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Just a Wager

The three women caused a minor stir as they paraded confidently through the busy street beside the quay. Two of them were sisters, mature late thirties but without a trace of wear or fat on their bodies that would be the normal sign of ageing. They were dressed in white bikinis with matching white wraps. One of the women had long straight black hair and the other auburn that had been shaped short and hung just below the neckline. They exuded power and confidence; a young woman walked alongside them, and tried to ape every minor graceful movement. She was exceptionally beautiful with short blonde hair and blue eyes that seemed to dazzle even from a distance. 

My name is Tim, Tracy the young girl, was my wife and we were all on holiday in Cuba with her mother, Cheryl and her Auntie Lynn. I was actually on honeymoon but like everything with this strange family nothing was quite as it seemed. Larry was also with us, he was Lynn’s husband and he trooped dutifully back from the women, always seemingly one pace behind, as indeed I was. Cheryl’s husband, my father in law, was back in Cleveland. He was also a nice person but very quiet and mild, especially around Cheryl; he once tried to talk to me about the marriage but Cheryl came in and we never had the conversation.

Larry was a good guy, a bit small, and out of shape but always happy and good-natured. He tried to talk me out of marrying Tracy, I thought because he didn’t like me, and frankly I ignored him. I truly loved my wife. 

I think he tried to warn me that this family wasn’t quite normal and it was only now that I was becoming to understand a little of what he was alluding to. We never really discussed it but I was always aware how dominant Lynn was with him and how he seemed to be extremely shy and quiet with her. Cheryl called it respect, as did Lynn and it was made clear to me that I should learn how important this word was to them.

I did respect them, of course, and Tracy. I never tried to have sex with her or force myself on her and appreciated that at her age of only 18 she wanted everything to be just right before she lost her virginity to me. I was not too pleased when the women told me that the were coming on honeymoon with us, but, out of respect I agreed, and here we all were walking along the dusty wooden quay looking curiously at all the expensive, beautiful yachts moored there. We were due to be away for a month and it had been a week since the wedding and my bride was still a virgin. I was beginning to get extremely frustrated with Tracy and the interference from her family and I went to say something at dinner last night but Larry stopped me.

“I tried to tell you,” he whispered “You’re in the family now just do as your told Tim…you can’t win with these women!”

I ignored him but on our return to the hotel Cheryl and Lynn came back with us to our honeymoon suite and they spoke to me around the small glass table as Tracy went in to the bathroom to change.

“We notice you’re getting a bit bad tempered Tim,” Tracy’s mother smiled soothingly “You’re not are you?”

I looked at her as if she were mad. 

“I’m on honeymoon,” I hissed “I’ve…”

“Not had sex with Tracy,” Lynn said quietly “And look at you…like a wild animal Tim…is that what you want for Tracy? Just to have her…like an animal?”

Tracy came out of the bathroom in a short grey gown and she looked innocent, pure and lovely. She sat at the table and smiled at me, fixing me with those clear blue eyes.

“Mum and Auntie Lynn thinks we should wait Tim…I’m not ready yet.”

“That’s right Tim,” Cheryl interrupted. 

“Just lying next to Tracy should be enough for you…to see her… and smell her…we’ve even said you can kiss her and learn the technique of foreplay. She said that she nearly had an orgasm last night…so you are learning…so please don’t be silly…do as your told…you are just beginning and… you do want Tracy to be just right for you…don’t you?”

I went to speak but I just stared at these formidable women and bent my head.

“Good,” smiled Cheryl “That’s clear…We’ll go downstairs and leave you love birds alone…now be a good boy Tim.”

She turned to her daughter.

“Tracy…remember what we told you.”

My wife nodded and they left and I went to say something but Tracy came to sit on my knee and wrapped her thin arm around my neck.

“You know I want to,” she whispered “But Mum has told me that this will make it better for us for all of our marriage…that is what you want?”

I nodded and felt myself hardening at the weight of her slim body on top of me.

“Come on,” she said “Let’s practice what we’ve been taught.”

She stood up to her full height of 5’ 6“ and raised her short top. She had on a white pair of pants and her thick blonde pubic hair pushed against the fine material.

“Ok Tim…start…I’m ready.”

I kneeled down before her and put my fingers at the top of her knickers. Slowly I pulled them down to her knees and her most private place was revealed to me. She opened her thighs a little wider and I could clearly see the outline of her sex lips that centred her thick blonde bush.

“Smell me Tim,” she murmured “Smell me and tell me what you’d like to do to me.”

I placed my nose close to her lips and smelt the aroma of her perfume, body and sex. It was a familiar ritual but it always excited me, her smell was indescribable and my penis was hard instantly.  

“Can I kiss it?” I whispered.

She pulled my hair playfully. 

“No Tim…not yet…Mum say’s you should savour the smell…pay your respect to it…show me that you feel lucky to have me.”

“I do Tracy….” I mumbled. 

I drew my breath again and felt a surge of lust seem to wash over me. I stayed still however not wanting to upset her or lose this wonderful privilege I was enjoying…she did smell wonderful!

“I want to kiss it Tracy…put my tongue in you…then lie you on the bed and…then put myself inside you…make love to you Tracy.”

“Good Tim… doesn’t the frustration make everything much better…when we finally do it… it will be so perfect…kiss it now Tim…go on”

I needed no further invitation and my tongue sank into her wet flesh. She tasted divine and she tugged my hair as I tried to make her orgasm. I heard her moan and react to my efforts but frustratingly she had never climaxed to my oral attentions and after 15 minutes my tongue was getting tired and she pulled my head away from her in frustration.

“You were better last night Tim…mum’s so right…you’re not ready yet,” she snapped.

She took off her pants, wiped her vagina with the crotch of the material and passed them to me. “Put them on Tim…like normal and I’ll help you relieve yourself.”

I removed my shorts and pulled her pants around my genitals and Tracy could see my hard penis through the material.

“It’s not very big Tim…is it?” She smiled….”It’s hardly poking out of the top…even of my pants…”

I looked at her I surprised.

“How do you know?”

“Well my mum told me it wasn’t big,” she giggled.

“You’ve discussed it with her?” I gasped.

“Of course Tim…now don’t be so silly…I talk about everything with her. Come here…come on.”

I walked over to her with nothing covering me but her small white knickers. I was embarrassed when she first suggested it but I now liked the feel of her underwear around my genitals. It turned me on and my cock was solid, ready to burst. She sat on the bed and I stood in front of her, pleading with my eyes for her to touch me, but she just bent her head forward and blew softly on my raging erection. My prick pulsed and she giggled again.

“ I can make you come so easily Tim…not like you with me…let me look…your Willy looks so nice in my knickers…so safe and feminine. Now come on…Let’s see you wet my knickers…come on Timmy.”

She blew on my cock again then almost without touching me pushed her hand against my solid flesh. I gulped, exhaled and felt my penis pump thick white fluid into the fine white material.

“See Tim…now you’re happy…you can sleep in those…I’m going to wash… get me another pair of pants …good boy.”

I walked to a small chest of drawers with my sperm still trapped by my knickers and I selected a blue pair trimmed with fine white lace for her. I loved the feel of her underwear it brought me close to her and when she came back she stood by the bed and I kneeled and pulled the panties around her ankles then pulled them up tight around her crotch. I kissed the front of her mound softly and gently and she pulled my short hair.

“Good boy Tim respect is vital to our marriage…it is so important that you respect me and my wishes.”

I continued to kiss her mound until she became bored; she pulled me away and I slid into bed beside her.

I cuddled her and I held her in my arms. 

“I love you Tracy,” I whispered.

“Good Tim,” she mumbled and touched my wet panties around my crotch.  

“Sticky, dirty boy…now sleep on your own side and lie on your back so your wet doesn’t stain the bed…night… night.”

I tried to sleep but was frustrated and uncomfortable. I had been with other women, not many, but never been treated like this. I felt so helpless and powerless with Tracy and her family. I wanted to jump on her, and have her, but knew that was not respectful; it was so confusing!      

That was yesterday. Tracy had awoken and was up before me and now on my honeymoon we were wandering around the busy quay looking at huge boats that I could never afford. The irony of looking at beautiful things that I could never have was not lost on me as I stared at my pretty wife.

We all stopped beside the most spectacular craft there. It was enormous, gleaming, white and black with strips of silver that shimmered and sparkled in the afternoon sun.

“You would have to be a billionaire to own a boat like this,” muttered Cheryl.

Her sister nodded and Tracy stood back and admired it. 

“It’s so beautiful,” she marvelled.

“Then you should see it,” a voice from behind said. 

We I turned around to see a broad black man dressed in a white gown. He was clean-shaven and his hair was close cut. His eyes were dark but his face was creased in a huge effervescent smile.

“Who are you?” said Lynn sharply “We aren’t into any scams.”

“No madam no,” the man smiled “My master the King owns the boat…he has admired you and your family and has asked me if you would like to join him for dinner. It is his way of meeting people…There is no offence meant.”

Lynn looked at the man suspiciously.

“No funny business…we are just on holiday.”

The man laughed.

“Madam of course…what do you take us for? Please you will be treated like the ladies you are. You will be treated to a sumptuous dinner and the King will have wonderful attractive intelligent company.”

This explanation seemed to placate her and she relaxed.

“Of course,” Lynn smiled “Of course… dinner? We will all be delighted to come.”

“7pm madam…if that suits? The King expects you all to dress smartly.”

“Will you be joining us?” Cheryl asked, looking closely at the dark man.

“No… no madam, I am but a servant, my name is George…we will expect you at 7pm.”

With that the man walked up the silver gangplank and into the sanctity of the huge craft, his white gown flowing effectively behind him. 

The effect on the women was startling. They were instantly animated, excited, they loved to dress and show off and at 6.30pm I was waiting in the lobby of the hotel with Larry having a drink, anxious about us being late.

“This is how it is son,” he muttered sipping his cocktail “I did warn you…have you…you know…done the deed? With…Tracy?”

“Larry,” I snapped “A gentleman doesn’t talk about such things.”

