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I knew the marriage was in trouble; I had known for months. Andy and I had drifted apart and after only 3 years together I felt I had reached the point where it was time to call it a day. 
 

Andy had been my first and only boyfriend, we began dating at seventeen and after a 2 year courtship we married. 
 

We lived in Florida, Andy’s family had money; I did some local work for one of the realtors and unfortunately my life was dead. I was unhappy, depressed and looked at the advert in the local paper with increasing desperation and casual curiosity. 
 

I had seen it many times but not paid much notice.
 

‘Women… are you happy with your marriage? No…then come and see us...Call Women’s-Way...Now!’
 

A number was listed and I dialled it almost absentmindedly, I knew they couldn’t help me, no one could, but I needed to talk to someone, anyone! I placed the receiver to my ear expecting nothing and to my surprise it was answered immediately by a calm soothing voice.
 

“Women’s Way…can I help you?” 
 

I was taken a little off my guard.
 

“Yes…I saw your advert.”
 

There was a short silence.
 

“Are you unhappy madam?”
 

I was frantic, just to talk, and spoke honestly as if I was making a revelation to a psychiatrist.
 

“Yes, I am.”
 

The soft voice spoke.
 

“I’ll put you through.”
 

I felt like such a fool I had been talking to the receptionist! A new feminine voice appeared; it was bright and lively.
 

“Hello…who’s speaking?”
 

I resisted the urge to turn the phone off.
 

“My name is Karin…I need help.”
 

Silence again then continuation.
 

“Do you dear? How old are you?”
 

“22.”
 

The questions were suddenly prompt like staccato
 

“Money problems?”
 

“No.”
 

“Does he beat you?”
 

“No.”
 

“Bully you?”
 

“No.”
 

“Play golf?”
 

“No.”
 

“Then it’s sex…yes?”
 

I went quiet and I heard the woman inhale and rest.
 

“Sex…then we can help you.”
 

I was taken aback.
 

“How do you know?”
 

Her voice had smoothness about it and it made me feel strangely trustful.
 

“I just do dear…experience.”
 

I spoke like a needy child.
 

“Will you come and see me?”
 

“Yes…tomorrow…give me your address.”
 

I could have stopped at that point but I had begun and it was not in my nature to turn back.
 

“20 Ocean Drive.”
 

I was shaking but she was irresistibly calm again
 

“Very nice dear I’ll come and see if you are suited to join our group and whether we can help you…you need to tell your husband you are seeking advice…I will probably have to involve him at some stage.”
 

She was so confident and it reassured me a little.
 

“Oh…what is your name…please?”
 

“Patty.”
 

I wanted to ask if it was short for Patricia or Petunia but she was sharp and to the point.
 

“See you tomorrow…1 p.m.”
 

The phone went silent and I felt strangely better and worse all at the same time. 
 

However, I knew it was preferable to talk about things than just to split up with Andy but I could sense the stress was going to be unbearable. 
 

I also realised that all this was such a waste of time but it was better than the solutions I had, which were nothing, nothing at all!
 

My husband came home as normal at 5p.m and after a light dinner of salad, fish and chilled Chablis I sat him in our lounge and dropped the bombshell. 
 

I tried to skirt around the issues but he would not get the message and finally in exasperation I told him bluntly how I felt.
 

“I’m unhappy Andy…I have rung a group today to try and help me…us…or…we will have to part.”
 

His pale blue eyes looked at me in trauma and shock.
 

“I’m sorry Karin if I’ve done anything…I’m so sorry…I know we have had problems but…I can try harder.”
 

His face contorted in such pain and that was part of the problem with him. 
 

He was so weak, if I criticised him he’d cry, if I raised a salient point he would always blame himself, he was pathetic, I could hardly look upon him as a man or a husband. 
 

I sat beside him however and placed a comforting arm around his fragile shoulders. 
 

He was almost as slight as I was; very thin boned with an angelic face and long brown hair, he was actually very handsome, well, more pretty than handsome and I stroked his head trying to reassure him.
 

“It’s not that you’ve done anything purposely Andy…it just feels wrong…I can’t explain.”
 

He looked insufferably agonised again and a tear rolled down from his wide ocean eyes. 
 

I stood up in on-going frustration; it was impossible to have a conversation with him!
 

“I can’t talk about it with you anymore tonight…”
 

He looked so miserable but I was too fed up to care anymore.
 

“You go out for a drink…I’m going to bed…don’t wake me when you come in.”
 

I showered and exhaustedly changed for bed. 
 

I put on a sheer black slip, the sensual fineness making me feel even more lost and loveless and just lay there wondering where it had all gone wrong? 
 

I liked Andy but there was nothing between us and when I thought back I wondered if there ever had been? 
 

I slept in a kind of haze, when I woke up my husband had gone to his office and I breakfasted and changed for my meeting.
 

The doorbell rang shrilly at Midday; three attractive women stood on my pristine doorstep and upon my invitation entered the house. 
 

Patty was the tallest with curly black hair and green eyes. She was slim and striking, oozed confidence and I gave them all iced tea and sat quietly, nervously opposite them.
 

She came directly to the point without prevarication.
 

“So Karin…my friends are Sue and Jill… they are here to help…tell us so we can be clear…it’s not money?”
 

I shook my head theatrically.
 

“Violence or neglect?”
 

I shook again, with less drama and the woman smiled assuredly.
 

“Then it is sex! Physical interaction…it’s very important to a relationship.”
 

I just blinked blankly and she knew. Her green eyes glowed powerfully at me.
 

“When did you last have an orgasm Karin?”
 

I sat open mouthed at the audacity of the question and she pressed me.
 

“We’re all sisters girl…tell me or this is a waste of time?”
 

My pent-up frustration exploded in confession 
 

“Never! I don’t believe there is such a thing?”
 

They all laughed out loudly in unison as if I was a comedienne and had told the funniest joke in the world. I felt so stupid and naïve but Patty caught my reaction and spoke comfortingly.
 

“I’m not laughing at you dear, but I thought so, this is so common, much more than you think… OK…so tell me the story…in your own words.”
 

She picked up a photograph of my husband and I at our wedding, with me in virginal white, and smiled.
 

“This is Andy?”
 

I nodded.
 

“He looks very…sweet.”
 

I blanched at her description of him…and continued to divulge my innermost private thoughts.
 

“He is sweet that’s the problem…he’s too sickly sweet…and nervous…we hardly ever have sex and when we do it’s terrible. He’s so… ”
 

Her green eyes seemed understanding.
 

“What dear? Pray tell.”
 

I blushed, realising I was breaking all my loyalties to my partner.
 

“I can’t…it’s too personal.”
 

Patty sat beside me and stroked my back gently.
 

“Tell us dear…then we can help.”
 

I couldn’t contain myself, the years of frustration and resentment just spilt out of my mouth.
 

“He’s so small…his fucking cock is tiny! I mean I think it is…I’ve not had much…any experience!”
 

I was blood red with embarrassment, Patty massaged my shoulders and it relaxed me.
 

“Anything else?”
 

I was floundering; this was all so terribly personal and dirty.
 

“I just can’t tell you…it’s too disgusting!”
 

Sue, she was blonde with short hair and the smallest of the three women, spoke softly; they were all so kind and understanding.
 

“He likes to wear your clothes…underwear?”
 

I gasped in disbelief and stared directly at Patty in wonder.
 

“How do you all know?” 
 

She smiled reassuringly.
 

“That’s what were here for…it fits the pattern of his type…it’s lucky you came to us when you did.”
 

I nodded, shocked, but impressed by them.
 

“When have you caught him wearing your stuff?”
 

I thought for a second and then the confessional gusher seemed to turn on again.
 

“Since we were first married, I’ve seen him…when he thinks I’m asleep…he puts on my dirty underwear and slips…dresses…”
 

I looked at the floor, abashed at my confession of something so intimate.
 

“I find dirty white stains on them…he’s so… weird!”
 

Patty contradicted me.
 

“Not really Karin…you just have to understand him.”
 

I looked at them in amazement…I thought I was the only one that had been through something like this. Patty continued with me.
 

“Are you prepared to leave him?”
 

I nodded.
 

“But would rather not…if you were happy?”
 

I nodded again wishing that I did not feel so ridiculous
 

“I do love him but…it’s its’ hard to explain how I feel.”
 

The woman smiled and held my hand.
 

“We understand better than you think dear…OK we can help you but…you must follow our instruction totally…can you do that?”
 

I nodded a final time, stupidly, like a toy plastic dog, completely overcome by them; they seemed so clever to me.
 

“I have nothing to lose.”
 

She blinked in agreement.
 

“We will have a full meeting here on Friday…your husband must attend and you must not argue with us, in front of him.”
 

I was trying to retain some modicum of control.
 

“How much will it cost?”
 

She smiled.
 

“If everything goes as I expect then your husband will pay dear, willingly.”
 

She seemed so assured and I stared at her.
 

“Do you need to know anything else?”
 

She shrugged.
 

“No…we will see you on Friday…7pm…tell you husband to be there or the marriage is over.”
 

They rose and although shaken, my mind was made up.
 

“I will…thank you.”
 

She glared at me as if in warning.
 

“Remember you have to do exactly as I say, no arguing, especially in front of Andy…or there is no point, you need to be committed and sure. Are you positive?”
 

I thought for a second and realised I was.
 

“I understand Patty…this is sink or swim for me.”
 

She smiled and they left and I was satisfied that given the circumstances I had done the right thing. 
 

My husband went wild in anger when I told him what I had arranged and it was only after I lost my own temper and had gone to pack my case did he finally agree to attend the Friday meeting. 
 

We hardly spoke over the next few days and things were strained to breaking point between us. 
 

However finally, judgement time came and to my shock, at the appointed hour on the Friday over 40 assorted women trooped into my large sunlit front lounge. 
 

I sat in the middle with Andy beside me, on two stools and after getting extra chairs the meeting finally came to order. 
 

Everybody went quiet as Patty took charge, as she always seemed to do; she stood up straight, like a soldier and spoke clearly and eloquently.
 

“Welcome ladies…old and new members we are here tonight to help Karin and her husband Andy. Please stand up…both of you.”
 

We stood from the seats and everyone applauded. 
 

I was embarrassed and Andy looked mortified but kept quiet, obviously intimidated and concerned by the leering crowd of women.
 

Patty came and stood beside me and to my horror placed her hands on my back then gently on my bottom, through my mid-length pale pink dress. 
 

“Karin has never had an orgasm. This nubile body has never climaxed…her husband has never mastered her.”
 

A loud, chorus of disapproval rang out like banshees wailing and Andy went to speak but Patty stood in front of him and purposely began to unbuckle his belt. 
 

He tried to resist her but she suddenly slapped him hard on his right cheek; he went to retaliate and she hit him even more forcefully making the side of his face stain in bright redness. 
 

She spoke to him fiercely and aggressively.
 

“Stand still or the next time I hit you, you will not get up!”
 

He stood static, like a statue vibrating to a tremor, and he was suddenly in genuine fear and terror as she addressed and undressed him. 
 

My instincts were to protect him but something more than my promise to Patty not to interfere held me back. What I was witnessing was interesting, very interesting and terribly my senses surged in a rush of adrenaline, as secretly I wanted to know what was going to happen next! 
 

“This is a woman’s only group Andy…let’s see whether you are a man or a woman?”
 

My husband was frozen, his face flushed bright red in fury but he weakly allowed this female stranger to remove his trousers and then slowly, his shorts, until his male anatomy was on show in all of its’ questionable glory! 
 

His pubic hair was thin, blonde and wispy and his balls and penis were limp in the shock and exposure of it all; everyone stared and he was even smaller than I had realised.
 

Patty placed her fingers tightly around his small flaccid cock and he winced and squealed like a schoolgirl.
 

“This is the reason for Karin’s misery…you can’t fuck her with this!”
 

A voice called out.
 

“He’s pretty, more like a woman.” 
 

Another barbed comment resonated from the crowd.
 

“No… a lovely little girl!”

 

My husband wailed pathetically
 

“Please!” 
 

I went to speak but Patty looked at me sternly and I sat quietly and let her talk. 
 

After all they were all only saying the truth! 
 

She patted his thighs impatiently and Andy opened his legs a little and his small genitals were openly visible to all the women who leant forward earnestly as if to inspect them. 
 

She removed his shirt and he suddenly stood naked at the centre of everyone’s attention. 
 

He pleaded, childishly and so unattractively.
 

“Please Karin…stop this…please…stop this.”
 

“Please Karin,” Patty mimicked, “Whining is so unattractive Andy...don’t you love Karin?”
 

The question stung him.
 

“Of course I do.”
 

She had him; he was involved.
 

“Then work with us Andy…she has a problem…you have a problem.”
 

My husband began to well up in suppliant helplessness and Patty put her arm protectively around his shoulder.
 

“Good Andy let it out…relax you are amongst friends…we are all women here…it’s a good job we’re not men…then we might want to give Karin what she’s been missing?”
 

He was crying, looking terribly distraught and he stared at her, disbelieving her directness.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

She perused his reticence.
 

“You know what I mean Andy…don’t be so coy! Well look at your wife Andy…young, sexy a perfect body, she should be getting pleasured every night…fucked Andy. Stand up Karin…please.”
 

I did so and Patty ran her hands over my dress ever so lightly.
 

“Any man would like to remove these clothes and pleasure your wife. Any man!”
 

I watched and suddenly his penis began to twitch almost in reflex to her words. 
 

Patty saw it too and took his sexual flesh firmly between two of her fingers and fixed her sparkling green diamonds on him.
 

“Thinking about that are we Andy? Let me paint you a picture. You can’t please your wife, so she takes a lover. A man, a real man Andy, someone that strips her then bends her over and takes her…fucks her!”
 

His penis was suddenly hard, small but hard and I realised he was excited at just the thought of my proposed infidelity. I saw a thin trace of a smile on her lips.
 

“Why are you hard Andy?”
 

He was caught in bright, dazzling green headlights!
 

“I…I…I…I don’t know.”
 

Patty turned to me, squeezed his small stiff cock and he whimpered in a melee of mixed emotions.
 

“Please take off your panties Karin and give them to me…now!”
 

I was shocked but stood up, reached under my skirt and pulled them down around my ankles, kicked them off and gave them to her. 
 

They were pretty, white with blue lace frills and trim, I noticed that I had moistened them a little as I was obviously nervous and excited with the whole weird situation. 
 

Patty drew them to Andy’s nose and he resisted but inhaled my scent. 
 

His penis was rigid, it was still minute but larger than I had ever seen before. 
 

She rubbed it against his erection and looked at him.
 

“You like Karin’s knickers Andy?”
 

He rocked from one foot to another and looked extremely uncomfortable.
 

