just not a man like Peter, and now she knew why this was. She had also discovered what she had really always known, but repressed-that she had a masochistic side to her sexuality, which Peter, with his effeminate manner, could never satisfy – but she needed to satisfy it. But now Meg had a renewed confidence in her sexuality. Immediately, her thoughts went to Carl, the young guy at work – maybe she hadn’t been deluding herself that he fancied her. She resolved that she would find out once and for all, rather than keep on with this wondering about what might have been.

So, on the following Monday, when she got ready for work, she put on the new outfit of clothes that she’d purchased online in the remaining days of her holiday- purchased with a purpose. She’d mentioned to Peter that she’d brought some new clothes, but hadn’t shown them to him, not that he’d be interested anyway. And so Peter nearly choked on his cornflakes when she walked in – in a red satin blouse, black knee length skirt split up the side, black stockings and four inch, black, patent leather heels.

‘Is this some sort of joke? He said, after he’d stopped coughing.

‘No, no joke - these are my new work clothes.’

‘You’re not going to work like that are you? And what’s happened to your face?’ Peter said, noting Meg’s unfamiliarly scarlet lipstick, and heavily made –up eyes.

‘That’s make –up- it’s a long time since I’ve worn any above the most perfunctory; and yes, I am going to work like this. It’s my new image, I’m fed up with the old fuddy -daddy look- these clothes are more up to date Today a woman needs to dress for success.’

‘Yes, but the women who dress like that are a lot younger than you, or working in another profession than librarianship – the Oldest Profession.’

‘What sexist nonsense – why shouldn’t I look attractive. Just because you’re attracted to men.’

‘What…….?

‘Like that sailor, what was his name – Bernie?’

‘We just got on well together, that’s all. Not like you, throwing yourself at the other one.’

‘I never did – it was him who was after me.’

‘And did he have you?’  Peter sneered.

‘Of course not- how could you think such a thing. Did you go with the other sailor? Why were you back from the Monument before Mike and me, when you were behind us on the path? I don’t think you ever saw the Monument.’

‘We definitely did see it, but did you? I’m not gay, anyway- I have absolutely no predilections of that nature, I’ll have you know.’

‘Oh, you’re not like that. What are you like then? Not exactly the demon lover of ladies are you?’

‘I’ve had my moments.’

‘Not with me you haven’t’ she said, immediately regretting this remark. That had hurt him, and she could see by his wounded expression that she had hit a sore spot.

He was silent for a few moments, then said quietly –

‘I’m not gay.’

‘Ok – so nothing happened between you and the sailor?’

‘Of course nothing happened, of the kind you’re thinking of anyway– we just got on well together. It’s your dirty mind that’s the problem.’

However, Meg noticed the tremor in his voice, and his reddening face, but she didn’t pursue the matter because she didn’t want Peter to ask further questions about what had occurred between her and Mike; though, of course, she knew that Peter was definitely lying about seeing the Monument.

Meg was at work, and made a point of walking past Carl’s desk, feeling both empowered and rather vulnerable in her sexy outfit. Out of the corner of her eye she could see his head lift from his work and stare in her direction. She had immediately become aware of the effects of her new outfit on the men in the office, and had even heard a few whispered remarks, accompanied by sniggers; but she suddenly didn’t care what they thought –it was only what Carl thought that she was bothered about. Peter wasn’t working in the library that day, having to attend important meetings, and Meg had known beforehand that he wouldn’t be around.

Late in the afternoon the office was quiet, since most people, had gone to a meeting, and Meg picked up some papers, and walked past Carl’s desk –

‘Just going to the photocopier in Mr Dalton’s office’ she announced loudly, take a message if anyone rings.’

Mr. Dalton had gone to the meeting, and there was another, more accessible, photocopier which most people used anyway. Meg hoped that the reference to the photocopier in Mr. Dalton’s office, which wasn’t the obvious one to use, would send a message to Carl.

Mr. Dalton’s office was along a quiet corridor, and, as Meg was leaning over the photocopier, she heard the door open, and glanced around as Carl came up behind her. She could feel the closeness of his body, as he pressed himself against her.

‘You’ve been teasing me all day’ he said, as he cupped her breasts from behind. She made no effort to remove his hand, and pressed her body back into his, feeling his cock pressing into her arse cheeks.  She reached behind and fumbled at the bulge in Carl’s trousers. Now, she again heard her voice as if it was someone else’s voice, just as she had with Mike–

‘Fuck me, treat me like a filthy whore.’