He went to say something but the women swept in and he closed his mouth.

“Come on boys,” Lynn barked “We’ll be late.”

They looked fantastic, all had perfect figures and these were accentuated with tight short dresses and dark stockings. Tracy looked stunning in a white dress with a silver chain and I went to hold her hand as she sat beside me in the car.

“Don’t crease the dress Tim…and do your tie again…goodness what will the King think of you?”

We were suddenly at the quay and the security guard opened the gate and we all trooped quietly along the gangway until we were on board. A door was opened and we entered what can only be described as opulent luxury. There were gold fittings everywhere and black waiters holding drinks, champagne and a myriad of people talking and mingling. The men were a mixture, all shapes colours and sizes, but the women were all similar in respect of, they were all stunningly attractive and white!

A large plump black man came to greet us; he was obviously the King. He wore a white suit, a gold gown and a small gold crown on his bald dome; he shook all our hands enthusiastically.

“Welcome,” he gushed, “Thank you so much for accepting my invitation…have a drink and enjoy yourself… please.”

I tried to mingle but found myself drifting to the side of the room while Tracy and her mother and sister seemed to be the centre of attention among the select men. Larry stood near me and we felt sidelined and I was determined that Tracy would be getting a taste of my wrath when we returned to the hotel. But the hospitality was sublime and I tried to put the whole event down to experience.

Dinner was finally served. We all sat on the table with the King and other guests were on the table on the far side of the dining room. On either side of the king sat two beautiful women, one blonde and one brunette. They sat quietly and attended his every need or whim.

I could see Cheryl and Lynn did not like the way the women fawned on the man, it was too contrary to their beliefs and after much more champagne and wine their frustration began to boil over a little.

“King…”Cheryl mumbled slightly slurring her words, “Don’t you get bored with these women fawning on you like this? Don’t you ever want a challenge?”

The women beside him seemed shocked that a stranger would talk to the King in such a manner but he only smiled and waved his hand for silence.

“Sometimes,” he smiled “But in my world women are…for…entertainment”

He laughed

“They are there to be taken…for pleasure…it is their destiny.”

I could see both women colouring in temper and Lynn was literally seething. 

“Not in our world king,” she snapped. 

“Women in the west have their freedom…we work…we don’t need to be slaves to men any more!”

“Indeed,” smiled the King  “I can see that your men are well…shall we say… restrained.”

I went to speak but Cheryl interjected. 

“I’m a lawyer… King,” she said, “A successful one…no-one can tell me what to do or control me!”

“Your husband?”

Cheryl laughed out loud. 

“No King…not him…especially not him or Larry or Tim there…let’s just say that in our little family the men…are well…trained.”

The King laughed out loud with her as if understanding her meaning exactly and looked directly at me. 

“So the women wear the pants and the men…wear the panties,” he guffawed.

Larry and I went bright red and this only made the King laugh more.

“Oh I would like all of you in my…employ,” he smiled at Cheryl. “You would make good sport at night.”

“That would never be King…not for any amount of money,” snapped Lynn “We would never serve any man.”

“That is unnatural,” replied the king. 

“A woman needs a master…a King…to take her and have her…what you women have is created by… just circumstances. Change the circumstances than you would submit!”

“Never,” said all of the women, with good humour but firmly.

I watched enraptured as the King took them to task. He couldn’t win, I knew, but he argued and debated until finally he stopped and smiled.

“I will have a bet with you,” he said.

The women looked enraptured. 

“If… I can prove that each of you will submit willingly to a man…then you will stay on my boat with me for a year and join my small harem of women.”

“That’s ridiculous…stupid!” Lynn said. 

“What’s in it for us…money… forget it…you’ll never win?”

“A fortnight’s trip on my boat…at your disposal.”

“But you can’t win King!”…Cheryl mumbled.

The King held out his black manicured hand. 

“Is it a bet?” he said.

Cheryl grabbed his hand, the alcohol dulling her senses.

“Sure ‘Kingy’ sure it’s a bet.”

She looked at the other women.

“Come on Lynn and Tracy shake the King’s hand and we can all go… cruising.”

They did so and I watched the king’s eyes searching my young wife. She looked so sexy and I knew what he was thinking. But he had made a stupid bet…nothing could change these women from their beliefs… nothing!

The King waited for the women to be seated and then slapped the table in fun and mock horror.

“What a stupid bet I’ve made…you girls have got me drunk…just because you are good looking. How could I win and prove it? For my stupidity I will give you my boat for a fortnight…I am returning east tomorrow…you can have your cruise if you want it?”

The three of them literally shrieked in excitement. 

“Do we? Do you mean it? Yes…yes...yes!” 

I wanted to say something but as normal kept quiet.

“You can stay from tonight if you would like?” 

He snapped his fingers and George came running to him. 

“Prepare rooms for our guests…now.” 

The King looked at Cheryl. 

“ Yes?”

She nodded. 

“Good then that’s settled…bring their luggage from the hotel.”

We stayed and chatted animatedly for another hour then thanked the King and took our leave to the cabins. 

Tracy’s mother and Auntie congregated in our cabin and opened more champagne. Larry came in and Lynn called him over to her.

“Unclip me sweetie…bring me my wrap… hold on I need to get out of these clothes.”

He did as he was told and she went into the bathroom and came out in her robe and handed him her bunch of clothes.

“My pants are wet…just as you like them Larry…why don’t you put them on…remember what the King said, ‘we wear the pants and you wear the panties!’”

Larry looked as if he had been caught in the headlights and he ran back to his cabin whilst the women howled with laughter.

They eventually left and Tracy was too drunk for any sexual games and I awoke to find that the harbour had disappeared and outside was empty except for the vastness of the ocean and the open sky.  

The King had left and to our surprise there were very few people on the vessel. Once you had gone around it a few times it was actually not as big as it had first appeared and we all quickly made it home. George was our personal servant catering for our every whim and I winced with embarrassment a few times when Cheryl and Lynn were short or cutting with him. They were very demanding wanting everything almost in an instant. He seemed to take it all in his stride however and I had to admit that I had a certain respect for the way he handled himself. 

It appeared that the King was in charge of a small African state. They were oil rich but it appeared that the wealth did not find its way to his subjects. I looked around the yacht and it made me feel uncomfortable for a time but I was not there to solve the worlds’ troubles.

The cook on the boat was a tall lithe black woman with cropped hair and piercing black eyes, George seemed to have an understanding with her and I wondered if they were an item?

Sexually things with Tracy did not improve, she would spend the days wandering around the boat in a skimpy bikini as did her mum and auntie. Cheryl, was not like her mum, the women were more like sisters, three sisters parading their wares but no one seemed to get any pleasure from them… apart from looking.

Early one evening I was a bit the worse for drink and sat next to Larry. 

“Enjoying your-self?” He muttered.

“Not really,” I replied.

“Bloody Lynn,” she’s getting worse.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“She making me…wear her knickers all day,” he muttered drunkenly.

He undid the zip to his shorts and I could see a pair of pink silk pants.

“Oh,” I muttered embarrassed.

“Don’t pretend that little shit Tracy hasn’t got you wearing hers’…they feel good… then you get hooked…I warned you.”

“I only wear them at night,” I said quietly “Just to increase the tension for later…it seems harmless.”

“Seems so,” he snarled “But…I never fucked her for 2 years after we got married…and when I did I was hooked on…you know serving her…you know licking her thing, wearing her clothes…it was better than fucking her. Now I’m like…a slave to her.”

He was sad but watched his wife surprisingly fondly.

“But look at her she’s so attractive…but she treats me so… badly.”

“Tracy’s not like that,” I countered.

“Have you fucked her yet?”

I shook my head.

“You spend your time between her legs boy and one day…one day it won’t be your seed you’ll be licking out of her…trust me.”

“Tracy’s not like that…” I stuttered but he smiled at me weakly and walked over to Lynn who was calling him.

I wanted to talk to Tracy and went over to her. George was serving her a cocktail.

“I need to speak to you Tracy…now!” I said.

She ignored me and sipped her drink. She opened her thighs and patted her bed and I sat down without thinking. She was wearing a small thong black bikini and she watched me looking at her mound.

“I’m all wet and sweaty Tim…something nice for you later to taste.”

I was sure George could overhear us but it did not stop her conversation. 

“I’m really happy here Tim I think I may wear that honeymoon outfit. You bought…for our special occasion.”

“Tonight?” I gasped.

“No Tim…but soon…if you can make me come…I’ve never come Tim…you need to do it for me.”

“Will that be all miss?” George smiled.

“I’m talking George…can’t you see?”

She was so rude to him but he nodded patiently and waited and she looked at me.

“Don’t bother me now Tim…run along.”

“But I want to talk to you.”

She gave me a withering stare.

“Fuck off Timmy…I’m relaxing.”

I rose up and walked away and she turned her attention back to the servant.

“Yes George,” she smiled “I’ll call if I need you.”

That was the end of my conversation with her and I waited in our cabin as instructed. When she returned she stood in the centre of the room.

“Take my stuff off me Timmy please…sorry I was short with you darling but you just can’t harass me like that. You do understand?”

“Yes Tracy,” I mumbled.

“Good boy...now undress me darling…please.”

I removed her swimwear and she lay on the bed naked. I knelt down and feasted on the smelly wetness between her thighs letting my tongue explore and pleasure her. Again I could not make her climax and again she was not at all pleased with me. 

“Tim, I think that my mother and Lynn are right…you’re not ready to be my husband when you cannot perfect this little thing!”

“I’m sorry,” I said “I’m trying but I just can’t feel it.”

She made me place my head between her thighs and her little finger pointed to her internal little bump.

“This is a clitoris stupid…you need to lick it and tease it…it’s not that difficult!”

“I’m sorry Tracy.” I said pathetically.

“Put it here… on it…sense it.”

I did as she said and felt the small lump on my tongue.

“You silly boy.”

“I’m sorry Tracy.”

She inhaled in acceptance and shut her thighs to me. 

“All-right Tim now slip my knickers on and I’ll rub little Joey for you.”

