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Ice Queen

Angela and I waited outside the specialist’s office nervously. Well I was nervous or even at the end of my tether whereas my wife was calm and separated as usual, giving the impression nothing could possibly affect and bother her or reach inside this persona of the thickest, coldest ice that hung around this enigmatic young woman like an invisible shroud as if she was set on deep freeze all the time.

I had met her when she was seventeen and came by chance for riding lessons on our estate; Angela had looked so indescribably sensational in her clingy tan jodhpurs and pristine white blouse that day that I seemed to fall head over heels in love from the first moment, made it my mission to ingratiate myself with her and we became increasingly friendly over time.

Well friendly was perhaps a generality or exaggeration as although I was the one with age, experience and the vast wealth, this girl’s gift of boundless beauty was so exquisite, all encompassing or actually breathtaking it made me always feel distinctly inferior in her presence or company.

Her family were middle-class, popular and well thought of locally while this young lady’s reputation for innocence was pristine or immaculate; in fact I think I was the first man to take her for a date - in our narrow world of society or privilege - which was fabulous for me even though there was never much of a conversation between us but it was as though words were unnecessary when I was near this vivacious, spectacular, blonde outstandingly sublime woman.

I had been out with a few girls and obviously, being the next Lord of the manor - my father was ailing and the succession was imminent - I was much sought after and had experienced some not insignificant intimacy with the opposite sex although before Angela there was no woman who had set my heart on fire and teeth very much on edge as she did.

However my romantic interest did not seem overly enamoured with me initially but I pursued her doggedly, if not relentlessly and spontaneously, but possibly imprudently - out of fear of losing something so perfect and precious - when she had just turned eighteen I asked her to marry me.

She had at first merely smiled at my suggestion, told me she was far too immature for such a huge decision and even suggested - to my despair - she was uninterested in me; but in spite of her lack of enthusiasm all I could think about was her divine face or heavenly body and I kept up my courtship with flowers, diamonds and the most wonderful horses until to my eternal joy on the cusp of nineteen, Angela finally, fantastically agreed to my proposal.

We were married a mere six months afterwards with me being at the grand, mature age of twenty two and Angela was without question the most dazzling woman or wife anyone could have asked for or possibly imagined.

When she walked down the aisle on our fateful day, dressed in a flowing gown of white silk, chiffon and lace, her blonde hair so lustrous and eyes like the clearest blue of the most pure far off ocean she literally took my breath away and people said without coercion she was the most perfect and beautiful bride they had ever seen. 

The honeymoon was in the Cayman Islands in the bridal suite of one of the oldest and most prestigious hotels where on our sacred wedding night she dressed in a long, silken peignoir sipped some iced bubbly champagne from the complimentary bottle then lay beside me on the extravagantly large bed.

She was without doubt utterly fabulous and I whispered my heartfelt devotion of how much I loved her before taking this celestial vision of divinity in my arms and pressed my wife to the covers and made love to her for the unforgettable first time.

Well sadly with that being stated so poetically; that was not honestly an apt description of this most personal or special act of affection, because to my horror this new, perhaps anxious but incredibly superior bride simply raised her resplendent gown, spread her perfect, ivory thighs in submission and then allowed me to settle between them and press my erection into her secret, most private place.

She did not move or say hardly a word and although my hard, but not spectacularly well-endowed, penis swiftly consummated our marriage this connection was not the type of beginning I had hoped for with my life partner, the sublime Angela.

We did not discuss our initial disaster and on the positive side, the next day she looked totally spectacular by the pool or over dinner when she dressed so perfectly and where other well-to-do men would secretly drool and be envious of me.

But this was mere show because night after night I would just ejaculate my seed like a dumb animal inside this cool, icy, womanly vaginal centre - which I desired and expected to be full of fire or fever - as if her mind and body were elsewhere or disengaged, and this eventuality was understandably most unfortunate and disconcerting for me.

After a week and although she was my wife under every law - Godly and otherwise - I truly felt as if I was intruding on her personal space and Angela actually asked me once, most politely of course, if I could reduce my sexual activities or interest in her just a little and if I needed to come to climax then she gave me kind permission to rub myself on her warm legs or backside as I wished to, but try not to disturb her too much while I did so.

This was of course devastating and mortifying but bizarrely her distant, glacial attitude seemed to still bizarrely inspire and arouse my libido and make me ever more determined to thaw her to my lust or hot love.

In reality, as any good wife she never refused my advances if I needed full sex, but even though my raging masculinity could reach inside her body, nothing could break the cold barrier or freezing sheen of mental or emotional separation she had from me, or was it the world?

So the honeymoon was something of a tragedy but we were now fully conjoined and married in all ways in the eyes of heaven or mammon then settled into some type of situation at the Manor where I now ruled everything but my wife; who would only permit me to make love to her once a month although I could masturbate over her back or body as much as I wished to.

Although she was often less than thrilled about it!

In public, Angela was truly a revelation as she was utterly perfect and feted or admired wherever she went but privately, living with such a bleak island of a woman was becoming a trial and more in hope than expectation I organised a second, one week honeymoon precisely six months after the first one.

Those seven days was where the real trouble began between us as what happened that first evening we were there was so terrible and unrepeatable that we never, ever, discussed it properly.

Then sadly from that fateful, brief period I had not touched her or broken through her withdrawn personality or damaged demeanour for a single, subsequent moment even though she still appeared perfectly happy, normal and undamaged to the rest of the universe.

Since this misfortune we had seen innumerable doctors or specialists and although endless tests and examinations were made in the twelve months that followed, no one discovered or reached the root-cause of the problem of why Angela had closed her body and affection to me so completely and I was literally going out of my mind because somehow I felt this awful dilemma was all my fault.

This particular specialist we were now attending was of questionable pedigree - as he had been trained in London and some remote parts of Africa - and supposedly engaged unusual if not questionable methods; but normal medicine or psychiatry did not seem to work with my undoubtedly suffering wife and I was desperate because this seemed the very last throw of the dice.

My mind was wandering while I sat but it emerged from some trance-like state as a pretty, red-haired, slender, petite girl in a white dress came into reception, smiled at me and spoke softly.

“Doctor Freudas will see you Mr Halcyon…you alone to begin please.”

It seemed unusual because it was Angela with the real problem; but as mentioned I was whistling in the wind and willing to try anything to put things right therefore I strolled casually into the office where a lean, tall, copper-skinned male with a bald head and small, round glasses perched on his nose was sitting behind an extra large desk as if this learned man needed something grand to speak for him.

He gestured to me to be seated opposite his elevated position then murmured in perfectly pronounced English.

“Welcome Lord Halcyon…now where do we start…?”

He rummaged through the vast piles of papers on the desk and pushed a contract towards me.

“…I have read your wife’s file and think I can help but my treatments can be deceptively hard to understand and I need you to sign this to confirm that you will not argue with me today…if you do not wish to return then I understand but…”

He paused as if only for effect.

“…To honestly help Angela, then…”

His eyes were open, black and patently focussed.

“…You also need to play your part!”

I was wary and unsure of him and tried to think ahead.

“You won’t touch or hurt her?”

His riposte was instant.

“No, Lord Halcyon…her problems are mental initially and this agreement is just for this session to forge the necessary difficult path I sense we must follow…”

With that assurance I placed my mark on the specified line and he stared at me in what I took to be prescient warning.

“…Remember …do not say a word while I question your pretty wife…you have given your oath!”

I nodded in confirmation and within a few minutes Angela was led in; she was dressed in jeans and a sweater as normal because since the undisclosed trouble she rarely dressed up apart from formal, social occasions where she still was a shooting and most spectacular star.

My Love took my seat while I sat supportively behind her and when everyone was in place, Doctor Freudas gazed almost through her impenetrable, cold veneer then looked at the file below his eyes before speaking softly.

“So my Dear…I have read the extensive reports, regarding the hypnosis, analysis and it is of course most interesting and revealing…”

He looked down to scan the data and then at her again.

“…You are aware electrodes were placed on your cunt, tits and various erogenous part of your skin and…?”

She interrupted him in justifiable disgust at his tone.

“Please don’t be vulgar!”

He shrugged and I wanted to speak to berate this man for his discourtesy but had been sworn to silence and could only bite my lip as he went on in the same vile manner

“Why? You mean you don’t have a cunt or tits, Angela? Or deny that men want to feel and fuck your luscious body…are you so different?”

She hissed at him in growing annoyance.

“Yes I am! I’m a Lady, Lady Halcyon?”

He chuckled dryly.

“Not to me or this data because every time the words fuck, sperm, head, cunt, pussy, ass or cock…are mentioned to you in interviews there is a strong, chemical, recordable reaction…”

It was dark but her face seemed unusually flushed as he pressed her.

“…Why is that, Angela?”

It was noticeable that her voice became strained in anger or upset and I wanted to protect my Love but could not speak so just listened as if mesmerised by his odious line of direct if not obtuse questioning while my wife scolded him and spat fire.

“Because of the trauma regarding the rape?”

He inhaled as I did because she had used the rare, unspoken word but then ill-advisedly he made things worse; much worse!

“You mean the incident where you were used like a whore, fucked in your tight cunt, ass…over and over again by many men who I would mention were never identified or found even though you must have seen them so closely or intimately…”

The Doctor leant back in his chair commandingly

“…It seems a little strange to me Angela…doesn’t make sense and when things don’t make sense…”

His face formed a sly, slick grin which was most uncalled for.

“…Then it’s not true!”

She snarled as if she could not countenance tolerating him any further.

“What, you think I liked it do you? Giving head, being fucked and abused over and over again…you think I enjoyed it?”

The man was obviously a Charlatan and my clever wife and had found him out brilliantly as he kept understandably silent for a moment then spoke cuttingly while making the sharpest most brutal point.

“Of course you loved it Angela…getting your cunt filled properly, being taken by thick cocks and virile men when you have been so cosseted, indulged, venerated and worshipped all of you life…”

He chuckled darkly.

“…Only when you admit that you’re a Whore, a Slut and that you love being fucked by strangers will you begin to find your life once more…because your denial of what you crave is sadly closing down your libido or rational mind…as possibly it always has in some way…”

His fingers tapped on the desk absentmindedly.

“…But I would need further analysis or time to confirm my deductions.”

She screamed at him without restraint and in some barely disguised hatred.

“How dare you? I’m Lady Halcyon…how dare you infer and suggest such a sick and hateful thing…you Stupid Man!”

He rose up almost threateningly and scowled in equal fury.

“Be quiet or I will take you over my knee, pull your trousers down and spank your cute, spoiled pale ass, Angela…now sit, listen and be quiet…!”

To my shock my enigmatic but normally uncontrollable mate became unexpectedly mute and she appeared to tremble in her seat then simply gazed at him vacuously.

“…Undoubtedly you are a Whore and a Slut…and I wish you to lie on my couch then relate to me in specific if not graphic detail the whole sensual, sullied tale and reveal your sexuality and inner, hidden nature…”

I picked up immediately - as he waxed on - how his voice was strangely hypnotic or mystical.

“…I know you wish to and when you have the courage to release your secrets only then can you be the woman your inborn instincts, wishes or desires you to be…”

Angela was silent still, as if frozen once more in understandable rage or fear, but out of honour I could not help or provide any husbandly shield against this madman and cursed myself for signing the document as I did.

“…You’re a Slut…and are going to tell me how it was for your mind and pride when the men had you…then distinctly what it felt like when their rude masculinity entered your mouth or comely white body and enjoyed you as a woman and not this frigid, unreachable goddess you make yourself out to be…”

His voice audibly changed pitch and lost its tension or dynamism a little as he sighed.

“…So it’s up to you Angela…submit to my probing, come and admit your veiled thoughts or not… it’s entirely your choice…”

I could see my sublime Ice Queen was vacillating as he concluded the meeting.

“…You are not the only young female to have such repressed, unsavoury, fantasies or sexual yearnings and needs; many women crave such treatment or subjugation…you are irrefutably a Whore, Angela but that is not a crime…”

He laughed drolly as if she was a child.

“…Do not return unless you are prepared to lay on my couch and confess your salacious and seductive soul because I will not be nice to you, Slut…”

He gurgled happily if not unbelievably considering he was working for me.

“…That is not my job!”

My wife whispered with a sarcastic edge to her tone that was tinny and high.

“Will you beat me, pull my knickers down and smack me?”

She was goading him or perhaps being amusing but this enigmatic man merely grinned and played her at her own game.

“Perhaps I may, Angela, because that is surely a good suggestion, but we will see…there is an appointment for a full hour on Friday at 4p.m…I will pencil you in for the session and see you then as long as you accept me.”

She gasped and seemed to shake increasingly noticeably.

“As what?”

The Doctor rotated his head slowly.

“Your Master, Angela, of course; you well know and appreciate that a Whore such as you needs a Master.” 

Her lips then whispered at him in words spoken in pure reflex that I could not comprehend or wished to contemplate.

“Never, never I can’t. Not again…I can’t.”

He rose up came round to where she was and merely touched her cheek lightly then sighed in emotional resonance as if he was empathetic with this awful situation we were in.

“Of course you can, Slut…because I sense you know exactly what to do!”

It was clear at this point he had surely broken our contract as I jumped onto my feet and snarled in stout but perhaps tardy defence of my wife’s honour.

“Enough of this nonsense…come on Angela…We’ve heard more than enough.”

The Doctor was surely a Quack and he merely smiled at my less than spontaneous bravura performance.

“Good I agree we are finished but I will see you both on Friday…?”

His broad shoulders shrugged.

“…Or not…as Angela will then sadly continue this internal mental or physical battle forever and that would be such a shame to waste so much womanly potential.”

We ignored his posturing or absurdities, stormed out of the office but Angela was obviously disturbed because she did not speak the entire drive back home - that took just over an hour - and went straight to bed without food in her anger and exasperation while I bristled and thought about suing him for the £1,000 fee I had paid - or in truth, utterly wasted.

I went in to see my wife after eating to find her watching television aimlessly and she addressed me severely as I came into her line of sight.

“How dare you take me to such a Fraud or second rate physician…and I noticed you did not say a single protective word when he accused me of those terrible things?”

She was almost becoming unhinged and I had never seen her so unstable or irate.

“…You were there on the holiday… do you think I took some private pleasure in such depravity…is that how you see me…?”

Her voice moaned weakly.

“…Speak! Could you allow your wife to be used by other men for their selfish, sexual needs? It’s so disgusting, unreal and diabolical…I can’t believe other women have to suffer that.”

As normal with Angela I felt culpable or utterly responsible for all her frustration or irritation and sighed in some rational fear as I explained.

“He made me sign a piece of paper confirming I would not interfere because obviously he intended to stupidly accuse you as he did and wished to monitor your reaction…”

I felt on safer ground suddenly.

“…You certainly demonstrated that was not the case, Darling...so please let us put the mistake of seeing him behind us a carry on.”

She blinked, flicked the screen to black and turned away from me as I got into the grand bed beside her and surprisingly Angela whispered lowly and without her normal fortitude.

“You don’t see me as a Whore do you Rex? You don’t think of me badly that those men fucked me as they did…?”

Her voice was increasingly elevated as she whined.

“…I had no choice but to submit.”

The memories were etched on my mind as much as hers and I simpered then whimpered emotionally to ease her burdened mind.

“No Angela an elegant, celestial woman like you could never be like that; you are aloof, superior and now my wife, Lady Halcyon …not some common Tramp.”

My bed partner was quiet for the longest while as I tried to disguise the erection that had been so uncomfortably with me from our meeting with the scurrilous doctor earlier that day, until in the end she hissed at me in further annoyance and some audible remorse.

“I’m sorry, Rex that I can’t give you the sex you desire as you know; my body has closed off now to the actions or thoughts of such depravity…”

She sighed in some apparent sympathy.

“…But you can come over my bottom as normal if you need to …I don’t mind and it will help you to sleep…”

Normally I resisted such dishonourable offers but tonight my longing to release was beyond the control of my irrational mind - which was surely driving me crazy - and she pulled up her superb, ivory gown and inevitably the smooth tip of my erection felt her silken panties as she bent forward and sighed.

“…Rub it against me, Rex…you can pretend this idiotic Doctor was right and I liked what they did if it helps your fevered head…”

As if I was an animal in primal heat my hips pressed my hard flesh again her female innocence then pushed myself shamefully against her rear flesh and seductive panties as her lips painted a cruel picture while I did so.

“…Imagine all the black men that took me over those few days…and as if I actually enjoyed their attentions while they fucked me…fucked your wife…while I was smiling inside!”

I could instantly see such lurid visions of corruption or debauchery dancing dangerously in my addled imagination because she was laughing and happy as she was being screwed in every position or open, slippery crevice.

Her body, in my disturbed head, seemed to jerk and reach climax at the same time as I spurted juices over her actual skin and smooth knickers before I then quickly wiped it off with a tissue; as was her insistence on the odd occasions recently my libido forced me to succumb to this humbling type of flagellation.

Angela was subsequently scathing, scalding and distant as always as her breath mumbled in disappointment with me or was it life in general?

“I really don’t understand men or sex…?”

She was so close and luxuriously hot but I sensed her curl up in a foetal position and complain bitterly to me.

“…You seem to enjoy thinking of me like that?”

Angela was unsettled or upset and understandably so; especially given my own sad cravings and sexual reaction and although I vowed this was not the case - regarding this subversive dilemma or issue - we could never discuss such matters rationally as adults.

However, after thinking continuously about what had been alluded to regarding my Love, I pathetically jerked semen over her luxuriously covered bottom each and every turbulent, subsequent night which only made things much more pressurised or ever worse between us.

The fact that we ended up back in Doctor Freudas’ office at 3.30p.m on the Friday to have out appointment at 4.00p.m was definitely something of a surprise but Angela had explained that she needed to show up to discuss or defend various things that had been mentioned and also about what she felt was my increasingly unreasonable attitude since the original session.

As normal it was all my fault!

The loathsome physician kept us waiting until a few minutes before the hour and then we walked in together, took our seats opposite his desk and I was grateful that he did not wish to speak to me privately first, as the last occasion when we conversed in secret got me into the deepest trouble.

Angela was casual as normal in jeans and a soft, cotton top and our specialist stared at her and spoke bluntly.

“I thought you were not coming back?”

She flushed and responded tartly.

“My husband seems to agree with your hateful dissection because since you made the unprincipled accusation as you did then he is getting frisky all the time…!”

Her lips sneered meanly.

“…But I only let him come over my bottom!”

He laughed loudly which made me feel ever more inadequate.

“Oh my goodness, Angela…how hard-hearted you are…a man can have fantasy or imagination about his wife…each person has his or her own sexual or sensual side or even fetish and it is not so bizarre that your husband should become aroused at such decadent thoughts…”

His face showed a certain disapproval of her and real gravitas.

“…As indelicate as they are or maybe, regarding such unfortunate recent events; because you are not stupid and realise that looking as you do, men want to touch, hold, fuck you…and feel your mouth around their extended masculinity...”

I went to speak but he anticipated my interference and was acid with me.

“…Be quiet Lord Halcyon…you may have money but I am the Master in this time you pay me for…now obey me or leave…as I have many other clients that need my particular intuition or expertise.

Angela whispered quietly as if the only sane person in the room.

“What do you want me to do exactly?”

He rose, walked to her purposefully and exhaled softly.

“For these interviews to be successful then you need to see me as your real Master…just within these four walls…and without embarrassment or shame…”

He brushed his hand over her radiant blonde hair almost without touching it as she shivered for reasons I could only guess at.

“…You need that level of obedience and respect for my direction and will or this session will not achieve what I wish for…”

The man qualified his statement as if it was insufficient.

“…What we all wish for.”

She flushed and whispered without enthusiasm

“Just for the hour; I can play this stupid game for that amount of time so you have my permission.”

He stroked the golden strands in his fingertips more forcefully then her face and they lingered momentarily on her lips before opening two buttons on the shirt below to reveal the top of her petite breasts lusciously contained within an ivory bra as his voice began speaking slowly and lowly in his melodic, hypnotic manner again.

“Stand up then I am going to take you into the back room where you will lie on the couch and I will grant separation or privacy then question you over the intercom from my office…”

Angela stood up onto her feet and to my shock this stranger presumptuously unbuttoned the top of her jeans then pulled the shirt out so it hung loosely around them and spoke in some bizarre type of explanation.

“…I need you to trust me…be natural, relaxed and unafraid…your husband will be watching so you are safe and we are not here to judge anything you say…just to help …but you have to be honest, give up this control you hold so dear for me to do so.”

My wife looked traumatised or mesmerised but there was no time to dwell as he took her purposefully into the rear area as promised and upon returning sat behind his desk, turned on a video screen above our heads - which showed my wife reclining - and it was at this point he spoke quietly to me.

“Now Rex…if you truly love your wife and wish a more fulfilling life with her then you must be quiet and let me do my job because Angela has many repressed feelings and I have to draw them out… painfully if necessary…”

It appeared it was suddenly me being analysed.

“…I trust, whatever she says or admits, that you are mature enough to accept and support her dealing with the issues in hand, then going forward?”

I nodded fervently because that is why we were there.

“Of course…for certain I will do anything for my wife!”

He smiled in gratification, switched on the speaker and addressed Angela who could hear his almost seductive voice in the relative darkness that embraced her as if he was God almighty in the privacy of the compact, contained space.

I sat silently in the rear once again while this questionable, psychological expert inhaled then spoke deliberately and almost liltingly.

“So Angela, I want you to relax…I am not here to put you to sleep but for you to relate your tale sincerely in your own words and only between us...”

I saw her shuffle uncomfortably on the supple leather seat as he went on.

“…So in your own good time tell me what happened that first night when you were supposed to meet your husband on the empty beach?”

Her voice was quiet or mumbled as if in uncertainty.

“No please, please don’t ask me!”

The Doctor was persistent.

“Who is the Master and the man in charge?”

It seemed she had mysteriously transformed into a child as she spoke meekly and not like the superior woman I was familiar with.

“Please Doctor, please.”

His tone was once more smooth like silk but had some steel added somehow.

“Call me Sir; I am the one with the power as the man on the beach had…he approached you out of the dark and surprised you…is that what happened?”

As if unexpectedly becalmed she whispered like a gentle breeze.

“Yes, Sir…yes…”

The conversation began to flow but like just a trickling stream at first.

“But it was not quite like that was it?”

“No.”

“What were you wearing?”

“A short, light, summer dress, thin panties and sandals.”

“Did you smell lovely?”

“Yes of course I was meeting Rex.”

“But he was not there?”

“No.”

“Who was?”

She gasped and twisted once more on the seat.

“A dark man with a gun; he pointed it at me.”

“Then what?”

Angela was almost crying.

“Please Sir…I can’t, can’t!”

The voice invaded or enveloped her cocoon of separation and was monotone, almost mystical.

“Undo another button on the crotch of your jeans so you can be more comfortable; now carry on and call me, Sir.”

To my disbelief that’s exactly what she did and grumbled lowly then continued.

“Yes, Sir, he just seemed to stand there for the longest while as if waiting for me to do something until my legs finally gave way and I dropped to the sandy floor in justifiable fear.”

“And then?”

She groaned deeply.

“The Bastard put the gun to my lips and without thinking, thinking…”

She groaned as if being squeezed hard.

“…I sucked the barrel of it…”

My Love was just talking more liberally now.

“…It was merely terror or reflex…I didn’t want to but as I watched, his hand removed his, his, his…”

The Doctor interjected crudely.

“Cock…his large, black cock…it was big wasn’t it?”

My wife began to move or shake more openly.

“It was enormous, Sir, impossibly gross compared to my husband’s… and this unknown male removed the gun from my mouth and placed this iron flesh on my lips instead then pushed, until suddenly, disgustingly I was sucking it…”

She was mumbling feebly and whimpering now while I noticed that her thighs had parted just a fraction.

“…I was filthily sucking his erect penis on my knees like some Whore as he gently held my head and moved it back and forward on him.”

“What did it taste of?”

She was trembling visibly.

“I don’t know…man, musk, oil, sweat…it was fucking my mouth…the thick, base cock fucking it and I was just letting him.”

“Did he come?”

The palm of one of her own hands cupped her covered breasts while another slipped inside her already open jeans as she grimaced.

“No, no… he was just toying with me…used my slippery lips for a while then took my hand then placed me against a nearby tree in the darkness and…and…”

The Specialist was forceful and gave her no time to procrastinate.

“And what, Slut, tell me what he did? Say it…admit that he fucked you. How did this diabolical Villain fuck you?”