Then she twisted round, and knelt before Carl, and unzipped his fly.

‘Say “please let me suck your cock, Master.”’ Carl said.

‘Please let me suck your cock, Master.’ Meg said submissively.

She took Carl’s penis in her mouth. For the second time in less than a month she was doing something taboo, and she realised that she felt little guilt.  Well, her husband had also probably transgressed, she thought – well he would have been far more transgressive than she had been if he’d done what she suspected him of doing. Carl pulled her to her feet and pushed her over the photocopier before pushing her dress up around her waist, and, without ceremony, forcing his cock into her wet fanny. He wasn’t as big as Mike she noted, but she still moaned as she felt him, aware any moment that someone might come into the office, which gave her an extra frisson of illicit danger, as Carl thrust deep inside her.

‘You like being dominated?’ Carl asked.

‘Yes Master – treat me like a slut.’

‘You are a fucking slut– a married woman, acting like a whore’ Carl sneered.

‘Hurt me- humiliate me Master’ Meg begged.

Carl picked up a waste paper bin that happened to be on the floor within his reach, and tipped the contents over her carefully teased hair, and Meg felt stale food, hoover dust, the contents of ashtrays, coffee dregs and used tissues cascade down over her hair and face. Then, Carl pulled out his penis from her pussy, before pushing her to knees, and cumming right in her face – his spunk spurting into her eyes, and over her already filthy hair.

Meg was in a daze as she walked back to the office after cleaning herself up. She couldn’t believe it had happened - she’d seduced Carl, and made her dream come true, though he hadn’t needed much seducing. But she was elated, able to feel assured that her fling with Mike hadn’t been an aberration, and that she really was sexually attractive to men other than her husband.

She began meeting Carl for discrete rendezvous, at lunchtimes and after work. She’s always had lunch with Peter, but she started complaining to him about all the extra work she been given, that meant she had to take lunch at her desk. And then she would meet Carl somewhere off the beaten track, in a small working man’s café, patronised mostly by builders, and run by Italians. You know the type, full of steam, and friendly, but basic, no frills; and Carl would have her, skirt around her waist like a common whore, in a nearby alley. They would also arrange evenings together after work. She would tell Peter that she was working late, or going to a jewellery making evening class. But instead Meg would meet Carl, and have passionate, humiliating sex with her lover in his apartment.

This went on for several weeks, and Peter seemed oblivious to what was happening, even inquiring as to how her evening class was going.  Meg bought some jewellery from a craft stall in a market to show Peter an example of ‘her’ work. The necklace was crude and hideous – something she’d never wear, but Peter seemed impressed that she’d made it herself. Meg felt forced to wear the crude jewellery, and pretend that she was proud of it.

However, suddenly, Carl seemed to go cool on the relationship, finding excuses as to why he couldn’t meet her that night. After this had been going on for a couple of weeks, Meg began to become suspicious, suspicious that he was seeing another woman. And thus one night, when he called their rendezvous off, saying that he had to take his elderly mother to hospital, she decided to watch Carl’s flat to check on his story. How ridiculous she felt, standing sheltering in a doorway opposite Carl’s block of luxury flats. She was thinking what a stupid idea it was: she’d seen Carl enter on his return from work, and there was no further sign of him, just a light on in his flat. She was just about to go home when, suddenly, Carl emerged from the front door of the flats, and walked towards the tube station. She really did feel like a spy as she followed him, standing at a discrete distance behind him on the crowded escalator, as he went down, then followed him along the passageway to the Piccadilly Line. She got on the same tube train as she did, but he hadn’t looked in her direction once. He alighted at Leicester Square, and again she followed him onto the escalator, struggling not to lose him in the crowd, as he emerged from the station into Charing Cross Road. She almost got run over as she followed him across the busy street, and just managed to see his dark blue jacket vanishing into the door of a pub.

Meg entered, and located him at the bar. The pub was packed with people who’d just finished work, tourists, and those who’d started their night out early, which helped Meg to remain hidden from view. She stood at the bar at the other end to Carl, a tall man hiding her. She kept peeking round the man, ostensibly awaiting her turn to get served and saw Carl turn from the bar, drink in hand. She stepped away from the bar, struggling to keep sight of her lover in the crush, and watched as he went towards a table in the corner of the crowded pub, where most seats were taken. But someone had saved him a seat with a strategically placed bag. Meg shoved a woman aside with a muttered ‘sorry’, to attempt to see who the occupant of the table was, expecting some glamorous, young woman; but she wished that she hadn’t, when the table’s occupant stood and warmly embraced Carl. In fact, she nearly fainted when she saw who it was. It wasn’t a woman at all……in fact, it was a man, and that man was Peter, her husband! She squirmed as Carl kissed her husband on the cheek, and they touched hands, then sat down, talking animatedly to each other.