I put on the thin pair of blue pants and kneeled in front of her on the bed. She smiled and teased me then gently touched my penis and in seconds she had made me come inside them. I really felt ridiculous and I remembered what Larry had told me but did not say anything to her. She turned her back on me and as I tried to sleep but could not, I felt completely inadequate, lost and helpless.

The explosion happened suddenly, it was early morning and smoke was coming from the steering room. George came into the cabin and spoke to us urgently.

”Pack everything…there’s been a terrorist bomb on board…only small but it’s knocked out our communications…there’s been a coup and there’s a boat on the way to destroy us…quickly!”

I packed as many clothes as I could, mainly Tracy’s, and within an hour we were all on deck with our bags and George was preparing a small dinghy that presumably would take us ashore. 

I looked and there was a small island in the distance, it was obviously our destination. 

“Where is this?” I asked.

“I don’t know sir,” he said. 

“We know the co-ordinates and after we get back to base we will send a helicopter for you…quickly we don’t know how long we’ve got!”

Soon we were all on to the island and George and the woman from the kitchen set us up three tents on the far side of the beach. They seemed comfortable and we tried to stay calm but the shock of what was happening was beginning to panic us. 

“Don’t worry,” George said, “There’s plenty of food…a small desalination kit and I’m sure we’ll get the boat back to port but if the rebels find you on board you will be killed…do you understand? We can’t take that risk.”

With that he pushed the boat back out and rowed with the woman towards the yacht. We sat and watched all too dumfounded to speak. We were grateful to have been taken out of danger but shocked at our sudden loss of certainty and security.

It was beginning to get dark and we saw the small dinghy, reach the yacht that then sailed into the gloom. Out of our sight we suddenly heard the sound of gunfire. It seemed to drift on the wind and then to our horror we saw a massive explosion and the sea seemed to burst into a mass of red fire.

“Oh my god,” said Cheryl “The terrorists have blown up the boat! We’re marooned!” 

We trembled and huddled around for comfort and I lit the small paraffin stove and suddenly we had some light and heat.  We boiled some water made some tea and Cheryl began to gather her composure and we began to feel a little better.

“We’ll be rescued tomorrow…come on let’s go to bed…thankfully we’ve got somewhere good to sleep…some food…we’ll be fine.”

I heard Tracy scream and looked around to find two shadows emerge from the sea. It was George and Emma, the cook. Lynn gave them a towel and they rubbed themselves fiercely to wash the wet and salt off them. 

I gave them some tea and they explained that the terrorists had killed everybody and they threw themselves over the side and swam for it. The boat was blown up, no traces, no one knew where we were…we were by ourselves! 

Cheryl took charge confidently; she was the lawyer after all!  

“I’m sorry George but you are just a servant, we only have three tents and not enough food…I don’t mean to be harsh but…you have to forage for yourself…you natives can survive here…I’m sure you can.”

He, looked at her coldly then at all of us and reluctantly, we all bent our heads as if agreeing by our silence with Cheryl. Tracy quipped in quietly.

“You’ll be fine George…it is warm tonight.”

He rose up and threw off his clothes, apart from his shorts…I suddenly saw that he had an amazing body, strong and rippling with muscle. 

“Ok if that’s how you wasn’t to play it we’ll find our spot and you stay here…don’t ask me for anything and I won’t ask you.”

Before we had a chance to speak they were gone and we huddled into our sleeping bags in the tent and tried to sleep. Tracey and I moved as close as we could to each other; we were both traumatised by the unfolding nightmare! I was so pleased she was with me.

In the morning however, with the warm bright light it was more like an adventure, warm sand, plenty of food and Cheryl organising us all. We wrote a message of help on the sand only to find that the sea eroded it as it washed in. We lit a fire but there was no sign of any ship and by the end of the day we were all a little jaded. 

A week passed, there was no contact with George or Emma and the routine of the day was reducing our stock of food. Cheryl organised fishing trips and exploration, but it was hard to get around the island and we all gave up and ate more of the limited provisions that was left.

After 10 days a storm hit the island and blew our small camp to pieces. The desalination unit was hardly producing anything and the food was mostly destroyed by contamination with the sand. We were suddenly becoming desperate!  

Early one evening I saw Lynn begin to run along the beach to figure in the distance. It was George and she began speaking earnestly to him. She was with him for nearly 10 minutes and seemed very agitated and she returned back to us.

“He’s found water,” she hissed “I’m going to go with him to try and get us some…no Cheryl not you…he remembered what you said that night…I’ll go.”

I noticed her go into her tent and emerge with her hair brushed and a smart white bikini on. “I’ll explain later,” she said “I might need some… charm!”

We watched her walk to him and then they disappeared into the dense bush. The women seemed worried but after a few hours she re-appeared carrying a plastic can of fresh water. She looked different, her hair had been washed and she had a spark of life that she did not have when she left.

We all drank and then listened to her tale.

“He’s got a palace, food fresh water…even a shower…God knows how he did it?  I’ve got the water now but… don’t ask me to go back!”

What do you mean? Tracy asked.

She breathed in softly.

“He want’s to be King of this island…if I go back then…you know…I have to be his… wife…concubine!”

We all sat stunned.

“What!” Tracy screamed.

“Look I don’t want to talk about it…I’m going to bed…Larry come with me…now!”

He quickly followed her in and I heard voices being raised. Everyone had a sleepless night and in the morning I took Larry to one side.

“What happened?” I asked him.

He bent his head. 

“The bastard told her if she wanted water and a shower he wanted to touch her…you know…she agreed and after she washed… he did… touch her… as if… he owned her.”

I breathed in horror and shock!

“Did they have sex?”

“No,” he muttered, “But she enjoyed it…I know she did and if we want more water then if she goes back…she’ll belong to him.”

“God,” I gasped.

“And,” he said “I have to take her to him…and I have to…shave her…he likes his women bald down there.”

My mind swam in panic.

“Well we’ll manage,” I said bravely “She won’t go back.”

He looked at me dryly and by the following afternoon he had taken the last drop of water we had left and a razor and they entered their tent. When they emerged an hour later, she was dressed in a pink cotton dress and they walked off without a word; Larry carried her clothes up the beach until they were met by George in the distance and soon disappeared from our view.

I looked at Tracy and was thankful that Lynn’s sacrifice would make us all safer. I would not want my wife subjected to such abuse or humiliation.

Larry came back soon after with some water for us and I tried to speak to him but he told me he could not talk about it. His outfit was strange almost like a dress but he ran back up the beach before I could speak to him and I only saw him every other day when he bought us more water and some food.

It was quiet in our camp, Tracy was even more distant with me than normal and Cheryl not her normal boisterous self. I tried to comfort my wife but she was not interested in me…she was more interested what was happening to her poor Auntie Lynn.

“I bet George is fucking her,” she mumbled one night and I swear I could see her becoming flushed and agitated.     

“I’ll protect you,” I said “Don’t worry.”

She held my hand.

“Of course you will Tim,” she whispered “Thank you.”

My chance however came sooner than I thought. Larry and George appeared in our camp the following day about noon. George looked healthy and strong and Larry looked strange with nothing on but a pair of Lynn’s pink pants.

George looked at my wife. 

“I’ve come for her…I need some new blood…it is my right as King,” he smiled.

“Never,” Cheryl screamed.

She launched herself at him and his hand slapped her hard across the face. She dropped to the sand in an instant, stunned.

“I’m King on this island…there’s no rescue so I’m taking orders from no-one especially you Cheryl…so sit down and shut up…it’s Tracy and Tim I want now.”

I went forward to confront him and he raised his hand to strike me.

I flinched and his finger touched me gently on my head I fell onto the floor in fear and panic. I heard my wife cry out in terror.

“No George…don’t hit him…not poor Tim… George…I’ll come…I’ve been… expecting it!”

He looked at my wife.

“Come here.”

Tracy went to him, stood by him and looked up at him nervously. She had on a wrap and he undid it to reveal a small red bikini bottoms with no top and she bought her hands up to try and cover her beautifully shaped breasts.

“Don’t do that girl...I want to see.”

She let her arms fall to her sides and he placed the breasts in each palm and squeezed her small nipples firmly. I saw her gasp to his touch.

“Don’t,” I cried.

His dark, murderous eyes stared at me and I fell silent

“Turn around.”

Tracy span and he placed his hand on her bottom and patted it gently

“Good girl,” he smiled and looked at me. 

“Now Tim I’ll be back at dusk bring all her clothes…I like her to dress up and…you know…shave her down below…no hair at all.”

“I won’t.”

He grabbed Tracy by her blonde hair and she winced.

“Ok,” I said terrified.

“Say…Yes… Tim.”

“Yes…yes…ok.”

“Yes… sir…. Tim,” he said, “I am in charge.”

“Yes sssir…I stuttered

He went to walk away and I heard Cheryl cry out to him. 

“What about me?” she wailed.

He walked over to her and grabbed her auburn hair. 

“We’ll see bitch…but you’re gonna have to change you’re attitude…look at you…you look a mess…tidy yourself up have some self respect…Tim get working…now!”

He turned and quickly disappeared and I followed Tracy into our tent and she stripped naked. She lay on the sleeping bag sadly and opened her thighs wide. 

“Shave me then Tim… as he said,” she commanded.

“But Tracy…but.”

She looked at me darkly and pointed to her bushy mound.

“This is the only think that’s stopping George from killing you…get on with it, we have no choice.”

I got a bowl of water and bent my head down between her thighs and sensed her wetness but put it down to nervousness. I covered her in soapy suds and let the razor gently begin to remove the thick pubic hair. She lay back as I worked on her and she murmured.

“You’re shaving me for another man Tim…how do you feel?”

“Terrible Tracy.”

I did, to my shame however I was erect but kept my secret hidden from her.

“I know… but do a good job Tim I don’t want to upset George…I want my pussy clean for him.” 

I shaved and washed her then shaved her again until finally she was completely bald. I could see the pink of her sex lips, the gentle folds of flesh that some other man was now going to invade. My cock was solid for the first time since we had been on this island and she suddenly saw it.