“Shall we put them on Andy and you can come in them…that’s what you like isn’t it? To dress in her panties…this little ‘Willy’ will fit snugly in there?”
 

He shook his delicate head and then recoiled as she raised her hand to him again.
 

Her voice was harsh, angry and threatening.
 

“We all know you dress in her panties and underwear secretly…so do it… now!”
 

His head moved laterally in denial.
 

“I don’t!”
 

Her hand slapped his cheek sharply and he yelped and squealed in raw pain and humiliation. 
 

“Don’t lie…we know you wear her clothes…don’t you?”
 

He was terrified and confessed as she bullied him mercilessly.
 

“Yes...I do…I do!”
 

She nodded.
 

“Good, now do as you are told!” 
 

To my amazement Andy accepted her admonishment, allowed her to put the holes through each ankle and draw the fine underwear up his smooth legs until they were just under his crotch. 
 

His cock was solid flesh and he did not dare to look at me. 
 

Patty drew them over his penis, his genitals were covered and she condescendingly patted the small delicate bulge.
 

“There…you’re one of the girls now Andy they suit you…turn around and show everybody.”  
 

Unbelievably he was compliant; he turned in a circle and the group of women applauded spontaneously.
 

“Now Andy…in this group…you’re Karin’s friend not her husband…just a girlfriend…why is she unhappy?”
 

He looked bewildered, bemused and mumbled miserably.
 

“I don’t know.” 
 

Patty teased him.
 

“Because she has no-one to pay her attention silly…you do know?”
 

My husband tried to swim but he was sinking, fast!
 

“But she’s got… me!”
 

Patty laughed loudly.
 

“No Andy…she has no man to make her feel special…would you like her to be happy?”
 

“But…but.”
 

Patty gently patted his naked bottom.
 

“Doesn’t she deserve to be satisfied and fulfilled with a man?”
 

He nodded sadly.
 

“Yes.” 
 

“What do you think would make her gratified…what makes a sexy young woman happy and content?”
 

He shuffled anxiously and she teased and coaxed him 
 

“Come on Andy…use your imagination.”
 

He was reeling and spoke quickly.
 

“To dress up…dinner…dancing…then to come home and be made… love to.”
 

Patty smiled at his answer.
 

“Good girl…but love to? Very sweet Andy…but let’s call it fucking…she doesn’t need love…she needs sex!”
 

I saw his erection powering in my knickers.
 

“She can’t get that with you…so imagine she’s with her lover. He’s stripping her…she’s wet…she removes his cock and sucks it like a whore…her lips around a new man’s cock…a hard cock…she bends herself to his will…forward as he takes her, fucks her like a dog…and…you’re watching!”
 

My husband began to breathe in short bursts and his hand went to his crotch. 
 

Patty spoke sharply to him.
 

“Don’t you dare touch it you weak fuck…what are you thinking about?”
 

He was begging, pleading for somewhere to hide but there was no escape for him.
 

“No please…not this.”
 

Patty slapped his ass hard and he cried timidly.
 

“What do you imagine?”
 

He trembled, losing himself in his disgusting erotic fantasy.
 

“I can see her…she’s smiling…the man is fucking her…she’s dirty…he’s going to come…oh God…he’s come…”
 

Patty pressed on his genitals then spread the wetness that appeared there as if by magic, making a small stain on the thin crotch of the soft white material.
 

“Now isn’t that better darling?” 
 

He looked at her weakly and I thought how perverse and sad he was; how could he have let himself be humiliated in such a way? 
 

Worse was, he had shown how sickly excited he was at the thought of me with another man. 
 

The very idea that I would let any stranger just fuck in the way Patty had described filled me with utter disgust! 
 

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat though, I could sense my body surging, my stomach in contorted knots and I tried to control myself. 
 

Andy had sat back in his chair and Patty smiled at him and then at me.
 

“You can put your clothes on now Andy but leave the knickers on sweetie…they are a reminder of your true nature.”
 

Andy, to his shame did exactly as the woman instructed and soon everything looked normal but it was appearance only. 
 

I served everyone wine and snacks as if it was a coffee morning and we chatted; a woman introduced herself to me, her name was Andrea; she was slim with long red hair. 
 

She gushed excitedly as if she were my closest friend.
 

“My husband was the same Karin, I met Patty and…well we’re happy now.”
 

I was intrigued.
 

“How?”
 

“I have a lover…or two…David is happy for me…I involve him where I can.”
 

I was shocked at her revelation.
 

“How?”
 

She babbled on as if she was talking about something mundane, like grocery shopping!
 

“Let him watch sometimes, let him wear my pants and clothes, tell him about what excites me…it’s been a real voyage of discovery for us both. You should come out with me one night; I can show you a few things.”
 

I just blinked at her, took her card and another woman joined us, she was tall and heavy boned with short fair hair. 
 

“Hi I’m Jenny, your husband is so sweet, I’d like him to put his tongue between my legs and let him lick me. Are you going to take a white or black lover?”
 

Were these women all mad? It was like talking a new language in a surreal insane world!
 

“I don’t know…I…I…”
 

She continued.
 

“I like black guys…treat you like shit but wow the sex is fantastic…Daniel, my hubby likes it too…likes to see me fucked like a slut…then I treat him the same. He likes to lick the sperm out of me…does Andy go down on you?”
 

I just blinked, sensing I was drowning.
 

“N…N…No,” I gasped.
 

“Then start sweetie…it’s so cool and he looks so ready.”
 

Patty came over, saw I was struggling, placed her arm securely around my shoulders and led me away as a means of rescue.
 

“It’s a lot to take in Karin, but as you see what you and Andy have, is actually fairly normal. All these women have a tale to tell, everyone slightly different…you have to want to change.”
 

I was shaken and shocked to the very fabric of my being and spoke frankly.
 

“I do want it to be different Patty…but this? It’s so…vulgar!”
 

She laughed at my innocence.
 

“Sex is vulgar darling…we’re all sluts when it comes to fornicating…even me… I beg my boyfriend to fuck me in the ass when I see him.”
 

I looked genuinely bemused and horrified, not only at her unwelcome revelation but all of this, she just giggled making me feel incredibly naïve and puerile.
 

“It’s up to you…if you want to join us then I will tell you what to do…you either accept it or not…it’s your decision…there’s no pressure.”
 

She clapped her hands and the meeting came back to order and Andy and I took our seats again. When there was silence she looked at us.
 

“How do you feel Andy?”
 

He stared at the floor.
 

“Strange.”
 

“How do you like your panties?”
 

He looked at me for help but I glanced at the silent dark screen of the television and Patty persisted with him. .
 

“Tell me the truth or I will strip you and your little ‘pecker’ will tell us.”
 

He coloured bright pink and made a startling admission.
 

“I like the feel of them…like feminine clothes.”
 

“Good then Andy, that’s honest…you must wear them when you can.”
 

“I’m not gay,” he blurted out.
 

She rebuked him.
 

“I never said you were…but you will begin to love the taste and smell of sperm…I want you to think of another man’s white seed on Karin, over her…inside her. It does not make you gay…but you will worship another man’s control of you…and Karin.”
 

He began to flush up again and I could tell he was terribly agitated and disgustingly, excited. She turned her attention to me.
 

“Karin, you have to grow up dear otherwise you will be frustrated forever, you have to go and experiment with your sexuality.”
 

I was becoming exasperated; my mind was in overdrive and this was all too bizarre for me.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

Her eyes focussed, making me look away.
 

“Worship a man, a strong man, suck him, fuck him bring him into your home, your bed, and your life… let Andy share it with you.”
 

My mind was reeling in denial of all this, how could I tell her I was not like that?
 

“I can’t.”
 

She ignored my protestations.
 

“Let him cover you with sperm, give Andy your knickers smeared in come, let him lick his spunk from your sex, command him, dictate what you want, find out what you both desire and need and then you will be content…maybe?”
 

I wanted this to stop.
 

“I can’t…can’t!”  
 

“Then you will not be allowed back…Andy would you like to come visit with us again?”
 

He stood but only looked at her blankly as she continued. 
 

“If you come back then you will have to be dressed as a girl…and you can tell us… woman to woman what a whore your wife has been. Write me a cheque for $2,000.00 that’s 6 months fees…if you don’t come back then your money will be lost.”
 

I shouted out as if I wished to escape this asylum.
 

“Don’t pay her Andy…I won’t be back… ever!” 
 

She laughed.
 

“Think so do we?”
 

I found my own voice.
 

“I know so…I’m not like you say…I’m not a slut…not as you infer I am, or wish to be.”
 

She raised her thin plucked eyebrows.
 

“Want a bet?”
 

I was riled.
 

“Sure…anything.”
 

“If you come back…then you and Andy will do something personal for me. And the fee will be $4,000.00.”
 

I was incensed.
 

 “That’s a bet Patty…I think this has been a mistake for me.”
 

The woman emitted a warm beaming, irritating smile.
 

“Fine if that’s how it is then there’s nothing lost. If you want me… phone me, I think we should all meet here next week…Andy… your job is really to find Karin a man, encourage her to explore herself…then you can find who you truly are as well.”
 

He looked up at her nervously and then spoke softly as if picking up on my adverse reaction.
 

“You won’t hear from us again.”
 

Patty was inscrutable.
 

“You think so darling…don’t be so sure...I’ll pencil you in for next Friday.”
 

Patty smiled, rose and kissed my husband softly of the tip of his head.
 

“Andy is so cute Karin…if he was mine I would get him servicing my pussy all the time.”
 

I could not believe how audacious and rude she was.
 

“Well he’s not so hands off…OK!”
 

She laughed and the meeting was suddenly over and in minutes they had all left.
 

We were alone, I was shaking and my mind was in turmoil, I was so confused and perplexed with what had happened. 
 

My husband wanted to converse with me but I held up my palm.
 

“Don’t speak to me Andy.”
 

He looked at me contritely as if embarrassed at what I had witnessed.
 

“This was your idea.”
 

I was so irrational, somehow manic, terribly angry and stressed and I didn’t know why?
 

“Shut the fuck up Andy.”
 

He went to say something and I walked over to him and slapped him hard on the cheek as Patty had done. 
 

It was all, his fault and I wanted him to feel my rage; he coloured up and began to cry but I did not care.
 

“You are pathetic Andy…fucking sick…get out of my sight.”
 

I went to our room and he followed me. 
 

My favourite white chemise was on the bed and I picked it up and threw it at my husband. 
 

“Put it on, you weird fuck and you can imagine me being with another man…play with yourself!”
 

He dallied and I scowled at him until he stripped out of his clothes and allowed the white silky material to cover his thin body. I screamed at him wildly and it was as if I had lost my mind.
 

“Go into the other room and fuck yourself…you disgust me!”
 

I went to bed naked and my whole body surged in a way I had never ever experienced before. 
 

I was enraged with everybody, Patty and Andy all those stupid women, but, even worse, I was insanely irate, mostly with myself! 
 

Patty had revealed a dark side of me I was unprepared for and my libido was raging off the scale! 
 

Every time I thought about sex with another man to my horror I felt myself getting aroused. 
 

I touched myself, remembered what she had said about being licked down there and I understood why, I was desperate for some sort of relief to release this terrible tension I felt. 
 

I tossed and turned, dozed and when I woke in the morning Andy was gone and had left a written message saying he’d be back for dinner. 
 

I bathed, felt a little more in control and thankfully decided that the weird life suggested by Patty was not for me. 
 

Maybe I could save our marriage; perhaps I just needed to be a little creative with Andy, to begin anew? In that moment anything was possible.
 

I spent the day preparing a sumptuous dinner and made the table perfect with fine linen and candles. 
 

I decided to dress provocatively, put on tiny-pants, stockings and suspenders with just a black slip above, I painted my face, put on a short black dress and at 7p.m waited for my husband’s return. 
 

I so wanted to make it up to him and make things better.
 

He did not appear however and by 8p.m I began to drink the wine and fret about the meat spoiling. 
 

By 9p.m I was slightly drunk and by 10p.m I was furious that he should be so late without telling me. 
 

At 10.30p.m the bell rang and I ran to the door just relieved that he was home. 
 

To my surprise there were two men at my door. 
 

Andy, who was drunk, and a tall broad man with short black straight hair, dark skin and brooding dusky eyes, who was supporting him.
 

“Karin?”
 

I blinked in surprise.
 

“Yes…who are you?”
 

“I’m James, the trainer from the gym and the bar…I met Andy tonight…we had a drink… and…well you can see…I’ve bought him home.”
 

I was shocked and concerned, in spite of my own inebriated state.
 

“Thank you, please bring him upstairs.”
 

He carried Andy on his strong shoulders as if he were a feather and gently placed him on our large clean white bed. 
 

I saw his clothes were soaked and began to unbuckle him as James spoke calmly.
 

“He spilled drink all over him…he was upset… garbling on.”
 

I pulled off his trousers; he was wearing a pair of my grey pretty panties that were stained with sperm and urine. I pulled them off him angrily not realising I was exposing his genitals to this stranger and I heard the man exhale in wonder.
 

“I need to go.”
 

I threw Andy’s trousers over him to protect his modesty and escorted him to the door.
 

“Thank you for bringing him back.”
 

He looked down at me with his piercing dark pools and I felt my stomach churn.
 

“No problem…bye.”
 

He was gone and suddenly all my thoughts of reconciliation with my husband disappeared as well. 
 

My frustration and anger returned with a vengeance; I left Andy to recover and tried to sleep in the spare room. 
 

It was impossible to do so however as every part of my being seemed alive and refusing to be turned off or lie dormant. This was especially true of my mind, which seemed to be suddenly fully of dirty, disgusting, degenerate thoughts.  
 

I eventually did slumber and when I awoke my husband was gone and to my annoyance and irritation he returned drunk later that night, then the night after with James always in attendance. 
 

Each time we re-enacted the same perverse routine. 
 

The man was always respectful and calm and on the fourth night he again politely and apologetically laid Andy prostrate and drunk on my pristine bed. 
 

I removed his soaking trousers, saw he had borrowed my best pink knickers that were now stained and wet and I drew them off him as well in terrible embarrassment, anger and frustration.
 

It was suddenly all too much for me and I sat heavily on the bed, I was already disorientated from the wine I had drunk earlier and I began to cry mournfully. 
 

The man sat beside me; stroked my long black silky hair, looked at my half naked husband and spoke quietly.   
 

“So it was true…what a tiny prick.”
 

I could not believe what I was listening to and looked up at him through my tears.
 

“What?” 
 

He smiled sadly.
 

“Andy told me over and over about his problem…didn’t believe him but I do now…he looks more like a woman.”
 

I was wild in fury with…everybody… and I snapped at him.
 

“I don’t need your input!”
 

The man continued to stroke me however and, ridiculously; I did not seem to have the will to object.
 

“Don’t be upset Karin, I’m not being rude, but from what I heard…I think that you just might?”
 