My wife’s breath was catching and I saw her furtively undo the rest of the buttons on her trousers and slip her delicate fingers gingerly inside them as she gasped.

“The Bastard lowered my fine knickers onto the surface of the beach, raised my dress and moved between my open thighs until I could feel his incredible stiffness against me, my, my…”

“Cunt…against your cunt?”

Her hands were patently active on or inside her body now and she whimpered for myriad reasons.

“Fuck yes…he slid inside it so easily and then began to take me against the immovable, fucking tree and all I could do was let him fuck me over and over…oh fuck, fuck…the Bastard, Bastard… fucking me!”

“Did he come?”

Angela was clearly writhing now and her exhalations were definitely sexual.

“No, no…he, he screwed me relentlessly then made me kneel and rutted me like an animal from behind, fucking me like a dog until…”

She was gasping as her hand within the jeans worked ever-more busily.

“…The Stranger came gushing inside me and filled me with his thick semen…”

I saw my wife’s divine, lithe body shudder suddenly in terrible agony or distress and realised to my complete shock that she had just frigged herself to orgasm right in front of us and her voice was so emotional or elevated as it tailed off.

“…The Bastard had just had me…fucked or used my body and just foully taken what he wanted!”

The Doctor saw her fingers clearly still teasing her vagina within the trousers and then sighed in some approval which I found baffling.

“Leave them touching your wet pussy Angela, to help ease your mind. You need to feel relaxed with your cunt…please tell me you have a cunt that men want to fuck.”

I held my breath at his audacity or effrontery and listened in bemusement as she did precisely that; but it was as if she was someone I did not know anymore.

“Yes, yes…it seems I do have a pretty cunt that men want to fuck like he did.”

“Was there a lot of sperm?”

Her fingers seemed to enter inside her warm, moist body more invasively.

“Yes, yes loads I was leaking!”

“Then what happened?”

Angela murmured in subtle pleasure to the electrical energy she was supplying to herself with educated fingertips.

“My husband appeared and this Monster then directed the gun at him before they had a heated argument and I thought it was over and I was finally saved when he at last drifted off back into the darkness but…”

Her fingers were moving increasingly wildly between her thighs again as she emitted a powerful groan and then shuddered to a second, more obvious climax; only then did she seemed to settle or release all of her sullied energies because she seemed utterly exhausted and spent.

“…Then the real suffering took place!”

My wife drew breath tiredly and tried to begin again but the Doctor spoke concernedly and stopped her.

“No it is enough, Angela…you have made a good start I will book you a double session on Monday beginning at 2p.m.”

Her voice gasped weakly.

“But I need to tell you what happened, everything that took place and explain I’m not a Whore…things just happened.”

He murmured reassuringly.

“And you can convince me in due course but there has been a small crack in the emotional dam this afternoon; I want you to rest and relax now, take your time then come in when you are ready…”

As I watched on in continual confusion Angela eventually pulled herself up then moved lethargically into the main office where she stood and stared at this curious man who moved to her side and causally placed her shirt inside her jeans and then did up the buttons and belt before smiling.

“…All back together now but I would like to see you next time in something a little more revealing or risqué.”

Her conversation continued to shock me.

“You want to see my pussy…as you mentioned, men seem to like it…?”

She shivered and he put his hand on her pretty denim covered bottom but strangely she did not stop him or seemed to mind as her lips whispered distractedly.

“…They all seemed to like my cunt!”

The physician chuckled.

“I’m sure they did but when you leave here I will no longer be your Master and you have a husband who loves and wants you…”

His eyes stared in my direction and knowingly humiliated me with his intellect or insight.

“…Your show excited him and he also climaxed as you related your tale.”

She blinked and seemed to sway on her feet while muttering disloyally.

“He likes to come on my bottom…and pretend that I’m the Whore you alluded to…but I’m not, not like that at all…!”

It was perplexingly now because it was her voice that sounded mystical.

“…Shall I allow him to continue doing that?”

The dark man lips warped and distorted dryly.

“That’s not what I would advise…as when you leave here you will undoubtedly suffer withdrawal until you return and will need some separation until gradually, hopefully you will find your way…and then eventually have a normal, sexual life!”

That was what we all yearned for and wanted but Angela was surely high on something because she was increasingly irrational.

“What happens if I can’t do normal, Doctor?”

His palm pressed onto her warm stomach and she murmured as if she took some pleasure in this Devil’s touch while he spoke softly.

“Then we will see…”

The Doctor glared at me and spoke as if he was truly my wife’s Master or guide.

“…Do not force yourself on Angela…she has made definite progress but there is a long way to go…just give her support and try not to be too predatory in your selfish need for masturbation as it can be counter productive.”

I nodded in confirmation or shame; it was hard for me to tell as I flushed and whimpered.

“Of course of course…we all want the same thing.”

The man laughed then kissed my wife’s sweet lips and she seemed to go limp while he held her body straight.

“That remains to be seen but rarely in my experience is that the case.”

He gently almost handed my Love to me as if she was a gift and I felt her in my arms again but that very fact seemed to sadly rouse her from this hypnotic stupor as she ran painted fingernails through her radiant hair then smiled dryly at the psychiatrist and confirmed sedately we would return after the weekend.

Then we were gone, back into the car where once more we hardly spoke, as if both consumed in recent or distant memories, and we eventually ate, also in relative quiet, then went to bed where she dressed immaculately in a white, flimsy robe and allowed me to come foully over her rear, smooth skin - in spite of the Doctor’s firm advice to me - once more as if this was some sort of regular, marital obligation or duty.

Which embarrassingly for me; was in fact veritable and true!

As much as my mind or body needed this sexual release - as the day’s event had disturbed and stirred me equally - I found the sensation of shame when the act was done so demeaning or mortifying I resolved to attempt to control myself until this bizarre treatment with Doctor Freudas was concluded and I could at last make love to my wife properly.

It seemed like I never had, as the actual base act without any intimacy or involvement with the woman you loved was undeniably an empty gesture, and I wanted Angela to react and share her passion with me more than I could readily explain.

As she lay at my side I wanted to hold or comfort her but merely sighed pathetically and whispered with some regret in my tone.

“I’m sorry for ejaculating over your bottom, Angela, but although this is not easy for you it also difficult for me.”

My wife turned away still with my wet sperm on her shapely flesh and she hissed.

“You did not go through what I did!”

I felt utterly powerless as I spoke quietly.

“It was not my fault, Angela...you have never really fully told me what happened.”

My wife was vitriolic.

“Is it any wonder as you have just heard the beginnings today and look how it has affected you…”

She could sense I was unacceptably aroused again.

“…You’re like an animal…!”

Her voice was exasperated if not disappointed

“…OK, you are my husband so jerk off over me again...then we can sleep.”

I tried not to but the craving to release more sperm that had built was overpowering and I pressed my penis onto her comely backside before subsequently - to disjointed images of my Love being taken by endless other men - I quickly and dishonourably jerked more fluid over her pure body and then grunted in sordid dishonour.

“Oh I’m so sick, Angela…I’m sorry, sorry, I’ll try harder to control these urges…”

My breath was short for many reasons as I whimpered.

“…Are you going back to finish the sessions?”

Her fragile body seemed to vibrate or tremble while her tone was set low and determined.

“I have no choice as one way or the other I need to get whatever this is out of my system…”

Angela was sheet ice again and I shivered because her response chilled my bones.

“…Perhaps we both do…now please let me rest, Rex…”

She seemed impossibly tetchy and on edge.

“…Why do all men have this filthy compulsion to masturbate incessantly and need come so much?”

My irate bed companion then went further and further into her shell for the following weekend and seemed distracted as she spent an inordinate amount of time riding in her divine, taut trousers and white top.

This show only caused me to disgrace myself more at night on her sumptuous curved flesh until meekly ejaculating when the powerful flush of remorse or dishonour immediately overwhelmed my senses once I had.

As always these times and this increasingly uncertain situation between us - as a married couple - was incredibly tense and strained.

In secret truth I was unsure if Angela would return for the appointment with the mercurial Specialist until the early morning of the due date of our appointment when she bathed for an extraordinary length of time but then put on her normal jeans and a top before I whispered pointedly and in some prescient concern.

“He wanted you to wear something sensual?”

Her blue eyes were cool and distant but there was no reply therefore - not wishing any more discourse - I kept quiet and we drove equally silently until we were sitting in the Doctor’s waiting room a little later both privately but surely lost in our own troubled worlds.

Eventually we were in his organised office and he stared at her as if acknowledging - due to her wardrobe - her small attempt to rebel against his possible authority then murmured in demonstration of his insightful nature.

“You are here, Angela, but merely being in this building is not the same as mentally accepting the challenge ahead.”

She shivered slightly as if acknowledging his intuition.

“In truth I have thought about nothing else, Sir.”

He noted her spoken respect or possible acceptance and seemed mystifyingly to understand her even though I found her manner and action inexplicable.

“Then I presume you have put on something more suitable and in keeping with my instructions under these unflattering clothes?”

My wife blinked nervously.

“Yes, Sir, I did listen to what you commanded and have a pretty slip with accompanying lingerie below, that I trust you will be pleased with.”

The Doctor sighed in some noted satisfaction then his tone noticeably changed to one of mild irritation.

“I naturally understand that you do not wish to show your husband that another man has dominion over you and your body…but this has happened already and it is too late for false modesty; so if we are to continue then I must insist that you cannot consider or think of his feelings…”

His dark eyes turned on me and made me feel like a servant.

“…Strip her jeans and top off and you may hold them while I conduct the subsequent interview…!”

My reaction was to be compliant then obedient; I did not wish to argue or make a fuss and, as she stood still, my fingers pulled off her clingy, tight sweater before I kneeled, undid the silver button of her equally taut trousers then the drew them down and off her ankles until Angela was left in just a short, black slip with pull up dark, silk stockings as the Doctor hissed unkindly.

“…Smooth her creases down…a Slut need to look the part to play it…!”

Then his focus was directed entirely at her while I meekly slunk back to my chair.

“…That is better, now go and lie on the couch and we will pick up where we let off with perhaps a small break in-between because I wish to hear everything in explicit detail…sparing nothing!”

I gasped loudly and stupidly because he was unfairly not including me in this theatre of inquisition that was about to unfold.

“And then, Doctor?”

He laughed in response to my outburst and was then cutting in reply.

“Do not speak or interfere in the matter here…that is vital as if I am successful then hopefully you will be able to make love to your wife, Rex…but let us see because these matters are always tenuous and never guaranteed…!”

His hand slapped the table and he addressed us both.

“…You understand that I am Master now and for the next two hours with Angela; please both acknowledge that reality as…”

It seemed this announcement was for my ears but perhaps it truly was relevant for my wife also and I nodded diplomatically as he went on.

“…She needs to respond to my discipline or direction so please both put your names to the forms on my desk…as I have to have some…”

Unusually he was searching for a descriptive word and then he found it.

“…Latitude, to do my job.”

We both signed the short contract without reading the details, although I did look at the price for this consultation - which was a small fortune - and before I could exhale from the understandable tension I felt inside my head and body, my Love was lying divinely on the bed like some ethereal, blonde, mysterious, fairytale princess while I shuffled nervously in my chair with high hopes that this would be the beginning of a more normal or productive marriage between us.

Perhaps, in retrospect, given what I already knew, I was being overly optimistic at that particular time.

She sipped some water from a nearby clear glass and the perceptive Specialist watched her place it down on the side table before dimming the lights and murmuring into the speaker and the relative darkness that now surrounded her.

“Are you comfortable, Angela, and ready to relate your personal and private story?”

Her voice was low, weak and uncertain.

“Yes, I realise that I have to Sir…and I did feel better inside just letting some of it out a few days ago!”

The atmosphere was palpable and the conversation began to develop slowly between them while I kept suitably mute.

“So where were we…?”

He inspected his notes and began again.

“…Yes this unnamed stranger had fucked you against a tree on the shadowy, deserted beach immediately after you had performed oral sex on him…and his gun…”

I chuckled stupidly and he glared at me in real irritation because he had intended no pun.

“…This was before your husband, found you then quarrelled with him and apparently saved you?”

Angela interrupted abruptly.

“Not quite, Sir, Rex naturally called the police given the circumstances because suddenly we had some local senior officers there but to my shock, instead of my foul assailant or attacker running away like the criminal he certainly was, this man simply spoke or lied to these policemen calmly and said that I had shared the sex willingly and that my husband had asked him to do so…”

She drew breath as did I for different reasons.

“…Then in his outrageous audacity he informed them Rex had purchased drugs from him and his conversation referred them to a private, silver box in our bathroom and absurdly, as if they believed this Monster, the authorities checked out our room and to my despair quickly came back with a selection of pills and weed…”

Her head shook in bewilderment.

“…Obviously they must have been planted there, however the Chief of police came, took me purposefully on one side and informed me that this Mr Eddy Duggan’s story checked out, I had no marks on me, there were no witnesses to any assault or disturbance and given the recorded facts that there were actually illegal drugs in the room then unfortunately my husband would have to go with them and be interrogated at the police station in the town. To my horror I then watched as Rex was driven off in a black car with screaming sirens and bright, flashing lights before this heavily built, black, Inspector James took my hand and led me to a quiet table by the bar as he smiled politely then said, ‘You can tell me in the strictest confidence that that you met Mr Duggan for sex…many wives come here to this paradise for pleasure or entertainment with the surfeit of well-endowed black men and it is nothing to be reticent or ashamed of…’ ”

Angela was shaking now but continued bravely.

“…I was obviously outraged at such a slant or insinuation and denied his accusation forcefully but he stroked my shaking arms or thigh while I was too traumatised to stop him and whispered more disturbing analysis, ‘Well if Mr Duggan proceeds to prosecute then I am sorry but your husband could be going to jail for a long, long while because there was cocaine mixed in with the stash we found!’ It was impossible for me to believe the evolving nightmare we were now well and truly in, and I tried to deny any-such thing, as we had never indulged in drugs, but then things got even worse as he said calmly if not most disturbingly, ‘The only slight chance you have is to get Mr Eddy Duggan to not pursue the matter through the courts and try to appease him…I know the gentleman, and he is a normally a reasonable, well-respected local businessman in these parts and as a favour I can arrange for him to come and talk to you…?’ ”

I wanted to rush in then comfort my gorgeous Angela in her trauma or discomfort but could only listen as if transfixed by her take on the previous, harrowing events we had shared together but in saying that, separately as well.

“…It was clear there was no option but to agree to his suggestion otherwise poor Rex would be incarcerated and the dark Inspector excused himself then asked me to wait where I was. So I sipped a brandy for pluck before I saw my abuser coming leisurely in my direction but when he arrived I remember he mumbled curtly and outrageously, ‘What do you want…I need to go to the station to make a formal complaint.’ ”

My wife then drew breath and spread her luxurious, creamy legs a little as the tiny, shiny slip rose to reveal small, delicate, black panties which her fingertips stroked lightly over the smooth flat crotch while the perverse Doctor encouraged her to relax further as he murmured.

“You can touch your body, Angela, if this confession confounds, arouses or excites you because such a reaction is honest and is definitely a positive thing… now what happened next?”

She whimpered then parted her slender thighs a little wider and groaned as if she was in the mildest, most obscure agony.

“I told him to his face that he’d raped me but he got angry, countered that I’d shared or even enjoyed the salacious experience and we argued fiercely until he was about to walk out in unfair pique or temper when I took his fingers in distress, cried out for fear of what would become of me or my husband and falsely admitted that I had taken illicit pleasure in our recent dirty exchange of fluids...”

Her eyes closed as if trying to sense or recall every debased detail.

“…Then, and before I realised, I had stupidly agreed to meet him for dinner because he explained, given the serious charges made, his reputation was at stake and some show of my collaboration in these foul or fetid events was required. He gave me a mere hour to change and I returned to my room, washed his caked semen out of me, put on a pretty dress - as I needed to charm him for the protection of all - and then me and this odious Eddy Duggan ate in the main restaurant of the hotel as if we were friends...”

Angela shook her head and whined onwards as if hardly being able to believe what we had gone through so unfairly.

“…I didn’t want to but he insisted I show everyone we were amiable or companionable, so we dined, danced and I allowed people to watch us while I rubbed my body against his hard physicality until unbelievably he diabolically led me back to the beach and smiled as he spoke wickedly, ‘On your knees, Bitch…you show the world that you liked it…right here and now so there is no stain on my character…!’ ”

Her voice was so high it was stratospheric.

“…It was as if I was caught or incarcerated in an unbreakable prison or trap and weakly I fell down, unzipped his trousers - as I had before - and began to suckle his steely thick cock that seemed to slip into my hands so easily again while he leant back, stroked my fragrant hair and called me a Whore…”

My Love’s fingers were visibly inside her thin, tight knickers now while her sweet voice was patently inflamed.

“…The Bastard fucked my mouth until he climaxed and I swallowed the slippery male, creamy liquids but once I had demeaned myself then this Black Barbarian actually invited himself to my room where impossibly I was made to dress up in the pretty negligee he saw on the dresser, and that Rex had bought me for my second honeymoon, before he ravaged me all night in my bed.”

Doctor Freudas sighed tranquilly but there was a trace of audible frustration.

“Be more explicit…did he fuck your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Ass?”

My wife groaned or moaned feebly in such ignominious confession.

“Fuck yes, yes…bent over like a dog!”

He almost laughed quietly because it was clear that Angela’s slender fingers were teasing her pussy ever more noticeably.

“Did you climax…orgasm?”

She seemed to be in another universe as her voice continued to whimper.

“Oh yes, yes...he was so big, strong…yes, yes, yes…!”

My heavenly wife was surely on the sexual edge already but the Doctor purposely drove her forward then over into the vacuum and down, down, down into the bottomless pit as his lips spoke accusingly.

“You loved it, Slut…loved acting and being the Whore…admit it….admit it!”

Involuntarily, Angela shuddered and vibrated to instinctive, filthy, female bliss and closed her thighs to try and deny the obvious fact that she had but in the end my wife merely parted them once more then continued to tease her sodden, sexual lips and finally, helplessly surrendered or released her icy cold, damaged soul.

“Oh fuck, God forgive me…I did love it…loved it all… being mastered and fucked by him; the sheer power or helpless dominance or brutality of this virile man!”

It was as if the Doctor expected her capitulation because his voice became, distant, monotone or almost hypnotic once more as he murmured softly.

“That’s good, Angela…I must inform you that many women enjoy feeling like a Slut and having men fuck them almost without care or warmth…it is a deeply repressed instinct but there in all of the sensual female form so why don’t you pull your delicate panties off as they must be very wet…be assured how you feel is nothing to be ashamed of…”

She gasped weakly as her fingers lowered them to her ankles and then kicked them away almost absentmindedly then settled further into the couch while he continued to speak.

“…Pull your slip up and let me see you…men like to look at your pussy, don’t they…and you enjoy it when you can feel their craving or lust…?”

To my absolute incredulity she silently raised the luxurious material until we could both see this formerly hidden - I had rarely witnessed it other than in passing and never during our infrequent sex which had always been in the dark - perfectly formed sexual mound framed in the most delicate, blonde, pubic hair while the exposed, vaginal sliver glistened in womanly fluids and her luxurious fingertips were still inside her subtle entrance as he sighed.

“…Very lovely, remember, Angela I am your Master so you want or desire to reveal yourself; what you did that evening with this mercurial stranger who conquered and used this delicious cunt and all of your erogenous parts all night…now what happened next?”

My wife’s eyes closed again and to my ongoing disconcertion she quickly went back into the discomforting past and increasingly seemed to not be aware of or wished to spare my feelings as her low tone drifted on softly.

“We had sex, so much dirty sex for hours as I said, until I was so tired I seemed to doze and when I woke up it was morning but this was no flight of fancy because this Dark Monster was still beside me…”

Her breath caught dramatically.

“…Then I saw Rex standing in the room and he asked me to wake the man that had fucked me all night which I did before my husband spoke disgraceful, weasel, weak words I could not believe to him, ‘The Inspector has released me temporarily but says if you prosecute then I will be arrested, formally charged and face possibly ten years in jail.’ The man whose warmth and masculinity I could still feel so closely smiled evilly and stroked my skin as he replied with equal sadism, ‘Then you better make sure I’m happy as I do not like to be accused when it’s quite clear what a Dirty Whore your wife is.’ He then cruelly took my hair in his hands, drew my head over his now hard cock and there sadistically in front of my hapless partner made me suck him slowly and purposefully before bending me over and rutting me from behind as if I was a mere plaything and there was nothing I or Rex could do to save me…!”

Her fingers were busy on her leaking, dripping pussy again as she recalled horrific events I wanted us all to forget.

“…This Beast used me for another hour and then made me bathe with him in the shower where I sucked his black, solid prick once more on my haunches before the three of us had breakfast all together as if we were holiday companions when this Demon told Rex that he was owed money by him and that I was going to work for the few days I had left here in his club….”

My wife was shivering to her own touch in recall and disturbed arousal.

“…There was no option but agree to his insane demand before finally he left and of course we wanted to flee for salvation but understood that without the agreement of the Inspector this was impossible. Therefore, after a stressful day around the pool to regain my strength, Rex dropped me at this nearby bar, he had written down, just off the beach at 8p.m as instructed.”

Her interrogator interrupted then asked a humiliating question from my perspective.

“Did your husband masturbate…throughout these events?”

My wife’s tone was vitriolic and dismissive.

“He masturbates all the time, Sir, always did…and his shorts that he had discarded were full of ejaculate stains which I saw in the bathroom when I changed!”

In that specific second I wanted a large deep hole to swallow me, as to my eternal shame I had just furtively rubbed myself to grubby glory again just listening to this tawdry tale and the dark Specialist turned, caught my guilty eye and then drew his lips together slyly as if he could read my foul compunctions and sordid mind.

“That is surely his perverse nature but do not sentence him too quickly, Angela... so what happened at the bar or club?”

I saw her gulp, twice but then with eyes tightly drawn shut she continued.

“Immediately I was dressed in flimsy, provocative clothes then made to serve drinks until disgusting, faceless, native men began to take me into the back room where my obligations were to suck or fuck them for money as Eddy instructed me…I was just a prostitute for these mainly local males who took and used me so casually and often roughly.”

Her legs were spread wide while her skilled hands working wildly on her fine, wet line as the Doctor lifted his body from the chair and I suddenly saw him beside my wife on the video screen where he stroked her hair and sighed accommodatingly.

“I’m going to give you some dildos to feel or hold… and wish you to tell me the average size of the men that fucked you….don’t be abased or shy….it’s what men and women do.”

He passed her the worrisome toys one by one from a nearby drawer and when a huge, black, plastic cock was in her ready fingertips she groaned loudly and with real emotional resonance.

“They were like this…so big…so fucking lusciously big!”

I could see that almost instinctively her shaking hands were bringing the insidiously curved tip of this toy to her sodden, female centre and the man gurgled in amusement then took it from her while scolding my wife like a small girl.

“I am Master here…if you want it inside you then merely ask…and I will provide you pleasure as these many men did…just ask!”

Angela whimpered feebly and swiftly bought into his attempt at omnipotence.

“Please Sir…I need it…need it!”

As I looked on in barely controllable dismay he began to press and insidiously twist this enormous phallus into her tight, exquisite, womanly entrance then passage and whispered diabolically.

“You liked it; being a prostitute and Cheap Whore…having brutish, unsavoury, ordinary, common men fuck you…with big, stiff cocks…fuck and devour you for money…?”

She was screaming almost to the level of a shrill shriek as the gross thickness of the object took her until it was fully consumed inside this narrowest of internal channels as he chuckled coarsely.

“…Tell and disclose your most dirty and secret yearnings, Angela, and I will draw it deliciously back and forward, Slut; declare that you liked them screwing this perfect body and cunt you have as if you were some Common Tramp!”

True to his diabolical promise he began to pull it and before he could push it forward again she trembled then exhaled in muted lust while declaring such veiled never to be revealed secrets.

“Oh yes, yes, Sir…although they smelled foul, some of them of musky, male odour…but the sheer, weight or feel, essence or taste of them and the seedy grossness …fuck …fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Her previously vibrating body was momentarily stilled then listless or limp while his fingers moved the enormous phallus back and forward in the salivating juices that had been created and then placed her hand around the top of it and silently returned back to his office seat when this surreal interview continued apace once more.

“So you enjoyed this sordid adventure in spite of your conscious denials, Angela…did this man come back to your hotel afterwards?”