Meg pressed herself into the wall behind her – into the shadows, and hidden by people, but she could see that Carl and her husband were far too absorbed in each other to notice her. Well, seeing her there was the last thing they would think of; as was her seeing them together the very last thing that would have occurred to her. Then, Carl rose from the table, and went towards a passageway with a sign above it indicating the Gents. After a few seconds Peter followed him.

Meg, all caution gone, followed Peter down the passage, and watched as he entered a toilet. She stepped back into the shadows as she heard the soft footsteps of someone else behind her. It was a man, and he also entered the toilet. Meg didn’t care now, she was desperate to know the truth, and pressed open the toilet door. The man who’d just entered was standing at a urinal, but Peter and Carl were nowhere to be seen. The man at the urinal didn’t look up as Meg went to the cubicles behind him – and, yes, she could hear whispered voices coming from one, and she pressed the door of the one next to it, and it was open. She slipped in, and locked the door behind her.

A voice, which she definitely knew to be her husband’s spoke –

‘I need you Master’ he said.

Another voice which was definitely Carl’s said ‘Suck me off, you whore.’

She heard movements, moans, and Carl’s voice-

‘Suck me, suck me harder.’

Then Peter ‘Come on my face…that’s it, treat me like a piece of shit.’

Meg could hear moans and gasps, then Carl again ‘Lick the floor clean of cum, you fucking slut.’

And her husband’s voice ‘Yes, Master.’

Meg’s hands went to her fanny, and she began frig herself off, soon climaxing, and having to make a determined effort not to make any noise. She heard the cubicle door open, and waited a few minutes before opening the door of her own cubicle, peered out, and seeing the coast was clear, rushed out of the toilet. Meg couldn’t see the pair in the bar when she went back into it, and since there was no chance of finding them now, she went and got herself a much needed gin and tonic.

Meg was trembling. She’d known that Carl was seeing someone else, but a man, and her own husband at that. Her own husband was the lover of her new boyfriend! It took her some time to get to grips with this fact. She let it sink in, and once it had sunk in, her shock was replaced by hurt and anger. ‘I’ll get my own back on them ’she said to herself, but how? And yet, she had also been really turned on by the situation.

Meg resolved not to let on to either of them that she knew about their sordid little secret, but just put her mind to thinking of how she could get revenge. Who was Carl anyway, what did she know about him? The days were obviously gone when you could blackmail someone for homosexuality, but the Civil Service still frowned upon behaviour that was too unconventional, though she knew that many, to all appearances staid, librarians lived lives very far from their dowdy image –especially some of the younger ones. She wondered if Carl was promiscuous – he obviously liked both men and women. Photos of the two taking part in a gay lovemaking might not go down well with the powers that be, and would certainly affect their reputations if widely disseminated on the internet. Also, her husband had always seemed rather effeminate – did he have a predilection for cross-dressing, she wondered – this could lead to him being photographed in some bizarre situations.

Just then Meg realised that a man was looking at her, a well-dressed, not bad looking, youngish seeming man, and she smiled at him.

He came across to where she sat at a table in the corner –

‘Would you like a drink?’ He asked politely.

‘Please- gin and tonic.’ Meg fluttered her eyelashes.

The man returned with her drink. Meg let her dress ride up over her thighs……her hand went to the man’s crotch beneath the table, brushed it tantalisingly.

‘Do you want to fuck me?’ she whispered.

‘Where can we go?’ the man said.

‘A Gents’ toilet is just down there- that one doesn’t seem to get used much.’