I stared at the man; he was confident, arrogant and handsome and I hated him as he continued to soothe me.
 

“You are pretty sure of yourself James?”
 

His eyes twinkled, attractively.
 

“Can I show you why?”
 

I stopped talking, shrugged and before I could say another word the man stood up, removed his trousers and shorts and his limp penis, and was dangling out between his thighs like a thick sturdy rope.
 

“This is a cock Karin…just thought you’d like to see the difference.”
 

I stood with my mouth opening and closing like a helpless fish out of water. 
 

I wanted to say something but all I could do was look at this long dark piece of flesh that seemed to be getting bigger and more dangerous as I watched it. 
 

It began to point vertically at me as it jutted out tantalisingly from his neat black pubic hair. 
 

It was at least 6 times bigger than my husband’s was and although I wanted to scream at this stranger to cover it… it commanded respect. 
 

He made no move towards me and just whispered politely. 
 

“Don’t be frightened Karin…I just wanted to show you…so you can see the contrast
 

Andy told me about your problem and that you wouldn’t object?” 
 

I resented his intrusion and horrible conceit; it was so insulting.
 

“What problem?”
 

He looked at Andy lying helpless on the bed.
 

“Come on Karin look at your husband’s cock…is that all you want all your life? He told me about the meeting and how he was feminised…talked a lot about sperm…he seems to want to wear your panties with another man’s spunk inside.”
 

He laughed and I felt my body rush like never before.
 

“He did go on a bit…didn’t believe him at first but…I do now! I just listened to him and to be honest after the first night… I liked… to bring him back home.”
 

My frustration still raged.
 

“Why…why?”
 

He smiled innocently.
 

“To see you of course!”
 

I could hear my heart suddenly thumping in my chest, I was bright red in embarrassment and passionate rage, but could not take my eyes off his erection.
 

“Stupid bastard...he had no right…to say anything!”
 

His brooding eyes stared. 
 

“Do you want me to go?”
 

I could only inanely watch his thick stiff cock.
 

“Do you…I will if you wish me to?”
 

I stood up and felt my legs were like liquid water but somehow went up to the man and stared him in the face. 
 

He was clean-shaven and smelled of Armani.
 

“You should go James…you should!”
 

He could tell I didn’t mean it, just remained static, half-dressed and quietly teased me.
 

“Why don’t you do it for him Karin…let me come inside your panties and we can put them on him…make him happy!”
 

I felt my vagina was leaking juice and I gasped.
 

“He told you about that?”
 

He returned to stroking my hair gently.
 

“Sure Karin…the little wimp told me everything.”
 

He was denigrating my husband, humiliating him and suddenly I was standing beside him and the tip of his standing cock brushed my dress material. 
 

“Don’t…please James.”
 

I was so confused and I let him place his arms around my hips and pulled me to him until I could sense his erection pressing against my lower body. 
 

I looked up at him, felt his hardness and in my intoxicated and weakened state, my hips involuntarily pushed back and I was instantly lost. 
 

It felt so deliciously wonderful to feel something so hard and alive close against me and I let it rub purposefully on my covered crotch.  
 

I was so bewildered and angry with Andy; how could he have discussed our intimate details with this stranger? 
 

His hands stroked my back then my bottom and his fingers found their way under my dress to my knickers and pressed through the material against my weeping crack.
 

“Oh no James don’t.”
 

But I could not deny the raging need that was so pent-up in me he could sense it.
 

His finger slipped inside my pants; found my wetness and I did not object further, but could only mumble to his touch.
 

“Oh James this is… wrong.”
 

His cock was pressed directly against my panties and I was light-headed in confusion.
 

“Let me just lower them just a little Karin…please?”
 

They were down to my thighs in a second and suddenly I could feel his prick brushing my pubic hair and the tip of my sex lips. The sensation of his thick hard flesh against and so close to mine was indescribable and I groaned in lustful weakness.
 

“Oh God no…please no.”
 

He stroked my naked bottom and I shuddered
 

“I’m not going to fuck you Karin…rub against me…enjoy it…let me come all over you.”
 

I felt so defenceless and he turned me around letting his delicious hardness push against my sex lips from the back and up against my bottom. 
 

I was like a frightened rabbit caught in headlights and just allowed myself to be prodded and touched helplessly; I saw one of Andy’s eyes open and it helped me focus as my mind raged with anger and bewilderment. 
 

“Yes you… look you stupid fuck…look at me, this man’s touching me just as you wanted!”
 

The man’s breath was quickening, his cock was moving firmly against my external flesh and he groaned and exploded wads of thick juice all over my sex until it was dripping into my underwear. 
 

I exhaled and collapsed onto the bed allowing the wetness to stain my pretty black knickers; he threw himself beside me and drew them tightly around my crotch.
 

I was still on the edge but my dissipating morality somehow sensed how degenerate I was being, through my despicable, disgusting actions 
 

“Oh my God… what am I doing?”
 

He told me.
 

“Being a slut.”
 

I wanted to hit him but his fingers were in my wetness and he moved his masculine frame over me and I felt his weight pinning me to the bed. His mouth found mine our tongues locked and my body and mind surged with madness.
 

He whispered to me.
 

 “Put the panties on Andy…that’s what he craves.”
 

I felt how wet, I was, and how dirtily sodden the knickers were.
 

“I can’t.”
 

He instructed me.
 

“Do it now…that’s what he wants.”
 

He released me for a second and I drew them down my thighs through my ankles and took them over to Andy who was still gazing at me drunkenly through one glazed eye. 
 

“These are for you, you sick perverted fuck, as you wanted!”
 

I pulled them over his feet, and then brought them up his fragile white legs and to his genitals. 
 

I let them gather his small balls and dick, ensuring the fresh sticky wetness covered them. 
 

My mind screamed that this was all, his fault and I was furious with him! 
 

It was… all…his fault!
 

The man laughed.
 

“He looks like a girl, the panties suit him better than you…and you look better without knickers on.”
 

I realised my hem was raised and I was so exposed to him, he could see my black thick bush of pubic hair.
 

“Don’t be so…rude…”
 

He pulled me quickly to him, then, down beside him on the bed and he kissed my belly through the dress. 
 

His tongue drifted lower and I wanted to stop but my thighs began to part as if they had their own agenda. My open sex was literally dripping juice from my folds.
 

“Don’t please…oh don’t!”
 

My legs were apart, my dress up to my hips, his tongue found my dripping lust and I tried to push him away with my hands but found myself only tugging at his short dark hair. 
 

He quickly found my clitoris and began to lick me firmly and any protestations I had seemed to instantly vanish.
 

He moved over me, his hips above my face and as his head was buried in my wetness; his now hard cock was at my mouth and lips 
 

I moaned; I didn’t wasn’t this, it was so dirty and vulgar but his flesh slipped inside my mouth and my lips closed around it instinctively and terribly I began to suck him. 
 

It was unbelievably filthy: I had never done anything like this before, ever! 
 

I felt the indescribable waves of pleasure emanating from my vagina; his tongue was drawing me higher and higher, my mind and body craving release. 
 

His cock was gently fucking my mouth, his balls bouncing off my chin; I wanted to stop but how could I? All I could think about was releasing this aching, terrible unbearable tension.
 

Then as if by magic with a final lick and a twist, my body suddenly shuddered, my brain exploded in a thousand bright colours and I found the wondrous release of a climax for the very first time in my safe sanitary little life! 
 

I groaned in utter disbelief and joy and in that instant my whole world flipped upside down and eternally changed forever.
 

His cock was still embedded inside my mouth and I gripped it more firmly; his movements became more and more urgent until his balls tensed and my mouth swam with his thick pungent seed. 
 

The sticky juice did not phase or disgust me; I swallowed some, let the rest fall on my lips then opened my eyes and saw my husband staring inanely in disbelief at me. 
 

I saw the tip of his erection sticking out of the panties I’d just placed on him; the sick pervert was enjoying my shame! After sucking every ounce of sperm from this stranger’s cock with my mouth I withdrew from him and moved over to Andy. 
 

I placed my mouth to his and kissed him, on the lips at first then deep inside his oral cavity allowing my tongue to release all the semen I had, in there.
 

He began to choke as the thick liquid hit the back of his throat but I held him fast until he had swallowed it all.
 

“Nice darling?” I whispered.  
 

He just continued to gaze blankly and said nothing
 

I moved back to my accidental lover and lay beside him. I stroked his ripped stomach and looked at him curiously, amazed at my own perversion.
 

“What else did my husband tell you?”
 

The man smiled and ran his fingers over the thin pink virginal lips of my dark pussy. I did not try to stop him.
 

“Said he had a small dick…you weren’t happy…wanted a divorce…then he got drunk told me about some meeting…his fetish with girl’s underwear…then needing to find a lover for you…weird stuff…well I thought it was crazy…but look at you!”
 

I lay back on the bed and closed my thighs, but his fingers were still on me.
 

I spoke with an embarrassment I did not feel.
 

“I’m not like this.” 
 

He licked my slippery sexual lips with his tongue.
 

“Like what?”
 

His hands stroked the wetness between my legs as my thighs opened involuntarily.
 

“Like a slut.”
 

I began to moan as his fingers found my softest spot and my resistance was suddenly gone again. 
 

I was so yielding and malleable and I looked at him submissively.
 

“Are you going to fuck me now?”
 

He smiled in superiority; I had acceded to his control already
 

“Do you want me to?”
 

I blinked and felt my head nod.
 

“No not yet Karin…but I can stay for a few hours and we can play…I want to own you…I expect my women to be subservient.”
 

I was his and we both knew it.
 

“What do you want me to do?”
 

“Take your top clothes of…naked is good, except the stockings and garter.”
 

I did as instructed and threw them over Andy…after all I had already accepted that this was all… his responsibility!
 

My husband was still comatose, he looked at me painfully, could still hardly move; he was so drunk and I despised him. 
 

My new virile lover pulled me back onto the bed and his tongue entered my mouth without complaint or objection from me. 
 

I kissed him and felt his long hard cock against my thigh. 
 

My fingers touched it and it slid into my palm as if it belonged there; I squeezed it and felt the thrill of holding firm sexual flesh for the first time. 
 

I pulled the top white sheet over us, and our bodies mingled together as one. 
 

I had lost any remnants of restraint and revelled as his hands and fingers explored my breasts, ass and vagina. I understood his comment about him owning me as that was how it felt, the more he touched me the more I belonged to him and wanted to.  
 

His digits played with my sexuality so expertly, my body got tauter and tauter until with a final expert contortion, I trembled and moaned in ecstasy as I climaxed again.  
 

I was disbelievingly, riotously happy as my body rushed with adrenaline and a million pheromones and I bent my head and my mouth found his wondrous cock. 
 

I sucked and licked it in servile appreciation and he relaxed and let me play with him. 
 

The more I did it the more I revelled in it; it was such a thrill to have a proper man respond to my touch. 
 

My lips drew on him hard and my palms cupped his balls with my fine hands and fingers. 
 

I wanted his sperm and my eyes entreated him lustily. 
 

He stroked my head, jerked and exhaled as the liquid gushed into my mouth. 
 

It was surprisingly pleasurable, I held all the liquid inside me and when he’d withdrawn I went over to Andy and slowly poured the goo onto his lips. 
 

Soon his whole mouth was covered with the spunky white fluid and as he went to try unsuccessfully to speak, he let it all dribble inside him.
 

“Patty said you’d like sperm…darling…I’m having such a good time.”
 

I went back to James and lay naked beside him. 
 

His hands wandered over me and I felt strangely comfortable and relaxed. 
 

“Do you own me now James?” 
 

It was a joke but maybe not and he whispered back.
 

“What do you think?”
 

I giggled like a child.
 

“I’ve never sucked a man’s cock before…so you must I suppose.”  
 

He laughed.
 

“That’s cool…but I would never have known.”
 

I held his wet dripping penis; it felt at home in my fingers.
 

“James?”
 

“What?”
 

I squeezed him.
 

“Don’t you want to fuck me?”
 

He groaned in pleasure at my touch and capitulation.
 

“Sure…but not tonight.”
 

I tried to mask my disappointment. 
 

“Why?”
 

He exhaled as he began to get erect.
 

“Because I want it to be special…”
 

I was intrigued.
 

“How?”
 

He was hard now and I ran my fingers over him gently and lightly.
 

“Thought we’d go out tomorrow…buy you some sexy clothes…well… Andy would…then we’d see from there.”
 

Terribly, shamefully, I was beginning to enjoy myself, the decadence and delay was palpable.
 

“That sounds yummy…You want to come shopping Andy?”
 

He looked at me as if still dreaming or having a nightmare, his eyes still glassy and I belittled him.
 

“I’ll take that as a yes darling.”   
 

James laughed at the unkind treatment I was meting out to my husband.
 

“He’s responding well to all this Karin?”
 

My fingers stroked his cock again and I smiled.
 

“So am I.”
 

I sucked him and pulled him over to where Andy lay and played with his stiff erection until he spewed his final load of white essence over my pathetic husband’s face. 
 

It gave me sordid pleasure to see him suffer so exquisitely and I was not sure why? 
 

He looked up at me and I rubbed the thick cream into his mouth and lips as if to punish him for my sins!
 

I lay with James for another hour but the heat had gone and we were both tired. 
 

It was still pleasurable and sensual though to be touched and he did so with complete freedom and confidence with me. Eventually he dressed and I walked him to the door, unabashed, without a stitch of clothing on. He smiled and I felt real passion for him.
 

“Shopping tomorrow…pick you up about 12.30p.m?”
 

I nodded eagerly
 

“Great.”
 

“Andy can come…we need his credit card.”
 

I blinked and flashed my eyes.
 

“What are we getting?”
 

His hand went between my legs and stroked my silky wetness.
 

“Something sexy to suit you.”
 

I moaned to his cocksure, invasive touch.
 

“OK...James…can I ask you something?”
 

“Shoot.”
 

I spoke without a trace of embarrassment.
 

“Will you fuck me tomorrow?”
 

“Please.”
 

“Please James…I need to feel you inside me…and…”
 

He smiled.
 

“And what?”
 

I blushed and bent my head in shameful admission.
 

“I’ve never been… properly fucked!”
 

He turned me around, bent me forward with my ass facing him, spread my legs and stroked my bottom and wetness. His voice had a sadistic, sarcastic edge.
 

“That’s so terrible Karin…this little cunt has not been fucked…terrible!”
 

His crude words made me shiver in expectation and I moaned in needful frustration.
 

“No James…never!”
 

I heard him chuckle and his fingers entered my folds lightly to tease me further.
 

“Then you will be …I think you’ll be ready Karin.”
 

I exhaled helplessly.
 

“I am so ready James…so ready… just bend me over and fuck me please.”
 