My wife spoke as if in a dream but in truth it was a nightmare for us both; or was it just for me alone by this stage, I was unsure as she grumbled weakly?

“Yes, the Bastard even took pride and some cruel delight in making Rex kneel then lick their slimy, thick juices out of me before I showered to try and cleanse my body or spirit before he spent the night in the hotel bed while my husband could only watch my continuing fall into degradation or corruption….”

Her breath was catching again as she whined.

“… It was the same, base, depraved routine for the three remaining days we were there.”

His need to know such unspeakable things was so embarrassing or uncomfortable.

“How many men did you have?”

My wife groaned and began to slowly move the dildo inside her once more as if she was compelled to do so.

“I don’t know…a lot, so many, native, ignorant men had and used every part of my body over and over again…but on the last morning, after my jailor had fucked me a final, brutish time and I was dressed in my white Chanel suit for the flight home then merciful escape, the Inspector came into our room, shook hands with my abuser and spoke sadistically, ‘Come here Angela, my friend has confirmed as you know that he will not press charges but justice must be done so you must perform a last show of contrition’…”

Angela was still in shock at just the recollection but somehow carried on with the tale.

“… Hellishly the awful policeman then pressed me over his thick, uniformed thighs raised my expensive pencil skirt, lowered the thong, lace panties I was wearing and proceeded to beat my bottom with his palm as I cried pathetically before he made me kneel and suck him to climax then draw him once more to rigidity until crudely bending me forcefully over the bed and…”

She was struggling for air and the heavy dildo sped back and forward into her slippery cavity as her mind became lost in her formerly repressed reverie or memory.

“…Fucked my ass and cunt and pulled my tangled hair until it hurt, filled me with copious, thick sperm and only then when he had degraded me completely were we allowed us to take liberty from this barbarous country and I travelled in first class on the flight with his pungent, sticky semen leaking from every womanly crease or part of me…”

Again her body rose and fell like a powerful, unstoppable tsunami then thankfully she was motionless and settled after the diabolical storm or tawdry revelation that was her recent past because she finished this extraordinary confession almost silently and with hardly a trace of energy.

“…Once we reached home then I could not bear Rex to touch me - not sadly that I ever craved it much in the first place to be honest - went deeply inside myself regarding any physical contact and this is what has led us to this eventuality or sorry point being here with you.”

The Doctor smiled even though she could not see him do so and replied almost kindly.

“That has been honest and very helpful Angela, please calm yourself…relax, take your time and come in to join us when you feel ready…there is no rush and I sense you will feel much better now…!”

He sat back as if he was temporarily just as exhausted as my wife, turned off the video screen and the intercom then smiled happily in my direction even though I was utterly distraught to be reminded what I had been such an uninformed, unfortunate party to.

“…Do not be uncomfortable, Rex; sexuality and the compulsion it creates in us all is often a complicated, convoluted matter so we occasionally have to deal with unusual circumstances…what has gone by with Angela’s admission is a significant move forward in your relationship and you should be pleased...”

I flushed up brightly as he went on.

“…We have brought pressing matters to a head that could have stayed dormant or masked which would have only festered and made matters worse between you both on an exponential scale over time.”

I nodded foolishly as I had to recognise that part of his analysis was true but was still so unsure or concerned about everything and was most pleased to see Angela return to the office after the shortest while looking remarkably invigorated and more contented than I had ever seen before.

She pulled on the casual but covering clothes I was still holding and eventually sat opposite the Doctor, crossed her divine, denim thighs and took her dutiful place to listen to his questionable wisdom once more as she whispered in some uncertainty but surprising positivity.

“I am of course upset about what happened, Doctor, but to be honest I feel as though a weight had been lifted off my shoulders because without a doubt these events were affecting me almost without realising.”

He smiled in some professional pride, pleasure or satisfaction.

“Good, Angela I am delighted that you can at least recognise and accept some of the urges that influence you as a woman but now our time is done as it is up to you and your husband how you proceed from this point.”

My wife looked somewhat shocked and glared at me as if I was part of the problem - which of course I wasn’t - and whispered back at him.

“But I need more treatment, Doctor, I know I do.”

He laughed drolly.

“You feel comfortable with me because you associate me with the male authority and power you crave but I foresee that is a dangerous road. Armed with the knowledge you now have, then your mind needs to place your husband in the dominant role and try and find a relationship that is compatible for you as a married item…”

His dark eyes looked at the spinning clock and he mumbled.

“…You are still in my power for a few minutes so as a help then I will formally instruct you to give yourself to Rex tonight; but use your imagination in this process as that is permissible if not advisable in trying and find the missing spark.”

I was delighted but also insulted that another man was telling my wife to have relations with me but, as if I could see the possible future, spoke with some nervousness.”

“What happens if we cannot find such an elusive flint, Doctor?”

He smiled reassuringly.

“Then I may be able to help but should that situation prevail I will warn you that it will be an excruciating journey; however, you are adults, married, are both aware more openly about your sexuality and can surely find the necessary accommodation from here…”

He waved his arms as if he was a celestial being.

“…Go and enjoy each other…”

Angela rose up and as she turned her back he surreptitiously placed a card into my closed hand and whispered silently.

“…This is my private number as if you reach an impasse - which is possible - then it is you in your partnership that must decide the direction forward; or if the path is too hard then simply accept the more peaceful but sedentary status quo…”

His voice rose again spiritedly and he embraced us both as if we were friends.

“…Best of luck...I hope you are now sufficiently informed or enlightened and will prove to be happy…”

His hand patted Angela’s pretty, jean covered bottom presumptuously.

“…Remember…embrace full passion with your husband, Slut!”

We both surged in reaction for differing reasons and were halfway home before realising privately that perhaps we had been temporarily stupefied by this enigmatic, mesmeric man. 

However after dinner my wonderful wife retired to bed early and when I joined her she was lying on top of the covers most unusually in a white, seductive, baby-doll negligee and murmured evocatively.

“Take me Rex; now is the moment make me feel like a woman or a Whore and control me…use me…fuck me…”

It was as if my wildest, dirtiest dreams had been answered and I quickly washed, brushed my teeth then settled closely beside my sublime wife, took her into my welcoming arms and kissed her with all the energy and love I could manage as she grumbled almost crudely. 

“…Now is the moment, Lover; fucking screw me hard!”

The sensual, erotic smell and feel of my wife was extraordinary and I pressed my body over her as she opened her legs in anticipation, pulled off the tiny, silken panties and allowed my little, though definitely raging cock to spear her womanly centre in a single, excited stroke as she was so wet and aroused but then dismally everything went wrong.

Illicit and destabilising thoughts of her being fucked by other men flooded my enfeeble mind for understandable reasons causing me to weakly, instantly ejaculate;  then, sensing her disquiet and unsatisfied, raging desire, I pathetically slipped my head between her perfect thighs and began lick at the aromatic, slippery line of this intricate line of sexuality and murmur apologetically.

“Sorry Angela…I was too wound up…let me do this for you… I’m so sorry.”

I had dirtily cleaned her many times like this while we had been away - for those horrible but unforgettably few days she had related to the Doctor - and knew pretty much where to lap or suckle with my fairly ignorant tongue until she trembled to minor feminine glory and sighed tiredly if not with some audible disappointment.

“Very nice, Rex…now go to sleep; we’ll try again tomorrow!”

And we did with the same humbling result until after a few stressful days things between us had unfortunately regressed to what I had always known to be with her.

Without question Angela had retreated to her personal igloo or icy realm while I was masturbating like some dumb animal over her bottom and then licked my deposits off her, as she did not like me performing oral sex on her all the time - even though my wife reached orgasm now and then - merely because such depravity, her principles felt was unseemly or unedifying.

In some ways I assumed or worked out that if Angela could not find the real, sexual adventure her body craved - she was now self-aware of after the educational sessions at the psychiatrist - my partner preferred to live a disparate, cold life and once more, almost as I watched, an all encompassing glacial veneer spread across my life.

We existed for a while in the cruel, arctic wilderness with relations getting ever cooler and colder until after a terribly disturbing fortnight I found Doctor Freudas’ private number on his card and rang him one evening when my wife was meeting one of her female friends in the village for a drink and a chat.

He seemed genial but relatively unsurprised to hear from me and after pleasantries I explained that matters had gone very much south between Angela and I and my head was beside itself in misery.

He listened to my whining or moaning for a while and then sighed without sympathy and in some stark frankness.

“How desperate are you, Rex? Because I do not normally get personally involved and to assist in this situation I would need to be with you and Angela for a while…but could consider it given her outstanding beauty…”

I trembled at his words even though I did not understand the underlying meaning of them.

“…Though you will certainly need a better understanding of what I think is necessary.”

I spoke without thinking which I suppose was not that unusual for me.

“Anything Doctor…I would do anything…”

My phone companion inhaled then explained to me in unbelievable if not graphic or disgraceful detail what he proposed, causing my shaking to increase at an uncontrollable level and I went white then changed my mind immediately regarding my desire to amend matters at any price then gasped to him.

“…You can’t be serious?”

He laughed and sighed with some meaning or certainty as if feeling the need to assure me his suggestions were no passing fancy or joke.

“That is the only option in my considered opinion and given your narrow, pained reaction I would recommend that you try to embrace things as they are with Angela, Rex; you can still impregnate her as she is a good, loyal wife and will undoubtedly allow you conjugal rights whether she gleans any trace of joy from them or not.”

My voice winced as what he alluded to was tortuously true because Angela would indeed lie there dutifully and suffer in this regard if I begged her to and I listened in some disturbance as he went on.

“…Not everyone’s marriage is love, wine and roses…so accept how it is between you, as if you wish to adjust what exists then you will have to strictly follow my advice because, without question, this is the only way to permanently change things for the better…”

I held my breath as he went on.

“…If you decide to go ahead then please detail all of your sexual experiences or conversations with Angela since you returned from our last meeting here and leave nothing out however embarrassing it is for you.”

In my outrage at his obtuse demands and previous proposal I almost slammed the phone down but my show of anger was meaningless, as no one was interested in my personal dilemma and another, mortifying, traumatic week followed with Angela, where she was more and more beautiful to me while at the same time the frosty distance between us was becoming almost unbridgeable and possibly unbreakable.

I knew in my heart unfortunately that the Doctor was right and there was an odd occasion in the nights that followed where she surrendered or allowed me to press my small-time erection inside her icy, female walls but during this perverse intimacy she was separate or glacial, acting only out of wifely obligation and my ardour for this type of connection was spent quickly until my yearning or heat to repeat or share the demeaning process - with her being so inhospitable and chilly - was all but extinguished.

There was no passion, pleasure or life in what we shared so transiently and although I knew Angela would never leave me, as she enjoyed being the Lady of the estate and everything that brought with it - especially the stables and horses - we were tragically living almost separate and isolated lives that were barren, empty and nearly as frigid and wintry as she was.

The awful fact was that I knew for sure under the surface there was spring or boiling summer in her somewhere and merely three weeks after my conversation with the debatably good Doctor I spoke to him again, agreed to his impossible, outlandish terms with the equally absurd financial contract for his services then, without telling my wife anything, confirmed that he would spend the day with us this coming Sunday.

I told him to arrive at 10a.m, as he insisted or wanted to talk to me first, and I knew Angela went to see her mother for an hour before coming back to briskly ride out on the horses before lunch.

Without doubt I was fearful - not unnaturally - but it seemed to me that I had no option other than to ignorantly carry on as we were which was insipid, tasteless, bland and utterly unacceptable for everyone involved.

He arrived exactly on the appointed hour and I took him into my study where it was me that sat in the seat of power behind my antique, wooden desk but in truth that fragile reality proved to be a mere illusion as he placed a document on the shiny surface below me then spoke coolly.

“So Rex, we need to have this personal talk as once you sign the contract then your wife will be mine for the next three months because I intend to train and mould her to these salacious instincts she has so strongly and of course my will…”

I grimaced as though I did not already know the bizarre terms that had been now recorded in the, as yet unsigned paperwork, but he continued.

“…To soil, fuck and aide her to find the necessary road she needs as a sexual woman because she undoubtedly requires a man and a Master and you will naturally have your role to play…and perhaps with luck find such a place in her universe at the end of all this.”

My body shivered or shuddered at such deviance and groaned as if the dissatisfaction I had with our marriage could be solved merely by my complaining endlessly.

“She’ll never agree and I don’t deserve to suffer so…I just want to love her like any normal, adoring husband.”

He sneered unexpectedly then wickedly and perhaps he had the gift of sight as he sighed in demonstration he understood more than I had realised.

“Is that why you had that unknown, dark man attack your bride on the beach that night…so you could save the day and make you a hero or her Knight in Shining Armour…?”

I went to impulsively, untruthfully deny his implication but he gave me no chance to do so.

“…Do not play or mince words with me, Rex; I know for certain what you did, but you were later than you thought to the scene that fateful evening and then once the drama was being enacted, probably, pathetically watched her from some dark vantage point as another man took her to sullied pleasure and passion that you could not manage…”

My mouth was open in hopelessness.

“…And the drugs were there in the box the man referred to, perhaps to subversively seduce her senses if your courage or masculinity failed you!”

My twisted lips then whined as if caught in the most despicable lie and wanted to explain.

“The cocaine was not mine…and the bathroom door locked unexpectedly so I was late to rescue her as, as, as…”

Tears were falling down my cheeks because the pressure to admit my guilt was overpowering.

“…I had arranged with this man, Eddy - that I’d had met by accident and paid at the bar in the hotel for this charade of the assault to be performed like pure theatre - but, but…the rest is true…God-forgive me, the rest is true!”

The physician smiled in gratification at his intuition or insight into my pathetic ways and character as his lips twisted cruelly.

“It was not hard to work out from what she revealed, nor was the fact that you were excited to masturbation while divine Angela was fucked like a cheap Whore against the tree when you could still have promptly acted to save her honour and gained your husbandly rites; but now your wife has unexpectedly nurtured, released or developed the taste for this foul fornication and needs help her in this regard or she will be in turmoil all of her days…”

He was solemn then chuckled almost darkly without a trace of pity for my plight.

“…And you must now endure, watch, as is your inclination already; willingly do as I instruct, like Angela to discover if there is any solution or light to be found now.”

This was all so mortifying and I wailed in this living purgatory I now inhabited.

“How do you know she will permit you to take these liberties?”

The black, supercilious male just gurgled quietly.

“Because your Lady of this grand house in the country already has disclosed she longs to be a Whore; desires with every fibre of her being be dominated then told what to do and who to fuck…now sign the contract, Rex, give me my remuneration then take the bags to your room which is where I will stay this evening and we can begin this erotic if not emotive path you both need to travel…”

He sat back calmly if not pragmatically.

“…Or just pay me for my time today and let me leave because it is extremely rare I get involved like this with clients but, as I mentioned, the divine Angela is something special, well worth the mental or physical effort on my part although once we begin then I can have no disputes or second thoughts…”

He stood up as if to leave.

“…Now do as requested or I shall go!” 

In my desperation or malaise I tried to be resolute, think about the long term future with her then acceptingly or selflessly put my name on the necessary line and wrote out his fee that had so many large numbers in that it actually made me sweat.

Then meekly I took his case to my room where he changed into hunting breeches and an appropriate, shooting jacket, presumptuously grabbed one of my guns from the rack before informing me - from a map of the estate on the wall - where to bring Angela when riding at precisely midday and left on his exploration or sojourn.

The luggage I promptly placed in an unused cupboard - so my wife did not know anyone was here - and upon her return she dressed in the tightest, most heavenly white jodhpurs, tan boots, a white roll-neck sweater under the clingy black jacket and looked exquisite if not sensually sublime as always.

She was not particularly happy with my idea or suggestion of joining her on this early trek but I pleaded, told her the horses - including her favourite Arab stallion - were saddled and waiting before, to my relief, we were galloping across the open meadows in the warmth of the spring morning in hardly any time at all.

Craftily, if not cleverly, as the pre-arranged, given hour approached we conveniently found ourselves near to the shady edge of the thick forest where to her shock, while we leisurely walked the horses to cool down, suddenly Angela jumped as Doctor Freudas - looking quite the county gentleman in his riding pomp - emerged from behind one of the leafy trees and pointed the thankfully empty shotgun at my amazed and trembling wife then hissed threateningly.

“Off the horse, Slut…now, or I will kill you right here!”

She knew of course this was merely playacting that had been put on for her sullied, if not decadently refined, taste-buds and I expected my wife to smile or laugh along with this surreal or questionable joke but instead she trembled slightly in the easy warmth of the morning and purposefully dismounted from the beautiful, white, thoroughbred animal and whispered weakly.

“What do you want, Sir?”

Angela stood almost defiantly for a passing moment but as the bad Doctor came threateningly towards her she dropped dramatically to her knees - as if unable to find the tension to hold her legs up - and this black Monster placed the tip of the double-barrelled weapon to her lips where to my disbelief she went to lick the copper metal instinctively as he laughed and informed her what had transpired.

“Rex has passed you to me for three months as he is unable to fulfil his husbandly duties; so under my direction or power you shall now indulge your darkest desires or fantasies, Slut, I am your Master from now…”

Her mouth took more of the barrel inside it until he withdrew it and then stood demandingly proud or erect while hissing in expectation.

“…Undo my trousers and suck me, Whore…as you did with the man on the beach that night…quickly Girl…I’m waiting...”

In less than a second her slender fingers removed the start of thick, male flesh from inside the metal zip and to my alarm then produced - as if by black voodoo - a dark cock with enormous length and girth.

Angela blanched initially but then almost automatically licked the rounded tip of it before her salivating, plump lips wrapped around the stiffness and she was sucking him with gentle rhythm while he sighed.

“…Good, Bitch…you pretend you do not like sex to your husband but I understand the depraved side of you and you will soon learn your place…now lower the breeches and suckle my balls as well…”

My supposedly icy and distant partner obliged co-operatively until his gross, heavy, testicles were also being adored and venerated by her tongue and he allowed her to continue for many minutes before his hand pulled my wife up onto watery feet, placed her against a nearby oak for support in her enfeebled state and scowled at me.

“…Draw her jodhpurs and panties to her boots and lick your wife until she it wet and ready for me…”

I was dithering but this Villain gave me no time to debate as he scolded me further.

“…Don’t tarry you are a mere servant to her now for the foreseeable future as you have agreed to…quickly Boy… quickly!”

Angela and I both groaned for differing reasons as I gingerly tugged at these divine, white trousers, literally peeling the material away from her skin, like the thin rind on an orange, before only her pink and white thong panties remained on her body and - under duress - I also lowered them until they were set inside the jodhpurs bunched at the tip of her boots then began to use my liquid tongue to lap like a dog at her womanly crease.

My saliva and oral juices were not needed however as she was unbelievably aroused or saturated and perhaps ungallantly I murmured in complaint to him.

“She is already dripping, Sir!”

He chuckled wickedly.

“Of course…that is to be expected; the Slut has longed to relive the whole debasing experience of the holiday and now she shall over and over again…”

With that he threw me out of the way and was inside my wife’s glorious unblemished skin in a single, virile movement that consumed his dark, dangerous spear so eagerly and easily while she bent her thighs apart to aid his assault, as if clearly in league with his depravity, allowing him to fuck her roughly.

“…Was it like this on the beach, Slut…some stranger banging you…treating you like trash…using you as if you were nothing?”

Angela’s eyes were tightly shut as if her mind was in the blackest reverie while my Love’s mouth whimpered meekly.

“Yes Sir…yes, Sir…of fuck, fuck…fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

Her resonant, evocative moans were in tempo with his motions and his hand grabbed her golden hair making her wince in demonstrable weakness.

“Tell me you love this….admit it to me and your husband who is nothing but a slave…who will watch you…his wife, become a Whore for me and many other men…merely because you long and crave to?”

To my genuine shock - because she had never responded to sex with me - Angela shuddered promptly to orgasmic glory and confessed an emerging, libidinous soul as her enfeebled voice cried listlessly.

“Yes, yes...you know I do…oh fuck…I can feel you…fuck, you’re coming…fuck!”

The man held still and, as I looked on transfixed, his huge balls - in primal male reflex - pumped an endless fountain of hot cum up her precious passage while she tried to wrap her thighs around him but could not because of the restriction of the trousers and my partner merely twisted her thin arms and hands around his Bullish neck and held him as long as she could.

I thought that perhaps enough damage had been done by this initial ravishing but to my despair he pulled her off the comfortable tree and then sadistically bent my Love forward to suck his leaking penis once more and smiled at me equally ungallantly.

“Lick her ass, Rex…because this Whore likes being taken there as well…”

She moaned in instant reaction to his demeaning words as her mouth worked on his masculine flesh while dutifully I kneeled and used the tip of my tongue to make this perfect bottom sodden and ready for his inevitable full mastery of her spirit and possibly her very womanly soul.

Then, with Angela athletically using her hands and arms for support - against the ancient bark of the thick tree - this Demon pierced her puckered entrance so impossibly simply and I had to watch, suffer and listen while my wife was fucked like some female animal as he held her hips and rutted her forcefully until she involuntarily shivered to bliss once more just before her most impenetrable entrance was filled with his slippery, pungent, white seed.

Then mercifully the first act from the nightmare of the never to be forgotten week had been played out and he patted her ass and grinned at me in some obvious gratification.

“Kiss this cute bottom, Rex, pull up the pants, tell Angela how much you love her then we will finish our ride and be back in around an hour for lunch…”

I could simply not believe this Stranger’s crassness, brashness or supercilious nature.

“… Have fresh clothing in the bedroom for her to wear…”

His evil mind was wandering ever more inventively or deviantly.

“…Something sensual and provocative I think, because my new Slut will need servicing most of the day I would wager…!”

His hand slapped her backside as if she was the hind quarters of the horse before I pressed my lips to it and could smell or almost taste on my palate the thick essence of sex reeking in both of her nearby apertures.

However sensibly and with respect I gently pulled the knickers then trousers into place and without a word looked on as she somehow, bravely drew herself up into the saddle - where disturbingly or excitedly I knew the thick, slimy seed on her would no doubt congeal and become sticky on her panties - and onto another stallion but this time, to my great relief, one with four legs!

The odious Doctor did the same on what was my ride - the irony of the situation was lost on no one - and then grunted most condescendingly given that I legally owned everything around us including my enigmatic wife, supposedly.

“…You walk to the house and make everything ready and we will be back soon!”

With that remark and with Angela swiftly - if not amazingly - re-gathering her energies they kicked the horses into snorting life, left the seclusion of the covering tree in a flurry of hooves and were trotting then galloping over the nearby fields as if everything was normal in this glorious if not surreal morning.

When I reached the house I was quite reasonably in something of a lather; told the chef that the Mistress of the Manor would be back in an hour or so and then went to our bedroom where my trembling hand opened her cupboards and began to immerse myself with what I should choose for her to wear.

In all personal if not subversive truth this soon became a secret, all consuming labour of love because, although Angela chose to dress down with me in jeans most of the time, she had an extensive, exquisite wardrobe and I quickly found seductive and provocative lingerie in unopened boxes.

I understood that in keeping with her position here she always needed to look refined but sensual underneath and I chose a cream suit, a black bra and blouse with beautiful panties and stockings to wear below and nervously waited for her and the mysterious, annoying Doctor to return.

This they did shortly after I had finished my delightful if not arousing job, because I heard the distant noise of metal shoes on the cobbles in the stables and eventually the two of them strolled into the room where to my genuine bemusement or dismay my wife looked flushed and happier than I had ever known her to be, as her riding companion smiled and murmured at me.

“I have explained more specifically to Angela of our three month arrangement and your wife has accepted she needs to play her role in our game or decadent adventure; she understands that, as with the charade by the tree that so closely mimicked what happed to her before, my inflexible, advised diagnosis is that she needs to live out her fantasies to subsequently then deal with them without fear, recrimination or shame…”

His eyes were black and malevolent as he went on.

“…As do you Rex, because you undeniably have an inherent, submissive, deviant streak that you also need to embrace or develop…”

After stripping me bare emotionally with his acrid remarks the man observed in some detail the items I had selected for my wife to wear before he nodded in some significant approval.

“…A good decision, now please strip Angela before she bathes because dressing or undressing her will be an integral part of your job during this period…”

As if stupefied I removed every moist article of clothing until she was standing statuesquely, magnificently and nakedly before me; her skin was perspiring slightly still from the recent exercise and my eyes were magnetically but unfortunately drawn to the divine, blonde down of her pussy and then the congealed, sperm-coated sexual lips or folds as the Doctor whispered like the very Devil he was.