“Turns you on Tim? Have a good look as I don’t think George will let you play with me any more…he’s such a bastard…I’m not going to enjoy any of it! Pass me that hand mirror.”

I gave her the small round reflector and she placed it between her thighs and admired herself.

“It looks nice Tim…I like it… do you?”

I nodded blankly.

“He’s going to fuck me Tim…I’m sorry but he’s going to fuck your wife take my virginity…I promise I won’t like it Tim.”

She was breathless and opened her thighs to soothe the afterglow of the shaving, I wanted to say something comforting but I was speechless and I just packed all her clothes. She changed into a short pale blue dress and pulled a navy G-string around her mound.

“How do I look Tim?”

“Beautiful,” I whispered.

“Kiss me goodbye Tim.”

I went to kiss her mouth but she pushed me to the floor and raised her dress.

“Kiss it and thank it for saving you.”

My mouth puckered against her material and I kissed her softly.

“Thank you Tracy, thank you.”

“I think I’m ready,” she mumbled.

George was waiting with Larry and Lynn and as we strode out of the tent and he spoke to Cheryl. They all remained in the camp and Lynn looked at me strangely as we followed him up the beach. Tracy walked beside him and I followed carrying the cases and watched my wife’s perfect ass flow under the fine linen dress. We turned into the jungle and walked for about an hour until eventually we arrived at his home. It was a wooden house set against some rocky face; when I went in I was surprised to find it partially furnished and split into 2 bedrooms with a small kitchen at the back. Emma was cooking and she smiled at us when she saw us. 

I followed George into the main bedroom and looked nervously at the comfortable large bed.

“Put the cases on the floor Tim and unpack…put her clothes on the wooden rail there.”

I looked at him.

“Say, yes sir, Tim or I will spank you.”

He smiled and raised his hand.

“Yyes sir,” I whispered.

George stroked Tracy’s blonde hair. 

“You’re a bit grubby girl…go and have a shower and Tim will bring you in something to wear.”

She looked at him anxiously.

“Yes George.”

He smiled and she removed her dress in front of him without qualms and left it on the bed for me to tidy up. She was just in her thin pants and George pointed her to the shower that was at the back of the house; re-directed mountain water.  I heard her squeal in delight as it cleansed her and I went in to her and passed her some soaps and shampoo which she lathered all over herself.

George spoke to me. 

“You have bought her an outfit for that… special night Tim…let me see it.”

I showed him a silken gown in black lace and matching black pants.

“That’s lovely Tim… tell Tracy to wear it please...I presume she’s still a virgin?”

I nodded.

“Speak…don’t nod.”

“Yes sir.”

“Well you can watch Tim…share in your wife’s de-flowering...would you like that?”

I shook my head pathetically and he laughed.

“You will Tim you will love it soon.” 

I was shaking with humiliation and anger as I entered the small shower area. Tracy’s body glistened from the water and she passed me the towel.

“Dry me darling.”

I wiped her with the towel and gently rubbed her private areas dry until she was perfect. I took the lingerie I passed to her quietly and she smiled. 

“You dress me Tim.”

“No Tracy.”

“I’m making a sacrifice for you darling now make me look nice.”

I pulled the panties up around her bald pussy and helped her draw the short negligee over her head. She shook her blonde hair and she looked sensational; she applied a little make-up and then passed me a small vial of perfume.

“Spray me.”

I spread the scent over her and she raised her hem of her gown.

“And here Tim.”

I fell to my knees and hugged her waist.

“No Tracy we can find a way out of this.”

She pushed me away.

“It’s too late for that Tim…You need to be strong…now spray my pussy darling.”

I pressed the button and her silken covered mound was fragrant for the man in the other room.

I left not wishing to intrude on her further and she soon emerged looking like some innocent sex goddess. She sat at the small table, ate some food and drank some wine that was laid out with George as I stood and watched. She tried to cover herself but the short gown was sheer and her small breasts were clearly visible.

“You look good girl,” he smiled.

She ignored him but coloured up red. He sniffed.

“And smell good too.”

She bit her lip and he laughed and left to shower. She was trembling and spoke to me angrily.

“This is your fault Tim…your fault!”

I blinked in astonishment and was about to speak when George re-appeared with just a pair of black shorts on and we again saw his body that was firm and powerful. I saw Tracy gulp in concern.

“It is time to begin your service Tracy,” he smiled.

“Do you get a kick out of this?” she snapped.

“Taking and frightening a young girl against her will?”

“I was thrilled that she was standing up to him…he was a bully!”

He smiled at her. 

“Yes Tracy I do…I’m going to get a kick out of fucking you.”

She went bright red. 

“I’m not going to enjoy this George,” she muttered. 

He walked over to her and stroked her blonde hair. I could only watch helplessly as his fingers moved over her face and onto her lips. He slipped a finger into her small mouth and to my amazement she sucked it quietly.

“Sure you are girl.”

I wanted her to fight him as I should have done but meekly she allowed her-self to be lifted into his arms and carried over to the bed where he gently lowered her. He lifted her gown until her see-through pants were exposed and he admired her.

“Silence now Tracy,” he said, “You’ve been listening to your bitch of a mother too long.”

He bought his digit finger to her lips again. 

“Suck it,” he ordered.

She took it to her lips gingerly and sucked it again. 

“This little finger is going to give you more fun than your mother ever has,” he smiled.

He withdrew it from her mouth then raised the material from her gown to her shoulders and began to tease her nipples. They were only small but they began to stand to attention immediately. His finger then moved between her thighs and he slowly peeled the fine knickers to her knees to reveal her vagina in all its’ naked glory. 

“Tim…you did a good job…it’s very clean…you must have taken your time.”

I watched as his finger pushed against her flesh and to my surprise she began to moan softly.

“You see Tracy…you’re just a girl…girls like to be touched…”

He teased her harder and she opened her thighs a little wider. I could see her juices flowing and could hear her breath catching.

“Look Tim…touch her just here…at the top of her crack…see how she loves it…can you smell her boy?”

I could smell her…not perfume but a musty, sexual smell.

Her thighs gently drifter wider and I could see his finger probing her sex. It wandered freely over her vagina then touching her ass and bottom. His tongue licked one of her nipples and she groaned and his finger touched her sex again and pushed it more urgently. Her hips started to push against the small probing and her breath began to get even shorted.

“Push girl…think about all the fucking you’re going to get…harder…come on… push.”

She arched her back and uttered a deep groan and I saw her hips contract. She collapsed back on the bed and opened her eyes and looked at me weakly, I knew she’d just come!

George caught our gaze. 

“There’s no going back now Tim…this is how a honeymoon night should go…isn’t it Tracy?”

She raised her back from the bed and brought her mouth to his lips and kissed him. 

“Yes George…you made me come…” she said dreamily.

She took her hands and began to undo his shorts and within seconds she had removed them and thrown them onto the floor. His cock was half-erect but already huge and without being instructed she took it into her hands and squeezed it firmly. It began to swell until it reached the height of its power and she looked at it with awe.

“It’s so big George…so big.”

Her mouth fell onto its tip and she began to lick and suckle it as if she had been doing it all her life. George stroked her blonde hair and helped her move his flesh in and out of her mouth. She kissed his cock, then his balls until his breath began to get short. 

“Give it to me George…come over me…please…now!”

“Suck me girl…like you mean it…like a slut.”

Her mouth fell on his flesh licking and sucking him with all of her energy.

“Come over me George…please.”

He tensed then I heard Tracy gasp as his spunk hit her mouth and white liquid appeared on her lips. She swallowed what she could and then he released his shrinking penis from her and she licked the drops of juice as they fell. 

The black man breathed out in pleasure.

“Take your knickers off Tracy…wipe it dry on me…then give them to Tim…he did buy them for you…he should share your pleasure.”

She slipped the soiled pants off her ankles and placed them over the tip of George’s cock. She wiped him and squeezed the last few drops onto the crotch of the fine underwear. She finished and threw them at me.

“Put them on Tim…George’s right…it’s our wedding night you should feel like I feel…come in them.”

Embarrassed I took my clothes off and they both smiled when they saw that my penis was hard.

“It is small Tim” she smiled “Put the pants on…good boy.”

I was naked apart from these knickers and my cock hardened and revelled in the wetness it found there.

George’s hands pushed against my wife’s thighs and she lay back prostrate on the bed, totally submissive to him.

Her vagina was saturated and George smiled at me as he teased it.

“Honeymoon night George…time Tracy was a woman…haven’t had a virgin for a long time…smell her George…wonderful!

I sniffed and smelled the raw sex and saw her lying weakly on the bed with her thighs apart and her eyes full of helpless lust. I gulped bought my hand to my hardness and felt my penis pump my sperm into the knickers where it mixed with George’s.

She saw me and smiled. 

“Enjoy your honeymoon night Tim,” she whispered.

George was hard again and I watched him raise himself above Tracy and position his cock at the entrance to her bald vagina. The black spear against her white flesh was stark and slowly he began to push his hips against her.

She groaned as he entered her, so slowly, each inch taking seemingly an age until finally there was nothing to see but his big black balls.

Tracy groaned again.

“God George…I’m bursting.”

He raised himself and then lowered himself and suddenly she was moving in tandem with him. “Fuck me George… Fuck me…Oh my god George…this is unbelievable!”

His motions became harder and she screamed as he plunged into her.

“You little slut.”

“Fuck me George…fuck me.”

She pushed to meet his every thrust and groaned loudly like a common whore.

“George’s pace quickened.”

“Are you ready slut?”

“Yes…yes…give me.”

He tensed and his sperm released deep into her belly and she wrapped her legs around his back and held him against her. 

“Oh George push your babies into me…I’ll do anything for you…just fuck me…like that…oh George.”

The scene of her white body bent under his black skin was indescribable. He was now her master; of that there was no denying. My penis was hard again and it pushed against the confine of the fine wet underwear I was wearing.

George looked at me. 

“Go and get us some water Tim…and a wet towel…Emma has one in the kitchen… go on.”