He stroked my bottom, let his long middle index finger enter me further and I murmured in primeval, wanton lust.
 

“No problem…tell Andy thanks…hope he enjoyed it…see you tomorrow.”
 

He laughed softly, slapped my naked flesh and left me panting for him!
 

I closed the front door and somehow my trembling limbs climbed the stairs to where Andy was still drunk, draped over the bed with my black knickers around his penis and my wet clothes lying over his legs. 
 

His mouth was still oozing come and the panties covering his groin were caked in white stains. In that second, he was truly nothing to me and I spoke to him in contempt.
 

“Nice time darling? …I have…Now go to sleep…I’m bushed…see you in the morning.”
 

I was exhausted and drifted to my rest, revelling in the frustration and adrenaline coursing through my body. 
 

I could not believe that finally I had achieved an orgasm; it wasn’t a myth after all!  
 

I felt so relieved and alive and could sense my libido raging but strangely satisfied as well. 
 

I closed my eyes and slept instantly, dreaming only of sunshine and beaches and still water. 
 

A gentle hand woke me and I opened my eyes to see my husband sitting on the bed, tenderly holding my hand.
 

“Are you OK Karin…you know…last night…I don’t know what happened to me?”
 

He was dressed normally in beige trousers and a blue shirt. I remembered James, felt suddenly ashamed and lied through my perfect white teeth.
 

“I’m not sure either?” 
 

He stroked his fine, fair, long hair.
 

“I went into a bar…met James again then everything was strange…I drank…a lot…he brought me back and then he…he did what he did to you. I saw everything but I couldn’t move.”
 

I was morbidly embarrassed; what must Andy think of me? I spoke quickly and defensively in explanation.
 

“He didn’t fuck me Andy…just fooled around a bit…you liked it… if I remember?”
 

He went red, shook his head to deny how he obviously had felt and he spoke sharply in retort to me.
 

“Anyway he’s coming here at 12.30a.m so we can tell him to get lost?” 
 

I nodded.
 

“Fine…you do that.”
 

I looked at the clock it was late, nearly 11a.m and I walked into our bathroom to shower. 
 

I saw the black knickers screwed up on the floor with my expensive slip also casually discarded. 
 

I picked up the pants, felt the hardened semen stains caused by my husband as another man had been playing with me and I screamed in savage fury.
 

“Andy, come here!”
 

He was there in a second.
 

“If you’re going to wear my stuff and spoil it then be good enough to wash them…treat them with respect or I won’t let you wear them again.”
 

He looked at the floor.
 

“Sorry Karin.”
 

He was back to the pathetic man I knew, so quickly.
 

“I’m going to shower put me some underwear on the bed to choose and some jeans and a top…please.”
 

He looked at me nervously and anxiously.
 

“Are you going with James?”
 

I saw his discomfort and I relished the sudden rush of power I felt.
 

“Not sure?” 
 

I smiled teasingly. 
 

“You wouldn’t want him to see me in the underwear you’ve picked...would you?”
 

He gulped coloured purple and left. 
 

The water teased my body as I cleansed myself and I felt the hands over my skin cause my libido to race as my regret of my actions the last evening quickly faded and new, formerly repressed sensations, came to the fore. 
 

I remembered his touch; the feel of his solid flesh and suddenly it was not just the exterior of my body that was getting wet. 
 

I remembered Andy, his drugged eyes just staring at me helpless as the man he had brought home enjoyed me as if I was his sexual toy. 
 

I knew that if I was with him again I might not be able to walk away. 
 

All these thoughts were raging and racing in my brain as I walked into the bedroom where my clothes were laid out for me as I had requested. 
 

There was a pink pair, a white pair and navy pair of knickers. All plain and modest with just the pink pair that was trimmed with pretty white lace. 
 

I dried myself and let the towel fall to the floor leaving me naked and looked at my husband who was flushed red with strange excitement. I seemed to pick up on his perverted thoughts.
 

“Which pair do you think James might like me in Andy?”
 

He blinked stupidly.
 

“If you’re hard Andy I’m going to make…you… wear the pink pair.”
 

I walked over to him, pressed my palm to his crotch and sure enough his penis was erect through the trousers, although still very small. 
 

I undid his buckle and zip without his objection and saw it pointing in his shorts. 
 

“Thought so… you put them on Andy, I’ll wear the blue pair, James will like me in those…or out of them!” 
 

My weak degenerate, submissive husband had returned with a vengeance.
 

“No don’t Karin…please.”
 

I ignored him and pulled the navy pair around my fragrant black mass of hair and pulled them tightly against me.
 

“He might pull these off me and fuck my pretty pussy darling. Would you like that?” 
 

Andy stared at me sadly, but took off his trousers then swapped his white shorts for my pink panties and I saw his erect penis clearly.
 

“Why does this turn you on so much?”
 

He looked bemused and distraught. 
 

“I don’t know,” 
 

I pulled up my jeans, threw my short top over me and quickly brushed my hair. 
 

I was suddenly looking forward to the excursion, it had been so long since I had been shopping; had a selfish, exciting day, just for me!
 

Andy looked normal, but I knew he was actually a perverted little boy underneath the façade, wearing my pink knickers. I mean… really!
 

I was still going to give James some trouble, I did not want him to think I was easy, that he could just turn up and I would be there for him. 
 

But he was late and by 1p.m I was sure he wasn’t coming. I was so agitated as was Andy who was pacing nervously.
 

“Forget him…we’ll go to lunch.”
 

My nerves were fraught.
 

“Shut the fuck up.”  
 

The buzzer suddenly rang and I saw James’ handsome face via the intercom. 
 

I buzzed the door and he was in the lounge in a few long strides.
 

“You’re late.”
 

He smiled.
 

“I know…was busy…are you going out like that?”
 

I was surprised.
 

“What do you mean…what’s wrong?”
 

He looked disapprovingly.
 

“I never allow my women to wear trousers.”
 

I touched my hair nervously.
 

“Oh…I didn’t know.”
 

He was arrogantly insistent.
 

“Now you do…something short and sexy.”
 

I looked into his dark eyes and my anger burned. This was a test between us, who was in charge, was I to be so compliant to him? 
 

I looked at Andy for guidance but he was just standing there looking forlorn and I instantly had no will to challenge James’ authority.
 

“OK… give me a minute.”
 

He was impatient.
 

“Be quick…there’s a good girl.”
 

I left the two of them and took my jeans off on the way up the stairs. 
 

I looked through my wardrobe all I could find was a short white pleated skirt that I had worn in my teens. I slipped it around me and it still fitted, my shape had hardly changed and I was thrilled. 
 

I put on a tight red top that left my stomach exposed and looked into the mirror. I looked like a cheerleader and it excited me in a strange girlish way. 
 

I ran downstairs feeling the warm air caress my legs and jumped down the top three stairs like a child, I smiled at my lover, faking a mock curtsey.
 

“OK?” 
 

James walked to my side and stroked my hair. His hands moved over my face then slowly down my body until his palm was flat on my stomach. It was so sensual and I looked up at him weakly.
 

“Lovely Karin…you’re a doll…dress like one.”
 

His hand went to my bottom and lifted my skirt and stroked the cheeks of my ass.
 

“She looks good…hey Andy?”
 

He nodded, going blushing red.
 

I leant into James and his mouth found my lips. Our tongues met and my libido went up into space, I was so turned on and he released me gently.
 

“Easy baby…let’s make a day of it.”
 

My mind descended from some high erotic ground and I stood breathless beside him.
 

“OK let’s go…Andy are you ready?”
 

He nodded
 

“Where to?”
 

James spoke.
 

“We’ll go to the big mall, ‘Specialist Sports’ first then ‘Luxury Lingerie,’ thought we’d have lunch in between…you drive Andy…the Mercedes will be good.”
 

We had a 4-door saloon, James and I got in the back and Andy drove, like our chauffeur. 
 

My short skirt rose high on my thigh and although I tried to brush the hem down, my legs were showing to my hips. I leaned into James and he placed his hand on my naked flesh.
 

“You’re like a randy schoolgirl…I’m getting hard just sitting beside you.”
 

I placed my hand between his thighs and he was indeed erect. I bent my head down and kissed his penis through his trousers. He whispered as if to tease me.
 

“Wanna’ suck it baby?”
 

My eyes glistened.
 

“I will if you want me to.”
 

He patted my thigh.
 

“I know you would.”
 

He put his fingers under my skirt and pushed against my pants. 
 

I was so wet that I just opened my thighs and leant back. He knew just where to touch me and I began to moan softly.
 

“How long to the Mall Andy?”
 

“About 20 minutes.”
 

My lover enjoyed the power he had over us both.
 

“Call me sir… Andy…as you are just the driver and such, OK?”
 

I caught my husband’s eyes in the rear view mirror; there was no fight in them!
 

“Yes sir.”
 

James smiled and sat back in the soft leather.
 

“Good…OK Karin you can suck me baby.”
 

I undid his trousers and as his erection sprang out eagerly to me, my mouth devoured it. 
 

I needed to suck it and kiss it so badly and I pulled his underwear down until his balls and cock were hanging freely. 
 

My tongue suckled on his sensitive sacs and hardness and he groaned in lustful pleasure. 
 

I threw my head back and my long dark hair danced on his skin.
 

“I love giving you a blow-job James.”
 

He stroked my silky, shining mane.
 

“Good…Slut!”
 

I did not object to his descriptive portrait of me. 
 

My mouth enveloped the tip of his erection then I let it slide into the rear of my throat, back and forward, back and forward, slowly at first then faster and faster until finally I felt him convulse and his sperm cascaded inside me. 
 

I swallowed it all, licked and squeezed the rest from him then purposely placed his penis back in his shorts and re-buckled his trousers. James revelled in the pure pleasure of my diligence and decadence.
 

“Andy your wife is a dream, a whore…and… tidy as well.”
 

My husband was purple and I belittled him.
 

“Sorry I didn’t save you any sweetheart but I wanted this one just for me!” 
 

I knew he had seen it all in his rear mirror and wondered if the little weak pervert had come in his pink panties? He mumbled then stuttered and somehow eventually parked the car.
 

“We’re here.”
 

My new boyfriend corrected him.
 

“We’re here… sir!”
 

He looked distressed but acquiesced to James.
 

“We are here…sir!”
 

The Mall was a sprawling monument to the modern religion of shopping. A huge white edifice that stretched back way into the distance from the vast car park.

 

I linked arms with James as we walked from the warm day into the cool of the air-conditioned complex. 
 

James led us up a couple of escalators and eventually we entered a small shop with a picture of a perfectly shaped young woman in tight black leotard and pink tights in the window. 
 

The girl behind the counter waved at him and I felt a pang of jealousy as if she was his girlfriend. 
 

“Hi Lucy…this is Karin…she wants some nice gym-stuff.”
 

She was a tall willowy blonde and looked at me as if I was one of her items for sale.
 

“Nice bod’ Karin…come with me.”
 

I felt complimented that such a beautiful woman admired my figure. She took me to a rail and started to pass me items to try on. 
 

Once loaded out she directed me to the changing room and I pulled the privacy rail and removed my clothes. 
 

I drew on the mini shorts and the halter-top and went out to show them what I looked like. 
 

I had to admit the figure hugging stuff really suited me and I admired my reflection in the mirror.
 

My husband whistled in admiration of my show.
 

“Wow Karin…They are so hot.”
 

I looked beautiful and Lucy, the assistant, spoke.
 

“How do you feel in them?” 
 

I was buzzing.
 

“Sexy.” 
 

She smiled.
 

“Good try the leotard on and we’ll choose some colours ok?”
 

I nodded put on various mixes of outfits until everyone was happy and I stood by James as Andy paid. I leant up, kissed his cheek and whispered to him.
 

“Thank you James, I would never have picked anything like this myself.”
 

He stroked my bottom as if he could do it anywhere.
 

“You’re a sexy girl; we can get your body in perfect shape now.”
 

I pulsed at his descriptive phrasing; I wanted my body in perfect shape for him!
 

“You can James…”
 

He smiled, patted my stomach sensually and my whole body pulsed to his touch. 
 

Suddenly everything felt sexual, it was if a switch had been turned on in my head and my libido, previously lost in Pandora’s Box, had been released.  
 

Andy had finished and we all trooped out to a nearby bar where lunch was chosen and ordered. It was expensive and we sat at a corner table where I held James’ thigh, looked into his dreamy eyes and sipped my champagne.
 

“What was your favourite outfit?”
 

He thought for a moment.
 

“The pink leotard…showed your ass to perfection.”
 

I shivered in pleasure and remembered how tightly it hugged me.
 

“When do you want me in the gym?”
 

“Tomorrow.”
 

I sipped more champagne and whispered in his ear.
 

“I want you to take it off me and fuck me there!”
 

He was phlegmatic and it caused me mild frustration. 
 

I wanted him to want me just as much as I desired him!
 

“We’ll see Karin…don’t get drunk we’re going to buy lingerie now.”
 

I nodded, accepting his command over me.
 

“Can we buy something for Andy?”
 

He chuckled.
 

“What’s he wearing?”
 

I picked up the amusement in his eyes and smiled.
 

“Pink ones with white lace…fits perfectly.”
 

He nodded
 

“Of course you can choose for him…Is that OK Andy?”
 

My husband was caught in James’ calm dark pools. 
 

Now would have been the time for him to stand up for himself, to be a man, to tell this upstart to leave him and his wife alone, but all I heard him murmur was.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

In that second he disgusted me more than at any time before and I lost any remaining sense of love or loyalty for him. 
 

I finished my bubbly wine and we all walked merrily the short distance to the lingerie store.
 

I’d never been into such an exclusive shop before but James knew them and we were escorted into a private room where he picked a selection of items for me to try. 
 

There were loads of tiny pants, bra’s, garters, knickers, and bustiers and slips etc and I luxuriated in the sensual fabrics and how I felt and looked in them. 
 

I had always been aware of such things but with James to dress for I began to feel as if there was a purpose to this finery and suddenly sensed I was becoming a woman and not a naïve, innocent young girl anymore. 
 

I tried on and loved a see through black pair of knickers but James shook his head.
 

“You’re too bushy for those Karin.”
 

I looked in the mirror and saw my thick black pubic hair sticking out from the fine material and spoke like a coquettish child.
 

“But I like them…I’ll trim it when I get home…Andy can!”
 

He smiled and laughed at me.
 

“OK…put this on… all of it.”
 

He gave me a black set of garters, stockings and matching bra and pants. 
 

As I pulled them on me I felt sexier than I had ever done in my life and I paraded before him proudly hands on hips, strutting like a call girl. 
 

He was sitting on the chair watching me intently and I realised I was excited and revelling in my sexual display to him; he could tell and spoke softly.
 

“How do you feel?”
 