“…Your wife is my Whore but your Mistress; if you wish to pay homage to this pertinent fact and follow these base, servile instincts I can see in you, merely ask then call her by the title and power she has over you…”

It was as if I could not help myself in my sickness or libidinous hunger because I kneeled down and pressed my head to her womanly centre where she smelled so exotic or mercurially erotic as he chuckled knowingly

“…Inhale the essence of another man, Rex…because Angela needs to be fucked by many common males to empower her to come to terms with these innate inclinations or addictions and you must be accommodating or even encouraging however difficult this may prove to be.”

Confusingly I weirdly understood his fetid meaning and began to take up the filthy baton he had so disgustingly suggested as I whispered dreamily.

“May I lick and clean you Mistress?”

She smiled down on me like the brightest sunshine and sighed genially.

“Oh Rex; Bruce said you would enjoy this part…”

I presumed this was the Charlatan of a Doctor’s first name as she gurgled and patted the very seductive tip in the crease of her wonderful sexual lips with her painted fingertips

“…Naturally I didn’t believe him but as always he seems to know best…”

She parted her thighs just and little and sighed emotively.

“….Of course you can serve me, Rex, take your time, do the front and back then I will bathe and change for lunch…”

My mouth swiftly pressed her entreating, salivating flesh which melted the evocative spunk or ejaculate and she stroked my head lightly until her creases were free of any obvious, masculine deposits then did the same to her comely ass as she clenched her cheeks and groaned deeply while my tongue wormed its way inside her.

“…Oh fuck, Rex…that is so refreshing but don’t make me come, Darling, because we’ll have a long walk after eating then perhaps a lie down this afternoon…”

Her voice giggled unusually like a silly schoolgirl.

“….As Bruce has more things to discuss with me… and we can go to dinner later…”

She shivered slightly to my diligent attentions.

“…Mmm that’s so deliciously nice!”

Angela eventually drifted away from me into the en-suite and the Doctor - who was dressed in just his dark shorts by now - spoke quietly but concerningly to me.

“I have told your wife that given your propensity, need and even addiction for masturbation then it is best if you are held in a chastity device for the moment with her possessing the key…”

He laughed at the look of patent horror on my face.

“…But she thinks misguidedly you can manage to control your depraved inclinations.”

My head nodded stupidly and confirmed my building insanity by my reply.

“I can Sir! I surely can”

He blinked as if not believing a singular word and grinned widely.

“OK we will see…put on her panties below your clothing and if you stain three separate pairs by the morning then I’ll have no option but to control and corral you; because clearly it will have been demonstrated that you have not the strength of mind to do so and when I leave I cannot have you ejaculating over Angela’s sweet bottom as you have done for longer than she wishes to recall…”

The man now known as Bruce laughed as I shuddered in my ignominy because shamefully what he alluded to was sadly factual.

“…It really is such a dirty habit, Rex, and we truly need to rectify such unfortunate behaviour as it demeans you in the eyes of your wife and before it gets out of hand…!”

He spoke in amusement once again at my misfortune or pathetic nature.

“…So to speak…!”

My head nodded without me meaning it to and he showered in another washroom, changed into trousers and a smart polo shirt then watched me as I put on a pair of my wife panties in pink and white lace trim then tried to disguise an instant erection but of course the clever Bastard saw everything.

He would not let me dress and cover my demeaning show or disgrace until Angela came out of her bath when, after smirking at my appearance in her pretty underwear, she let me dry her skin, pull on the divine lingerie I had laid out and help her dress until my wife looked suitably elegant, superior and sublime.

The dark Doctor then furtively went by her side and almost seamlessly drew my Love into his powerful arms, kissed her pouting lips and cupped then stroked her perfectly plump breasts and thin but visibly hard nipples under her jacket and sheer blouse.

“…Bend over, Slut…quickly!”

She complained timidly as if to refuse him or just be playfully coy.

“But I’m fresh and clean, Sir.”

My Love’s token resistance was meaningless or futile, as already her skirt was high on the thighs and these delicate knickers I had selected so carefully were around her knees as he pushed Angela over onto the bed, lowered his trousers and was inside this pretty, newly-washed, precious pussy in seconds as he sniggered meanly.

“Then it’s time to get dirty again, Bitch!”

He was utterly dominant if not oppressively brutal with her but Angela was malleable, female putty in his strong hands as she promptly, voluntarily jerked with him to sordid glory and when he had surely soiled her once again, his eyes glanced at me to see that I had mortifyingly also smeared the panties I was wearing - by turning the material from pink to purple in the gusset - then sneered belittlingly.

“Pick more panties now, Boy, and you have two chances left to show some restraint or the cage will have to go on!”

I picked another pair in yellow with decorative blue dots and cursed because I flushed immediately once more but then gratefully covered my body with ordinary clothes and we ate around the large, polished, wooden, dining table as if it was just another Sunday with an unwelcome guest.

Well I would say unwelcome but Angela was sitting closely beside him and seemed to be squeezing his thigh between courses making my unfortunately depraved imagination run away with me and my penis harden in the divisive material of the snug knickers.

As normal the Doctor noticed everything and muttered inquisitively over the sweet.

“You’ve not come again, Rex, have you?”

I shook my head fiercely.

“No, no…I’m fine, fine!”

Angela smiled with unusual feeling.

“This is so selfless and enlightened of you, Darling, but Bruce has made it clear I cannot show sympathy or empathy…”

Her fingers consciously pressed the obvious bulge in his crotch as my penis pulsed secretly and involuntarily once more.

“…But I do appreciate your sacrifice even if I can’t show it.”

The Doctor intervened unnecessarily.

“Don’t pander to him, Angela, remember he is your servant over this period as you must only think about your own needs and sensual desires if you wish to manage and deal with them”

She smiled and nodded in apparent understanding then gazed vacuously at me.

“Tell the maid not to come in for half an hour, Rex; I want to relax and savour my dessert before our walk.”

I did this immediately, as it seemed like an innocuous request, but when I returned, my divine wife was on her knees below the tablecloth and I could clearly see her gorgeous, blonde hair as it fell back or forward on his heavy cock while he pressed her cranium and sighed expressively.

“Fuck she gives good head Rex; your wife really is a Whore…!”

Angela turned and looked at me slyly with dancing, glinting, blue eyes and seemed to genuinely savour this masculine flesh as he went on.

“…I have a friend who runs a down market Brothel near London …so that will be the next part of her therapy.”

She moaned lowly and suckled him harder.

“Oh Bruce…that’s terrible, terrible, I can’t be a real Whore…oh fuck I can’t have rough men fuck me or use me like some Tart… oh Bruce can I?”

She was impossibly horrified but patently intrigued and decadently turned on by this news because my Love began to draw him ever quicker causing the man to distinctly twist in his seat then grunt crazily as if in pain.

“Of course Angela…I am here to educate or supervise your development but not for you to depend on long term…”

His palm gently stroked her face as Angela rubbed tenderly against the light pressure as if she was a mere pet and continued to disconcertingly relish his pumping flesh between her lips

“…You must make your own destiny and living the sexual life you desire is surely the place to start as…”

He gasped as her pace of devotion to his addictive cock was irresistible to any red-blooded male.

“…You will make a perfect prostitute and magnificent Whore because without question ordinary men will queue to pay and fuck your luscious body…!”

He ejaculated just about the same moment I did but where-as my partner swallowed his sweet and sour production of slimy fluid my own liquid production was pathetically deposited in the tight, colourful panties holding my genitals and when they had finished their dirty little session this Specialist stared at me accusingly.

“…Let me see if you have cum!”

I tried to be outraged and refuse but of course I could not and swiftly ended up with my trousers around my knees to embarrassingly show the tell-tale wet patch on the pretty crotch of the feminine underwear and Angela spoke in patent wonder and fascination.

“Oh Darling this turns you on so much…how absolutely humiliating for you!”

Her black, Machiavellian mentor placed his muscular arm around her shoulders and whispered a troubling explanation.

“I told you, Angela, that your husband is the other side of the main issue and conundrum here; you long to give yourself to rough and authoritative men and…”

His piercing smile struck through me like the sharpest dagger.

“…He enjoys watching; almost craving your selfsame impulses for this type of fornication, perhaps more than you do…”

The Doctor looked at the stained panties once more then sighed purposefully.

“…One last change, Rex and then as I explained to your wife…she will need to place you in chastity because your compulsion is worse than hers in many ways and needs to be properly regulated…”

As he went on I recognised that I hated him with all my being but was trapped by our agreement and a fierce determination to make things better with my wife.

“…Now put a last pair of her clean knickers on and let’s have a long stroll as I think we all need to settle or calm down somewhat!”

That was the first thing he had said for quite a while that I agreed with and I covered the fact I was wearing Angela’s fresh lacy knickers once more with jeans and a sweater then faced my wife who smiled commandingly.

“Put my jeans and boots out, Rex, and that tight, black, cashmere sweater…move sharply, will you, because Bruce is waiting downstairs…”

It seemed that even in the shortest space of time she had readily adopted the attitude of seeing me as some sort of man-servant but I could and would not argue as there was little point, therefore I simply stripped then dressed her until she gazed at me distractedly when she was ready.

“…Place a pretty slip and requisite lingerie on the covers for when we return as I will want to change and feel sensual and womanly while we rest before dinner…!”

My Love moved towards the door and gurgled.

“…We will walk towards the woods near to where we were this morning…catch us up and be sure to put something divine out otherwise I will not be contented or pleased with you Rex.”

Angela was so impossibly demanding and supercilious - in all sincere truth she had never been much different - and resentfully at first, once again I lingered on my selection of her finery longer than perhaps I should have, and when I eventually left the house to follow their combined lead a wonderful set of provocative items were on the bed awaiting her pleasure.

Most troublingly, in spite of my dismay at seeing her being used and abused by this obnoxious, arrogant man and now actually contemplating such sordid adventures to come, my mind and body was more energised and alive than I had ever known because I literally ran like the wind to join them at the top of the steepest, nearby hill that lead to the outer path circling the whole estate.

No one spoke much and I was relieved to see there was little show of love, affection or attraction between the scheming Doctor and my wife as if everyone was determined to ignore what was happening or focussed on setting a brisk, athletic pace until we eventually rested for a moment near the fringes of the trees once more and shared a flask of whisky I always carried on these excursions.

Angela was not a drinker but she took a small swig as if for pluck then spoke or complained softly or coquettishly to our leader as she moved to his side, stood on her pointed toes in the luxurious boots and ran her palm teasingly over the pronounced bulge at his crotch.

“Would you like me to suck you, Bruce? I don’t mind!”

She immediately went on her haunches as if in readiness to serve then pressed her sweet lips onto the trousers while he stroked the available, gleaming, flaxen hair, drew her into him but would not let my wife release the demonstrably busy trouser snake that was moving or wriggling just below the surface, as if the murmured point he was about to make was far more important than him getting his proverbial rocks off.

“These inclinations and primal instincts are obviously good, Slut…but I would remind you I am a professional physician, we are not a romantic item or in love; you are simply a client and a Whore in need of a Master which is my sole purpose…and I will tell you as and when I desire to take your mouth or body…”

My Love actually, bizarrely, looked slighted as he continued.

“…Perhaps romance and intimacy will come in time for you because ideally I wish you to find it in your marriage still, as it will not be with me…and you must eventually comprehend the significant difference between the myriad states or emotions…”

Her azure eyes were uncertain and portrayed her sensitivity causing this Bastard to be more conciliatory as he changed his tone a little in mock sympathy.

“…My Poor, Neglected, Little Whore…It seems that I have unintentionally hurt your feelings simply because you have much to learn…it is only natural you wish to pleasure your Master so…”

He appeared to be magnanimous but I knew he was truly a Monster.

“…If you ask me and promise to take your time then you can of course remove and suck my cock…”

His dark eyes stared then glared at me as her hand eagerly withdrew his stiff, masculine flesh into the fresh air and her humble voice sounded in the still shade.

“…Can I Sir…can I please?”

The man pondered then simpered as if he was being kind or considerate but I felt the words then used to be demoralising and awfully cruel.

“Yes, but expertly Angela…show Rex what a Whore or Tart you are already and how you will soon do this for other men….”

His lips were unnecessarily specific.

“…Mere, rough, common men that will pay a fortune for them, of a few measly pounds, to have and hold your body or mouth on their flesh only to make their lives feel better or worthwhile for the briefest time.”

He sighed almost in regret.

“…Such is the nature of the male of this species…that he follows the lewdest, basest of instincts like the primitive, narrow-minded animals we used to be…”

As I watched the unfolding events with incredulity, her luscious tongue licked the thin, black, skin languidly making me automatically surge in some depraved, base communality and my fingers could sadly not resist the urge or ache to press my own hardening flesh as the Doctor smiled in apparent comprehension.

“…That’s right Rex, rub it while your wife’s skilled lips encourages me to sexual glory…for I am full to overflowing and will soon cover her fair face and plump lips with my spunk then when we return to the house I shall fuck her and fuck her to get this divine body more accustomed to fornication…”

He closed his eyes in relish because Angela’s mouth was moving like a living piston on him as he tapped her head rhythmically and disrespectfully with his fingers.

“…Slowly Bitch…you need to understand that most men like the drawn out theatre and delight of such a sublime woman like you on their large but often insignificant manhood…”

His strong body seemed to shiver slightly as he whispered.

“…Now gingerly, leisurely as I mentioned, lick and suck…then draw me…oh fuck…so wonderful, wonderful…what a joy you are…!”

To his depraved, questionable compliments she disgraced herself willingly and orally like this for many agonising, minutes before - under his most humbling direction - allowing the tip of this huge erection to lay on the very, wet middle of her tongue while she opened her mouth widely then expectantly or meekly looked up as his chest began to heave.

“…Oh fuck…Slut…you are surely learning...you excel at this… I’m coming…coming …there...fuck ….there…!”

At that precise, prurient moment warm, thick, pungent, white sperm spewed out of this improbable rope of manhood, smearing my wife’s luxurious lips, face nose and mouth; making her gasp then swallow in sullied reflex before willingly sucking him clean while the awful but extraordinary male smiled at me slyly because hatefully he knew for certain that I had reach my own orgasm long before my woman had expertly brought him to his,.

“…A long walk home now I think then I will surely show your wife how to contain you in some much required chastity, Rex…”

She was - unbearably for my peace of mind - still sucking him as if her desire to do so had not been extinguished by a first mother-load of heady, evocative spunk.

“…As this of course cannot be allowed to continue.”

He waited patiently until his dangerous, dark flesh was almost solid once more then pulled her sweet lips callously off him and I noticed my wife’s pale eyes were glassy or glazed as if she had been living a dream and perhaps she was as her mouth groaned pathetically.

“I am going to ride and ride you if I am allowed when we get back, Sir…”

She giggled stupidly which was not like her at all.

“…I have tried it once or twice in passing but sense I would enjoy it further in the right circumstances or atmosphere.”

Angela had a lusty fire or hunger that was palpable as he pulled her up, kissed her lips through - and oblivious to - the thickly coated semen that was all over them and chuckled softly.

“Of course, Slut…experimentation or education is what this surreal, little diversion is all about!”

We trudged off and picked up speed to finalise our forced march around the grounds until almost lethargically we reached the Manor and were soon in my bedroom where my wife theatrically stretched her arms and smiled in some affected fatigue.

“You did say we could have a siesta, Bruce…Rex can book a table for us at the local egon ronay at around 7.30p.m?”

He nodded in agreement, casually went to his case then produced a small, white box which he opened and withdrew an unusually shaped object made of Perspex and plastic sighing in almost the same manner she had.

“Put his on him, Angela…he’s masturbated three times already today and it’s enough; because you need to be able to discover your own personal, sexual penchants or nature without his sordid ejaculations distracting you all the time...”

She nodded vapidly in comprehension, quickly showered then changed into the silky, sensual clothing I had already prepared for her; when Angela was looking suitably gorgeous she pulled my trousers to my knees and to my shame found that the knickers I was wearing were soaking and that I was worryingly most mortifyingly hard again.

My wife then looked at the devious Doctor for direction who had already stripped and was sliding into my large bed merely grinning at her while doing so.

“…Just press it and bring him off a final time, the clear ring goes around the balls, slide the transparent bit over the penis, close the lock and, as this is self-cleaning, then there will be no more trouble from him!”

She immediately pushed or stroked my slight bulge in the divisive panties then murmured wickedly and without any of her normal bashfulness.

“Oh Rex, how agitated you are but there’s no need to worry as I’ve been on the pill for ages and I won’t catch however may times he fucks me…”

She could see I was already on the seedy, inexplicable, orgasmic precipice again as she whispered ever more provocatively to challenge my resolve not to fall into further disgrace.

“…Or any of the others if I choose to be a real Whore…”

Instantly I capitulated - it was impossible for me to deny my base instinct - spurted more excited juices into the sodden gusset of the knickers while she exhaled, teased them down and off my body then, as if she had done this surreal thing many times before, slipped this cage of my incarceration around my genitals until I was captured and sadistically snickered sweetly while kissing the tip of my now tiny cock through the plastic then sighed almost happily.

“…Oh Rex, how absolutely adorable…this is so much better as I can still sleep with you when Bruce goes back to London without the messy problems anymore…”

She walked if not skipped towards my bed where this Brute was waiting and seemed to be in better humour than I was used to while she instructed me.

“…Get some wine and water Darling…I think I’m going to need it…!”

I stripped completely, put on a covering robe for modesty and fetched the demanded liquids like a simple servant and when I returned to the room whimpered in real agony to find that my sublime wife was atop the sheets, perched upon this Charlatan’s hips with his gross, black cock obviously wedged up snugly inside her pussy while Angela rode it for all she was worth and grunted as she did so.

“…Oh Bruce…this definitely is the best position for me…I thought so…from before; fuck it’s so deep… don’t come, don’t come… I want to make it last forever….fuck I never thought I would have sex like this again.”

He pressed her delicate but pert breasts then tiny pink nipples with his fingertips and encouraged her to talk.

“You mean after the men on the island fucked you?”

Angela’s voice groaned distractedly as her hips pressed against his amazing, male, extensive power because it seemed to unlock the honest, libidinous part of her as she whined most contentedly.

“Oh yes, yes…some were better than others but…shamefully I adored being used from the first time on the beach with Eddy… and screwed like some base, worthless woman…especially after being on some high pedestal by these gentrified men here for so long…”

Her sexual energy was visibly frightening and even this confident male was patently struggling to control or fulfil her inherent desires as she arched her back then jerked her delicious body against him.

“…I agree to work in the Brothel, Bruce, willingly…as I did when I was away…”

She laughed dryly and slyly while I dissolved.

“…You won’t tell, but I really like dirty sex as you worked out so intuitively…am good at it and enjoy being paid …by musky, hungry, malodorous strangers, fuck…fill me you Bastard…”

Her brain was in primitive fever as she gasped.

“….Soon I will be a proper Slut…dress up in fancy stockings and suspenders then suck them, fuck them…oh fuck…I’m there, coming…Oh fuck Bruce…!”

I was in agony or burning hell because of course I longed to get hard and play with my aching flesh but was corralled or neutered and could only hold onto the nearby wall to support me while I bore this terrible pressure.

She screamed and then collapsed dramatically down heavily onto him as he rose up to meet her salacious, deviant needs and filled my wife’s belly with more of his endless, active seed.

As if mesmerised I just stood in the shadows and watched their interaction while it soared and fell like powerful waves on a physical, sensual ocean until at last the sounds of moaning, groaning, ebbing and flowing finally ceased and I heard Angela’s soft voice speaking tiredly.

“You can sleep in the spare room, if it’s more suitable for you Rex; it can’t be easy watching this…”

She murmured lowly because the Bastard by her side was obviously still touching her in places he shouldn’t have and was whispering as well almost silently.

“…No, Bruce advises that you should in fact watch as much as possible because it will stop your imagination working overtime…so take the couch in the corner and I’ll see you in the morning…”

My wife gassed again foolishly and seemed to have completely forgotten that we were supposed to be going out for a meal; it was clear that everyone was distracted and plentiful food was available here if required but obviously the last thing on anyone’s mind.

“…Wake me early as the Good Doctor has to leave and I want to ride him once more before he does!”

I heard him emit a mock sigh of pain or fatigue as if he was too exhausted to manage such an energetic thing but it was just tomfoolery and I understood he had temporarily taken over the mantle of master in my own home.


The settee was large and surprisingly comfortable and I knew my ditsy head was in too much turmoil to rest but, understandably perhaps, the day had taken its physical and emotional toll and I swiftly took separation from this crazy world.

My last disturbed thoughts in the darkness of the late evening was that I felt actually grateful for the divisive, chaffing chastity device around me because although it was excruciating, the need I would have felt for masturbation given what I had just viewed would have been uncontrollable.

In the first light it took but a moment for me to remember what had transpired but then memories - like living nightmares - speared my mind along with the faint grunts and groans coming from my bed that brought me quickly to my senses.

Unable to stop my proclivity for voyeurism I looked furtively - the bed covers were almost all off - to find my wife once more sitting elegantly on the man’s thighs and pressing her hips back and forward in slow rhythm as she whined.

“Don’t come too quickly Bruce…fuck this is so luxurious…mmm lovely…like riding a horse but so much better and more delicious…”

She shivered and pressed him harder then faster.

“…Fuck Bruce I can feel it…so tight and hard…oh fuck….how am I going to manage without it until next weekend…oh Bruce…?”

Her head shook in abandon like a golden fleece and she whimpered then wailed while he held still then let my woman drive against his black flesh as if they were granite rocks for her to dash her damaged soul against as her energy began to build until she was a tempest and was writhing with only one fevered end in mind.

Then it came explosively and she squealed in glory, shook, vibrated and fell onto his chest where he kissed and caressed her and it was obvious they had both just reached heaven at the same indelicate time.

They played - uncomfortably from my perspective - for the longest while before Angela smiled dryly at me in her new authority.

“…Put some clothes out…just jeans and a sweater…because Bruce is off after breakfast and I might go into the village and have a ride later…”

It was as if she was trying to purposely demoralise me without realising.

“…I think perhaps I have ridden enough for the morning!”

The two of the laughed at their in-joke but I remained poker-faced while they ignored my disquiet or disapproval and fetched the items she had requested then left them on the nearby chair while she showered.

I needed to escape and quickly dressed myself, wishing away this device that hung to my balls and penis like the heaviest weight, then sat in the dining room and waited for them to join me.

It took longer than I expected and when the two of them appeared, my Love was flushed then glowed further in crimson as her lover revealed unnecessarily that he always had a foul compunction to make her dirty again when she was just freshly washed.

So I sipped tea, felt most distressed and wondered how things had come to pass like this; but as the minutes marched on I recognised it was too late for introspection and perhaps some suffering was necessary on my part, or was a small price to pay for my errors and to try to put the world back in rightful order.

As normal, Doctor Freudas could read my racing mind as he mumbled between bites of toast, egg and marmalade.

“You will adjust, Rex, but if you look at your wife then you can already see the changes for the better…”

I glanced at her without focus, as if not wishing to acknowledge she was actually glowing in rude health or vitality.

“…She has to discover as you do that a powerful, sexual inclination or even addiction does not define a person…but you need to accept it…live it when possible and then decide if you can manage with such a fantastical beast in your life…”

In my angry head I knew he was the animal I wanted to be rid of and the man really was such a supercilious Bastard.

“…It’s easy really but often people or couples are afraid of their obvious, primitive drives or the power of these compulsions and I think you are both brave to face them as you are…!”

I knew this was all a lot of phooey but merely nodded merely to limit the pain before his time with us is done and as if understanding this fact his voice sighed to my wife.

“…The days without sex will be difficult at first but I will be here on Wednesday and then each Sunday for a few weeks; hopefully you can soon manage to comprehend there are no limits on life other than what you impose upon yourself…and perhaps in a fortnight we will go onto the next stage.”

Her tone was a whisper in reply.

“You mean the House of Ill Repute?”

Our guest chuckled at her polite description of such a place.

“It is a Brothel or Whorehouse, Angela….where men go to have sex with pretty women and pay for the privilege; do not be coy or bashful…you could work there now and be content but I want you to take your time then realise that you have control of your destiny and body…”

He took her hand and she seemed to melt physically or emotionally which considering she was always an Ice Queen to me was most surprising and disconcerting.