I hurried next door and Emma handed me a tall wooden goblet of water and a damp towel. I looked at her, she was naked except for a thin pair of white knickers and her body was lithe and taut with small shapely breasts.

“You are my new pupil,” she smiled as she saw my hardness. 

“You like George fucking your wife…good…then you’ll enjoy our time together...nice panties by the way.”

I looked at her stunned and was about to speak when I heard Tracy’s voice. 

“Tim…Tim”

I rushed in and she was resting on the bed. 

“Hurry up Tim…the King needs a drink and I need a rub down…quickly.”

George rose from the bed and sat on the only chair and quaffed the water. Tracy lay naked on the bed apart from the negligee’ around her arms and she stretched out like a cat.

“Rub me down Tim…I’m sweating.”

She rolled on her front and I gingerly let the towel cool her flesh. She then moved onto her back and I wiped her arms, breasts, belly, legs until there was only her thighs and sex to wipe.

I wiped her legs and saw white sperm weeping from her thin vaginal lips.

“Lick it off me Tim…lick George’s seed off me…there’s a good boy.”

“No Tracy please.”

She opened her thighs wide and her pink lips and the sticky white fluid seemed so inviting.

“Lick me Timmy…you know you want to.”

I bent my head and could smell the essence of their fucking. My tongue sank into her flesh and sucked at the white liquid staining her. My penis was pulsing; it was degrading but exciting at the same time.

“Deeper Tim…Don’t leave any…get me nice and clean for later…good boy…yes that’s it!”

My tongue entered her and sucked her and licked her until she was clean. I serviced her for a further 30 minutes relishing every taste of her then went to get her another drink. Emma stopped me and pressed her hand against my hard penis.

“Release it Tim…tell me what you liked when George fucked your wife.”

My mind flashed with George’s cock slowly entering Tracy’s virgin sex and I spurted semen into my pants.

“That’s good Tim…good to let it go…now go and serve your King and his new wife.”

I was in a daze as I went back in not seeming to understand anything anymore. I had Tracy’s underwear, wet with my sperm and this tall strange woman was handling me as if she owned me and I was now serving my wife and her lover!

The sight that greeted me did not help my confusion Tracy was on top of George thrusting her hips against him. She had removed the negligee’ I had bought for our wedding night and it lay crumpled on the floor. She was grunting and moaning as she rode his cock with his hands around her ass cheeks.

“Oh fuck…fuck…Oh I’m coming again…Oh.”

She bent her head and collapsed on top of him and he pushed her off him and bent her over on the bed. He entered her from behind and began to fuck her like a dog; he slapped her bottom, called her a whore, and she just groaned and smiled until he jerked and filled her womb again.

They lay collapsed on the bed and George looked at me.

“Time for some sleep Tim…go to Emma…she’s your mistress now and she will instruct you…don’t misbehave boy…learn…say goodnight to Tim, Tracy.”

Her soft blue eyes focussed tiredly on me. 

“Night, night Tim…it’s been a wonderful honeymoon night…I hope you enjoyed it…I said I wouldn’t enjoy it…but I did George…I’m so sorry Timmy but I loved it! I’m his wife now George...his slut… I’m so full of George’s babies Tim...pick up my negligee’…put it on…it smells of me…and George.”

I looked at her sadly but did as she said and placed the fine gown over my head and it stank of their fucking.

“Go to Emma, Tim…now…do as she tells you,” George instructed.

I went out of the room with my head bent and Emma was waiting for me. A bed was waiting in the far side of the room and she called me to her.

“You look nice Tim, you like the feeling of nice underwear…don’t you? I’m going to help you understand your feminine side a bit more…then you can be more useful…you want to be useful…don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Good… I am in charge of you now…say it, Tim…Emma is in charge of me.”

I looked at this tall black woman that I didn’t know but I felt like she should be telling me what to do…I felt so helpless.”

“You are in charge of me Emma…tell me what to do,” I muttered.

She stood upright and tall and made me kneel before her. She peeled off her pants and showed me her vagina that had a faint trace of black pubic hair around it. 

“You are to worship this…I like lots of tongue…lots!”

I was used to this with Tracy and I began to lick her. I suddenly felt her grab my hair. 

“Not like that stupid.” 

She made me examine her and made me feel the slight mound in her flesh.

“That’s a clitoris stupid…lick that…hard and soft and hard again…come on we’ll lie on the bed…my you’ve got a lot to learn Tim.

She lay back with her legs apart and I did exactly as she told me. To my surprise, under her instruction she had one orgasm after another and after many hours she was finally satisfied and I actually felt a tinge of accomplishment. 

“Well done Tim,” she whispered “You were better than Larry…I’ll see you in the morning… go to sleep.”

I was tired and even though it felt strange I lay beside her and began to drift off to sleep. I could hear noise from the room next door, a young girl’s cries, then thumps and groans and I knew my wife was receiving more attention from George. To my horror my penis went rock hard again and it could not disguise how much it excited me that she was suffering such coarse and vulgar treatment. It was all so bizarre and with my cock pushing against the confines of Tracy’s stained knickers I finally descended into sleep.

I rough hand woke me. I looked up and it was Emma; she was dressed in a bright orange wrap and appeared to be somewhat animated. 

“Up…up Tim…go and shower and put on a pair of Tracy’s pants…then come to me.”

I gingerly stepped into George’s room and they were both asleep, Tracy’s white-arm wrapped around his torso. I opened her case and took out a pair of white cotton pants, removed my stained ones and put the clean garment around me. I was still hard and erect and tried to clear my mind before returning to Emma.

“Cut up this fruit Tim…squeeze this juice…good…a flower on the tray…bread…good… now go and serve it to the King and his concubine.”

As I turned around I felt her slap me hard on my bottom. 

“And lose the stiffy Tim, show some manners.”

I walked into the room again and they were sitting up in bed. Tracy had a sheet draped over her and George had nothing and I could see his penis and large black balls swinging happily as he made room to receive the tray.

“Sleep well Tim?” he smiled “Tracy didn’t…did you?” he laughed. 

“She’s not a virgin any more Tim…but you knew that…How were you with Emma?”

“Fine…”

“Sir…Tim…remember…respect.”

“Fine…sssir.” I stuttered.

Tracy woke, smiled at me and sipped her orange juice. 

“Nice panties Tim,” she giggled as she noticed my small erection.

She held George’s penis in her fingers and drew her mouth to it and her blue eyes stared at me.

“You like me being his slut George?”

She began to suckle him with her mouth and tongue until he quickly came and as his white essence cascaded over and inside her mouth I realised I was solid in my pants. I was mortified but Tracy just laughed. 

“We both like it!”

George stuffed some food in his mouth, drank some juice then rose out of bed and stretched. His body was muscled and taut, not like my thin weak frame.

“Look after the house Tim…do what Tracy and Emma tell you…ok? I’m going fishing.”

“Yyyes sssir,” I garbled pathetically.

He put on some shorts and was gone and I was suddenly left alone with Tracy.

“Hi Timmy,” she smiled “Mmmm… I feel so wicked…I never dreamed that it could be so…dirty…I like dirty!”

She saw my penis begin to twitch again. 

“And you love it too Timmy…I’ve got a treat for you.”

She threw off the sheet and opened her thighs. 

“Smell me Tim…I smell so dirty…full of George’s little babies.”

I bent my head and placed it close to her vagina, she stank of sweat, sperm and sex. I saw white crusting on her pink flesh, hardened sperm, it covered her.

“Lick it off me Tim…eat it…George said it was fine…I could get you to clean me whenever I wanted.”

I feigned reluctance but I bent my head and began to lap at the white crust. It soon dissolved and I was then feasting on her juices, a mixed elixir of male and female liquid. I found her clitoris and felt her squirm under me for the first time.

“Oh Tim…good… harder…good…oh very good…Tim…you’re making me come.”

Her body shuddered and then relaxed and she stroked my dark straight hair fondly.

“Emma has been teaching you well Tim…Mmmm that was wonderful…now put me a nice bikini out while I wash…something sexy for George.”

She ran to the small shower and closed the rail, the knob turned and the water from the stream flowed freely over her. She came back a few minutes later and I helped to dry her. 

“George wants to put his dick up my ass later…I’d like to try it…everything else has been so amazing.”

I looked blankly at her.

She bent over and showed me her clean bottom and opened her legs a little. 

“I want you to lick my asshole tonight Tim…really wet…soaking… then George can stick his big prick up there…he say’s I’ll love it…lick it for me Tim…now.”

I bent forward and put my lips to her anus. She tasted so clean and my tongue licked her puckered flesh urgently and made her wet.

“That’s it Timmy…that’s perfect.”

She stood up and I dried her and she put on her bikini and watched me for a minute.

“Your little Willie needs to come Timmy…look at how hard it is… but your Emma’s now…go and ask her to release you.”

She walked off to the beach where a ‘lounger’ and umbrella had been prepared for her by George.  I skulked back to Emma in the kitchen and although embarrassed spoke to her. 

“Tracy say’s that I should come… Emma?”

She looked at my erection.

“You want to come George? Ok but there’s no new underwear for you till tomorrow…we will all see what a little pervert you are. Ask me to make you come.”

“Please Emma…I would like to come.”

“Good girl Timmy…a girl likes to come.”

She placed her palm against my hardness and looked at me with her cold dark eyes.

“Think about George fucking your wife Tim…so long and hard and you watching helpless…her pussy is lost to you now George…she’s black meat now… George’s wife…”

I grunted and filled the fine pants with my sperm and Emma’s hand released me.  

“Say thank you Timmy.”

I looked at her.

“Thank you Emma.”

“It’s a pleasure Timmy us girls should stick together.

Why did the whole thing excite me so much? I felt sick and disgusted with myself but strangely relieved and I guzzled some orange juice hungrily. 

I spent the rest of the day washing underwear, cleaning and making the basic accommodation as presentable as possible. Early afternoon Tracy came back to the room for a lie down and George appeared soon after. She slowly removed her bikini trying to catch his eye but he was distracted and spoke sharply to me.