I stared at him dirtily
 

“I’ll show you.” 
 

I walked to him and kneeled down, unbuttoned his trousers and extricated his huge erect cock. My tongue licked his balls as if I was in service to him then my mouth suckled him eagerly.
 

“This is how I feel…like a whore…your whore…I want to please you.”
 

He sat back savouring my submission to him.
 

“Then do it baby…go!”
 

My mouth moved up and down his cock, he grabbed a handful of my hair and guided me. 
 

He let me debauch myself to him and my eyes caught Andy looking at me. 
 

His hand was at his crotch, he could not help touching himself and I used the tension I felt to debase him and humiliate him further
 

“Go on you freak come into my panties…do it…jerk your little prick!”
 

I could sense James balls tightening and contracting and he groaned and exploded his rush of semen into my mouth. The utter degradation of my actions was exquisite and I swallowed the thick juices and licked the tip of him clean as he breathed out.
 

“Wow Karin…the outfit certainly suits you.”
 

The release of sexual pressure made me feel suddenly ashamed of how I was acting and I exhaled in realisation at my utter degradation and humiliation.
 

“It does!”
 

I looked at Andy who had obviously just come in my knickers and I took my vitriol and embarrassment out on him
 

“That was good hey Andy? Seeing me like this… kneeling and sucking a guy’s cock as if your wife was some slut?”
 

He looked at me sheepishly and stood up but was too mortified to speak as I continued my irrational tirade.
 

“You can have all my old lingerie…I’ll get new stuff…more in keeping with my new role.”
 

James interrupted.
 

“Come here Karin.”
 

I was still unbalanced. 
 

“Don’t give me orders….”
 

He pulled me over his knee in a split second and his strong arms held me fast. 
 

“Don’t James…don’t…”
 

His palm slapped me hard on the bottom, then again. He lowered my pants then hit me sharply one last time and I squealed in sudden shock and pain.
 

“Don’t be ‘sassy’ with me Karin…you’re just another girl.”
 

His palm vibrated on me again and my bottom began to tingle in redness, I felt so helpless, erotically helpless.
 

“I’m sorry James it’s all a bit much for me…Ohhh.”
 


  

His fingers found my vagina and I was indescribably wet.
 

“Do you want to give this up Karin?”
 

I was aroused again and desperate.
 

“No…no…never!”
 

“Then don’t be stupid bitch…take you’re anger out on Andy…it’s his fault.”
 

I knew he was correct; it was my husband’s fault! It was all his fault and I raged at him as if I had lost my mind and exploded in anger at my feeble impotent spouse.
 

“It is…oh God…it’s all your fault!”
 

James’ middle digit was working its way up my anus whilst his hands teased and caressed my cheeks; it was just so dirty and delicious. 
 

He gave me a final gentle tap and then released me and I fell to the floor weaker than I had ever been in my life. 
 

I felt completely drawn and submissive to James, sinking quickly into his dominance, each experience only strengthening his hold on me. 
 

His penis was limp, still exposed and I kissed it, and placed it back inside his trousers gently, respectfully and gingerly. I was beginning to revere and worship it. 
 

He was content, everything in his world was perfect and he rose and addressed us.
 

“OK we have what we need…let’s pay for everything and go.”
 

The bill came to over $3,000.00 and I felt the decadent flush of being spoilt rotten and relished the feeling. 
 

We had some more champagne and I was quite tipsy by the time we returned home at around 6p.m. We went to the bedroom with the clothes and James gently pushed me back on the bed.
 

“Take your clothes off Karin…lie on the bed with your legs open.”
 

I smiled teasingly.
 

“Cheeky!” 
 

I joked with him but I did as I was told and was soon lying there naked and wanton.
 

James came in from the bathroom and handed Andy a small pair of scissors; he pushed him to kneel on the floor and placed him between my open thighs. 
 

“Trim her Andy; I want her pussy neat before I fuck it…I’m going downstairs for a beer.”
 

Before he left I felt his fingers showing my husband where to pare and he made my skin burn to his touch in delightful anticipation of him.
 

Andy and I were suddenly alone and I saw his face just inches from my hairy private special place. I parted my thighs wider, felt incredibly aroused and strangely empowered.
 

“Smell me Andy…I’m so turned on.”
 

His nose went to my thin folds of sex and I saw his face flush crimson.
 

“Take your clothes off honey…I want to think of you attending me as a girlfriend…leave my knickers on you…they are cute.”
 

He did as I asked and he was soon naked with just my pink pants that were now covered in his sperm. I didn’t mind any more, I was becoming used to it.
 

“Do as he said Andy…a good job please darling.”
 

He began to work, snipping at my hair, very carefully and conscientiously. 
 

After about 40 minutes I heard James return and he looked closely at Andy’s labour. 
 

“No… no… no stupid, look… let me get your attention!”
 

He undid his trousers, removed his shorts and his erection was thick, protruding and massively erect. 
 

I gulped, I was available to him, legs askew, and all I could think about was having him inside my innocent tight passage. 
 

He stood over me, between my thighs and he used his penis like a thick teacher’s cane pointing out where he wanted my pubic hair to end.
 

“You see Andy…here…it all has to go and it need thinning as well here, a woman likes it when it lies gently on her…like this!”
 

James penis rested on my wet slit and my hips moved involuntarily against it. He let it run along my dripping sex lips and I groaned in needful lust, the likes of which I had never ever experienced before in my short coddled life.
 

“You see Andy…how they love it?”
 

My thighs were so far apart and my ass lifted to entreat him inside me, I was salaciously wanton! 
 

He placed his cock at the soft wet entrance to me, pushed gently and I heard myself cry weakly and begin to moan in dark base longing and need.
 

“This is just perfect Karin, for your first fuck…you’re ready baby?”
 

I pushed against him and groaned as the first inch of his flesh slipped inside my sodden crack. 
 

“Please James…please don’t tease me anymore…please…I’ll do anything…please.” 
 

He stayed still as if wishing to torment me and punish me further.
 

“Patience baby...you have a lifetime for getting fucked I want this to be slow and heavenly for you.”
 

He pushed and inexorably his cock began to fill me a few inches more. 
 

It was an indescribable sensation that seemed to send my mind into meltdown and I reached out to him helplessly with my flailing arms and screamed softly.
 

“Fuck James, please fuck me…do it…in me please…Oh James…I’m begging you…please!”
 

He was still only a fraction inside my hidden, closed, love passage; I groaned, pleaded and begged and felt myself dripping in flowing juices that only demonstrated my terrible lust and desire for him.
 

Suddenly he moved and pushed firmly and I felt warm thick hard flesh slide against my vaginal walls for the first time, until it was wonderfully, tight and snug inside me. 
 

My fingers touched his hips and held him as he moved himself gently back and forward, simple movements that felt so powerful and extraordinary. 
 

He slowly built up his energy and speed and I was being truly fucked properly for the premier time in my short life. I set myself into the soft mattress and revelled in the sensations as his thick powerful cock began to move in and out of me like some fleshy piston. 
 

I began to moan and scream like a common whore, his thrusts were urgent almost violent, he grabbed my skin and hair and my mind exploded into the bright intense colours of a climax.  My body trembled and vibrated and I screamed wildly in release as his body tensed and his potent seed swam in me. 
 

He lay over me, holding himself on his hands; his penis still lodged inside me. 
 

My sex -muscles contracted around it as if not wanting it to leave me but it had lost its power and it slid from my slippery slit. 
 

I looked up at him in wonder and he smiled at me as if he delighted in my obvious rapture.
 

“James that was just…just…it was just...”
 

He tried to look modest but was his acting skills were inadequate.
 

“You were great Karin…just look at you…such a dirty girl!”
 

I was naked, my legs spread and my sex lips dripping with my juices and his sperm. 
 

I felt like a whore, looked like a whore but frankly it was not a sensation that revolted me. 
 

I pulsed, warm and womanly, revelling in new wonderful pleasures and strangely in control of my life and body. 
 

James’ dark eyes confronted my disbelieving, watching, husband.
 

“Andy you finish off now…like I showed you…you might have to lick the sperm off her so you can see what you’re doing.”
 

My husband looked at him blankly.
 

“But…but.”
 

James rose up and stood aggressively over him.
 

“Now Andy… and be respectful!”
 

My husband’s weak blue eyes blinked and looked down sadly.
 

“Yes…sir!”
 

James smiled in power and victory, left the room and Andy took his place in humble acceptance between my trembling thighs again.
 

I wanted to humiliate him, for him to suffer, for reasons I could not explain and opened my legs wide to prostrate myself further on the bed.
 

“How do I smell now darling?”
 

He was upset, angry and confused.
 

“Of sex…you dirty slut…you’re dripping.”
 

I murmured to him, ignoring his vitriol, he was so unimportant.
 

“Then lick it out darling…go on do it…lick Andy out of me…like a good girl.”
 

I expected him to react, to answer or argue but he had no shame and his tongue touched my sex, tentatively at first, then deep licks inside me, drawing out the flowing juices. 
 

It was a sordid wonderful sensation, I felt like a dirty, naughty princess being served and indulged by her servant.
 

Andy was like my own little slave and I remembered what Patty had told me, how pleasurable the experience could be. 
 

Finally he stopped and I closed my eyes and dozed whilst he continued to cut me with the scissors. I was half-asleep when I heard James’ voice and he brought me back to reality.
 

“Good job Andy.”
 

He held a small hand held mirror between my thighs and I saw that the only hair I now had down there was a small triangular patch just above my thin pick crack. It looked pretty and I gushed excitedly.
 

“I can wear those micro knickers now.” 
 

My lover nodded.
 

“You can…put some cream on her Andy…where you have cut to the skin…gently.”
 

He did as James said, I felt the coldness soothe me and lay back with my thighs far apart and looked at him entreatingly.
 

“You like?”
 

His deep eyes shone in full control of me, I was so compliant.
 

“Pretty…and easy pussy.”
 

He was insulting me but I didn’t care. I just wanted him to lie over me and fuck me again!
 

He turned to walk away.
 

“Look Karin, we were going out but to be honest I’m bushed…I’m going home to my bed.”
 

He opened the door and I called to him urgently.
 

“Stay with me James, sleep here please…my bed is yours now…isn’t it Andy?”
 

My husband stared ahead blankly and I sensed my lover’s imminent departure. 
 

I spoke to Andy with a tone of menace.
 

“I’ve just asked you a question…speak up you little fuck!”
 

My husband jumped at my reminder and responded.
 

“Yes Karin…my bed is his”
 

James gazed at my partner.
 

“That’s not a nice way to ask Andy…I need to feel… welcome.”
 

Once again my husband showed his true tepid colours and spoke quietly.
 

“Please James...I would like you to stay.”
 

My new man was so cruel, delightfully so.
 

“And fuck my wife…use her.”
 

Andy repeated slowly.
 

“And fuck Karin…use her…sir.”
 

James smiled.
 

“Please…sir.”
 

Andy’s co-operation knew no boundaries.
 

“Please sir!”
 

He nodded and began to remove his shirt.
 

“Ok…fine…go and have a shower…let him prepare you…put the white slip on we bought.”
 

I literally glowed in glee.
 

“OK.”
 

He took off his jeans, got inside my sheets and into my bed. 
 

I leapt up, walked to the shower and Andy stripped and followed me into the streaming water. The spray made me feel reborn and I passed Andy the green liquid soap and looked at him.
 

“Lather me sweetheart.”
 

He poured the viscous juice from the plastic bottle and his hands began to work over my sweaty, dirty, naked body.
 

He spoke resentfully
 

“Did you have to ask him to stay?”
 

It was a stupid question.
 

“Yes.”
 

He went quiet and concentrated on working the soap into a foaming mass and I took the bottle and poured some juice over my sex and my bottom. 
 

“Make me smell nice Andy.”
 

He worked his hands over and over and it was erotic in its own way, he was preparing my body intently to please another man. 
 

I could see he was excited as he served me, kneeling and rubbing and using his tongue to cleanse every part of me perfectly. His poor little useless prick was solid and hard put I ignored it completely, as if it was no longer any concern of mine.
 

I stepped out of the shower, let him dry me, pat me, then rub oil on my skin and spray me with perfume. 
 

He brought the lingerie bag in with all the purchases of the day inside, as instructed by James, and I looked at my husband in pity noticing his constant little show of excitement.
 

“You like dressing me for another man darling?”
 

He looked sad and uncomfortable but I did not care.
 

“Look at your little thing…can’t really call it a cock…loving it…we need to cover it in lace and you can show me how much you like this.”
 

I reached in the expensive brightly coloured carrier and drew out a fine pink pair of panties, with a thin string at the rear and a small white bow at the front.
 

“Put them on darling.”
 

He looked crushed but obediently pulled them over his weak naked body and soon his tiny erection was peeking out on the tip of the thin bright knickers. 
 

I smiled at him condescendingly and pressed his erect flesh softly.
 

“Come on Andy let me help you come…you must need it…soon James will be soiling me again and fucking me in our bed…over and over…so hard.”
 

“No Karin...no…don’t!”
 

I laughed.
 

“Too late darling…my pretty, fine pussy’s his now…you prepared it all for him to fuck…didn’t you?”
 

He was breathing hard and he groaned in terrible reflex.
 

“Didn’t you darling…think about what you did!”
 

He trembled, closed his eyes and I saw the crotch of the delicate knickers stain to dark pink.
 

“That’s better…isn’t it?”
 

He looked up at me pathetically and cried mournfully.
 

“Don’t sleep with him in our bed…please Karin…it hurts.”
 

I wiped my crotch very lightly with a towel and sensed a rush of desire and domination.
 

“If it doesn’t hurt then it doesn’t work sweetheart.”
 

I stood and showed him my freshly cleaned sex and trimmed fluffy black pubic hair.
 

“Sorry…but this is not for you anymore…only for your tongue.”
 

He looked distraught but it only made me feel stronger and more assertive. I did not know why this show of cruelty inflamed me as it did but I revelled in my heartless teasing.
 

“No Karin...please!”
 

I laughed.
 

“You did bring him back darling…I never thanked you, it was like bringing a cock into the hen-house. You are a clever girl…you listened to Patty.” 
 

He stared at the floor in all consuming shame.
 

“Get me that new top…the white one then…get us a drink…and change your knickers…before you serve us.”
 

He brought me my slip and I drew it over me and felt my libido race as the fine silk danced on my skin. 
 

I walked into the bedroom to find James lying in my bed, twirled in front of him and I pulled up the hem to expose my ass and vagina to him as if I was a child and he was my playground boyfriend.
 

“This is for you darling.”
 

He smiled.
 

“Slut!”

 

I smiled and slipped into bed beside him. Without being coerced, my head went under the sheet and my mouth found his hard wondrous flesh. 
 