“…Sex or intimacy can be in the mind as well sometimes…so we can take it slowly, enjoy the lean or empty spaces, as far as this new sexual life is concerned, and when eventually you re-enact your life as a temporary prostitute then you will surely embrace it for the pure diversion and pleasure it will be for you…”

He wiped his salivating mouth with a napkin and at last it appeared his weekend with us was done.

“…It is not so complicated…you just need to possess a free, imaginative head and find someone with experience such as me to lead you in the right direction.”

He was such an audacious Prick but they embraced at the door where he also shook my hand firmly - as if only to show who was in control - and then he took the only direction I wanted him to because he drove his ancient, black Bentley away from my home and hopefully out of our lives for good.

He had fucked my wife, humbled me and of course I was entitled to despise him but, after Angela had lost her aura of joy as soon as her afternoon ride had finished, I realised that without this man’s interference or prescient involvement then this cool plague between my Love and I would quickly return and our relationship would swiftly go back to how it had always been.

This proved to be the exact case that night when we slept together tragically, hardly spoke and I longed to touch her or jerk off but the cage restrained my more primal tendencies and we entered a sort of status quo as if simply waiting to see what would develop.

Things were cordial between Angela and I but dead and icy as usual and, although I did not want to, I was actually pleased to see the foul Doctor when he came to our house on Wednesday evening as promised but not as much as my wife who had his thick cock in her mouth, ass or pussy before even sitting down for dinner.

She then bathed and I dressed her in a long, resplendent gown and we sat around our prepared table and conversed like adults or Ladies and Gentlemen even though the base side of our natures were never that far from the surface.

Another tortuous night then played out for me, as once more my wife put on her most sublime lingerie and eagerly acted the Whore for this Bastard while I looked on in the strain and restriction of chastity only realising that in some obscure and inexplicable way it was as if Angela and I were only sexually aware or alive when this depraved interaction was perversely happening.

He fucked her remorselessly and in the morning while he was showering, my Love came to me with nothing left covering her at all and stood provocatively or statuesquely in the early light and, as her eyes saw the hungry stare on my face directed towards her dripping pussy or bottom, she smiled teasingly.

“Bruce said as you can’t climax then you should spend more time doing this…”

She groaned because in reflex I did exactly as she intimated because I kneeled and pressed my tongue to her weeping, sublime, sexual line.

“…Oh Rex, that’s so nice…say you’ll do this when I want you to…”

I nodded and her sculpted flesh was so full of aromatic juices I could hardly talk as she simpered.

“…Strange isn’t it how I feel so much closer to you when Bruce is here?”

My mouth sucked her clean then my wife bent forward and I feverishly licked her ass - that was equally slimy - until it was also pristine before she washed while I prepared her clothes and over breakfast the Doctor provided a further insight into our situation as he very much seemed to like talking and eating at the same time.

“Angela mentioned how much improved things seem to be when there is another person in the mix between you; but this is to be expected as you definitely both have certain selfish needs and these have to be understood…”

He thought purposefully and chewed for a minute then continued.

“…Your lovely wife allows you to share her darkest most secret fantasies while you are able to adore, serve or worship her and I have advised, that now and then when the mood takes, Angela should allow you to lick her to climax while she recalls some decadent event or other when another man has used or ravaged her body…”

His voice tailed off in distracted amusement.

“…It is an equitable and fair exchange, will undoubtedly bring you closer then certainly provide the much needed, frequent, physical bond to tie you together as one before I send you both down to see Clara in a week’s time.”

I knew it was not wise to ask but I did anyway.

“Clara?”

The Bastard just smiled evilly.

“Yes, she runs the Brothel in a house by the Thames and I will book you in for the interview a week on Thursday in the morning…as her busy times are Wednesday night to Saturday and we can see what she makes of Angela…”

He went on but sometimes I just prayed that he wouldn’t.

“…But don’t fret I’m sure Madame Clara will understand or appreciate your wife and I’ll give her all the gory details; then before long Angela will have lots more interesting tales to tell or share while you are loving her in the only way she will permit you at this present time…”

He seemed most self-satisfied as he slurped his tea.

“…We really are making some progress I think!”

To my despair before he left to return to his office, my Love took him up to our room where he quickly fucked and stained her once more purely because - as he mentioned - the opportunity to defile her every time she was pristine was too enticing to give up.

Then, as instructed, while he drove away with the engine purring I pressed my head depravedly between her dripping, pungent, open thighs while she recounted in such disturbingly graphic detail of what this man had done to her the previous evening - as the sounds I listened to really did not do their fetid deeds full justice - and perversely it was as if I was in heaven and hell at the exact same time.

Once he had departed, Angela and I returned to exist in a sort of nether world where it was barren or frosty and the only shared warmth or passion was me licking at her most fragrant, precious place when permitted to.

I had gradually learned to bring her to orgasm or relative ecstasy but she made me feel as if I was unworthy even to perform this illicit service for her pleasure and, in all sad truth, we merely went through the motions of living or appearing to be man and wife and both came to life only when the insidious Doctor appeared on our doorstep or in my very bed.

Obviously this was for different and uncomfortable reasons for me and my Partner; although without question these were truly linked in nefarious or unspeakable ways.

Each escapade or sullied intimacy with this obnoxious man increasingly brought out my wife’s salacious and primal, sexual side and Angela eagerly submitted to whatever he desired or wanted from her in myriad, sexual obligations that she seemed increasingly adept or even expert at.

Inevitably, after he had fucked her endlessly and almost brutally on the whole of Sunday between riding, walking or eating - and then the once again on the humiliating Wednesday evening - he spoke to us on the Thursday morning over breakfast before we were set to drive to the mysterious House of Depravity near the Thames as he had arranged.

“Naturally I am pleased with the work we have done…”

I said nothing and bit my lips as he had a lot to be pleased about regarding what I had seen and heard over and over.

“…Angela has learned that her physical needs can be a positive thing and…”

His wicked, inky eyes fixed on me.

“…You also understand that you also have your own fetishes, Rex, and that in time they can both be contained and hopefully converge with Angela’s to make your lives more companionable and satisfying which is what we all wish for…”

He had a way of eating, drinking and talking all at the same time that was incredibly irritating.

“…Madame Clara is someone I have known for many years, runs a highly respectable, if not a little low brow, establishment…”

He appeared empathetic but was actually insulting to my luscious wife though she did not seem to notice or care.

“…That I sense will suit Angela’s penchants or sensual fancies better at first and she can decide in time if she wishes to use her divine talents in a better class of Brothel…”

I could not help but interrupt.

“This is just temporary?”

He nodded as if only to reassure me.

“Of course…but it will be for the two of you to decide in due course…now…”

He slapped his hand on the table making us jump then started the conversation again.

“…Now, Clara can be a bit of a handful or disciplinarian so do not argue and upset her or she will not open her home or this opportunity up for you…and after some small, initial adjustment then I am sure you will get on famously…take the best lingerie with you as although there are showy in-house items available, your own clothes will I think add a touch of much needed class to her establishment which will be appreciated...”

He could not resist a quip as he gazed at my Love.

“…I will not be fouling you this morning…because you need to be fresh and perfect when you arrive but no doubt…our paths shall cross again soon.”

She gasped in uncertainty and some patent concern.

“Have you finished personally with my…treatment?”

The Doctor laughed at her obvious, concerning need of him and wiped his thick lips with the serviette to signal he was finished.

“No…I will be around to keep you on course but you need to find your own way forward…”

He sighed as if the last few weeks fucking Angela in every subtle aperture she possessed had been such a labour, trial or test for him.

“…I have merely showed you your potential and how delectation without shame can be found with the right, inspired attitude and approach…”

He leaned over and kissed her painted lips softly.

“…You have the power to form your own destiny and adventures…so embrace the opportunity to get this past, disruptive experience out of your system, as I have already explained, and then the future is yours to take in whatever way it suits…”

His words were prescient, very troubling and made me shiver in fear.

“…Whether together or separately? It will be your combined choice.” 

He rose then drove away slowly up the long drive as normal in his elegant, dark car and Angela instructed me to prepare some clothes along with an exquisite set of underwear in the anticipation of her meeting later on that morning.

By now I was accustomed to following her distinct command and after bathing in scented water, she looked at the items I had selected, shook her head slowly or disapprovingly then spoke if I was naïve which in many ways I realised that I was.

“Rex, you do not understand these types of seedy venues; as the men expect the girls to look a certain way…”

She had a rarely-used cupboard where to my further disturbance her hands selected an ivory Basque with matching colour, tiny panties and suspenders which impossibly hugged her heavenly shape then made me draw fiery breath in awe and admiration because she looked utterly decadent, even spectacular.

Angela then pirouetted in front of the large, free-standing mirror and smiled in obvious approval.

“…This is much better...”

Her voice rose in tension as if already getting into the character of the instinctive whore the Doctor claimed her to already be.

“…And I will put on the smart suit over this which you picked; that will surely make more of a contrast then an impression for any display I am asked to make.”

Once she was ready - with far too much perfume on her skin and paint on her precious face - we took the car and made our way towards the south of London, which skirted the main traffic and were soon parked outside a large, four-storey, brick townhouse set almost invisibly in a long row of others.

The only thing that distinguished this particular building from the rest was a large, brass number six on the main entrance and a golden knocker which we used loudly until the door was opened by a cutesy young lady with long, straight, black hair and a pure complexion dressed in a short, red plaid skirt, long, white socks and a similarly coloured, gleaming shirt.

She was very young, comely and spoke softly with something of a gentle lilt to the tone of her voice.

“Ah you must be Angela and her husband…my name is Cecile, my mother is Clara and she is in the main office; please walk after me.”

We followed her past another older, taller girl with bright-red hair that was scantily dressed but I tried not to notice, leer or peer and soon entered through a gleaming door where a brassy, blonde woman in a dark, elaborate, flowing dress was on the phone and leaning back in a high-sided chair with her stocking feet on the desk in front of her.

Her hand was placed over the mouthpiece and she smiled casually at us.

“Good morning, take your clothes off please…both of you…”

Her lips continued to talk into the mouthpiece but I was not listening at first to the conversation, as my wife stripped to the lingerie she had so presciently chosen while I dithered until Angela came to me, removed my jacket and trousers with some annoyance before I was just in my shorts but our host looked on then sighed in building irritation and hissed.

“…No Stupid…”

I presumed she was talking to me.

“…I want to see you are in chastity…now everything…or leave...”

It was then I realised that young Cecile was still in the room and naturally I wanted to keep my modesty but my wife had other plans and callously pulled my final covering off until I was naked apart from the restrictive device on my genitals.

As if to make things worse this obtuse owner bade us remain standing and still until she had finalised her endless chat and I listened in dishonour as she eventually finished her conversation.

“…Yes my girls are the best in the area…it’s a £50 cover charge, drinks are £10 a shot and the extras are listed although we do make arrangements or certain concessions for the regulars…”

Her grey, piercing eyes leered at me as she concluded the unusual discussion with these possible customers.

“…Good we will see you then…”

She flicked the phone off, drew breath and grinned broadly in our direction.

“…Hello, you must be Angela and Rex…you have met my daughter, Cecile…”

The woman’s voice lifted in some maternal amusement and pride.

“…She looks young and innocent and she is…relatively speaking, but has been around my profession all of her life and is of age…”

The grey globes turned their uncomfortable focus to me again.

“…And don’t be bashful Rex; your wife wishes to be a working girl here and I needed to be sure you are in chastity as I had been informed…because some of the husbands cannot handle what their partner’s desire.”

I gasped in disbelief at her directness.

“You have other men with partners like mine?”

She laughed at my innocence in the ways of men and women.

“Many husbands and wives end up here; the women have the craving and fantasy to play the Tart as they rarely are well fucked…”

Her lips told an unspoken truth which again was humiliating for me to recognise

“…As with yours and the men, just like you, of course love to watch…”

It seems she was already judging me because her lips turned up into a sneer.

“…Is that what you want, Rex? Because I can already see the lovely Angela will potentially be popular here…so you want to see her on her knees sucking cock or being fucked up the ass? Though if you do then you will also have to pay the cover charge…”

She chuckled sarcastically.

“…Or the full fee if you want to fuck her…as or when you can manage it?”

I groaned pathetically as I was in actual, physical pain because I was desperate to get hard but such an eventuality was impossible for obvious reasons

“Yes Clara…it is something we must do.”

Her voice snapped firmly in response.

“Don’t give me that crap; I have read the report from Bruce and behind all the psycho-babble…your Slut of a wife simply likes sex with rough men…and you have always secretly wanted her to and…call me Madame here…”

I was rendered speechless as she went on with such brashness and brutality with regard to our emotional state or feelings.

“…Pull her panties down to the tip of her stockings and let me see her cunt that she wishes to use here to earn such immoral wages…”

As if mesmerised by this tyrant of a woman I kneeled and did so to reveal Angela in all her pink and blonde curled glory as she stood almost proudly, pressed her hips forwards provocatively and let these perfect thighs open a little to provide a good view as the Mistress of this House of Sin murmured in patent approval.

“…Very lovely…now do you wish to put this pretty cunt to work for me, Slut…do as you are told…and earn money?”

Angela’s sexual aroma was strong and evocative which I knew because her pussy was a mere few inches from my distressed face but I did not dare move as she whispered a firm reply to this hectoring woman.

“Yes Madame but I am nervous.”

The interviewer looked at notes on the desk and murmured.

“It appears that the men or Tricks on your only experience of this way of life fucked or used you and you enjoyed the experience although your pride refused to recognise or countenance the fact that you did at first…?”

Clara smiled in comprehension that further demonstrated my ignorance of such womanly matters.

“…That is not uncommon; girls have been brought up to think of monogamy or marriage as an or the idyll but that is rarely enough for a sensual, sexual female being such as you Angela, especially with all of your obvious female attributes that men lust after all the time.”

I could feel my Love’s womanly centre was warm and almost dripping and I longed to lick her but remained too scared to do say anything as my wife spoke almost silently.

“Yes Madame after the initial shock…I recognise now that I secretly did love the depravity…the dirty feel and earthy life of it.”

The older woman put her straight.

“Well here such things are not some faded holiday but a business…and even a wealthy woman like you needs to respect my trade or profession because here you may look like a Lady…

Her voice laughed at her luxurious attire.

“…Because my customers like to think they are fucking something better or more refined than they could get without paying…but we both know what you are…”

Her eyes became stormy and glared at her.

“…What are you, Angela? Tell me what you are if you want to work here to learn and possibly fulfil your dirtiest dreams.”

My wife exhaled loudly and spoke in a sudden release of tension while I licked her vaginal folds because I just had to in primitive, irresistible reflex.

“A Slut and a Whore, Madame…I am and wish to be a Slut and a Whore!”

The owner of this large property walked out from behind her desk and then pressed my head and mouth forcefully to my wife’s salivating, sexual lips and grumbled almost happily for the first time.

“You are a loyal husband, Rex…so relieve her stress and your own dark instincts; she can have a trial this evening then work Saturday if she wishes and we will go from there.”

It took Angela hardly any time to come to slippery glory as she spurted a stream of warm fluid onto my mouth and then this formidable woman sat us down - still virtually both nude and shaking - then explained is some unexpected detail what the costs were for each perverse, sexual service this business supplied.

It was expensive but equally cheap for what Angela was offering to surrender and the top price for a whole night with one of the available girls - which now included my lovely wife - was £2,000 all in…so to speak.

Finally, after less than half an hour’s discussion, she signed a temporary contract and Clara settled back into her chair and sighed almost weakly.

“…Rex, you can dress now then go with Cecile because Angela will remain with me as I wish to familiarise her with the layout and procedures then introduce her to the other girls. My child will give you food and provide some guidance; we open at 4p.m so if you wish to supply the cover charge then you can live the fantasy you patently desire and stay and watch?”

I could not help but groan in my ignominy or frustration.

“You really wish me to pay…to see my own wife?”

The Madame merely shrugged in ambivalence.

“Pay or leave, do as my daughter advises or leave…I don’t fucking care; now go with her and do not underestimate my child as she is definitely wilful!”

I blinked and whimpered in some audible resignation but privately ignoring her accusation towards this obviously harmless young girl nearby.

“Yes Madame…I will pay the fee and see you later.”

Suddenly this slight, pretty woman chirped in helpfully as if demonstrating she was a far better person that her odious mother.

“Mum you have been a little cruel to him…where is the key?”

It was around my wife’s fragile neck and to my horror Angela’s fingers drew the chain holding it off her body and passed it to the emerging woman.

“You have it until I leave in case of…emergencies!”

Clara laughed at them both and murmured something utterly incomprehensible and bizarre.

“Oh Girls, very naughty…”

Her stare found her blood who only glared back as if in a stand-off.

“…OK, Celine but don’t be too mean!”

My new temporary companion stroked her long, glowing, black hair, placed the chain and key around her swan-like neck and called to me.

“Come on then Rex, leave your wonderful Angela to prepare to suck and fuck later on…”

Shocked by her crudeness I followed her like a meek lamb and once outside the door she giggled stupidly but with more awareness than I expected.

“…I can see you are desperate to cum…but only the key-holder has the power to do that…which is me for a few hours.”

I could not answer such a disturbing claim and she sat me at a table in a large, communal reception area where other young, attractive women roamed around with very little on while my mind kept circling as I silently, slowly ate my sandwich and drank the small beer provided then muttered feebly when she got back.

“Can you really release me, Cecile? I do want to cum or lose this tension and Angela doesn’t often let me.”

Her eyes were sapphire blue like my wife’s and she grinned with disarming purity or innocence.

“I was only joking, Rex; I would have to really trust you to permit that under my watch, because it means letting you go to my room and…you might be secretly crazed or dangerous!”

It was hard to tell if she was still joking or tormenting me but I was like an animal with my soft underbelly left exposed.

“I’m not, Cecile…Miss, I’ll call you Miss to show you my respect for your position and while you have the key I’ll do whatever you tell me…please, please I yearn and need to cum!”

She raised her slender shoulders and in that motion reminded me of her disruptive mother.

“No, Rex…I don’t believe you!”

Then, in ongoing despair, I used the only tactical weapon I had available.

“I will pay you!”

She snarled at me instantly in unanticipated annoyance and had an actual power or energy way beyond her slight frame.

“You think I’m a prostitute like your wife? Fuck you, Rex, fuck you!”

I realised I’d just made a terrible assumption or mistake and whined pathetically and with real contrition.

“I’m sorry, Miss, sorry I didn’t mean it that way!”

Cecile stormed off in demonstrable angst or fury while I sat in my self-reproach feeling foolish or guilty before then to my relief she came back after an hour and wagged her longest finger at me.

“Come here…follow and don’t speak…!”

She led me up various flights of stairs and then into a small, compact, pretty bedroom in pink where she relaxed on a couch and murmured.

“…I should not have been so sensitive, Rex; do you still want to pay me to let you masturbate?”

My penis and dirty mind was so needy.

“Yes, please, Miss…trust what I say, and I will do exactly as you tell me!”

Cecile sighed and spread her slim legs disturbingly.

“Mum was really hard and tough on you…just because Angela needs fucking and to experience life as a Whore…she is especially gorgeous though but lots of other woman and wives are like her…just crave to have it hard and up the ass…!”

I whined at her coarse description or insinuation then recognised she looked especially cute, but the young girl spoke deceptively forcefully.

“…Take your clothes off…I need to see that you are obedient and suitably vulnerable…”

In seconds I was naked and I stood as a living statue while - like her mercurial mother- she looked down on me and shook her head purposefully.

“…There’s some secret viewing panels in this place where you can see Angela getting precisely what she wants…bent over in her divine lingerie and taken by the clients…often fat, smelly, ordinary, common men fucking her perfect blonde, curly cunt…”

My mouth moaned in unrequited urges as she went on.

“…If you want to see then kneel down kiss my socks and ask me…beg to watch your Slut of a wife being done, over and over again…”

It was if I could not help myself and I prostrated my raging body and licked her tiny feet through the cotton as she continued painting a bewitching, visual picture with caustic words

“…Angela is already a Whore, Rex, and if you want to be a proper voyeur then I will take your money, as you so indelicately suggested, to allow you such special privileges here…firstly… £200 to cum…each time…!”

She inhaled in expectant delight.

“…That seems only fair…to see her screwed?”

I was in agony and cried my agreement.

“Yes, yes, anything, anything!”

Her foot pressed me away and she then put two pillows purposely on top of each other and placed a thin, pink pair of panties on the soft surface and whispered.

“Open the heavenly gusset and push your locked penis on them…rub, rub…it feels so good…oh Rex…you are bursting…”

She let me do this demeaning procedure for many minutes until at last her fingers easily unlocked the metal closure and my cock was free for the first time in weeks because it stretched to relative glory when I pressed the pulsating flesh onto the sheer fabric of her knickers as she smiled.

“…Soon, shortly you can see Angela playing the Whore…getting fucked…in her mouth, pussy, ass…she is going to get it so hard and often here…!”

My imagination was already running riot causing semen to promptly or uncontrollably spurt from my penis and before I could relish or revel in the erotic, hormonal glow of this rare ejaculation, this enigmatic, young woman had secured me back in prison and gurgled happily at my fate.

“…Better? Good Rex, I feel I can trust you more now…!”

I dressed with some difficulty as my skin was literally shaking before she gave me some water then, to my further shock, Celine showered, dressed in a divine, disturbing, schoolgirl outfit with a black, pleated skirt, black stockings, a white shirt, red tie and smiled at my confusion as her pale eyes admired this sumptuous and titillating reflection in the mirror.

“…My mother likes me to wear this uniform around the house as it enlivens the customers with this provocative image but also tells them that I am too young to be engaged or touched…”

Her voice giggled equally girlishly.

“…But that is not actually true…just my preference; as I like to make my fortune in different ways and with weak, wealthy men like you, Rex…!”

Understandably I felt misled, deceived and conned by her but recognised that she held the key to my only possible pleasure in this surreal environment and therefore did not argue - which only made our newly formed relationship clearer in both our minds - as she nodded at me in confirmation of this fact.

“…Now give me your credit card, I will take the money you owe me and for your entrance fee…”

Almost in a nightmare I gave her the gold piece of plastic from my wallet then provided the pin number for ease and she wrote the vital numbers down before handing it me back and grinning almost imperiously.

“…Now you can make payments without me needing to ask all the time!”

Then suddenly, in my perplexity and with this unfolding situation almost carrying me along, I was back sitting in the grand reception or elegant parlour once more.

It was an unusual setting of velvet, high, armchairs, ornate wallpaper or pictures and mock French chaise longues where men were drinking and many girls were walking or sitting in pretty lingerie covered only by full or short, sheer, satin, mesh or lace robes and all looked cheap but alluring in their personable, individual ways.

Celine gave me a small beer and told me any more was to be paid for at full price and then wandered off to talk or play her little, devious games in this strange, decadent world Angela and I had fallen into by accident.

The subtle sounds or movement all around me were distracting and disconcerting but then my heart surely pounded as my wife walked in wearing the same Basque and stockings she had chosen earlier at home but covered now by a long, black, transparent robe tied at the waist.

She was with Clara who was dressed in a flowing, layered dress as if she was the Madame of a New Orleans’s whorehouse in some Hollywood movie and genially introduced her latest girl - Angela - to the multitude of men who came through the entrance door with increasing frequency.

This went on for nearly an hour during which time I watched customers go off with many women; up stairs or through doors to undoubtedly pursue depraved practices and my blood flowed hot but I could obviously not react further given my horrible restraint.

My wife caught my eye for a transient moment but then sensibly ignored me and I saw her talking to a plump, squat male surrounded by other girls before Clara pulled her firmly away in some obvious disquiet and Celine took my fingers and smiled.

“Angela’s been naughty; do you want to see what happens?”

She led me quickly through doors then into dim, secret, narrow passages literally between the walls of this unusual building until I was suddenly looking through a small, one-way glass viewing panel directly into Clara’s office where my wife was shivering, directly at this demanding woman’s side, who spoke acidly.  

“If I tell you to suck a man then you do so…this is not some empty, puerile game for you to waste everyone’s time! Now bend over…right here and now as you have insulted a good client!”

My Love did not move and Clara slapped her bottom hard through her thin, covering underwear and spoke angrily.

“…Or go…!”

Angela groaned then leaned forward hopelessly while this indomitable woman picked up a thin cane, raised the see-through voile of her gown and then brought the bendy, thin, piece of wood down sharply on her backside.

“…Foolish, Silly Girl…now you will have to suckle him for free and do not spill a drop…or there will be trouble!”