“Go down the beach and tell Lynn and Larry to make ready to bring their tents up here and everything else…we can all be one happy family… take that bitch Cheryl…this water.”

“Shall I tell her to come sir?” I mumbled.

“No,” he smiled “Tell her to make a written request to…me… the King of the island if she wishes to come here…I will consider it.”

Tracy moved over to him. 

“Don’t speak about my mother like that George…please.”

He turned to her and slapped her lightly on her naked bottom.

“I didn’t ask your opinion girl,” he snapped.

He grabbed her hand and lay her over his knee and then slapped her ass again.

“Don’t… it stings George,” she whimpered.

His finger began to play with her anus and her vagina and she moaned just before she howled as he hit her again. She kept quiet and as his hand began to tease her sex and ass and before he started to fuck her, I left.

I knew my way down to the beach camp; it was about a mile and the can of water weighed heavily by the time I arrived.

The small group rushed out to greet me and grabbed at the water eagerly. After they had drunk their fill I told Lynn and Larry the news about moving. To my surprise there was a faint trace of a smile of her face.

“We’ll be ready,” she said “Won’t we Larry?”

He nodded at her and as the sisters began to chat he took me onto one side.

“What happened?” he whispered.

“What do you think,” I hissed “His cock’s hardly been out of her.”

“Same with my wife,” he said quietly “But she loved it…she’s been terrible since we left.”

“Oh,” I stumbled not wishing to admit what a whore Tracy had been.

“How’s Emma?” he said innocently.

“She’s ok….” I mumbled unsure what to say.

He shrugged and I turned to leave when Cheryl stopped me.

“What about me Tim…what did George say about me… he’s not going to leave me here? What’s he doing to Tracy? No, I know what he’s doing to Tracy…he’s fucking her while you’re parading about in her soiled panties!”

I stared at her. 

“What can I do?” I mumbled “And he said that if you wish to come then you need to make a written request…he will consider it.”

I watched her eyes wheel in anger but she went into her tent and returned a few minutes later with a neatly pressed envelope.

“Give him this,” she smiled sweetly “Please.”

“When does he want us ready?” asked Lynn eagerly.

“I’ll tell you tomorrow,” I said, “Got to get back.”

I arrived as it was getting dark Tracy was wearing a towel after showering and Emma was preparing them some food.

“Put a nice outfit out for me Tim…then have a snack and a shower…remember I need you to do that service for me.”

I blinked, ate and cleansed my sweaty body then placed on the bed a pale green negligee’ and knickers. Tracy looked at them and smiled at me.

“That’s lovely Tim…very feminine…I’ll give you the knickers to wear when George’s finished.”

She dressed and brushed her short hair and I remembered the letter I’d been given from Cheryl and I handed it to him. He looked at it and smiled.

“Interesting Tim,” he said.

Tracy walked over to him and draped her arms around his neck. 

“Come and play George…please,” she pleaded.

His hands entered her pants and she tensed as the waves of pleasure started to wash over her.

“You are a dirty little girl Tracy…and what do dirty little girls get?” he teased.

“Fucked up the ass George…I’m ready.”

She bent over on the bed and he looked at me. 

“Go on Tim…juice her up boy.”

I followed her, raised the fine material over her back and pulled her pants to her knees exposing her vagina and anus.

She grimaced and opened her thighs and I began to lick her. I placed my tongue in her vagina first and as she became wet spread the liquid into her anus and probed it as far as I could go. I felt George’s hand on my head and he pressed it to her ass. 

“Deeper George…My thick cock has to travel up there.”

I licked even harder until the whole area was saturated and then George pulled me back and smiled at my face covered with her essence. 

“That looks good Tim.”

He removed his erection from his shorts and placed it on the tip of her anus. Tracy bent her head lower and groaned as his hands rested on her bottom cheeks.

I watched as the tip of his cock pushed gently against her small puckered hole then as if by magic it slowly started to disappear inside it.

“Oh…Oh” was all Tracy could utter as his huge cock eventually filled her.

He began to move back and forward very slowly and she began to groan and mutter. He slapped her ass cheeks smartly and she groaned again. Soon he was fucking her with a gentle firm rhythm and she was pushing back to his thrusts. 

“Oh fuck…fuck…I’m coming…oh you sweet bastard…you bastard.”

She tried to collapse but the power of his thrusting held her in the dog position and she was like a limp piece of flesh hanging on to a nail.

“You’re a real little whore now girl…isn’t she Tim?”

He pumped her harder and harder until his eyes closed and he expended his fluid inside her anus. He slapped her bottom playfully and she groaned and sank her arms into the bed, as spunk dripped from her hole into her knickers. Without being asked I bent and licked the juice from her, each drop tasting sweet to me.

Eventually I finished and she rolled onto her back giving a show of her soiled naked pussy and threw the stained pants to me.

“Your reward Tim…and George your reward is to do what you want to me.”

“I can do that anyway girl,” he smiled “I’m going to fill that sexy pussy of yours’ tonight…full of babies Tracy…you want a nice black baby?”

“Yes George,” she murmured “A nice little baby…just pump me till I’m full to the brim”

The man was true to his word and he used her hour after hour. She was a committed partner for him, lying meekly or riding his thick cock forcefully until yet more white seed was inside her.

Eventually they excused me and I went to Emma. She wanted my services as well and it was not until early morning that I descended into a strange restless sleep.

I awoke to Emma familiar roughness and quickly helped with the breakfast. George had already left for the day and Tracy was lying on the bed naked.

“Timmy,” she smiled. 

“George was so yummy last night…lick me Timmy…I like it when you lick me in the morning…there’s lots of white stuff down there for you.”

I no longer pretended to be disgusted but just bent my head where the smell of sex from between her thighs was overpowering. It should have revolted me but it didn’t…it excited me insanely and I definitely felt as if I were going mad. I licked her l clean relishing every sordid drop of them both and she did not release me until she had climaxed twice. She dismissed me and I put on another pair of her knickers and went back to Emma for her to instruct me on more of the jobs to do around the house. The day passed slowly; I asked George if he wanted me to go to the beach and get Lynn and Larry but he told me to leave it till tomorrow.

Tracy was happier than I had ever seen her literally bursting with life and vigour. I tried not to dwell on matters I could do nothing about but late in the afternoon I lay on Emma’s bed and felt distinctly depressed. 

She came into the room looking tall and willowy and she smiled as she saw me.

“Feelin’ low Timmy?” she smiled “You need to accept things…then you will be happy.”

“Accept what?” I retorted.

She reached over and grabbed my balls and squeezed them tightly until I winced. 

“Don’t’ be cheeky Timmy or I’ll pull these useless things off.”

“I’m sssorry,” I mumbled.

“Accept that you’re a cuckold…you like another man fucking your wife…you’re no better than a woman now Timmy…if you had a vagina you’d be getting fucked as well!”

“I...I...I…” I mumbled but realised that what she said to me was true. 

Tracy was lost to me now. My pleasure was to see her pleasure and be there to please her when she wanted.

Emma lay on the bed and opened her legs. 

“Pull my knickers off…Timmy and practice what I’ve taught you…It excites me to see you so weak and so submissive.”

I buried my head into her black wetness and was pleased that she groaned to my touches. I enjoyed this experience and felt my penis harden in Tracy's grey underwear. Emma was right I was nothing more than a female slave anymore…but perhaps that was what both Tracy and I had wanted all along.

Emma climaxed and gently pushed my erection until I spurted juice into my pants. She only had to tease and belittle me and I came easily. 

Tracy and George were insatiable again from early evening and although I tried not to watch I was spellbound at how much of a whore my wife had become. Her need and desire for sex from George was a revelation and for the first time I wondered what would happen when Lynn returned, as I had no doubt George had mastered her as well.

Emma was asleep when I went to her bed and I nuzzled against her instinctively. Her hands touched my bottom and rubbed it playfully. 

“Maybe you have got a little vagina Timmy,” she whispered.

Her fingers teased against my anus and I felt her fingers invade my rectum. It was not an unpleasant experience and I sense her hips moving against me as if she were fucking me from behind.

“You like that Timmy…being fucked in your little ass…like a woman…we’ll have to explore that…won’t we?”

I said nothing and she ceased her invasions and went to doze and wondered what it felt like to be bent over and fucked. I was erect until finally sleep overcame me. The morning routine was the same, breakfast for them then cleansing my wife’s sex for me. There was just so much sperm it was incredible that George could produce such quantity night after night.

Tracy treated me now with disdain; I was just a tool for her pleasure, a tongue or pair of hands to serve her. She was turning into such a bitch like her mother!

George returned early morning and told me to go and get Lynn and Larry. He handed me a small note and smiled at me. 

“Give this to Cheryl personally…you might get a surprise…you’ll tell me when you get back.”

I nodded and he looked at me disapprovingly. 

“Yes sir,” I said.

“Good Tim…how did I taste this morning…your little slut of a wife was full of me…she might be pregnant soon…a little black bastard?”

I tried to speak but words failed me and he just laughed. 

“Off you go Timmy…”

I wandered up the beach to the camp and found Larry and Lynn packed and waiting.

“You can go down now,” I said.

They moved quickly away from the derelict camp and I could see the fear in Cheryl’s eyes at being left alone. I passed her the note, and she squinted, then read it again.

“You’d better come into my tent Timmy,” she mumbled. 

“George has got everyone running around him…now I guess it’s my turn.”

I stood in her tent and watched as she removed her clothes. She stood before me naked and I gazed at her body as if I had never seen a woman before. She looked like Tracy but her breasts were a little larger and her pubic hair was thick brown like a tiny forest.

“I’m going to give you a little blow job Timmy,” she smiled.

I breathed in, in sudden terror and watched as she undid my shorts and kneeled down in front of me. Kneeled in front of me! It was unbelievable!

My penis was now released and to my shame it was shrivelled and small unable to respond to her sudden unexpected passion.

She looked at me with teasing brown eyes. 

“Is little Timmy asleep?” she whispered. 

“Tell me what it was like when George was fucking your wife…was it asleep then? When his cock was mastering her…it did master her Timmy…like it’s going to master me! How did you feel Timmy when his big cock was pumping her and she was lying back like a little tart, weak and helpless?”