He was solid and I suckled him furiously, surprised at my sudden need to perform such a perverted act. 
 

It was a sense of power, servitude, and devotion all mixed into one but it was beginning to be central to my character. James just relaxed and let me treat him.
 

“Just leave the tray on the floor Andy,” I heard him say.
 

He patted my head through the sheet.
 

“She’s a bit busy…you can leave now…Karin will tell you about it tomorrow.”
 

I heard him whisper weakly.
 

“I would like to stay...sir?”
 

I sucked James harder and he mumbled in appreciation.
 

“I don’t think so.”
 

I listened to my husband’s pathetic voice again.
 

“Please let me stay James.” 
 

I felt the sheet drawn off me and I could see Andy and he could see me; he was carrying a tray with a jug of water, a bottle of wine and crystal glasses. 
 

I loosened my grip on the flesh in my mouth and I saw that he had put on a clean grey, cotton and lace, pair of my knickers.
 

“You want to watch baby…are you sure?”
 

He nodded sadly and I just blinked innocently.
 

“You did ask…remember!”
 

I suckled my lover deeply again and looked at my husband as I did so. 
 

I was becoming so depraved and the more I did sexually the more I wanted to do and explore. 
 

I was wet for him and after pleasing him for an endless time I straddled over him and fucked myself above him on his hard stiff prick. 
 

I came twice but he was still strong and finally he bent me forward and I felt his hands and fingers on my anus.
 

“No James…not there…please…not there.”
 

He laughed, dirtily spread volumes of moisture into my puckered hole and timidly pushed against its’ resistance until it suddenly released and he was inside me.  
 

I gasped in shock and breathed in gasps as he slowly drew it purposefully in and out of me. 
 

My anal muscles gripped it and I grunted as he began to take me firmly.
 

“A whore needs to be fucked in all her special places.”
 

He was moving at great speed, my head felt as if it would explode in a haze of pain, humiliation and pleasure and then he slapped my backside and filled me full of his semen. 
 

I bent my head on the bed, could feel my bottom dripping sperm, looked at Andy standing with his mouth open and exploded in wild hostility.
 

“Lick it out my backside…you stupid pervert!”
 

I lay on the sheets with my ass in the air as my husband’s tongue cleaned and licked me until I was pristine again and satisfied; I enjoyed his servitude to me, it was intoxicating. 
 

Finally my body was my own and I relaxed and lay close beside James and I whispered softly to him.
 

“That was terrible… and wonderful darling.”
 

He smiled and stroked my hair as if I were his favourite girl.
 

“You have learned a lot in such a short time Karin.”
 

I felt complimented.
 

“Am I an accomplished little whore now?”
 

He laughed.
 

“Just beginning baby.”
 

I kissed his soft lips, his bare chest and then the tip of his penis.
 

“I feel like a whore, I want to swim in your semen…is that terribly decadent?”
 

I kissed his balls and he lay back and relaxed.
 

“It is Karin…but that’s your life now.”
 

I mumbled in accepting devotion.
 

“It is…you have corrupted me.”
 

I suckled him until he regained his erection and then toyed with it until it released its’ seed over my face and mouth. 
 

I fell back onto my pillow and wiped the thick cream into my skin, I knew that it was a sensation I relished and I could never go back to the shy girl I used to be! 
 

To make a man climax, serve him, to be served, fucked, the taste, the touch, the smell of it all, it was like a terrible needful drug and I was completely hooked on it all.
 

The carnal knowledge of a real man, like James; a fit, virile, strong man seemed to overwhelm my senses and rouse a lustful sexuality in me that I never realised I had. 
 

My husband was now just an appendage, his place was set, immovable; the die was cast for us both. 
 

We were both tired and we slept while Andy tidied and removed himself to the spare room. 
 

I awoke early and snuggled beside James and my hand automatically found his hardness. 
 

I sucked him until he awoke and he then lay over me and fucked me hard until my womb was full. 
 

I did not take any contraception but could not dwell upon such things. 
 

If I were to fall pregnant to such a stud of a male then I would accept it. 
 

James dressed and left, telling me to meet him at the gym at 11.30am, it was still early and I dozed and awoke to find Andy standing over me. 
 

His slender body was naked, only covered at the crotch with the badly stained pair of my grey knickers and he looked so pathetic and timid.
 

“What?”
 

He spoke in shame.
 

“James has gone?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Yeah I’m meeting him at the gym.”
 

I could see he was nervous.
 

“What Andy…what?”
 

“I couldn’t sleep Karin…I was thinking about…you know?”
 

I was exasperated.
 

“James fucking me…he did Andy…extremely well as you witnessed…I’m full of him.”
 

I saw he was becoming hard and I lay on top of my bed and pulled up my white silk slip. 
 

“Can you see clearly darling?”
 

He blinked and I sensed something needful in his eye.
 

“You want to lick him out of me…don’t you sweetheart?”
 

He blushed and I smiled at his frailty.
 

“Tell me Andy…don’t be coy.”
 

His sick, radiant eyes were gleaming and I entreated him.
 

“Lick him out of me…do it sweetheart.”
 

He looked unsure and I opened my thighs wide for him to reveal my dripping slippery slit.
 

“Come on darling…while it’s warm…I won’t think any less of you!”
 

Truth was he could fall no lower in my eyes.
 

“All you have to say is…please!”
 

I stared at him; he looked down and spoke almost like a prayer.
 

“Please Karin…may I?”
 

I smiled and nodded and suddenly he needed no encouragement; his head and tongue fell between my thighs and he cleaned me slavishly, savouring every soiled part of me, with zeal and relish. 
 

When he finished I was elated, it was so relaxing, it just reinforced my feeling towards him and I perused him sadly.
 

“Lovely darling now run me a bath and put out my sports stuff for the gym…the pink shorts and white top…the micro pants as well.”
 

He went and did as I asked and while I relaxed in the hot water he made me breakfast. 
 

He was just an attendant to me now and, to my shame, the power I had over him gave me a constant on-going thrill. 
 

I drove to the gym, met James and the two-hour session was intense, I was sweating profusely when we had finished. 
 

James told me to use the private pro’s showers and I began to wash and lather myself. 
 

He came in, joined me and was fucking me against the cold hard cream tiles in seconds. 
 

It was so degrading delicious to be used for sex like that and after he came I sucked him until he was hard again. 
 

He lasted a further 20 minutes, and then jerked in my mouth and I wiped his juice off me with his wet hand. I looked up at him, still in lustful desire fuelled by my raging pheromones.
 

“Are you coming over later?”
 

He shook his handsome dripping head.
 

“Not tonight Karin…tomorrow…need a place to crash…my apartment lease is up.”
 

I was inspired.
 

“Move in with me…us.”
 

He was unsure.
 

“I can’t…you know fucking you is one thing but living with you…and Andy…not sure?”
 

Childishly, I wanted him to stay over with me. I needed him!
 

“Please… Andy will want it too.”
 

He looked at me as if I was insane.
 

“I’ll ring you later…if Andy asks me I’ll come and stay but just for a while…either way, I’ll be moving on soon.”
 

I didn’t believe him.
 

“Please come and stay…I’ll do anything for you.”
 

He shrugged.
 

“We’ll see…you speak to Andy.”
 

I nodded and gave him my best, most entreating smile.
 

“I’ll ring you later.”
 

He left to dry, change and take a new class and I dressed and went to drive home. 
 

I took a detour to an exclusive lingerie shop I had heard about and bought the cutest pair of white and blue lacy knickers I had ever seen. 
 

I made dinner and waited for Andy to come home from work. 
 

My mind was racing with what I would do, I didn’t want to lose my husband completely but I wanted James to move in with me. 
 

Andy came in quietly and stared at me nervously.
 

“How was the gym?”
 

I played delightfully with his mind.
 

“Energetic.”
 

He ignored the arousing bait of my words.
 

“Dinner smells good.”
 

I whispered to him.
 

“Go and change and I’ll serve…I’ve left you a present on the bed…if you wear them I’ll tell you what happened at the gym.”
 

He blinked at me but was downstairs in a few minutes dressed in a pair of jeans and a red shirt.
 

“I’ve put on the pair…they’re lovely…thank you.”
 

I knew he was malleable putty in my hands.
 

“Call them knickers or panties darling don’t be bashful.”
 

He flushed beetroot.
 

“Thank you for the panties Karin.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Good…now let’s eat.”
 

I would not tell him anything until we were finished dining and he was almost gagging to know what transpired. I waited until we were sitting on the settee drinking wine and he was close up beside me, eager for my sordid revelations.
 

“What happened…tell me?”
 

I teased him terribly.
 

“Patience darling.”
 

I undid and lowered his jeans, removed his shirt until he was naked apart from the thin delicate underwear. He was scarlet red in anticipation
 

“I want you to enjoy this darling…now you are comfortable?”
 

He nodded and looked at me expectantly.
 

“I did my workout then…there’s a private shower and of course…James invited me to join him. I was so sweaty when I removed the gym stuff…I mean really smelly.”
 

I could see Andy’s penis swell in the fine panties at the dirty thought of my immorality.
 

“Then I hit the showers, James came in and he held me against the cold wall and pushed himself inside me. He was almost rough with me, violent and I just weakly lay against the wet tiles and let him fuck me…I was shameful, such a slut darling… I’m glad you couldn’t see me.”
 

He was flush in the face and he gushed in terrible confession.
 

“I wish I had.”
 

I pretended to be shocked and played my game.
 

“Seen me? Seen me fucked then suck his big cock?”
 

He nodded urgently
 

“Yes I want to see.”
 

“Me… fucked all the time?”
 

I pushed the small bulge in the knickers and he gulped.
 

“Yes…Oh yes!”
 

I had him.
 

“Do you want to ask James to stay with us and you can watch us all the time?”
 

His enthusiasm exploded out of him.
 

“God yes…I want to see…please!”
 

He tensed, climaxed and his new frilly panties stained in moist come. 
 

He groaned, shook and relaxed back onto the settee.
 

“Was that good darling?”
 

He nodded tiredly.
 

“You know it was…I wish I could have seen you and James.”
 

I gave him my most innocuous stare.
 

“Never mind.”
 

He looked at me sheepishly.
 

“Were you joking about asking him to stay?”
 

I lied expertly.
 

“Of course.”
 

He looked strangely disappointed.
 

“Oh.”
 

I had planted a seed in his brain that would quickly grow.
 

“You can ask him if you want…I don’t mind…but you know he’ll be fucking me all the time…and you will be treated like a slave?”
 

I saw his penis begin to twitch in the sodden pants.
 

“He will want me to dress like a slut all the time…and you will have to wear feminine clothes…he’d never come though?”
 

His senses seemed to spin and twist like a dervish dancer.
 

“We could ask him?”
 

My mind plant was speedily rising.
 

“You can if you want…but you’ll probably have to beg him.”
 

He was breathless, in haste!
 

“Have you his number?”
 

I handed him my mobile and pressed a button, watched and listened in disbelief.
 

“Hi James its Andy…I know… she told me…I wish I could have seen…James…”
 

He went a little reticent and quiet as if plucking up courage.
 

“Would you like to stay with us a while?”
 

He held the phone to his ear and coloured up.
 

“Please have my bed, my wife…I will do as you will…I understand sir…thank you…OK…I will ensure she is ready…thank you sir.”
 

He handed me the phone and could not contain a smile that started at the side of his mouth and spread like a wave.
 

“He’ll be here in a couple of hours…I’ve got to get you ready.”
 

I wanted to enjoy the moment, I was being appallingly wicked but the teasing was too delicious.
 

“Have you indeed? Maybe I don’t want to Andy…you just palming me off to another man like that?”
 

He looked shocked.
 

“Oh I’m sorry I just thought…thought it was what you wanted?”
 

I was enjoying myself, much too much!
 

“Why just because he fucked me once or twice…what sort of girl do you take me for?”
 

He was confused and babbled helplessly.
 

“I’ll ring him back Karin…I’m sorry.”
 

I had him trapped.
 

“No Andy if that’s what you desire…I’ll do it for you…is it what you want darling?”
 

He blinked pathetically.
 

“Tell me sweetheart…do you want James to fuck me every night in our bed like a whore and you can watch?”
 

He was hard again.
 

“I can see you do…tell me that’s what you want…to see me fucked and used? Tell me!”
 

He bent his delicate head and gushed in coarse, debased revelation.
 

“Yes I want to see you fucked, see your cunt fucked and used and covered in his spunk…you filthy whore…dirty…girl!”
 

He shuddered, came again and fell back onto the plump cushions exhaustedly.
 

“Well I think we’re clear on that darling…OK I will do it for you…just because you want it so much.”
 

He stared at me and I smiled evilly.
 

“Well say thank you darling.”
 

He gasped in response.
 

“Thank you.”
 

I had trapped my stupid husband; anything that followed from here was obviously his responsibility!
 

I stared at him.
 

“So you had better prepare me?”
 

He closed his eyes, still recovering. 
 

“Yes Karin…come on...and I will.”
 

I was pulsing.
 

“Be my little maid?”
 

“Yes!”
 

I was smiling inside; this was the most fun I had ever had, without taking my clothes off! 
 

We walked upstairs; he stripped me and picked out a negligee set for me to wear.
 

He then painstakingly finely manicured the hair around my vagina and rubbed oil in my thighs and belly. 
 

He then helped me to dress and I sat at my vanity table in my finery as he brushed my lustrous hair. He was glowing in his admiration for me.
 

“You look beautiful Karin…Shall I put some lipstick on?”
 

I nodded.
 

“And gloss?”
 

I smiled.
 

“Yes…make my lips shiny sweetheart, you know why.”
 

He did each task and my eyes met his.
 

“Andy…I like you serving me…it’s a real pleasure.”
 

He looked at me wistfully with just, an essence of lamentation.
 

“You’re ready now Karin…you look divine.”
 

I stood up and admired myself in the mirror. 
 

The top was sheer and hardly covered the top of my legs. 
 

It showed my figure to perfection and I felt promiscuous and sexual, like a woman. 
 

It was so exciting to be dressed for a man, knowing that I was waiting just for him to fuck me. Even more delectably so that my husband was helping me, willingly.

 

My sex lips were salivating and I pushed my thighs together and relished the erotic sensations that seemed to with me constantly. 
 

I went and sat downstairs, waited for James and sipped expensive dry white wine. 
 

Andy soon joined me; he had put on one of my short white dresses and he looked at me shyly.
 

“Do you mind?”
 

He looked strange but somehow cute and appropriate.
 

“No darling if it makes you happy.”
 

He smiled shyly.
 

“James told me I must dress as a female in the house.”
 

I raised my thin manicured eyebrows.
 

“That’s a good idea.”
 

I noticed his legs were bare and I got him some tights and helped him tie his hair back in a more feminine way. 
 