Angela whined as the cane swished then stroked her buttocks again cuttingly, but only honestly made a tiny red mark as if this demonstration was merely for show.

“Sorry Madame; I was struck by sudden fear or uncertainty… sorry, sorry you can punish me further if you wish….I deserve it!”

The insightful woman smiled and slid the slender object under her thighs then teased the length the pointed tip of it against my wife’s female, moist line that was covered only by the smoothness of her panties.

“Oh Sweetie …you actually like this…and I will see to it that you can explore this endearing side of your sexuality…now come and do not be so reticent or unreasonable…they are just men and easy to deal with or entertain once you have perspective and know how!”

Their reflective meeting was mere seconds but as Clara walked out her grey eyes caught the amused gaze of her unseen daughter on the other side of the glass - because she obviously knew that Celine was watching - then winked wickedly causing my companion to giggle and gas vacuously.

“Rex, I simply adore your wife…she’s so deliciously pure but definitely twisted at the same time…I am going to enjoy watching her develop…”

She was soon quickly pulling me back along the secret, moody corridors and then into the brighter - but still shadowy - main, communal, reception room where I re-took my former seat as she left me again and simpered as her voice drifted in the atmosphere.

“…Almost as much as you are!”

My beer was unfortunately gone therefore I needed another to water my parched throat and one of the painted, alluring, working girls - that doubled as waitresses - fetched this just before I saw Angela return into the room and go immediately over to the rotund man she had recently upset that was unconcernedly relaxing just opposite me.

Madame Clara was hovering of course in the near background but her involvement was not required as my wife murmured softly and with clear regretful purpose - I was close enough to see and hear every depraved action or word - because she dropped submissively onto her nylon-covered knees and stroked his thick thighs with each of her fragile palms.

“I’m so sorry Joe…I just had a mad moment and Madame has asked me to apologise on the house if you will let me…?”

With the other girls watching on in engaged curiosity my dirty wife removed his long, stubby cock and licked the tip of it meaningfully as her voice sighed.

“…Is that permissible Joe? I am so very sorry!”

He looked at her in some patent delight or even ecstasy as her pouting lips and silky tongue provided oral pleasure to him slowly and skilfully - as if this was her treat not his - while the immediate painted peers or female audience around them cackled like excited geese and teased her.

“Now she is good: talented: expert: disgusting…save some for later, Girl!”

The result of all this teasing or debauchery was that this mere mortal, red-blooded but unimpressive male came quickly but silently as Angela sucked diligently, ingested the fetid production of fluid he made, and casually did up his trousers like the professional girl of the night she purported or appeared to be.

Then, as if this personal box of perversity or decadence had been truly opened here as far as Angela was concerned; and given that other men had furtively seen her exceptional oral skills then suddenly my wife’s dance card was becoming full.

As I covertly observed she provided, company, hand or blow jobs to order in the main, reception area where such things were permitted - diplomatically behind the many flimsy, movable screens of course - although by her fevered movements or motions I knew full well what she was doing!

The hours then seemed to fly and it was getting late, Angela had not yet left the main communal or mixing area - although most of the girls had been running about like promiscuous, brightly coloured buses - and I was wondering what time we would eventually leave for the drive back when a tall, blonde, German accented man came in and she perched herself on his knee while he gently caressed and stroked her luxurious, gleaming hair.

He gently pawed her for a while and my Love pretended to be impressed before Celine came over then murmured quietly to me some disturbing facts although she seemed unfairly enthused about them.

“Good news, Rex…the man Angela is sitting on has paid the extra for the full night and my mother thinks he will be perfect as a first score or John for her; so there’s a motel down the road and you can pick her up at 9a.m.”

I was aghast for many mixed and unfathomable reasons and I complained under my breath as if this young girl would show me some understanding, compassion or pity.

“Can’t I stay…I want to see, please Miss…let me watch…you promised.”

She looked so innocent or innocuous in her divine but seductive costume but seemed entirely uninterested in my pleas

“There is nowhere to stay here as this is not a hotel apart from, for our more affluent clients and if I may add, Rex…”

Her plump, pink lips were twisted in some tension.

“….I could sense some resentment before in your attitude even though quite reasonably I expect obedience and some gratitude from my favoured friends here...so off you go because I do not tolerate insubordination!”

Angela was gently bouncing up and down on this lofty stranger’s muscular thighs by now and I groaned as if in trauma.

“Please Miss, please…I am genuinely appreciative of your efforts …please, you know the systems here; can’t you find a solution so I can watch my wife…please…I have not argued or anything!”

She smiled slyly then patted my head like a misbehaving, domestic animal.

“I’m not sure…as you are asking a lot.”

My eyes stared at her as if they belonged to an equally helpless puppy dog and perhaps I was because, even with my background, education or breeding, I was genuinely powerless here.

“Please Miss; I will obey you don’t send me to the motel…please, please!”

Her tone was exasperated and low.

“Oh for goodness sake, Rex, you’re like a silly child so perhaps I will treat you like one…so OK, maybe I can let you stay in my room for a price as long as you promise to be obedient to my instructions…”

Her pale but glimmering eyes sparkled in mischief.

“…All of them…as you will be in my space so you will follow my wishes as if you were a small boy!”

Of course I swallowed what remained of my self-respect then agreed to anything or everything and we did not even discuss a price as there seemed no point - she already had my credit card details - then, when Angela and the elevated, blonde German left to disappear through one on the many doors, Celine gestured me to follow her until we were back in the private, evocative corridors where to my confusion I almost tripped over another couple of men squinting through the available viewing panel we needed to use.

They saw this young girl by my side and spoke immediately or nervously to her because she was obviously someone of importance to them.

“Thank you for letting us in, Miss, to view the new one.”

She replied coldly.

“That’s OK, Boys…but if you want to masturbate dirtily, because this is your usual instinct or propensity, then please do so in the side room as before; and the fee is double for this young woman…but she is worth it as you will see...”

Celine was dominant and formidable as she hissed a warning.

“…Now don’t make any mess or noise of I will not permit you to have this privilege again.”

They both muttered in some real trepidation or fear of her.

“Yes Miss…of course we won’t be any trouble!”

I was astonished by events - as if peculiarly remembering some famous political saying from my schooldays about events changing everything - but still eagerly looked past these weird voyeurs through the only available space in the glass to see my gorgeous wife walk in with this blonde, stocky, expectant male who sat on the large, white bed and patted his thigh as he instructed her

“Here, Girl.”

Angela hesitated a moment and grumbled.

“I’m a little shy, Curt…give me a moment…please!”

She had hardly finished the words of anxiety when he pulled my Love roughly by the arm until she was pressed limply over the waiting legs as his palm slapped her bottom hard then drew, first the robe, then knickers off and placed them in Angela’s open, salivating mouth as he beat her ass soundly while she whined and he spoke wilfully in surprisingly good English.

“The Madame told me to be insistent and forceful…said to ignore your crying and just fuck you without quarter…so I will, Anna…”

That must have been her pseudonym here.

“…What a cute ass...I like ass, Anna…!”

He smacked her hard again until the milky, shapely skin was glowing red and then he stood up and grimaced with anticipation.

“…Undress me then suck my cock, Bitch; make me extra thick and hard because I will have you over and over again to get my money’s worth...and it has been a fortune for you!”

As instructed, her hand removed his suit, shirt then shorts to reveal a monstrous, circumcised erection and as she grunted, the barbaric man removed the scrunched up wet knickers from her mouth to enable her lips to begin sucking him as he grinned.

“…Not so shy now, Anna; you Whores are all the same…once you get the taste and get going, you love it…”

Her mouth was working furiously but he stroked her golden head and sat back on the bed almost leisurely as she drew and pressed him with her oral muscles until eventually his hands pulled her up, placed her elegant thighs either side of muscular legs and lowered my wife tortuously down onto his gross, full cock that I watched so distinctly slide inside her so disturbingly, impossibly easily.

“…Now you are happy, Anna…I can feel your pussy singing and pumping…up and down Anna…this is just the start…fuck you are tight!”

As she moved increasingly rapaciously both of the men excused themselves through a hidden door along the corridor and Celine chuckled to me.

“They can’t control their desire or compulsion to climax to this sexual, spirited performance…and if I may add, your spouse certainly has some talent for this depravity…look at her move …fuck…the Little Slut and she looks so naïve but I think she’s cum already…yes they both have…”

Her voice sighed while I was in impossible physical and mental agony.

“…Fuck, look at all that sperm everywhere…oh she’s sucking him again…Wow he recovers quickly and taking her once more…but from behind now…!”

She laughed at my despair and whispered, as if she had sympathy for my plight, though I already had worked out this duplicitous girl had none.

“…Maybe if I let you come back then I’ll let you play with yourself as well, Rex; rub your little man…would you like that, Sweetie?”

I could hardly talk; only squeak quietly.

“Oh yes Miss, please!”

This energetic client proceeded to take her pussy and ass from his omnipotent position behind Angela’s bottom as the other spectators returned but then had to leave again because the sexual show was so darkly depraved and had incredible, masculine power until in the end the shorter of the men - after his third trembling visit to the room up the corridor – spoke feebly and with some tiredness or shame.

“We have to go Miss; thank you, thank you for letting us look on but watching this debased girl being taken like this is too much as it’s wearing us out, although…”

He inhaled and made the worst possible joke.

“…I would just love to have a fucking wife like that!”

I wanted to tell this Little Pipsqueak that the amazing woman he’d been filthily leering at - while playing with his prick - belonged to me and that he could never handle a girl like Angela but there again it was blindingly obvious, as I observed her in my own disgrace or probable ignominy…neither could I!”

After these deviant strangers had departed there was more room to move in the limited viewing space and I stared on in some growing addiction and saw the client ejaculate huge wads of thick, creamy spunk into my Love’s pussy and ass and then - after she cleaned and sucked him once more - he lay over Angela’s sublime skin and fucked her in the missionary position while she spread her arms and legs and groaned as if they were in love.

It was an extraordinarily difficult spectacle for me to watch - or in truth endure - but, bravely perhaps, I did so anyway and the murmur of gratification she emitted in her sexual bliss was equally uncomfortable.

“Oh Curt, Curt…I’m a Whore…fuck me…you are so fucking, deliciously strong…fuck me…Oh…don’t stop…never stop!”

She was insatiable in her womanly desire but mercifully he was human and surged a final explosive time as my Love wrapped her perfect, ivory thighs around him and perhaps used him more than the other way around.

It was as if life itself had been turned on its head and was now lop-sided or completely upside down.

Then there was a definite lull in proceedings and I saw Angela spread-eagled over the crumpled bedcovers with her clothes askew, sperm leaking from every crevice and a slick, thick smile of gratification and pleasure on her beautiful face.

It was compelling to see but mortifying all at the same time but I had no time for much introspection as Celine pressed my ribs playfully and smiled dryly.

“Leave them to it now; if you are a Good Boy we can come back early morning and watch the final throes.”

Subsequently we walked in silence through the quiet house where an occasional emotional, obvious moan or hormonal cry was raised in the vacuum; I knew of course innumerable girls were still being fucked by faceless, common men and when we reached her room the eminently capable young woman put a sleeping bag on the floor, let me use the en-suite first and then mumbled when I was done.

“Strip and get into bed…I’ll wake you in the morning!”

I had no shame by now and undressed in the dim light then whined like the juvenile she said I had to be.

“Can I cum, Miss?”

She stared but did not answer; merely changed into white, silk pyjamas in the bathroom then returned looking so pretty and petite and inhaled in vocalised thought.

“It’s not good for you to masturbate about Angela all the time… but she was extremely hot just now and maybe I will allow you…what do you think is her favourite position…?”

I knew for certain the answer to this easy riddle but loyally did not say or divulge such a sullied secret and she simply laughed at my deviance, placed the cushions as previously then laid on them a pair of her, frilly panties before I set the gusset open in preparation for my release and kneeled over the smooth crotch to let her unlock me while she sighed with female intuition.

“…Definitely on top…she’s an on-top girl…but patently likes it up the ass as well! Oh Rex so quickly; you are impossibly excited.”

Her fingertips wiped my own silky, slimy essence on my trembling lips then slid me into chastity once more as I grunted pathetically.

“Thank, thank you, Miss…I feel better now…”

My wobbly head was so unsure about everything.

“…And I have been good as I promised.”

Cecile smiled, settled comfortably in her single bed and yawned.

“You have been very good, Rex; very good indeed!”

I was asleep - possibly through the effects of trauma - before I even realised and was woken by the sound of running water; showered soon afterwards in the early dawn then let Cecile lead me quietly back to the fateful, depraved, vantage point where I could see my Love who was happily just stirring while I took my position to spectate, as if this was some type of early-morning, sporting activity.

She stretched her arms languidly then casually lowered her blonde head under the only covering and undoubtedly activated the male beside her who promptly threw the duvet off his re-energised body and willingly allowed, then guided Angela with his hands on her delicate hips, to excruciatingly impale herself so exquisitely on his vertical cock as I grumbled meekly to my female guide.

“Can I cum, Miss, please? This is torture for me…take whatever money you want just let me stop this unbearable pressure or ache please!”

My eyes could only stare in utter fascination and my wife’s precious, blonde pussy was pushing and pulling the male thickness almost artistically and Celine whispered in some reluctance.

“I shouldn’t really!”

My instincts knew there was a chance for me to persuade her and I begged feebly.

“Please, please…please Miss…please!”

Silently she freed me and spoke softly.

“I’ll do it but keep mute, Rex, watch your wife…as her perfect cunt gets stretched and expanded playing the Whore…!”

The look of sheer, inexplicable relish or bliss on Angela’s pure face was indescribable as Celine’s slight fingers wrapped a pair of her panties - she must have cleverly brought with for this eventuality - around my beating manhood and mumbled

“…Nice little cock, Rex; but it’s not a co-incidence or accident your woman needs something bigger, thicker and stronger fucking her…I mean no wonder she is so happy bouncing up and down on him.”

My eyes closed and I spat blobs or heated spunk into her cotton panties before she wiped my penis with the insidious material then imprisoned me swiftly once again and, as my irrational brain seemed to descend in hormonal resolution, I saw this elevated client jerk and spurt inside my wife a final time before at last our improbable adventure here was complete.

I returned to Celine’s room for a few minutes, while she changed into the outfit I had first seen her wearing, then waited for Angela in Clara’s office and when she appeared, the Madame of this tawdry, business venture complimented her for an exceptional start, told her money would be transferred to her account later in the day and that she was expected on Saturday at 2p.m after which time she may be offered a more permanent monthly contract depending on her attitude or aptitude for the work.

I was astounded at her unusual indecision because could she not see what a natural Angela was at these sordid activities behind the veiled, protective walls?

Clara did not speak to me - as if I was incidental to everything - and when her daughter came in she gave my wife the chain and key back and confirmed I had been extremely well-behaved although I noticed that her mother looked at this precocious child in some droll, unspoken hilarity as if she knew exactly what a duplicitous little Minx she was and the humbling events that had passed between us.

Then at last we were free and my life-partner and I did not speak a solitary word until halfway home when my wife eventually muttered her only comment on what had so lasciviously, recently transpired as she stretched like a cat on the luxurious seat and lay her head back as it had so unforgettably been on the bed of her shame after the German Bastard had fucked her so many times.

“Perhaps Bruce was right…because incredibly I feel no regret or remorse for this course of action he recommended and in fact…”

Her voice giggled lowly and most disconcertingly.

“…It was all very, very…interesting!”

When we reached home it was as though the previous day had not happened at all as we slipped back into our usual lives far too quickly.

All of the heat or passion she had shown with Curt was no longer to be found and she rested most of the day then rode her horse alone in the late afternoon before we slept together without the faintest interaction and it was only in the morning as we drove to the house by the Thames once more did she begin to come to life once more as she smiled insipidly.

“I’m sorry I have been withdrawn, Rex, but I am trying to come to terms with this diversion; do you think I should stop…?”

I was flustered and tried to form a coherent thought or phrase but mercifully my Love didn’t really want my input anyway as she then sighed deeply.

“…No you’re right, Darling…we should follow the insightful Doctor’s advice as although the experience is not easy for either of us you can be sure that the men treat me with respect…”

She drew glorious breath and absentmindedly opened her legs a little in possible tension as I knew below her suit was another luxurious corset, with suspenders and stockings for her dirty duties to follow that evening.

“…It’s a shame you can’t see what actually happens but perhaps it is for the best and you do seem to be getting on well with little Cecile; she is such a sweet and helpful girl…”

Her voice drifted off as we continued our journey and I wanted to tell her how much innocent, innocuous Cecile had taken off me in fees for my perversions but thought better of such an embarrassing revelation and kept quiet.

“…I’ve had another key made, Rex…do you think I should let her keep one…?”

Again I flushed and said nothing that could get me into trouble which seemed helpful as she giggled and closed her eyes when responding to her own query.

“…Of course that would be for the best!”

When we reached the House of Depravity, Angela left me to go along with commanding Clara and I was soon in the questionable clutches of her young daughter who now had the solution to my chastity cage problem about her neck on a permanent basis.

My wife had offered it to her but initially, to my surprise, she had refused because of the obligation or responsibility wearing the key brought the owner; and it was only at my agreement or eventual insistence that she had accepted the tiny, silver object that held such influence or sway over me.

As previously, because it was a couple of hours before the venue opened, my comely companion politely made me comfortable in the main area then provided a drink and a sandwich then left me almost dismissively for a while and I whispered to her in some concern when she returned.

“Have I done something wrong, Miss…?”

Her head and lovely, dark hair shook imperceptivitely and I saw she had changed into her familiar, school uniform to play her prurient part in the seedy drama of the business that evening but there was still time for me to have what I had constantly craved and thought of since my last visit as I gasped.

“…You have the key but have not invited me to your room.”

Her tone was flighty and amused.

“I did not presume you wished to continue our association; not all husbands want my friendship for a price and I have assumed that perhaps you prefer to sit and mull things over by yourself…the key means nothing as I am not disposed to use it for mere profit.”

My voice whimpered as it seemed that in this environment this slight, juvenile looking girl had my questionable sanity in the palm of her delicate hand once more as I dissipated immediately and whimpered.

“Please be assured that I do want your input Miss; was I not good last time…?”

Her eyes were cool and reminded me of my wife’s.

“…Can’t I stay in your room tonight?”

Celine sighed deeply.

“I doubt that even with Angela’s extraordinary looks or talent that another customer will pay such a fee but if you are sure you wish my involvement then you can accompany me upstairs for a while and perhaps I will see you next week.”

She then led me up to her room and once inside I grumbled and groaned feebly if not pathetically.

“Let me climax Miss, please, please…you have my bank card and details.”

Celine chuckled and produced a ruffled pair of yellow panties and murmured.

“Then you can wear these all night as I have no intention of carrying knickers around with me for your masturbation so…you know what you have to do…”

Again my sordid compulsion overwhelmed any rationality I had left and I removed my trousers then shorts, drew on the tight, brightly coloured pants, kneeled over the double cushions and looked up at her in desperation as she laughed.

“…Press down first, Rex; soon you can watch your wife fucking again as she has appointments already.”

The pressure on my enraged genitals was sublime but equally unbearable until at last Celine kindly undid the lock and in seconds - because of the friction already built up - I spurted and released a small stream of warm ejaculate in the slippery gusset and she pressed the material already around me to clean my cock then captured my floppy flesh again, leaving what remained of my salient head mortified or humiliated once more by my primitive, foul instincts.

But there was no time to dwell and I kept the wet, frilly underwear tightly against my penis and then spent the next few hours watching Angela performing every type of sexual debauchery or decadence in the open area of the main room; then in various bedrooms while I surreptitiously looked on as two common men fucked her with less than an hour in-between them.

In truth neither of them lasted long - as if overcome by her undeniable, dazzling beauty - but they still disgustingly made my wife kneel on the bed and then screwed her like some Tart or Whore as she grunted sweetly and took whatever energy or fluids they had to supply.

Blessedly there was no audience apart from me and Celine, who thoughtfully undid my cage again before pressing my cock to bliss through the knickers as I watched in fascination or heavy torment and jerked to seedy glory quickly on both occasions.

Then thankfully the evening was coming to an end and because there was no one with enough money to claim my wife for the remainder of the night we gathered in Clara’s office where the Madame offered my perfect wife a monthly contract which - to my great disturbance - she signed without any recourse to me whatsoever.

However, as if in recompense, I thought we were temporarily free of this House of Debauchery when the phone sounded and Clara placed the silver device to her ear, listened and whispered words that were unbearable to my ears

“Oh Curt…what a shame…you’ve missed the flight…yes she’s here but just leaving…I’ll mention it as she has been very, very busy - being one of our most precious girls - in fact you ask her…”

She handed the phone to Angela who blushed and listened intently before answering with a broad smile on her glowing face.

“Well OK Curt, I did as well; let me shower and make myself fresh and I will wait for you in the same bed…”

My wife giggled stupidly and leaned on her toes as if acting the debutante.

“…If you want to, Curt…I don’t mind but don’t hurt me…!”

Her voice whispered, waxed then waned like the moon as if we could not still see or all hear everything.

“…Of course I want to ride you again…see you soon!”

Clara finalised the call and of course the price - a small fortune but also a bargain - and my Love vanished like atmospheric, coloured, shimmering smoke up a chimney and I was left alone with Celine who groaned tiredly.

“You will have to go to the Motel tonight because I have my boyfriend coming over on Saturdays.”

Once again I cried, pleaded, begged and paid excessively until finally under apparent sufferance she allowed me to watch Angela’s initial rutting; when this foreign, uninspiring man placed a red ball-gag in her mouth, put her in steel handcuffs then fucked her ass or pussy while she was restrained and bent over helplessly on the grand bed.

Unnervingly to me, it was obvious that my wife revelled in this sadistic fetish because when released she washed and suckled his limp flesh then, after he was solid again - which took no time at all - rode him to their mutually shared, fetid heaven while Celine allowed me to briefly climax into the already saturated knickers then corralled me once more in Perspex, plastic and metal before finally insisting that she needed to go to her personal visitor now.

Once in her private room - as directed - I meekly went straight into the sleeping bag on the floor and pretended to be comatose just prior to the sound of a furtive knock at the door and a lithe, copper-skinned young man came in to slide stealthily inside her small comfy bed.

Then, on top of all my other burdens regarding promiscuous, impossible women, I had to listen in complete darkness while this young girl - I once thought of a virginal and pure - proved to me she knew more about dirty sex than perhaps even my prurient wife did!

Although the veracity of that particular presumption was perhaps changing on an hourly basis.

It was all impossibly harrowing and far beneath my normal elevated station in life but, as previously explained, when it came to all matters connected with my Love, I just sucked it up, closed my eyes before - to my greatest relief - I ultimately found separation from this demonic world so full of sexual noises concerning pain, desire or primal pleasure and found welcome sanctuary in sleep.

When I saw the light of early morning I was relieved that the mercurial visitor to Cecile’s now messy single bed had departed and that I no longer had to endure that particular part of the weight of sufferance being placed upon me.

I privately wanted to be resentful or even difficult with her but as always - with regard to her scheming, wilful ways - she soon had me begging for dishonourable masturbating on the cushions and in the panties I was still wearing while still, almost naturally, taking my money at the very same time.

Cecile was without question utterly extraordinary and for certain - as Clara had foretold - what you initially saw with her was definitely not what you actually got when you were under her unique and wicked spell

However, that being said, I genuinely held no grudge towards the young girl because in truth she was just another woman that had bettered me and, given how my own wife had debased and tormented both my mind or body, at least with Celine I gained or enjoyed some primitive relief or filthy pleasure however shameful or temporary it proved to be.

So we left the house of my dishonour an hour or so later with Angela promising to return on the Thursday afternoon then work though until the Saturday night and once more she stretched out like a contented feline on the leisurely drive back to the Manor and had her sleazy doze.

In the due course of the emerging brightness my Love mentioned without any trace of regret that Curt would not be returning to England and how pleased personally she was that she did not have to suffer under him once more.

I knew of course by what I had witnessed - in such ungentlemanly fashion - she was lying once more through her pearly teeth but as normal did not argue or pass a provoking comment and it seemed strangely the dishonesty between us was the only consistent factor in our tenuous and always strained relationship.

Being married our lives were of course connected but sadly still separate and our day to day existence rolled if not bumped uncomfortably along.

Sometimes Angela would talk to the deranged or decadent Doctor Freudas but thankfully he made no effort to visit us to share any further insights as if pleased that we were following his unique advice, dealing with the issues that existed and hoped all would work out in the end.