I was suddenly solid and she gripped my small manhood firmly in her hand.

“Now...how did I know that would get little Timmy hard?” she smirked.

She placed her other hand under my balls and brushed the tip of my penis with her mouth.

“Did you watch your wife do this for George?” she smiled “Suck his big… black…cock?”

I closed my eyes and could see Tracy performing the act on him and groaned as I spurted my see over Cheryl’s pretty face.

She wiped herself on my trousers and moved away from me. 

“Tell George I’ll be ready in the morning…and Timmy.”

I blinked at her.

“You’re going to have to remove all my fuzz in the morning dear…we can have another chat about my daughter if you like,” she smiled sweetly.

I literally ran back up the beach almost in physical shock from what had just transpired. It was all becoming more and more bizarre.

When I reached George’s house all was bustle. Larry was busy erecting the tent beside the house and he called me to help him ties the ropes fast.

“Where’s Lynn?” I asked.

“She’s showering and changing…got to look good for…her King,” he hissed.

Sure enough she soon appeared in a small black bikini and took her place on the beach with Tracy who waved at me idly as I worked.

I served them lunch and could not fail to notice how wonderful they both looked. Perfect bodies becoming bronzed by the sun and seemingly boundless energy. I wondered how they would feel about competing for George but put the thoughts out of my mind.

It did not take me long to find out. He returned soon after and for the first time he met the women in private and when Tracy emerged from his room she was not smiling.

I went over to console her but she was vicious with me. 

“Why don’t you just fuck off Timmy…fuck off!” She cursed.

The afternoon was quiet. The two women did not speak and dinner was conducted in a strange atmosphere. Finally George seemed to lose his patience and exploded with my wife.

“Look… you little whore,” he snarled. 

“I’m King here and if you don’t like it then you can change places with your mother…she’ll be here tomorrow and then you will all be in my little harem.”

“Mum” Tracy whistled “Mum…she’s going to…to serve you…as well?”

“Correct Tracy,” he smiled “We’ll be one big happy family…but if you don’t want to stay?”

“I never said that,” she grimaced “But…you know…I’ll miss…”

“Me fucking you…I can’t every night Tracy…you’ll have to find some other entertainment… speak to Emma…she’s quite imaginative,” he said.

Lynn had kept very quiet and she smiled at George 

“Shall I wait for you in bed?” she whispered and rose to reveal her breasts and naked mound under her short blue negligee

He nodded and rose from the table and stretched himself like a cat. He went over to Tracy and kissed her on the lips. 

“You can sleep with me and your mother tomorrow Tracy…we’ll see who has more energy.”

“My mother will…never allow…”she gushed.

“She has already sold her soul hasn’t she Timmy?” he smiled “Tell your wife what she did this morning to enable her to come to me?”

I blushed scarlet but could not lie. 

“She sucked my…dddick,” I stuttered.

Tracy sat back as if I’d slapped her. 

“My mother sucked your cock…timid Timmy’s cock…I…I…I’m speechless,” she mumbled.

“I’m going to bed,” George laughed. 

“Go and see Emma…she’s in with Larry…you stay with Tim tonight…do as you want...and Timmy…you do as your told…understand?”

“Yes sssir,” I stuttered…suddenly frightened of Tracy’s attitude towards me.

I stood silently as Tracy and I were, alone and she looked at me contemptuously. 

“Look at you…dressed in my knickers again…you’re pathetic.”

She rose and stormed into Emma’s room and emerged a few minutes later with a faint smile on her face. 

“Come here Timmy,” she ordered.

I went in and stood shocked by what I saw. Larry was kneeling on the bed while Emma was fucking his ass with large black dildo around her waist and crotch. The hardness slipped in and out of him easily and he groaned to each thrust. It was bizarre watching Emma’s tall lithe body pounding against him and his eyes met mine weakly.

Emma stopped for a moment withdrew from Larry and slapped his bottom hard. 

“Don’t move bitch,” she snapped at him “I’ll be back in a minute.”

He just kneeled, bent forward and waited and she walked to her bag and produced another dildo and strap, which she tied firmly around my wife’s hips. 

“Just fuck him dear,” she laughed “It’s great for frustration and they’re both more like weak women than we’ll ever be.”

Tracy’s mouth etched a thin smile and she arched her back and the black plastic cock stood out a mile in front of her.

“Have a shower…put on my white nightie and pants Timmy,” she smiled “And brush your hair.”

She took a small tub from Emma and I went to get changed as she had asked. I felt frightened and excited and revelled as the fine material teased my senses. I could not believe that she would treat me so badly!

I waited for her and listened to both Larry and Lynn moaning and sensed my stomach began to churn. Tracy came out to me and walked around me and my focus was taken again by the large black erection protruding from between her thighs.

“Kneel down Timmy,” she snapped.

“Please Tracy…not this.”

“Do it Timmy…now!”

I knelt down and the black plastic was inches from my face.

“Suck it Timmy…as if you were a girl,” she said.

“No Tracy…don’t make me.”

“You sound like a weak little girl Timmy…suck it darling…learn like I did.”

I reluctantly sucked the end of the dildo and she smiled and stroked my hair. 

“Wish it was real Timmy?”

She let me play for a few minutes, making me lick it and take it fully in my mouth as she pretend fucked it then we walked back to the tent where she slipped off her pants and lay back on the bed. 

“Make me come first Timmy…as you’ve been showed.”

I bent my head and licked her sex slavishly feeling the black plastic resting on my head as I did so. I felt her groan and climax and she opened her thighs in pleasure.

“Much better Timmy…you know so much more now.”

She pulled herself behind me and made me kneel on the bed and then pulled up my gown and pushed my panties to my knees. 

“No Tracy…not like this,” I pleaded.

“Bend down Timmy…let me see your ass,” she snarled.

I bent my head into the soft sleeping bag and felt her fingers play with my ass. She probed it and then I felt it go sticky as she rubbed some cream inside it.

“No don’t Tracy…please,” I wailed.

I felt the hardness of the plastic at my rectum then at the entrance to my anus and grimaced as she began to push. I groaned in fear and pain but she slapped my cheeks hard and pushed again. It entered me for the first time and she applied more cream and suddenly I felt it slide inside me further. I felt like my backside was going to explode as she pushed harder and harder, with real aggression until it was wedged fully in my ass.

“Now Timmy…you fucked with my mother…now you are going to get fucked like the weak sissy girl you are!”

“No Tracy please,” I pleaded. 

But the hard object was being drawn slowly out of me then with a sudden relish pushed back inside me. The pain was searing but my ass seemed to stretch a little and suddenly I felt a slow constant motion as she began to fuck me.     

“Like being fucked Timmy?” she teased.

I wanted to stop her, to say that she was being terrible to me but there was something about being subservient to her that excited me. I felt her movements beginning to quicken and began to grunt as she moved inside me.

She slapped me hard and I winced as I felt her legs tight behind me.

“This is the only fucking you’ll get with me on our honeymoon Timmy,” she laughed.

She pounded into me with energy all the time enlarging my rectum until the plastic cock moved effortlessly. She stopped suddenly and I felt her hand pressed against my hard penis.

“Come Timmy…come on think about me and George and you…being fucked…every night now being fucked like me…come on…”

I groaned and my sperm leaked into her hand and she rubbed it in my anus.

“It’s like real sex for you Timmy…sperm inside you…I bet you’d like a real cock…wouldn’t you?”

I just bent my head and let her fuck and abuse me…I enjoyed it…it was humiliating but to my shame it was extremely exciting for me. Finally she was tired and I collapsed onto the bed, she took off the strap-on and lay with her thighs apart.

“Lick me Timmy…make me come again…I really loved fucking you…you make a great woman,” she teased.

I sunk my tongue into her sex, she was sweaty and wet and she held my hair until she climaxed. When I was done she kicked me off the bed, curled up and went to sleep. 

“Fuck off Timmy now,” she mumbled “Like a good little girl.”

I slept on the floor on the tent in a sleeping bag and was woken by Emma shaking me.

“Up Timmy up…breakfast for the King now.”

I was half asleep and met Larry in the kitchen. He was wearing a pair of Emma’s black panties and his small belly spilled over the tiny underwear. He did not look at me or I him, and I took the tray already laid out with food.

I entered the bedroom and to my surprise George’s long body was all over Lynn’s. She was lying back weakly as he was pumping her harder and harder until they both groaned and his body quivered with the result of their lust.

“Oh George,” she whispered “That is just so good.”

She saw me and smiled. 

“Come in Timmy…how’s Tracy? Did you get a little surprise last night?”

I blushed embarrassed and said nothing.

George took some fruit and looked at me. 

“Go up to Cheryl this morning…follow her instruction and bring back the tent for her…I’ll expect you both back later on.”

“Yes sir,” I said.

Lynn looked at him. 

“I thought you were leaving my sister alone? She’ll never give herself to you!”

“Like you…you mean?” he smiled.

She shook her head and he laughed.

“She already has Lynn…you are all in my little harem now… all of you.” 

She looked at him and kept quiet and he motioned me to leave. 

“Off you go Timmy…while I teach you’re Auntie not to be impertinent...I have a little note for her…give it to her.”

I took the paper and left the room to raucous screaming from Lynn, as George no doubt was making her do some sordid sexual act or other. He seemed to have all the women mesmerised.

I changed from my sodden gown into a pair of Tracy’s white pants, they were her largest and the soft cotton against my skin was a welcome relief. I plodded slowly down toward the beach camp and tried to make sense of what was happening but could not. It was all too bizarre, Tracy and now Lynn were under George’s control as were myself and Larry. It seemed inconceivable that Cheryl would also now submit to him but this small island was our world now and it was George that seemed to be providing for everybody. He was King, in charge, what choice did we all have?

My anus felt sore, I tried not to think about Tracy and her sordid treatment of me. However in my solitude I had to admit that this strange experience excited me, I enjoyed seeing the women being fucked and degraded. I liked serving them, being one of them, sharing their experiences witnessing their compliance in a way that I never would have by myself. I even enjoyed Tracy fucking me, feeling like she would have done as George had her, helpless and dirty!