She got up from her seat, and the man followed her, as she walked towards the passage leading to the toilet…………

Chapter 3

Meg emerged from the toilet, dabbing away at her soaked hair and clothes with a tissue: after fucking her in one of the cubicles, the man had peed all over her. She felt degraded and disgusted ….yet, at the same time the whole experience has been such so arousing: fucking a total stranger like that, and begging him to humiliate her. And now the man had disappeared, without even a ‘goodbye’. There’d been no exchange of phone numbers, or even names: just a quick, anonymous fuck in a pub toilet. Is this what she’d been reduced to? She thought. She cleaned herself up as best she could, before getting a taxi home, and hoping that the taxi driver didn’t notice the smell of urine emanating from her. But once she was in she reflected  upon how fulfilling she’d found the whole encounter with the stranger, but also her anger at seeing Carl, her  lover, engaged in a gay liaison with her husband. How long had this been going on?  She asked herself.  Had Carl been seeing them both at the same time, or did he stop seeing her because he was seeing her husband? And what about Peter – she’d thought that he was blissfully unaware of her affair with Carl – but he must have known. Well, Carl must have told him anyway.

So how could she get her revenge?  Blackmail was one option, but was it really? – Well, as far as she knew, everyone at work thought both Peter and Carl were straight. She could threaten to tell people, make things public online, but what would she get out of it? Carl and Peter would face ridicule, their promotion prospects might be affected, and she and Peter would probably split up. Hmm, she thought for a moment – what was the best course of action for HER – to make things develop in HER interests. Well, she thought, she’d established that she was a masochist and a submissive, and it seemed Peter was too, as well as being bisexual or gay – whereas Carl was obviously a dominant Alpha male, though also bisexual. Perhaps, Meg thought wistfully, Carl could be dominant to them both, but with a twist – they would both dominate Peter. The thought of this really turned her on, as did the idea of Carl sexually dominating her husband. The thought made her fingers go to her pussy.

Carl had said that he was working late. Meg knew, of course, where he had really been. When she arrived home, Carl still wasn’t in. She had calmed down from the shock of seeing her lover and husband in a sexual relationship – well, she was still hurt, of course, at Carl’s rejection of her for her husband, but the excitement she had felt at hearing the two men she was in a relationship with having sex together, remained in her mind, and had become a source of erotic fantasy for her. Why this was so, she wasn’t sure, but she just knew it was a real turn on, along with being dominated herself. An idea was growing in her mind, and she hatched a plan.

An hour later Carl came in –

‘You must be tired after such long day at the office’ Meg said.

‘Yes, I certainly am – I must admit I went for drink afterwards with some of the others -I needed to unwind a bit before travelling home. I thought you’d understand.’

‘Of course, I don’t blame you’ Meg said ‘I’d have probably done the same thing. By the way, I’ll be late on Friday night – Nina in the Media Library is leaving – we used to be colleagues.’                                           

‘That’s fine – I’ll just have a quiet evening in by myself’ Peter said.

The next day, Meg didn’t go into work until late – she had some flexitime, and Peter went in on his own, at the usual time. Once her husband was out of the door, Meg began work. She had become quite practical, because she had to be, since Peter was so useless with any sort of domestic repair; and to this end she had purchased a drill. Meg got the drill out from the cupboard, where it lay covered in dust – Peter having failed to put up the shelves he’d promised to put up. She then went into the walk -in wardrobe in the bedroom, and took a chair in and sat on it, making sure that she would be hidden by hanging clothes from someone opening the door. She then drilled a hole in the door at eye level to where she sat, so that she could look into bedroom, unobserved by anyone in it.

On Friday, Meg rushed home from work early, full of excited anticipation, and after a glass of wine, and when she knew it was around the time that Peter arrived home from work, she took up her position amongst the clothes in the wardrobe- on the chair alongside the eyehole she’d made in the door, looking into the bedroom.

Meg heard Peter come in, and she thought her hunch must have been wrong, because he seemed to be alone. She could hear him bustling about, whistling to himself as he made a sandwich. Meg was crestfallen – was she stuck, sitting in her hidey hole, while Peter just remained boringly alone watching TV.

However, Just then Peter entered the bedroom, and bent down to the bed. There was storage space beneath it, which Meg never used or looked in, and she was surprised when her husband pulled out a large box. He placed it on the bed, and began taking items from it. She strained to see what they were, and was completely shocked when she saw. Items of frilly, female clothing: a lacy bra and panty set, some black stockings, and then to her horror, he pulled out a black dress, and red satin  blouse that she was sure that she recognised – the ones she’d bought to seduce Carl with, successfully, on  that day in the office. She’d wondered what had happened to them, and just thought they’d got mixed up with other items in the wash. And now, to her complete astonishment, she saw that Carl was putting all the female clothes on, starting with the bra and pants, then the stockings. She could see how this immediately affected him, as his cock was bulging and barely concealed by the tiny lace panties.