I applied some make-up and suddenly my husband looked like a provocative young woman.
 

“You look lovely, darling.”
 

He blushed.
 

“Thank you.” 
 

The doorbell rang and Andy rushed to the answer-phone. 
 

He pressed the buzzer, opened the front door, James came in, kissed Andy on the cheek and patted his bottom through the sensual material of the dress.
 

“You do want me to stay?”
 

He nodded
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He took James’ bags to, what was formerly our room, and scampered back quickly.
 

“I did as you asked sir.”
 

He feebly desired my lover’s approval
 

“Show me.”
 

My husband stood me up, then gingerly raised my slip and lowered my knickers. 
 

I should have been embarrassed but I was relishing exhibiting myself to James who was now sitting on the settee watching intently.
 

I felt the air around my sensitive nakedness and flushed as I perused James staring at my perfectly prepared pussy. There was only a fine thin line of hair now just above and either side of my crack.
 

“That’s nice Andy…it’s your job to keep it like that…you’re like a gardener…understand?”
 

He seemed pleased with the praise.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

My new man was in command.
 

“Andy…undo me…”
 

My husband bent down undid the buttons on my lover’s jeans then removed James’ shorts until his cock was standing proud.
 

“On it Karin…I’m horny.”
 

I walked over to him, straddled over his flesh and drew my minuscule panties to the side. 
 

I lowered myself on him and he slid inside my slippery flesh easily. 
 

James watched me, I arched my back and began to fuck myself against him as his hands grabbed my ass and his flesh ground into me. 
 

He noticed Andy staring glassy eyed in the corner in obvious, sick excitement.
 

“Your wife is so easy…how do you feel that she just wants to fuck me?”
 

He was blood red.
 

“OK.”
 

“Sir…call me sir…Andy, I have told you.”
 

“Sir.”
 

I was pushing against him more quickly now and he toyed with my nipples. 
 

I had no contraception and knew he would come inside me at any time. 
 

The thought actually excited me and my hands moved behind my back and caressed his balls and he mumbled expectantly.
 

“I think your wife want me to come Andy.”
 

He stayed still and my body forced against his, willing him desperately to fill me.
 

“Now James…now…please!”
 

I felt him tense then spurt his wetness inside me and I reached my orgasm, groaned in pleasure and lowered myself on him further to keep him inside me as long as I could. 
 

I exhaled in on-going disbelieving delectation.
 

“Oh God James…that was just so awesome.”

 

He patted my ass and his hands moved to my anus. 
 

His finger slid inside easily and I smiled at him like a silly schoolgirl. 
 

I stepped out of my pants, moved off James and lay back on the settee with my legs apart and naked. 
 

I saw Andy looking at me and knew what he was thinking.
 

“Come on then darling…clean me.”
 

He walked over to me without comment or complaint and kneeled down in my service. 
 

His head found its’ way between my open thighs and he began to lick. 
 

It was always a wonderful sensation and I closed my eyes and felt my body charge as he brought me nearer and nearer to another orgasm. 
 

“Deeper Andy…put your tongue deeper…oh yes there, suck James out of me…softly…oh yes baby…yes…in my ass Andy…deep in me…oh God…now…now…Now!”
 

I felt the extraordinary finale wash and vibrate over me and my husband looked up and his blue eyes reflected the confusion and humiliation he felt.
 

James laughed
 

“Well done Andy…you like this game?”
 

He blinked.
 

“I suppose…”
 

“Sir.”
 

He corrected himself.
 

“I suppose sir.”
 

My lover crowed like a rooster.
 

“Good because my dick is not going to be out of your wife…for quite a while.”
 

I walked over to James and stroked his thigh.
 

“Have I got a say in this?”
 

He drew me to his cock and I placed it subserviently in my mouth.
 

“No Karin…no say at all…”
 

The constant disgrace excited me and I suckled him hard. 
 

He became solid and he turned me onto my knees and moved behind me. 
 

He pushed his cock against my anus and I squealed darkly as it found its’ way inside me. 
 

He held my hips firmly with his hands and fucked me strongly, like I was a helpless piece of meat. 
 

I turned and saw Andy looking; his weak flushed face, mesmerised by my descent into a sexual heaven…or hell! 
 

James pace was intense and he held me and came, wads of thick sperm in my rectum. 
 

He slapped me on my backside hard and I collapsed onto the floor spent and completely without energy. 
 

My lover lifted me onto the settee and I bent my head in the soft-backed cushions as Andy disgustingly licked the juice from my ass hole. It seemed he was lost to another world of acceptance and degradation, like me!
 

We ate soon after, me in just a slip; James in his boxers and Andy still dressed as a girl. 
 

It was weird but it felt normal to me, Andy waited on us and James smiled at him.
 

“Did you come Andy?”
 

“Yes…sir.”
 

“Let us see.”
 

My husband raised his dress and I saw the stains on the white and blue knickers I had given him. 
 

“You’re such a fag Andy!”
 

He blushed sadly in reply
 

“I know, I can’t help it…when I see Karin fucking it excites me.”
 

I was a little drunk, walked over to James and straddled over him as he sat; I found his erect cock and in a second had forced myself onto it.
 

I leant on him in lustful, playful passion.
 

“It excites me too baby!”
 

The evening descended into further debauchery until finally we were spent and we left Andy to tidy up as we collapsed into bed. 
 

I held James in my arms, fell asleep and dreamt deceptively, like an innocent. 
 

I rang Patty’s direct number in the morning and she answered straight away.
 

“Hi Patty…It’s Karin.”
 

Her voice was lively and friendly.
 

“Hi Karin…ready for our meeting on Friday?”
 

I tried not to be too superior to her; I had been proven correct and I didn’t need her silly group after all!
 

“Sorry…I have to cancel…I…I don’t need it anymore.”
 

She seemed surprised.
 

“Oh, found a man…have we?”
 

She was too clever and perceptive and I lied in irritation.
 

“No it’s not like that.”
 

She breathed in exasperation with me. 
 

“You are so silly Karin…fine…but when you need me then I will keep you to that bet with Andy…and you!”
 

I was riled; this woman always annoyed me!
 

“I don’t think that will happen Patty.”
 

I mean she really infuriated me, she was so smug and she tried to argue!
 

“Is that what you think? You are so stupid…”
 

My patience evaporated.
 

“I’m going Patty…thank you.”
 

I heard her breathe.
 

“You stupid…”
 

I slammed the phone down; she was so rude, how dare she speak to me like that? 
 

I knew what I was doing! 
 

For the next few weeks life was wonderful, I was sexed and abused continually and wonderfully. 
 

Andy became more and more docile and domesticated; James was my lover and complete master. 
 

Everything was perfectly balanced until I returned home one evening, only to find my sordid little world had collapsed. 
 

James had gone, disappeared and left me with no more than a scribbled note to say goodbye. 
 

He explained it had not been serious, just some fun and it was now time for him to move away and move on, as he had told me.
 

I read and re-read the note in disbelief and could not control my distress. 
 

I was inconsolable and Andy was no help; he had turned from a husband to a useless cross between a woman and a man. 
 

He would try to offer some words of comfort or encouragement but somehow he had become dependant
 

 On James as much as I was and was desolate as well.
 

A week after my lover had left I was lying in my bed, Andy was beside me naked and we were both looking blankly at the pure white ceiling. 
 

“Can I do anything Karin?”
 

I spoke bitterly
 

“Yes…get James back.”
 

He sighed.
 

“I know what you mean.”
 

I was surprised at his tone.
 

“You miss him too?”
 

“Suppose…”
 

“What do you miss?”
 

He looked thoughtful.
 

“The control…he had over both of us I would have done anything he asked in the end.”
 

I spoke wistfully.
 

“And me.” 
 

I felt his warmth beside me.
 

“Do you want me to lick you?”
 

I opened my thighs almost absentmindedly and his tongue found my thin folds. 
 

It had been many days since I had felt sexual, I closed my eyes and tried to shut out the pain I was feeling. 
 

It felt comforting but without James it was somehow not arousing, I somehow understood that I needed a real man to give myself to, my marriage to Andy was more like a female friendship now. 
 

He was like my best friend but I saw him as more of a woman than a man. 
 

I realised that I needed some help. I was desperate again and I knew sadly that I would have to eat a huge, enormous, massive, slice of humble pie.
 

“That’s enough Andy…it’s nice but…not the same…I need to speak to Patty.”
 

He mumbled and spluttered.
 

“Oh?”
 

I slept on it but in the morning I knew I was unsure how to go on by myself and needed her input and advice. 
 

Weirdly I was somehow now in a worse state than I had been before I contacted the group and I swallowed my shrinking pride found her private number, and rang it.
 

She answered immediately.
 

“Hi Patty…it’s me.”
 

She knew who it was and I heard her voice quiver excitedly then retort with a sharp edge.
 

“Karin…I thought you didn’t need me…us?”
 

I felt remorseful.
 

“I’m sorry Patty.”
 

She analysed the situation quickly.
 

“He left you?”
 

I confessed my lie.
 

“Yes.”
 

She was enjoying my torment.
 

“And?”
 

I exhaled in anger at my helpless situation
 

“I need something, not sure what…I need the group.”
 

She laughed.
 

“Really?”
 

I hated her supercilious tone. 
 

“Yes Patty…don’t be mean…will you help me?”
 

The line went quiet.
 

“Do you remember our bet?”
 

I looked at Andy sadly.
 

“I suppose.”
 

She giggled.
 

“Send him over to me tonight with the cheque…you can come back to the meeting next week.”
 

She was too presumptuous.
 

“What do I tell him?”
 

She laughed
 

“Whatever you want...actually make it tomorrow…let me think about what I’ll do to him!” 
 

She gave me her address and told me to have Andy there by 10am, and then the line went dead.
 

I did not bring it up with my husband until we were in bed, I was above him and he was licking my delicate pink slit. I enjoyed the transient, fleeting sensations of pleasure, then breathed out and played him. 
 

“You miss what we had with James?”
 

He nodded at me weakly; I straddled his face with my thighs and sank my emerging wetness into his mouth. 
 

My arms drifted behind my back and felt his small erection. 
 

“You want this pussy full of sperm…to see it used?”
 

He groaned as I pressed up and down on him. 
 

“Yes.”
 

I had to tell him.
 

“You’re going to spend a week with Patty…that’s what I want and what we promised her.”
 

I heard him squeal
 

“No Karin…please.”
 

His weakness excited me, rekindling my dormant libido suddenly and I moved excitedly over his tongue letting it arouse me, then finally send my body to the much, needed relief of a climax. 
 

I squeezed his cock, it spurted his juice in my fingers and I shuddered and shook like a wanton bitch, in blessed relief. 
 

“You’ll do as your fucking told…we need her!”
 

I let my, now dripping vagina smother his face and he squirmed and continued to lick me almost by instinct.
 

He finished and snuggled timidly in my arms.
 

“Please don’t send me Karin.”
 

I stroked his lengthening dark blonde hair.
 

“Sorry sweetheart it’s been set.”
 

He cried but I didn’t care and he soon quietened and accepted the inevitable.
 

In the morning he dressed sadly and I was pleased to see he put on a pair of my pale purple knickers without me having to tell him. 
 

The drive over did not take long, Patty greeted us at the door in a pink silk gown and my husband handed her the cheque as agreed.
 

She let us in then led us through to a large cream decorated lounge where Andy was asked to stand in the middle of the room. I sat beside Patty on a cushioned, cane frame settee and she smiled at him.
 

“You know why you’re here Andy?”
 

He shook his head nervously.
 

“You are to be my little slave this week.”
 

He looked scared but my eyes told him to be silent. 
 

“Take your clothes off.”
 

He stared at me again but reluctantly did as he was instructed. 
 

She left him with just my pretty purple cotton knickers around his small genitals and savoured the moment. 
 

She reached under her fine covering and pulled down a petite black pair of panties, drew them off her ankles and threw them at Andy.
 

“Smell them sweetheart.”
 

He drew them to his nose and inhaled.
 

“Lick the crotch…there’s sperm there for you.”
 

I watched him go hard, his minuscule penis was solid and I was fascinated and annoyed at the same time. He really was pathetic! 
 

He lapped at the crotch like a hound and looked at Patty.
 

“You like my smell?”
 

He nodded earnestly and honestly.
 

“Take Karin’s panties off now and put mine on now Andy…you belong to me this week.”
 

He did as he was told and his cock was still tiny but as erect, as I had ever seen it. 
 

Patty turned to me and her green eyes gleamed in pleasure.
 

“What do you think of your husband?”
 

I was somehow weirdly enjoying his humiliation, as I always seemed to do.
 

“A soft disgusting pussy!”
 

She laughed at me.
 

“Exactly…he’s a lovely sissy cuckold… that’s his role and this will help you train him further.”
 

I was curious.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

She smiled.
 

“What is important to you?”
 

I thought for a moment.
 

“To devote myself only to a man I respect, someone who dominates me physically, mentally, completely, when I’m with him.”
 

She nodded in agreement.
 

“Exactly, you like to feel helpless… like a slut?”
 

A shudder of remembrance ran through me.
 

“I do…when I was with James he treated me awfully but it turned me on…all the time.”
 

“And what about Andy?”
 

I sighed
 

“I love him but…” 
 

I looked at him standing there with his little penis pushing against Patty’s black knickers.
 

“As a sister…or a servant…he’s only a male companion to me…”
 

I thought for a second and corrected myself.
 

“No a female companion…that’s all.”
 

“Where’s his place?”
 

I was puzzled.
 

“I’m not sure?”
 

Patty looked at me and my education continued.
 

“His place is in service, with his tongue between your thighs…and to provide what help pleasure he can…”
 

I stared at Andy again and he increasingly seemed so insignificant. 
 

“I think I understand Patty.”
 

She called Andy over to her and lay back a little on the couch and pulled open her silken gown.
 

“Lick me Andy…Joe’s come is inside me…clean me darling.”
 

He looked at me like a trapped animal asking for rescue but I just berated him.
 

“Just do it sissy…learn or leave me.”
 

He seemed dejected but bent down and placed his tongue against her tight folded flesh; she was completely shaven and I could see every nuance, movement and reaction. 
 

In that second Andy officially stopped being my husband and a certain clarity and realisation dawned on me. I could not be responsible for the path he allowed himself to pursue.
 

Patty breathed, in satisfaction, as a ripple of pleasure rolled from her vagina and she teased me, ignoring my husband between her ivory thighs.
 

“Are you jealous?”
 

I smiled.
 

“Of what?”
 

She groaned as Andy licked her more deeply. 
 

“That’s good Karin…I think you’re getting the picture.”
 

I could feel my own body craving sex and I spoke earnestly.
 

“What about what I want?”
 

Patty lay back on the couch, began to revel in the on-going sensations of Andy’s tongue and cooed softly.
 