Ironically enough, given my disregard and resentment of him - not unreasonably I would mention - the only time my wife and I seemed to really come to energetic or hormonal life as a couple was in this House of Immorality by the Thames where Angela increasingly relished the constant raw or rough sexual attention she was receiving from various if not nefarious males, and I became to depend on the mischievous delights my time with the sensual but forever devious Celine could offer.

I would mention that Angela never took my chastity cage off in our private time at home and my only ray of occasional sunshine in this regard was with this unfathomable, mercurial girl however expensive my passing voyeurism mixed with much required physical gratification and relief proved to be.

So for a month or so we followed this increasingly familiar, grubby path until one night, when trawling disinterestedly through some paperwork on the table, Angela happened to glance at my bank statement and subsequently flew at me in rage as she had seen - then taken the precious disconcerting minutes to calculate - that this mere slip of a girl had charged me more for her questionable services than my wife had earned with all of her luscious, sublime body over the precise same period.

In some discomfort I tried to explain the inexplicable but as always could only tell less than half-truths and in all frankness even I could not really understand or justify this Machiavellian hold the calculating and enigmatic Celine had on me.

My partner therefore banned me from travelling with her for a while to where she laboured so extravagantly which for me was even worse than being at her side, because my depraved imagination truly ran riot in this isolation and my subversive libido exploded then craved to once more to have the experience of secretly looking on or coming to glory under the direction and governance of the decidedly sweet but definitely divisive Celine.

Even in my insanity I recognised my undoubted compulsion or addiction though I could not define it and tried to suffer cold turkey as best I could as if that alone could or would cure me.

But the reverse actuality proved true and with endless begging, Angela finally relented in her decision regarding my company - primarily because she was sick of the train - and some, many weeks after this undoubted misadventure when her life as a whore had started, I began to see a gradual change or slow maturity in my wife as she increasingly consented to allow me to drive and accompany her again to this sordid but unmentionable pastime.

We did not say much - which was not unusual - but on the journey home one Saturday evening, after normal service had resumed for me with Celine, she casually and softly admitted that playing the Tart was increasingly beginning to become a little wearing or even boring and how appreciative she was of my understanding or support while she found her way in life.

To my real joy, Angela actually consented to undoing my eternal restriction on the Sunday morning and allowed me to quickly but unattractively ejaculate over her bottom which I did - secretly or disgracefully - to the recent, illicit memories of two, slim, wiry youths that had sensually if not rapaciously shared my wife together for an unbearable hour during which period they ejaculated more semen in or on her than I thought was possible while I secretly, pathetically looked on and dishonourably masturbated as normal.

Our association and specifically my actions were unseemly if not unforgivable in many ways but there was surely a clear, visible fissure in the frostiness of the towering iceberg between us and my heart hoped that this was possibly the start of the thaw that would finally turn our eternal winter of a marriage into spring and then fantastically or hopefully even glorious hot summer.

All was improbable although now possible but then something truly devastating happened that was to change everything completely once more - as was more than typical in my surreal life with Angela - because madness or events always happened as if they had been fated.

The man that was to make such an impact on us all was called Andre Fontaine; reputedly some local, black, diminutive hoodlum or possible gangster and was certainly nothing much to look at.

He came in late one Saturday evening with some of his slippery, ebony associates and to my despair soon had my lovely wife sitting on his knee which made quite an impression or spectacle because he was a squat, bulky, mere five feet in height and of course the glamorous, blonde Angela towered above him at nearly six foot.

However this man had an attitude or menacing confidence that was tangible and my Love - dressed in another dreamy, dark Basque, panties and stockings - provocatively rubbed her backside on his thighs while she rested as he stroked her naked back, legs or neck until, to my further disquiet, they eventually began to kiss which was in itself very rare in this surreal place because, although the girls did everything else as far as perversity was concerned, the intimacy of kissing was somehow left out and even strangely sacrosanct.

Being protective - or more honestly inquisitive - I tended to stick as near as possible to where Angela was entertaining and I was somewhat shocked when I heard her whisper to him while pressing her divinely decorated bottom down on his obvious hardness.

“Let me suck you Andre…fuck I can sense you are so huge!”

He laughed and patted her silky, frilly ass.

“You are a sexy Slut, Bitch but I tend to be a bit rough with my Whores…you seem a little superior, delicate, sensitive and fragile for that?”

As if bizarrely slighted or insulted by his actual, possible compliment she sat astride his thick leg, rubbed herself like a Cheap Bitch in heat and explored his chest through the open, black silk shirt under his equally granite jacket but then stopped breathlessly as she exhaled in shock.

“Is that a gun?”

He laughed and slipped a stubby finger inside the very edges and tight crotch of her outfit.

“Sure is Baby…wanna see it?”

She gasped weakly but with real agitation then pressed her lips to his again as her voice whined softly and dirtily.

“No…I want to suck it…suck you; take me to bed Andre…you can be brutal with me I promise because I crave it like that…just take what you need!”

Such a divine offer was more than he could readily refuse or resist and, after a brief word with Clara concerning remuneration, they were shortly together in the most expensive room where Celine and I watched on in silence because with the obvious disparity of colour and size between them both - aesthetically speaking - they truly made an extremely odd couple.

That was until he spoke with such crude assuredness and showed my wife who was in charge; then their frisson was more understandable as Angela had already demonstrated multiple times she adored dominant, dangerous men.

“Take my clothes off Bitch…everything…!”

She did so immediately, removing his suit, shirt and then a toxic, shoulder, leather holster that contained a silver pistol which she gingerly placed on the bed with noticeably shaking fingers for myriad reasons because their true compatibility was becoming increasingly clearer.

This little, seemingly insignificant man, had the biggest, thickest cock I had ever seen and as I groaned in shock - even Celine sighed in some surprise beside me - this Feral Bastard casually grabbed my wife’s fragrant hair and literally dragged her down onto the floor where her trembling lips began to suckle and lick the hard flesh as if it was the best chocolate while he sneered.

“…Fuck you look like an Angel but act like a Whore”

I had seen Angela enjoying sex many times previously but not like this; because she was utterly convincing in her primitive attentions as her voice whined.

“I can be your Whore, Andre…let me be your Whore.”

She worshipped his cock with her wet tongue and suckled his balls almost lovingly until this black stranger began to callously fuck her mouth then grunted as he neared his hormonal peak.

“I can come over and over, Bitch…so be prepared.”

It was impossible - due to obvious sullied reasons - for her to answer but her hands accommodatingly drew him between these perfectly shaped lips until this pulsating monstrosity hit the back of her throat and when he released an obvious explosion of semen she swallowed all of the rich, sickly essence but did not leave his rigid penis for a second before miraculously making him hard again.

By this time I had already climaxed into the insidious panties around me but Celine did not bother to put the lock back on my soft flesh because - as we stared in incredulity - she knew for certain there was a lot more action to come and unsurprisingly it was as though we were able to both foresee the immediate future.

This was because the odious Mobster then sat on the bed, picked up his gun, pointed at my Precious Girl and smiled bad-naturedly if not evilly.

“Like guns do you Bitch…knickers off!”

Angela carefully slid them to the floor and then sidled to where he was and stood between his open legs as he pressed the deadly pointed end of the weapon into her weeping, sexual folds which immediately sent her wild as she opened herself up then pressed forward, took the tip inside her, and gasped in ecstasy.

“Oh fuck, fuck…Baby, fuck!”

He laughed sarcastically and let the thin, shimmering barrel move in and out of her saturated pussy then grumbled.

“Fuck you really get off on this…don’t you Bitch?”

Her only answer was to reflexively vibrate to foul bliss before he hungrily pushed his gargantuan cock in this slippery, pink and perfect opening then the small but lethal weapon in her mouth as my wife disintegrated and seemed to lose her mind while she whimpered in-between sucking it again.

“Oh Andre…fill me up Baby…be brutal…I am a Slut, a Whore, your Whore…oh fuck…fuck me…!”

Their urgent and desperate movements were beyond normal description, as it was animalistic in its passion and energy, until the man - in his barely contained desire - tore off her tightly covering Basque and held her creamy ass tightly in his palms as he ejaculated copious amounts of thick seed inside Angela’s heaving belly.

But there was no stopping their exploration or dirty drive as the sucking and fucking went on and on because, with just her black stockings left on, my elegant, beauteous, blonde wife meekly, willingly surrendered to him; bent over and let this little Black Dictator fuck her ass or pussy while she merely screamed, whined and encouraged him to devour her body or soul without the slightest introspection or shame.

Eventually Angela rode on top of his gross, forever stiff manhood as he teased her pointed, hard, delicate nipples with the glittering metal of the shiny pistol; my Partner whispered words of love and endearment to this man she hardly knew and I climaxed diabolically for the fourth time in these sticky panties that contained what was left of my masculinity.

It was many disturbing hours before Celine finally dragged me away and when we reached her room even she was also patently a little shaken as her lips murmured while her hands placed me back into chastity more out of instinct than anything else because I was utterly spent.

“Don’t worry Rex, I think your wife just got fucking fever tonight and I’m sure in the light of day she’ll return to rational again and realise that all these guys…

Her voice displayed a true amazement at what she had witnessed which was surreal in itself within a salacious, crude environment like this.

“…Especially Low-Lives like him…are two a penny…!”

She washed then changed into her comely pyjamas and relaxed on the bed then sighed as to apparently show some real compassion with me for the first time.

“…Anyway my boyfriend’s not here tonight so there will be no disturbance; try to sleep and trust me… it will all be brighter and better in the morning!”

Unfortunately in spite of her attempts at reassurance, when we looked through the one-way screen in the early hours - purely because we just had to - the two of them had already picked up where they had left off the previous night and my precious, gorgeous wife was utterly pliant or servile to him as she happily prostrated and twisted her body without thought or self-respect for his every evil gratification.

After innumerable orgasms for them both, Angela ultimately licked his seeping cock and empty balls and sighed contentedly as if she had been dreaming and remained in some type of sexual nirvana.

“Oh Andre; have I pleased you…?”

She took him deeper into her mouth.

“…I so want to please you!”

The man just sat back and watched as my Love demeaned herself on his dark solidity until it inevitably fired off slimy white bullets, as if from the worrying pistol still lying on the side table, and he stroked her golden mane then sighed while she swallowed and then they kissed - with semen stained lips and tongues - spontaneously as if they were both equally deviant.

“You have Bitch; I will arrange things with Clara and we can do it again and again!”

Her mouth licked his long, white tongue once more while her hands ran over his strong but diminutive frame as she gurgled.

“Yes, again, and again and again, Andre…fuck…what is this thing we have discovered?”

I left this awful place that day vowing never to return - even though I had developed a sly affection for the double-dealing Celine - and I never expected my innocuous wish to be granted but on the way home my wife whimsically told me that she would continue her visits alone from now as she felt it was for the best.

As always I could not debate, complain or even mention about this man that I knew - because to my ignominy I had paid to furtively watch - had turned her head so much and subsequently just nodded, agreed and prayed that this obvious infatuation would be yet another passing phase.

For the next fortnight my life was abject misery again because I was abandoned every Thursday to Sunday when I knew for certain that this small but virile, black male occupied most if not all of her available time and subtle apertures.

Then late one Sunday evening Angela smiled in my direction like rain after a long drought before we settled down for the night when she undid my chastity device and pressed her wonderfully covered bottom back to greet me.

“You have been very patient, Rex, and I have to inform you that I have left Clara’s unfortunate house and have returned to make a new beginning as your wife… therefore you may come over my bottom as much as you like as a start and we can talk about the rest because…”

It seemed she had developed a sense of humour as well because she chuckled darkly.

“…Getting fucked without being paid; doesn’t seem quite right, somehow!”

Nervously I raised the sheen of her long, pristine gown and pressed my solid, little cock to the crease of her ass as she murmured distractedly under her breath almost without realising.

“Not again, Andre, I can’t not again…Oh Andre…yes I do, you know I do…fuck me…fill me with babies…harder...”

I groaned, pretended I had not heard her muttering then quickly spurted my insipid, masculine offerings far too quickly over her smooth skin or sublime crevice while she moaned almost in expectation and whispered almost kindly.

“…Lick it off, Darling would you? As I don’t want to ruin my outfit…every time you cum then I want you to clean me as a matter of course and who knows this obligatory labour may help restrain your base instincts without the ongoing need of the sad little cage.”

In spite of her warning, I was driven to climax another three times and then suck up the juices as instructed but felt so privileged or comforted just to be near her again and simply ignored her constant involuntary grumbling for her long, lost lover who I presumed was arrested or extradited by now, or perhaps if I was fortunate, just plain, deservedly dead.

As long as he was not near my magnificent, wonderful wife then I was ecstatically happy.

I felt more positive for a few days, Angela spoke to the formidable Doctor Freudas and evocatively discussed matters about a fresh future with me until weirdly I was even having grudging feelings of gratitude towards him; this was until late one afternoon when walking near the stables I heard a commotion in the large barn and went to investigate.

To my shock and horror I saw Angela pinned up against one of the empty stalls while the small, black Monster or Mobster from the whorehouse had his fingers in her golden hair with one hand and the silver gun pointed at her with the other.

She was struggling and trying to get away and I moved forward to provide resolution or rescue but this criminal then aimed the weapon at me and spat unkindly

“Your wife left without telling me which wasn’t nice or kind as we had formed a sort of bond, Bitch, hadn’t we…?”

He laughed diabolically.

“…But you weren’t hard to track down…Posh Birds like you living in a Manor near this town…it was as though you were drawing me a map…and wanted me here?”

The weapon returned towards my wife and the nozzle pressed her breasts through her thin, white shirt and she grumbled in fear as he pressed on.

“…Was it a map, Bitch?

Angela was shivering and whimpered.

“Why did you come, Andre, why?”

This Beast twisted the barrel onto one of her noticeably stiff nipples, making her wince as he sighed.

“Just had to have you one last time, Bitch!”

As I watched she dropped onto the sandy floor - as if her legs were unable to hold her slight weight - and whispered a devastating admission.

“I had to get away, Andre…I found that I needed you far too much…craved you…”

Her mouth hovered at the bulge in his crotch and she sighed in the anticipation of addiction, compulsion or desire.

“…Do you love me, Andre? Just say you do and you can have me one last time.”

The weapon returned to point threateningly at me as he purposely whispered what she obviously wanted to hear.

“Of course I love you, Bitch take it out and see how much?”

Angela whined and squealed.

“It’s not just about sex, Andre!”

He groaned in equal yearning and his finger flipped her salivating lips.

“Just take it out, Bitch; it needs you!”

In busy seconds his gross, amazing, black cock was in her mouth and they both grunted in delight but this time there was no viewing glass as I was mere feet away where I could see them and they could see me while Angela simpered weakly as her irrational mind wandered.

“This is just for one night, Andre…I’m married…but you came to find me…you love me, oh Baby…I shouldn’t say this but I’ve thought about you every minute…”

The enthusiasm she had in worshipping his enormous cock soon created the first eruption of ejaculate and after they had kissed to disgustingly share the salty spoils she suckled him to glory again and told him to wait then strutted over to me before murmuring both subversively and seductively.

“…Pull my jodhpurs and panties down to my boots, Darling…it’s just for today and then we can get back on track…”

Under her insistence I had no option but to do so, peeled the tight trousers and soaked panties down before my wife utterly disgraced me because she returned to the side of the stall, pressed her palms against the flimsy panel and sighed as she arched her hips or bottom at him as if she was a breed mare in season,

“…My husband likes to watch, Andre…but keep the gun near me and fully cocked…”

She gurgled in mixed emotions.

“….As I like it around when you fuck me! Take me here and now Andre…a last, memorable time…!”

This Bastard then did exactly that while I watched on powerlessly, and dishonourably pressed my own aroused flesh because I needed to, while he rutted or fucked Angela many, many times up her tight, pretty bottom then pussy against the wooden partition before she increasingly began to lose her already unbalanced mind and whinnied through the constant orgasms.

“…Oh Andre…Andre…you know I love you…fill me with babies, Baby…I want lots of babies…fuck, fuck…oh fuck… that’s so glorious...”

Angela eventually pulled her body up, leaned against a vertical, wooden support then smiled at me darkly and pointed at the slippery, pungent semen stains all over her bottom and vaginal folds.

“…Lick me Rex; show my lover that you are no threat!”

As if I was insane or mesmerised I knelt down, pressed my lips to her sexual sliver and lapped then cleaned her fetid, aromatic mess back and front as this Monster chuckled in some obvious amusement or gratification.

“Fuck, he’s your husband? No fucking wonder you worked at Clara’s house for kicks, Bitch…you’re not likely to get much from him.”

He was rude or insulting and this situation - emerging from out of the blue - was unbearable to accept, but I had endured so much before and stoically I let them take my room then watched quietly without interference as he continued to abuse my wife in every foul and debased manner possible because they fucked noisily and rapaciously all afternoon.

Then bizarrely we had dinner around the main table - as if he was a visitor and everything was ordinary - after which my wife provocatively paraded in each of her most elegant selection of exquisite nightwear while he drank whisky and eventually selected the outfit for her to wear in bed.

The thing that was so unsettling for me to recognise was my wife’s inexplicable passion for this ordinary, small in stature, criminal of a man that used her sublime body so exactingly by burying his huge cock in every slit or orifice she possessed.

The more he fucked her the more she apparently wanted and craved him and - as I watched then masturbated endlessly - late into the night with her sitting hard on the ever expansive cock deeply bedded inside her, she gripped his masculinity with all of her internal sexual muscles and groaned.

“Can you stay over another evening, Andre, one more night can’t harm?”

This Imposter or Usurper teased her breasts and nipples with his dangerous hands because the devious Bastard knew she could not resist him - as he had from the beginning - then sighed happily as he tormented or teased her.

“Not tomorrow but maybe the night after although if I do come then I want to lose the husband for a while…I’m not into this perverted game your playing and I am sick of him rubbing his cock all the time.”

She pressed her cunt eagerly against the snug thickness and mumbled in bliss as she began to tremble then shake.

“I’ll put him back in chastity, Baby…because I do know exactly what you mean…”

Her motions were becoming faster and more urgent as she grunted.

“…And I’m coming off the pill, Andre…I want  all this fucking to mean or produce something…Oh Baby…you know I love you…!”

The man grimaced and spewed unstoppable seed in her belly again while Angela gasped in hormonal bliss.

“…You don’t mind do you?”

He laughed and put his finger in her mouth which she sucked greedily.

“No Bitch…maybe it’s time I got hitched?”

Of course my salient head understood this was all nonsense talk but the following morning, after using her twice more - once before, then after breakfast - he left and my wife put me back in the cruel cage of imprisonment then had me suckle her sodden, red or raw pussy on the bed as she spread her thighs and whispered in a trancelike state.

“This is so much better than that awful Brothel, Darling and Bruce was right…as I feel a lot more open about these types of difficult or depraved matters nowadays…”

My tongue was disgracefully gorging on the thick juices all over her as she went on.

“…And this diversion with Andre is merely temporary as he will be gone soon…”

She shivered in obvious joy as I had accidently pressed her prominent trigger button.

“…How delicious and delightful, Darling…now be nice to him and he may let you watch now and then!”

Her proclamation that this man was merely passing through proved to be merely a false hope because he turned up constantly like a proverbial bad penny and took over my bedroom and my wife from the unreasonable second he arrived.

The man truly treated Angela like a Whore and even when he spanked her ass hard or was similarly brutal, she merely adored him all the more and ingested incalculable amounts of his creamy essence in her mouth and pussy; it was impossible to comprehend how he could produce so much?

For endless weeks he came - no pun intended - and went while Angela’s and my marriage appeared contented or commonplace to all around us; as we still had ample time to attend social events and parties where she always looked stunning and still made me the envy of every man there.

But it was all a sham as my wife only lived for the days Andre visited; when she would dress in the finest lingerie, bend over and let this vertically-challenged, black Napoleon conquer her time after time from behind as he fucked her cunt, slapped her bottom then took whatever liberties he wanted with my woman.

However, it is said that all good or bad things eventually, mercifully, reach an end and less than a couple of months after this terrible trial or disruption began, Angela - when looking aimlessly through his phone one lazy morning - found out he was still using other call-girls and marvellously saw the brightest, flaming red.

The Ice Queen I once knew then blew up like boiling magma from an erupting volcano and, although this Black Crook or Deceiver denied the obvious fact of his infidelity, unbelievably - during the ensuing blazing row - he actually forced her onto the bed then physically held her down and fucked my Love even in the middle of their raging hatred, animosity and violent argument.

But inevitably sperm was released, prurient libidos were sated or temporarily subdued and he was dispatched in cool anger from my grounds by my glorious, vitriolic wife with clear instructions never to darken her doors again. 

I should have been thrilled and I was but although the chastity restriction was removed, Angela immediately withdrew back into her lonely, arctic shell again; meaning that in some way this time it was worse than before because she surely missed this unsavoury male more than her or my head could rationally come to terms with or I could explain.

My Love asked me to be patient and I did not put upon her mentally or sexually for a week - although my craving for masturbation or release was inarguably powerful - and bided my time before this turbulent, magnetic storm that had been Andre Fontaine had dissipated and finally passed us by.

Then one Sunday morning I walked aimlessly to the stables to improbably, unacceptably see this intruder or trespasser on my property and in my life actually fighting with Angela - who was beating him off with her palms - in the empty, cobbled yard and I suddenly, finally found my courage and went over then truly, determinedly stood my ground.

“Unhand my wife or I’ll call the police.”

He stopped moving or struggling with her for a second then stood back almost looking unusually uncertain and in temporary shock for a moment at my unexpected outburst but snapped lowly and quietly.

“No police; a job went wrong and I’ve come for the one thing I can’t live without as there’s a plane nearby waiting to take me to Spain…”

In apparent anguish he gasped pleadingly to my wife.

“…I can’t go alone, Angela…I’m so sorry for how I have acted but I love you…could never tell you but I do…please forgive me, please…I will do right by you!”

I knew without question he was an unreliable, cheating, weasel of a man and no sensible girl would fall for his obvious deception or lies but to my genuine trauma or horror my wife was obviously moved and stumbled over her reply.

“You love me?”

He was such a scoundrel and Chancer as he whispered promises and tried to sound genuine or sincere.

“Please, please…come with me, Angela…I can’t be without you …you know how we are together!”

Of course he had nothing apart from an obnoxious attitude and a huge cock that my crazy partner found irresistible but to my disconcertion - while I watched - she dithered or shivered right in front of me and then shook her head in my direction as if finally confirming she truly had gone beyond lunacy or any logical pale.

“I have to go, Rex; it won’t be for long…but you understand how I feel about him and underneath his façade I know Andre to be a good and honourable man.

Understandably I was distraught or speechless at her impossible claim and as she scurried off to promptly pack a case I saw just the outline trace of a sly, dry smile emerge on his odious, black, smug face, recognised this was all a devilish plot or game to him and if my wife actually left that morning I would never get her back.

Therefore I did the only thing I could at this late stage; walked casually or innocuously away to the gun-rack in my study, picked up and loaded my shotgun then, as this sadistic, arrogant Bastard leaned patiently again his red Jaguar to collect his prize I returned, stood adjacently then pointed both barrels at him.

I had suffered and borne everything over recent months or years but could and would not even countenance or consider losing my only Love then enter a world of never seeing her again; therefore my back became ramrod, fearlessly straight as I muttered fiercely and without quarter

“She will not go with, you Lousy Bastard…over my fucking dead body.”

My senses saw him move like a rattlesnake, heard sharp, distracting, muffled, unrecognisable sounds, felt incredible, unbearable, hot searing pain in my abdomen before the powerful vibration and recoil of the weapon in hand that seemed to be fired in the involuntary backward movements of my fingers on the hair trigger.

I tried to focus or look at what was going on but my head seemed to already be exploding in shards of the brightest, sharpest most agonising light before I began to tumble then fall into the abyss and the cloying all encompassing blackness that inevitably overwhelmed me.  

Epilogue.

When I became conscious again the universe I now inhabited was strange, ethereal and utterly terrifying.

My brain, which seemed to be the only thing that was working on my body - as it had before - knew instinctively I was lying in a hospital bed because my peripheral vision picked up the clinically white room and the numerous tubes or feeds into my pale skin but other than that I could not move a singular muscle.

In panic I tried everything to operate any part of my form but being unsuccessful in this attempt, finally all I could do was focus on my breathing, look straight ahead and wonder if I was in fact dead and this was some type of hell or damnation?