My mind was still wandering as I reached the deserted camp and I saw Cheryl washing in the sea as she made her move towards me.

Her body was exquisite, tight and lean and her small bikini only just covered her private areas. She still looked sensational.

She smiled as she reached me and took the note offered and then smiled again.

“It seems that I am in charge of you now Timmy,” she said.

I nodded at her wondering if her mouth would move around my penis again. She saw me harden and shook her head.

“Never again Timmy…no treat for that…that was only to show George I was willing to come and give myself to him…there’s no fun for me sucking that Timmy…look at it…in your wife’s pink knickers…you’re a woman Timmy… a woman with a prick…that’s all!”

She walked into her tent and I followed her and began the task of dismantling it.

“Come inside first Timmy,” Cheryl ordered “Now!”

I entered the small tent and watched as she stripped out of her wet bikini and poured some water into a small bowl. She passed me a razor and then stood erect with her thighs apart “Shave me Timmy…you know that’s what he wants from his women.”

I kneeled in front of her rubbed some soapy suds on her thick pubic hair and gently began to remove it.

I watched fascinated as the white suds slid away to reveal a perfect pink vagina. I followed it down until it reached her anus and painstakingly laboured to remove every trace of hair. Her pink lips nestled contentedly within her sex and I noticed how similar to Tracy’s they were.

I picked up the courage to ask her a question. 

“Cheryl I thought you hated being under a man’s control?” I said, “How can you go to George?”

She took a small mirror and admired my handwork on her. 

“Rub this cream into me now make me nice and soft down there…Timmy it shows how little you know. I love being fucked by a strong man Timmy…someone that I can fear and respect…I just like to live with a man I can control…like you Timmy and Larry…weak pathetic men.”    

“Have you had many lovers?” I asked innocently.

“Lots Timmy…My husband gets a kick out of it…we both do…sometimes they would stay over and he would watch and serve us. All the women in our family are the same Timmy…we like to control our husbands but love fucking with men we want…I bet Tracy loves it?”

I blinked at her and she laughed.

“Of course she does and now you’re a proper little cuckold Timmy…you just love to see her enjoying her body and George treat her badly?”

My cock was bursting against the white pants and she pressed her hand against my flesh and I came instantly.

“Better now…Enough questions Timmy…I’m going to change…carry my case and you can come back for the rest…OK?”

She pulled a bright blue thong bikini on and stretched her limbs and paraded up the beach with me trailing behind her. When we arrived at George’s house the three women hugged each other and they lunched and spent the day on the beds at the beach. The facts that we were marooned seemed lost on them and they acted happily as if they were on holiday.

As the evening approached George returned and he spoke briefly to all the women. They all dressed for dinner of fish and they sat elegantly in short evening dresses as if vying for his attention. He even put a shirt on and Larry and I served them as if they were in a restaurant. The wine flowed and finally Cheryl stood up. 

“George, the suspense is killing me…take me…please…it’s all I’ve been thinking about!”

She removed her black dress and threw it onto the floor and then her pants until her bald vagina was visible. She opened her thighs wide and stood before her master with only black stocking on. 

“Timmy did an excellent job George…I’m yours’ now.”

“Kneel then Cheryl…before me.”

She prostrated herself before him and he took her large breasts in his hands roughly.

“You slut.” 

He began to caress her pink sex lips until she moaned weakly. His fingers played with her earnestly and suddenly in front of us all she tensed her elegant back and cried in mock pain. 

“Oh my god…I’ve come,” she murmured “Oh my god.”

She draped her arms around his knees and let her hands stroke his crotch. 

“I’m going to be such a dirty girl for you George,” she whispered. 

“Just like my dirty slut of a daughter.”

She withdrew his erection and sucked the tip of it eagerly.

“Mum,” Tracy shouted in mock horror “Don’t be so crude…I’ll show you what George has done to me…let’s go to bed.”

Lynn looked at them coolly. 

“What about me?” She hissed.

Tracy waved her arm at Larry and me. 

“Fuck them…I did it to Tim last night…he was a good little fuck.”

Lynn’s eyes lit up. 

“Well dress up boys for me…make it exciting.”

Larry put on the pants and dress that Cheryl had thrown onto the floor and Tracy stripped quickly and threw me her clothes. I gathered them and pulled the panties around my groin and pulled the red dress over my head.

“Lovely boys,” Tracy squealed “Or should I say girls…have fun Lynn.”

The three of them disappeared into the bedroom and we instantly heard the sounds of their playing.

Emma came into the room and walked around us. 

“You girls are just so horny.” she smiled.

She stood beside me and slipped her hand into my pants. I was hard and she squeezed me until I cried.

“I’d like to cut this off you,” she snapped “It’s useless on you…be better on me!”

She led me into the bedroom, sat on a chair and lay me face down over her knee. She pulled up the dress and I squirmed as I felt the flat of her hand hit me. She hit me again and I cried out in pain. Her fingers played with my anus and I saw Lynn take the dildo from the table and strap it to her hips. My bottom really was stinging and it heightened the cool of the cream Emma rubbed in my ass. My knickers were lowered and I trembled as I felt the hard plastic cock on my anus then slowly felt it inserted into me.

Emma stroked my head as Lynn fucked me. I was just their plaything and I groaned weakly as they took pleasure in fucking me. First Lynn then they changed places and Emma had me but with much more force and I was beginning to get used to the sensation of something hard in my ass. Larry watched spellbound but as they finished with me they began with him and soon he was suffering my indignity.

The night continued, being fucked then sucking them till they climaxed until finally they were satisfied and we could descend into sleep on the floor. I was exhausted but strangely satisfied and I realised that in some way I was revelling in this debauchery.

In the morning I went in to George to find my wife and mother in law draped over his frame. Tracy smiled at me and Cheryl avoided any eye contact. I had become a non-person just a slave to seemingly everybody here.

Life settled into a routine, George would rotate the women in relation to their cycle. He wanted them to be at their most fertile when he had them and it appeared that Tracy had been caught early and her belly had a small shape to it. A few weeks later Lynn began to be sick in the morning and it was at this stage, Cheryl had his full attention. My life was total service providing whatever services the women needed. I was fucked constantly by the women, much more than Larry whose body was less feminine than my own and I began to relish the attention.

In fact I enjoyed my role as a woman, looking after everybody, cleaning, always dressing in sensual clothes and having my body used. I secretly wondered what is was like to have a real cock in my ass but George never made any move for me and I was too reserved to ask.

I assumed that the life we had would go on forever, George was a wonderful provider and we were not sure how he could replenish food and wine so easily from the meagre rations left by the sunken boat but just accepted the fact. It was not our place to question and on one Friday night everybody got a little drunk and George decided that he would have some sport with us. He placed all the benches in a line and one by one bent us over them until he could see all our asses. The dresses on all of us were raised and he then pulled the pants down on each male and female until five naked bottoms were displayed.  

I could not see but sensed his footsteps behind me and I groaned as some cream was massaged into my ass. 

“Who wants fucking girls?” he laughed.

We all murmured and I suddenly felt real, hard flesh on my own bottom. Before I could speak it was at the entrance to my ass then with a sudden push it was inside me and I was being fucked properly for the first time. I groaned and looked up as I heard a similar sound made by everyone else and realised in shock that their were five black bodies behind us, one for each of us!

The women groaned and shrieked as this strange flesh took them and I could only bend my head as the man behind me built up his pace powerfully and then released his sperm inside me.

The other men quickly followed suit and we all turned to see what had happened.

The King, from the boat, was doing up his trousers and smiling at me. 

“Such a nice ass Timmy…lovely,” he said.

He looked at Cheryl lying helpless and limp, sperm seeping out of her sex as the man behind her and the rest of the men walked quietly out of the room. 

“So this could never happen Cheryl?” the King chortled “I did tell you…just change the circumstances and anything is possible!”

“No…no…no,” Cheryl moaned.

The King looked at us all. 

“Look at you all…you women all whores now and the men…well you are a speciality…I think you ladies have lost your bet…and you will be in my service for a year now…do my bidding…that was the bet?”

“How? Lynn muttered “The boat…the explosion…the island…how?”

“A few fireworks…a few gunshots…a bit of acting…a peninsular…you are not on an island…a little slight of hand is all it took to turn you into slaves,” he laughed.

“And what about George?” Tracy cried “What about George?”

“My son…he has special talents, No? He will still be around ladies…but your talents will be well spread and used.”

The King saw that Lynn and Tracy were pregnant and stroked his chin. 

“Your time with me will not begin until you have had the babies and they are being looked after in my palace…then your service will begin”

“But that is so long…and the babies…we may never…get home,” Lynn cried.

“That may be true ladies,” the King smiled. 

“But then…perhaps you should not have made such a rash bet!”

The three women groaned and cried and bent their heads in submission. 

He walked over to me and stroked my naked bottom. 

“And you little Timmy you can be my special friend for a while…or you can leave…I had no bet with you!”

I looked at his dark eyes and at us all so helpless and exposed, I did not want to leave my family. I was used to service now and it was like my soul had been surrendered into some strange feminine form. 

“May I stay?” I asked quietly.

He looked at me and laughed. 

“You want to stay and be abused like the other women? You’re going to be fucked Timmy and start sucking cock like they do…like a little whore?”

I blinked, taken back by the tone of his voice. I had been fucked, my bottom was still weeping but I liked it, I wanted to suck his cock and swallow his seed, wanted to dress as a woman, live as the helpless slave that I had become. 

I breathed hard and spoke the words that would dictate my fate from that day forward.

“I am happy to serve you, If you will have me?” I said 

The King smiled. 

“Then let it be so and you will all stay together in my employ,” he said.

He looked at the three crying, prostrate women; the same women that just a few weeks before had appeared so dominant and indestructible and were now… lost! 

“Just change the circumstances,” he whispered.

He smiled and shook his head, looked at Larry then me and laughed and then laughed… again!  
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