Peter was quite a small build for a man, and her clothes seemed to fit him surprisingly well, Meg noted. Then Peter sat down at HER dressing –table, and began to apply HER make-up to his face – they were the very same clothes and make-up that he had criticised her for wearing, saying that she looked like a member of the oldest profession –i.e., a whore. Then Peter picked up a smaller box, and took from something furry looking. Meg soon realised what it was, as he put the wig on his head and adjusted it. It, weirdly, was in the same style as Meg’s own brown, bobbed hair.  Peter pouted at himself in the mirror, turning his face from side to side the see different angles. Just then Meg jumped as the door buzzer sounded, and her husband quickly got up and went to answer it. He obviously was expecting someone -to answer the door dressed as he was. And then Meg’s previous suspicions were confirmed as she heard Carl’s voice-

‘Hello, you filthy fucking faggot’ he said to Peter.

‘Hello Master’ Peter replied.

‘Get down on your knees and suck me off, you piece of shit’ Carl said.

‘Certainly Master’ hubby said compliantly.

‘I want to fuck your hole, slut’ Carl said ‘lay on your back.’

Meg watched from her hiding pace as her husband lay down on his back, and then Carl raised his legs, and put them over his shoulders each side of his head, as he knelt before him. Meg could see Carl’s cock, huge and glistening, as he slowly pushed it into her husband’s distended anus -pushed it in until it was no longer invisible. Peter cried out in pain, and delight, it seemed, as he took the full length of Carl’s cock up inside himself. Meg ardently wished it was her who was the recipient of Carl’s magnifivcent member, but it was a total turn- on to see her husband so treated. She pressed forward to see better what was happening, and at that moment the door of the wardrobe suddenly flew open, and Meg went tumbling into the bedroom, in full view of the astonished men.

‘Fuck me Master’ was all that emerged from Meg’s mouth, and her memories of the incident were very hazy, as Carl, at first, like Peter, startled into silence, was the first to recover his composure –

‘Kneel on the floor next to your pathetic cum dump of a husband’ he commanded, and Meg complied immediately, kneeling down next to her husband. Carl pulled his cock from hubby’s bum, and turned to Meg –

‘Suck me’ he said, ‘you stopped me from cumming then, now make it hard again, you dog.’

And Meg again obediently complied, taking Carl’s rank smelling member between her lips, and sucking on it, delighting in the feeling of degradation it gave her.

‘Right, turnaround and show me your bum you fat cunt.’

Meg did as she was told, presenting Carl with a view of her pussy, and bum hole, that had been virgin until so recently, with Mike the sailor-

‘Fuck me ‘she cried ‘just like you fucked my husband, right up the arse’–

‘Well, I will but I want to fuck your fanny first’, he said, and then he rammed his penis into her wetly receptive vagina, and it slid in. She moaned, as he pumped away, and felt ready for an earth- shaking orgasm; but then he suddenly withdrew his cock, just as she was about to cum, and pressed it to the entrance to her back passage, and forced into her. As with Mike, at first it was painful, but then the pain was replaced by a gorgeous feeling of being filled to the brim, filled with wicked, transgressive pleasure, and the taboo breaking excitement. Both husband and wife were literally fucked– and at the service of the cruel, younger man – their Master.

Although Meg had thought of blackmailing Carl and her husband, it was actually she who became the victim of blackmail. Carl threatened to tell everything about the relationship of both of them with him, a junior employee, while they were both in very senior positions of responsibility.  To a great extent the pair were compliant victims, but Carl’s demands became ever greater – for Meg to give him extra responsibility at work, increasing his grade rapidly, while he did less and less actual work. He also drew up a contract which gave him ‘ownership’ of Meg’s vagina, while Peter, her husband, had to ask the permission of Carl to have sex with his wife – who would frequently refuse it. Peter also blackmailed the couple into giving him a regular allowance, and, in fact, he moved into their flat, where Peter, who had now given up his job, worked as maid, dressed in a dinky uniform of black, vinyl mini dress, black stockings and six inch heels, which were chained to his feet so that he couldn’t remove them, and dainty white apron with matching frilly cap - serving his Master-Carl, and Mistress -Meg. In fact, both Peter and Meg were completely in thrall to the handsome, dominant young stranger, Carl, who treated them in the way he knew they wanted to be treated – like dirt on the sole of his shoe.

So that holiday on the Mediterranean island, and their ‘visit’ to the no longer standing Monument, had extremely far reaching consequences for Meg and Peter Bryant – extremely far reaching!
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