I was not in pain but in truth was not much in anything at all and just seemed to float in this surreal world as if I was in saltwater; my head thought wildly at a tangent about the equally briny if not remarkable Red Sea in Israel to distract me from the sense of terror that threatened to consume me.

It was not clear how long I was awake because my mind seemed to drift in and out of a drug-induced darkness but finally, to my great relief, I heard a warm, friendly voice and then saw my beautiful wife’s face looking down on me.

She was drawn and obviously worried as I heard her whisper to some man in a white coat in the background I could not see clearly.

“Can he hear me Doctor?”

The reply was most disturbing.

“It is doubtful; the bullet lodged in a part of his brain that has shut down most of his abilities to have any normal mobility and I feel it is likely that he has no ability to reason properly now…not as you or I would understand it…”

He sighed in sympathy as if he knew me but perhaps it was merely for effect and to ingratiate him towards my grieving, pretty wife.

“…He is lucky to be alive as the operation to remove the slug in his head was touch and go and then there was the other one that shattered his legs; all we can do is to give the matter some time as we have to see what happens…”

His tone drifted distractedly.

“…A terrible experience for you Madam…the intruder was killed instantly by the blast of the shotgun, after the pistol had been fired, and if your husband had not saved you so bravely who knows what may have happened should that notorious criminal have succeeded in the kidnap as reported?”

I could see the confusion and possible guilt in her dazzling, azure eyes and wanted to speak or comfort her but this was a new type of restraint that now held me fast which was far more odious than the mere chastity cage I used to wear and all I could so was listen as she murmured emotionally.

“Yes Rex was so incredibly courageous; I realise he rescued me and although you have advised me to leave him in a special clinic, Doctor…I want to take him home in a few days…as perhaps unusually I do feel partially responsible for his plight.”

This man moved more closely to her side as if to provide unnecessary comfort and I could see him more clearly as he smiled falsely.

“You are truly a wonderful wife….not many women would take a man on in his condition but fortunately his body continues to function well so at least there will be no drips or tubes but…”

He provided a terrifying and prescient warning.

“…Your husband may be a vegetable for ever.”

Her perfect, pale globes never left mine for a moment then she stroked my hair lovingly as if for effect and whispered.

“Sometimes a wife has to be selfless, Doctor…and who knows, with a little compassion and care, then maybe miracles can happen as I honestly believe the best part of my husband is still in there somewhere.”

This learned man then waxed lyrically about how my - in truth faithless Whore of a wife - was such a living angel and that, as she now had his personal number, if there was any assistance he could offer either night or day then encouraged or almost pleaded, as professionally as he could, with her to call him at any time.

I wanted to exhale in exasperation and I did a little but it was not noticed because whatever the situation and however pained or tragic it was for me, the male of the species gathered hungrily around my luscious wife like proverbial bees around honey or dogs around…well I’m sure you get the picture!

So in a few days my motionless body was transported back to the Manor in a private ambulance then by wheelchair up to my room where a moveable, electric bed had been added to our normal one and I was placed into the crisp, white sheets then felt a little more relaxed but obviously still most perturbed.

But thankfully there was no suffering pain and between Angela and a couple of local, elderly nurses I was tended or cared for then naturally or sadly thought that would be my new existence forever but I should have known that with this mercurial wife and my usually awful luck things would never be that ordinary or simple.

Everything started to alter once again when our original and much reviled Doctor Freudas turned up one Sunday morning on the pretext of seeing how we both were after the recent calamities.

He stood concernedly over me then unnecessarily placed his arm around Angela and shook his head in some sympathy with her as the man’s dark eyes looked down in some apparent show of false humanity as my wife began to whimper.

“I blame myself, Bruce; if I had not fallen for that crazy villain Andre then this would never have happened but…”

She shivered still at the passing but still perverse thought of him.

“…I can tell you…the sex was indescribably good if not sublime and I would have surely gone with him that day and ruined my life if it had not been for brave and dependable Rex…”

To my amazement her tears that flowed like tiny streams along her pale cheeks were honest and real as she sniffled.

“…I just wish I could have had the opportunity to have shown him my deep love or appreciation!”

He nodded then stroked her naked arm as she was just in jeans and a blue, strappy top.

“You can’t let this stop your progress or life, Angela…you have come so far recently…”

His copper fingertips flicked the fringe from her forehead and simpered.

“…You are still a young, sexually vibrant woman and just because Rex has become a casualty does not mean you need to suffer too much.”

His whole hand then brushed her resplendent hair more directly and she murmured weakly in explanation.

“My libido has shut down since the shooting and I’m not sure if I will ever be able to have intimacy again.”

He laughed softly and brushed his lips on hers.

“It’s just an attitude of mind, Angela…you have learned from Clara’s house that sometimes you just need to grit your teeth and get on with it…”

His tongue was in her mouth now and she groaned in some resistance while his long fingers teased a protruding nipple as he simpered.

“…Don’t deny yourself …Doctor’s orders!”

In seconds, quite outrageously his thick, gross, black penis was in her precious mouth - that had recently declared such love for me - and unfortunately once she began to suck his life-giving flesh her commitment to celibacy seemed to melt once more like the proverbial snow in the mountain spring as she gasped.”

“Oh Bruce you’re right I do require this…just because Rex is missing does not mean I can’t have a real, womanly, adventurous life…”

Unacceptably, given my delicate condition, they were then entwined beside me on the main bed where, although I could not turn to see them, I could distinctly hear every disturbing motion or moan as he removed my wife’s clothes and began to fuck her from behind and while she whimpered.

“…Will you visit me, Bruce?”

He just screwed her harder faster and with ever more energy as if he was intent on some greater purpose and grunted.

“No…that would, on a regular basis, be definitely unprofessional of me and in my opinion you are cured now…so you need to maybe have a few days at Clara’s now and then and find some local men to interest or entertain you here…”

My Love was screaming now as she neared her orgasmic peak; I knew for certain when she climaxed and that her libidinous drive had been reset and I was soon proved correct because I heard her sucking his flesh then mumbling pathetically.

“You are so insightful Bruce…always providing good counsel…fuck I have missed this…come down my throat…make me feel like a Whore…I am a Whore…love to be and act a Slut…”

Her voice sounded faintly happy again and weirdly I was pleased because she giggled like the lovely person I knew her to be.

“…As you once so discourteously told me…”

I could not move or turn to see and all I could do was listen to the slurping or sucking until she gulped and I knew all of his foul putrid juices were in her belly as Angela rose up then sighed evocatively.

“…Thank you, Bruce…I needed that…can you stay over?”

He was apologetic but firm.

“No…this is purely a free consultation Angela I am a physician after all and our time is completed…now get on with your life …and please don’t feel sorry for Rex…he would not wish you to.”

I saw her head nod in some poignancy or effort before she then left and I heard the water running as this man gazed at me with his normal, intuitive, dark eyes and then at the unanticipated erection between my thighs that I had not realised was pointing up vertically under the sheets.

He spoke swiftly and urgently.

“If you can hear me blink twice…!”

My eyelids did so instantaneously and he ran through another couple of questions to ensure this was no mere accident then smiled wryly.

“…So you can hear, Rex, and have your mental faculties; your sufferance is called locked in syndrome which is of course awful but if you trust me…then perhaps not so terrible for you…”

His plump lips smiled or actually grinned while I lay helpless and infirm.

“…Do you trust me?”

Of course I hated him but needed to take a large leap of faith and I blinked twice as he nodded just before Angela returned then went with him to the kitchen where they ate, came back when he unreasonably drew my wife tightly to him then sighed in some mumbled regret.

“I have to leave and will only speak to you by phone now because you are fine and I am confident that you can find your way from this point forward but…”

He laughed drolly and stroked her lips teasingly.

“…Well, you are clean and I need to leave you…”

Angela completed the sentence provocatively and with a low rasping almost amused tone.

“Dirty…very dirty!”

Under his depraved guidance she sucked him purposefully and he made sure I could clearly see her doing so in graphic and agonising detail then - with my Love facing me so I could observe every subtle or depraved facial expression - fucked her from behind and used both of her entrances until she was groggy and full to liberally bursting with his thick ejaculate.

He then - most urgently - pulled Angela out of my field of vision although I could frustratingly hear them whispering near the door before he returned alone, winked at me annoyingly a final, exasperating time and smiled at the obvious agitation in my genitals because, as he glanced at the protuberance, incredibly I began to have the faintest sensation of selfish gratification or pleasure once more.

“Best of luck, Rex…I will not be seeing you for a while as I’m not employed or required by either of you any longer…but you are in capable hands and life just might be a little brighter now than you may have expected…”

He chuckled as he sauntered away.

“…Although I never envisaged my advice would quite work out like this!” 

I heard the main door to the house slam, the sound of an expensive engine moving into the distance and then the gentle, muffled sound of Angela’s light feet on the stairs before she came into the bedroom then purposefully used the electric motor on my private resting place to gently roll then lay me out on our old, comfortable bed.

My Love was wearing a black, silky housecoat and she pulled my pyjama bottoms down then stared at me with her amazing, evocative, blue eyes then sighed.

“I’ve just been told something very, very interesting Rex; so if it’s true and you wish me to remove my robe then blink twice!”

My eyelids flickered once more before, to my joy the sensual covering slipped effortlessly from her shoulders and all that was on her skin was a pair of slim, yellow knickers that I noticed were obviously stained - by the different hue on the gusset - as her voice rose and fell like the smallest wave.

“Oh Rex, you can understand…do you want to see what Bruce has left for you...?”

Two blinks and the pretty panties were removed, then two more and her thighs were spread over my face before she pressed down and let me lick the foul, malodorous juices that were actually honeyed to my senses because they smelled or tasted of a vital or sexual life that I thought was lost to me.

“…He said you’d like this treat…Oh Rex…lick me Darling…this is just the beginning and reward for delivering me from my foolishness…”

Her hand wrapped around my aching penis that was in all honesty, small but definitely vertical and the initial impulses of sensual delight in my brain, to my great joy, seemed to already be more noticeable than previously.

“…He’s told me to be completely open and disclose all of my deepest or darkest feelings that I readily admit I have always previously kept hidden from you…but now…”

My tongue licked her slickness leisurely and she began to murmur in desire and a certain degenerate passion.

“…Now I can share all of my illicit thoughts, Darling…so lick my slimy ass as well because I like it when you do…Oh fuck…so Dirty…your wife’s a Dirty Girl…and if you wish I can reveal without restraint how truly bad I am…!”

I blinked in reflex but she already new the answer as her very bones trembled to glory before she sat them down to drip on my salivating lips and simpered in obvious filthy pleasure.

“…Oh the sex with Andre was so incredible…I wish you could have seen him; he was an utter Bastard of course, as his type all are…but what a man…fuck, what a man!”

My memory shamefully recalled so many furtive hours of my seedy voyeurism watching them fuck while skulking behind the illicit, transparent glass panel and realised the essence of our former problems; because even now there was so much between us still shrouded or hidden from clear view.

Angela held the only part of me that worked but made no attempt to bring me to release, as if recognising that there was no rush; because without a doubt these exquisite, sexual sensations required lots of time or patience in my delicate predicament to develop and perhaps initially we were both satisfied with this unexpected connection we had discovered so fortuitously.

My treasured companion showered then washed me with a soapy sponge and was truly engaged with the fact that my penis amazingly reacted or pulsed to her lightest, slightest touch and after we had eaten she raised me a little on the bed and grinned in obvious glee.

“I’m going to put on some different sets of lingerie for your delight and when you have seen them all I will show you them again then just blink at something you like and I will put it on for bed…”

I loved everything - of course - because she could wear an old blanket and still look divine but blinked purposely at the black Basque set because it reminded me of Clara’s den of iniquity where my wife had been a Whore and of course, instinctively she understood my deviant mind because when it covered her skin - with perfumed stockings and knickers - Angela kneeled over my face and let me inhale her musky scent and grunted.

“…Sniff me Rex so you can sense what so many men have fucked but not you…”

Her voice wavered in tension or perhaps something more deviant.

“…Not really…not like they have…with force, brutality or passion; filling your wife with so much sperm…until I was dripping…”

Instinctively, like some animal in heat, I suckled her through the sheer material and she shivered in mirrored reaction and groaned emotionally.

“…You like me slippery and warm, seeing or listening to my sexual exploits...if you do then give me a long slow lick, Darling…don’t be shy…or reticent to be honest…”

My tongue luxuriously revealed my sick mind as she touched my cock and found it hard before shuffling down my broken body, slipping the crotch of the fragrant panties to one side then drawing the hardness along the thin line of her pussy as she shivered almost imperceptively.

“…Andre was so much bigger than you, Darling, his flesh completely consumed me, dominated me, fucked me; until I couldn’t think straight…”

She was demonstrating that although this Bounder was dead in some way he was still having a residual affect as she whinnied in madness.

“…But you saved me from my fate and insanity, Rex…”

Impossibly I actually sensed my cock slip inside this wondrous, hidden place between Angela’s creamy thighs then saw her hips begin to move and, although I could not be sure of real sensation she definitely felt heated, willing and passionate as my wife took me in a way she never had before.

“…And this is your reward…you are truly a glorious man, Rex; you confronted him, threatened the Bastard and rescued me from his wicked clutches…from letting him fuck me forever like some Cheap Tramp…!”

Her body was pounding wildly against me and in her heightened, hormonal state she vibrated almost violently then groaned lowly towards ecstasy.

“…You shot him, Rex…like the Dirty Dog he was and became my hero…Oh fuck Rex you killed him…you’re so dangerous and reckless oh fuck, fuck, fuck…!”

Almost beyond any expectation or belief I realised that purely involuntarily I had injected my sperm inside my life-partner or possibly had made proper love to her for the first time in our disparate lives as she eventually rolled off me carefully and sighed in real pleasure.

“…Oh fuck Rex…that was so delicious…”

She trembled and giggled but then unintentionally spoke words that surely cut me to the quick.

“…Maybe if you would have done that when that awful but earthy and virile man attacked me on the beach so long ago then our life and marriage thereafter could have been more like this…!”

I groaned in agony as another of my skeletons or hidden secrets was mentioned again because the mercurial Doctor - to his eternal, honourable credit - had never divulged or disclosed our shared knowledge that it was in fact me that had created the particular, fateful theatre on that evening mentioned but then did not turn up as planned to falsely but apparently pluckily save the day and it now seemed, our possible future as a normal couple. 

With her vaginal entrance full of sperm once again she kneeled over me then pushed her hips forwards and I lapped as she whined greedily.

“…Lick, lick, lick, Rex…be a Good Boy and maybe we will do this again.”

I used my mouth to good if not notable effect by bringing her exultation or heaven and a memorable evening had ended but, although I made no presumption or had expectation of anything else, fantastically in the morning we repeated the sordid process.

For a while - whether it was due to her extreme guilt or her distorted, depraved mind - she rode my short penis relentlessly which undoubtedly helped me gradually regain full sensation in my genital area and from that wondrous point I relished or revelled in every salacious motion of subsequent, sensual delight.

Then, a mere few weeks after our new beginning and Angela had given me glasses with a remote sensor that could access a computer or simply register yes and no on them by my eye movements, she sat by me one evening in her finest lingerie and held my hand tightly although I could unfortunately not feel her do so.

“Rex Darling, it’s been utterly wonderful to get so closely intimate recently but I feel in the mood to try other things and given what I have learned from our past I don’t wish to lie to you…”

I drew breath because, apart from becoming reflexively erect, mostly that was all I could manage.

“…My relationship with you has rekindled my womanly, dark desire to experiment with less refined men again and I have booked a few days at Clara’s…”

She sighed and held my penis that I could amazingly, clearly feel now.

“…You like that I’ll be a Whore again, Darling? As I need to feel the unmentionable rush once more…

Her fingers squeezed my cock harder and I winced as her voice lingered.

“…And an intriguing local man has asked me out…he’s newly minted and knows I am loyal to you but, as understanding or empathetic he is to your circumstances, feels that I should have a full sexual life…”

Angela gurgled wickedly and disgracefully revealed everything as she had promised she would from now on.

“…I did naughtily suck him off in the car after the local hunt and he is extremely well endowed…”

Her lips twisted a fraction as she suppressed a giggle.

“…Reminds me of Andre somewhat and he definitely interests me…”

I whimpered in mental agony causing sperm to spurt or fly out from my excited penis and she kneeled over me then wiped it on her knickers, sat on my mouth and let me dirtily lick it off the sublime material.

“…So you must accept my decision to pursue these strong desires and you can be sure I will continue to conceal your improvement…”

The conversation was becoming precarious for me and I knew it.

“…As if the hospital knows what is going on they will want you back for endless tests which will separate us for a long, long time…”

In some temerity or fear I swiftly licked the aromatic flatness to show my devotion to her inspired ideas and she sighed in some relief or pleasure.

“…That’s good news, Rex, very good, I think that’s for the best as I will of course never leave you but would ask for your understanding as always, that I have needs and am now adult and enlightened enough to pursue them…”

She gurgled teasingly.

“…And I do have an idea or two to make your days even more satisfying for your ongoing support and love…”

The following night she paraded in various outfits that she proposed to wear on her date and let me choose the one I liked best - which was a revealing red dress, with a long, black girdle and stockings below - then held my head to her soft, womanly, sweet smelling centre as she mumbled.

“…Tell me you want me to bring Todd back and I will and fuck him on this very bed so you can secretly share the experience as I know you privately crave and relish watching me…”

A double blink - with an accompanying yes on the lens of glasses - resulted in this dark stranger coming into my bedroom and, under the reassurance to him from Angela that I could not hear or sense anything due to my infirmity; this tall, black male fucked my wife for hours.

I observed as best I could during their gyrations and changes of position although I could tell by the noise of her enthusiastic breath that she was more than having fun and sorely desirous of him.

As if learning the lesson from Andre - about getting too dependent or involved with any one, unreliable man - this tryst did not distract her from her spoken purpose of visiting the depraved house near the Thames again.

However, much to my amazement, on the morning she was to leave for Clara’s and further misadventure suddenly - as if by the cutest, blackest magic - the deadly, duplicitous Celine appeared by my side dressed in a pretty, provocative, nurse’s uniform and my wife smiled at me as if she had really surprised and thrilled me in equal manner and this fact was undoubtedly true.

“I saw Celine a few weeks ago and she confided in me exactly what you did with her but, far from being upset, this only reaffirms our new arrangement and I have decided she will take care of you like I have when I am away…”

Her voice sighed contentedly as if in confirmation of her cleverness.

“…But this time our lovely but somewhat mischievous Celine is on a fixed price or wage and you can cum as much as you want Darling…”

She came over and kissed my forehead tenderly as if in double celebration.

“…I will relay to her precisely what sullied adventures I get up to and your new assistant will relieve you in her unique style as she has before…is that agreed?”

Undoubtedly I was so pleased to see this young girl looking so glorious and blinked twice to register my eagerness before Angela ran through some systems or medication with my new carer and then left to play the Tart again for a few days and, as she drove off, I was not sure which of us was more elated or enthused.

When Celine and I were alone in my bedroom it was as if we had never been parted and she soon undressed me then took my pulsing but tiny penis in her fingers, gripped me tightly and to my bliss I could sense every subtle, tactile nuance as she spoke unkindly but, given she knew me well, perhaps it was merely for colour or effect.

“Angela is such a Whore, Rex…so many men have insisted she return and her card is full for days…even the German, Curt, has flown back in especially to book her in for the night so…”

She could sense my tension or grubby interest.

“…She will shortly have a lot to tell you…”

To my shock this slight girl removed her uniform - down to her white, comely underwear - slipped her thin panties off then placed her shaved, remarkably smooth pussy on my lips, the pair of soft, cotton knickers around my limited erection and murmured foully.

“….Now, lick me off, Rex, I know you like it and I will tell you everything about what Angela gets up to…that’s it…slowly, I really do like this…!”

My tongue reflexively entered her delicate, vaginal folds and she wriggled towards an orgasm as she stroked my penis and moaned limply.

“…My boyfriend is coming here on Saturday so you can watch us do it… and then suck him out of me…oh Rex…you Bad Boy… Filthy Boy…fuck…!”

I had jerked so quickly into the sensual underwear wrapped around me and, as if this was all too much to cope with, she pressed down harder and ever more urgently on my saturated tongue.

“…Don’t be selfish, Rex…do me as well!”

Naturally I complied contentedly or willingly until my mouth soon became familiar with this fragile, pretty pussy - which was smaller and tighter than my wife’s - until this servile act became more normalised and I gradually learned exactly how to bring her to orgasm.

It was clear - even to me - that each woman’s precious body was the same but in saying that, imperceptively different as well, because it was inarguably a practised art to discover what was required with each one.

When our intimate moment had passed and we had recovered our senses, Celine then explained she was studying nearby and if Angela and I were happy with what she could do then my wife would allow her look after me while at the esteemed local university.

Of course I was overjoyed with her company once more and to my secret incredulity suddenly I had two, divine women teasing or pleasing me.

When her boyfriend came to visit on the weekend, as mentioned, I secretly listened, looked on then even licked her pussy clean when he had thankfully departed in the early morning.

Life was not perfect for sure but then possibly for me - like this especially - in some ways perhaps it was!

A few, busy months passed and slowly I began to regain some of my physical functions just a fraction but did not let on to anyone in case Angela altered things; she now held all the power of attorney and I had to be extremely careful or cautious with her as always

In-between being a terrible Whore a few days a fortnight, her man Todd had become more than a regular visitor and sometimes she made me sleep in Celine’s room where the increasingly closeness between us began to show.

My nurse, carer or friend would continually wear short, sensual nighties or lingerie now to thrill me then often press my cock to her sexual line and even teased it inside her on one initial and unexpected occasion when we were listening to my wife being fucked; making Celine sigh evocatively or lowly to the emotive noise.

“Come inside me, Rex, that’s it let go…just hear her depravity and relax…she honestly doesn’t deserve you!” 

I wasn’t sure if she was still playing me - it was as if she could not break this teasing habit or was it just her character - but I was in love with both of my fabulous girls by now in my own subversive ways; they kept me on a high mostly all of the time and I was hardly in a position to look a gift horse in the mouth, was I?

Then a few weeks afterwards, Angela was on holiday and Celine was slowly riding my limited but hard penis very deliberately while quietly reading an explicit email from my wife for our entertainment or delectation as we laughed or were shocked continually, because my Love incredibly revealed every deviant detail nowadays.

“Have just arrived after the flight where I sucked Todd on the plane…I am becoming addicted to his precious sperm…the taste and texture of it…plus when he’s inside me it so divine…like a huge snake slithering or hissing…”

I groaned without making much of a sound at her descriptive phrase and spurted hot juice inside this slight girl as she giggled at my deviance.

“…Fuck you are so perverted…Rex…and what would happen if I got pregnant because I’m not on the pill…?”

She pushed the wetness down on me then eventually placed her smeared, bald pussy over my mouth and let me suckle her to bliss again.

“…Angela knows we have sex sometimes, as I tell her everything, so maybe she should go off with Todd and leave you at the Manor with me…because I can manage everything your wife does and a whole lot more in time?”

Again she was probably merely jesting or tormenting my dizzy head but bizarrely my life from being listless, bland and undoubtedly empty, even when I had been physically whole - by sheer fate or fluke - now had two, supreme, gorgeous women within it.

Also although my body was overwhelmingly defunct or permanently still, the one masculine part of me, that I loved the most and always had, was very much alive and getting more action or attention than I could ever have dreamed possible.

Therefore I didn’t answer her question and would not have done even if I could have because whatever was to come for me in the future was somehow undoubtedly gravy.

I instinctively knew that with the temporary infatuations Celine or Angela would inevitably have along the way, they somehow would always look after me and together in their own special, unique manner.

Furthermore the cold, icy, vacuous relationship I once had with my beautiful wife was simply a distant, bitter, arctic memory and we were closer, more open, honest and intimate with each other than in all our lives before.

Bizarre as it may seem - given my physical restrictions - to those who had not lived a life like mine, perhaps in retrospect, being fatefully late for that false act of heroism on the beach that never to be forgotten night on our second honeymoon was the best thing that ever happened, because I was now happier and more content than I ever expected or perhaps deserved to be.

Angela was not my Ice Queen anymore but a warm, generous and loving woman or wife whom I fantastically shared the most heated relationship or passion with; and now with the divine Celine in the mix…well, what else - going forward - could possibly go wrong?

The End
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