“I’ll work on it!”
 

She still had the ability to really annoy me! 
 

I left soon after and did not hear from either Patty or Andy for the next seven days. 
 

I busied myself with the gym and spent the night with various sex toys stuck in every part of me. But the physical effects were tepid, extremely temporary and left me longing all the more for James. 
 

I eventually worked out that it wasn’t that I was longing for James but for someone who was masterful with me. That was the aphrodisiac I realised I truly craved in the privacy of my perverted, dirty soul. 
 

I reluctantly accepted I needed someone in my bed knowing that he would control me, just bend me over and fuck me; use me for his sordid needs. 
 

Reality was I didn’t quite know exactly what I wanted but I knew I didn’t want love; I just somehow longed to give my devotion and sexual servitude to a powerful man. 
 

In my own way I was as pathetic as my husband, but discovering and knowing my needs it was impossible to ignore them.  I missed Andy, but just for company and I was curious as to what Patty had done with him, but that was all. 
 

The phone rang one evening and my straying spouse told me he would be home in an hour, however I was more interested in talking to Patty about trying to solve my search for my man than seeing him! 
 

They arrived on time and I noticed the change in Andy immediately; he was even more emasculated than before. 
 

His hair was longer and his movements more feminine, his eyebrows had been trimmed and his nails manicured. It interested and amused me greatly. 
 

Patty sat beside me on the couch and Andy stripped without being asked. 
 

I remembered what happened at Patty’s, took my tiny blue knickers off and passed them to him. 
 

“Change out of Patty’s sweetie… you’re mine now!”
 

He smelled them, I could see he was hard and my body pulsed in depraved disgust and pleasure. 
 

He removed her white panties with coloured dots on them, I could see his pubic hair had been trimmed and he now almost looked more feminine than ever. 
 

She smiled at me as if proud of her work with my husband.
 

“What do you think Karin…push your legs together Andy...good girl.”
 

He really did look like a young woman.
 

“Cool Patty…he looks pretty.”
 

She laughed and to my shock he blushed as if I had given him a compliment.
 

“He loves sperm…come in your wife’s pants…in the crotch.”
 

He put my panties to his penis, rubbed the material against his flesh and I felt my dozing libido awakening.
 

I teased and tormented him; the sensation of sexual flush had been too long absent.
 

“You’re mine now Andy…I’m going to find a new man and you can serve us all the time…you can suck him as well as me…you fag…dirty little fag…”
 

He shuddered, came and blobs of sperm dispensed onto the luxurious blue cotton. 
 

Without being asked he licked it off and pulled the wet underwear around his weeping genitalia. 
 

I suddenly remembered why I despised my husband and turned my back on him.
 

“Are you staying for tea Patty?”
 

Her eyes were friendly and gleamed.
 

“Sure.”
 

We laughed, ate and she told me how domesticated Andy had become with her; I could see! 
 

He cooked pasta and served ice cream for dessert before tidying up and joining us in the lounge for some wine. He sat beside Patty and she stroked his leg affectionately.
 

“I’ll miss you Andy…will you miss me?”
 

He was aware of upsetting me.
 

“Maybe.”
 

She giggled. 
 

“Joe will miss you to…he said you gave good head in the end.”
 

I was surprised as if anything else could shock me now!
 

“He’s been sucking cock?” 
 

She laughed.
 

“Like a dirty pro.” 
 

I scratched my chin in disbelief and shock.
 

“Do you like it Andy?” 
 

He just blushed and I shook my head in wonder at his depravity.
 

I suddenly wanted to speak to Patty alone and told my degenerate husband to leave us. 
 

When he was gone I spoke to her urgently.
 

“What can you do for… me Patty?”
 

She took my hand and I was trembling…I hadn’t had sex for weeks now and it was showing.
 

“A guy is easy…just join any of the girls on a Friday…10 minutes in a club in town and you’ll be fucking your brains out.”
 

I shook my head firmly.
 

“It’s not about the fucking… want something special…someone I can respect, that can control me…that’s not easy…but that’s what I want.”
 

Patty nodded as if she understood.
 

“You just need to go and look…there’s people I know…but most of this is play…if you want it for real…then it’s rare. Very rare!”
 

We went quiet for a while and she looked at me quizzically.
 

“I need to tell you something?”
 

“What?”
 

She drew her breath and I waited expectantly.
 

“This week with Andy, I…I need him for something?”
 

She had my attention and curiosity.
 

“What?”
 

She was unusually reticent.
 

“Each year there’s an audition…for the… King…the King of the Cuckolds…there’s this guy…a special guy…a multi-billionaire…he chooses a girl and her husband to join him for a month on his yacht. He won’t entertain any girl without a husband…I want to use… Andy…?”
 

She looked at the floor in abashed confession.
 

“What Patty…for what?”
 

She waited then finally continued
 

“As my husband…can I…please…I’ve got him trained now?”
 

I was genuinely stunned and even further at my reaction.
 

“Why can’t… I… try?”
 

She laughed at my naivety.
 

“He won’t see girls without a track record of applying…you can come with us but he won’t see anyone without an appointment…it will be experience for you…and you can put your name down for next year…please Karin…it’s so important to me?”  
 

I exhaled in annoyance and utter frustration.
 

“When is it?”
 

She looked embarrassed.
 

“In a week…I’ve applied and been… accepted.”
 

I was incensed.
 

“You’re a devious cow Patty!”
 

She was defensive.
 

“Don’t be cross Karin…let me use Andy… please?”
 

I shrugged; I didn’t care about him!
 

“What the fuck…fine. I’ll go out on Friday and you take Andy next week, I’ll drive you.”
 

I was extremely cross with her deviousness but tantalisingly curious as well and decided I wanted to see the auditions for myself. I might even get a glimpse of the King!
 

“Have you met him?”
 

Patty shook her twisted dark hair.
 

“No just seen a photo…he’s about 50…grey hair…very handsome…bit aloof.”
 

I was fascinated.
 

“He would be.”
 

She smiled.
 

“I had to beg to get an opportunity, he only sees…10 couples…I had to lie to get the gig…but what the heck!”
 

I was intensely incredibly jealous but tried to mask it.
 

“I suppose.”
 

Patty left soon afterwards after I agreed to come to the meeting at Pam’s on Friday and then would go out with the girls, leaving Andy with Patty for the night. 
 

Against my better judgement, I would go clubbing with them and see how it went. 
 

I went to bed and Andy entered my room, he was wearing a short white negligee and matching knickers.
 

“May I sleep with you Karin?”
 

I removed my clothes and looked at him in disdain; I lay on the bed, opened my legs provocatively and instructed him.
 

“Make me come then sleep in the other room.”
 

His tongue fell upon my slippery flesh and I relaxed and enjoyed him, he was like a human vibrator. 
 

I climaxed after about 20 minutes and wallowed in the transient feeling of colour and wellbeing. 
 

I saw he was bright red in the face and that his penis was hard in the expensive lingerie; I let my hand push against the small bulge and watched as he gulped.
 

“Come on baby…come for Karin…come on you little fag.”
 

He tensed and I smiled in satisfaction as I saw the knickers become stained and moist; he garbled at me weakly.
 

“Thank you Karin.” 
 

He disgusted me.
 

“Fuck off now Andy…God I wish I had a real man here!”
 

He left meekly; I relaxed, fell to sleep and drifted aimlessly through the next few days. 
 

I dressed sexily for the meeting on Friday; short red dress and suspenders and was welcomed by the throng of fellow girls. 
 

Patty told me to dress Andy as a woman and he looked pretty in a floral dress and makeup. 
 

I realised for the first time that he was not the only man there dressed like this and these sissified males served us drinks while we chatted. 
 

Some of the women told me how long their husbands had been like this and, in this mad world, Andy and I were perfectly normal! 
 

I confirmed with Patty that she could have Andy until Tuesday when I would pick them up and take them to the interview. She seemed pleased and the meeting broke up soon after.
 

I went with Melanie and Kim to town and after a few drinks we went to a club they knew where there were literally hundreds a of youthful black males. 
 

We were surrounded in seconds and it was clear the girls I were with were regulars, as men they knew seemed to touch and handle them immediately and without invitation. 
 

I spoke to a few guys and ended up dancing with a young black man with short dark hair and a sparkling white diamond in his right ear lobe. 
 

It felt good to feel a man’s hardness against me and I did not object when his hands pressed my ass close to his erection. I wanted sex but to be honest even though the man was desirable I was somehow not turned on in my head. 
 

I was still trying to understand myself and did not want to rush into anything.  
 

To me the men there were boring in their own way and it only reinforced my previous conclusion that I needed a special, single man rather than many. 
 

I drew away from Hank, went to look for Kim and Melanie and I found them in a back room bent over a chair with their dresses raised over their asses, while some stud fucked each of them in turn. 
 

I wasn’t surprised or shocked anymore and shouted at them loudly so they’d hear.
 

“Have fun girls…I’m going.”
 

I left before they could reply and with my head down, walked quickly towards the exit. 
 

Suddenly, to my horror, my arms were held and I was forced flat against a dark recess of one of the walls of the club; I looked in fear and trepidation and saw it was Hank.
 

“What?”
 

He spoke threateningly and with aggression.
 

“You’ve made me hard girl now do something about it?”
 

I was not so easily frightened and confronted him.
 

“Or what?”

 

I felt his hand around my throat and another under my skirt where his fingers found my vaginal lips and I realised I was in trouble. I quickly tried to diffuse the situation.
 

“OK baby…cool it…relax.”
 

I kneeled down and unzipped his trousers; it was my only way out! 
 

His cock was solid and large, it was in my mouth in seconds and I began to draw him and rouse him.
 

“Come on baby…give it to me!”
 

My fingers cupped his big balls and he began to pant.
 

“Give it to me…you’re so strong…come on…so close…come on…baby!”
 

He tensed, my mouth filled with his gross thick seed and whilst he wallowed in his selfish pleasure, I extricated myself from him and fled through the exit and into the relative safety of the coal, black night. 
 

I spat him from my mouth in the car park, reached the sanctuary of my Lexus and hit the accelerator hard. 
 

My heartbeat only returned to normal when I arrived at my front door; it had been a lesson; clubs and casual sex with strangers was not my thing!
 

I spoke to Patty the next day told her about my frightening experience but she was only interested in pontificating about her interview on Tuesday. 
 

It annoyed me, as I was beginning to realise what a selfish cow she really was!
 

She wanted me to go to some sleazy club to get laid whilst she was trying to get something that I felt sure I wanted. She was insufferable!
 

The King of the Cuckolds appealed to me in all of his questionable glory, a real, true, Alpha male and my body trembled needfully, just thinking about him. 
 

It appeared Andy was fine, they were getting on well and I spent the next few days feeling confused and frustrated in every conceivable way. 
 

I realised sadly, that Patty, my one source of possible help, was actually more interested in helping herself!
 

On the day of the interview I dressed for my duty of driving them in one of my old plain grey dresses but could not resist my black lingerie. It was part of my wardrobe now and felt unprepared without that sensuous feel of nylon and silk against me. 
 

I picked up Patty with my husband, she looked stunning in a short blue skirt and a tight lemon top, with dark expensive lingerie; her hair was brushed into a ponytail and her green eyes sparkled with excitement. 
 

Andy looked smart in a dark suit and bright tie and we drove along the freeway into town with hardly anyone speaking a word.
 

The audience was being held at the Florence Hotel and we gave our name at reception and were escorted through to a private lift that proceeded to transport us aloft to the penthouse suite.
 

A beautiful young blonde woman met us as the doors opened and we were given a glass of pink champagne and ushered to a luxurious holding area. 
 

There were 10 couples waiting, each of the women was dressed provocatively and each man wore a plain black suit. We got a few curious looks because I was the extra woman in our little party but no one spoke. Every 15 minutes a couple entered the room and eventually there was only the three of us left.
 

The pretty blonde woman spoke to us all sweetly.
 

“Mr Henry will see you now…the other young lady can wait here until he is finished with you.”
 

I watched my husband and Patty glide through the door and could physically feel my jealousy and rage. Patty was such a bitch. A bitch! 
 

I drank another glass of champagne and tried to read the magazine I was holding but I could not concentrate, my mind was focussed on, other more earthly things. 
 

Suddenly the door opened and the glamorous woman from reception came in and addressed me. 
 

“Mr Henry would like to see… you!”
 

I gulped in shock.
 

“Me? Why?”
 

She ignored my question.
 

“Do you wish to come?”
 

I thought for no more than a millisecond then nodded and I rose, brushed myself down wishing instantly I had dressed more provocatively. 
 

I smoothed my long dark hair with the palms of my hands, rose to my feet and I was ready.
 

“Sure…lead on.”
 

I walked into a large office where Andy was standing by Patty in front of a large elegant white desk. She was naked apart from a flimsy pair of white knickers. 
 

The man behind the desk was dressed immaculately in a fawn suit and pale tie and his grey hair and stern demeanour gave him an overwhelming air of authority. 
 

My heart began to pound wildly as he spoke brusquely and sourly to my partner.
 

“Is this your wife?” 
 

My husband nodded.
 

“Y…yyyes… sir.”
 

He seemed angry.
 

“You think you could fool me?”
 

Andy looked terrified.
 

“Nnnno sir.”
 

He turned his focus on Patty.
 

“You stupid girl…do you wish to apologise?”
 

She looked distraught and I was pleased and delighted to watch her suffer after her subterfuge.
 

“Yes sir…anything.”
 

He pressed a button and two burly bouncers appeared… one white and one black.
 

“You belong to these men for the next two hours…you will debase yourself with them.”
 

Patty never blinked.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He was powerful and commanding and it thrilled me!
 

“Show me some of your skill before you leave.”
 

She walked over to the men and undid their trousers. 
 

She released both their penises, kneeled and began to suckle them, moving her head smoothly as her bright cheap red lips sucked them. 
 

The black man grabbed her hair and moved himself against her roughly; he tensed and I saw semen trickle from her mouth. The other man then took the lead and this time it was a further ten minutes before he came and more white essence was on her thin lips. 
 

Patty was unfazed by the whole sordid scene and she looked at the superior man behind the desk for approval. 
 

“How was I…sir?”
 

He smiled evilly at her submission to the stocky males and more fundamentally, to him.
 

“Just another whore…the boys will enjoy you.”
 

The insults seemed to have no effect on her.
 

“Can I apply next year sir?”
 


  

He laughed at her base immorality.
 

“You can try.”
 

She was escorted out of the room and there was suddenly only Andy and I remaining, the man focussed his dark eyes on me and I felt myself colour brightly.
 

“What is your name young lady?”
 

I was nervous but did not succumb so easily.
 

“Karin...what is yours’…sir?”
 

He stroked his chin, seeming to mentally, and physically, dissect me. 
 

“I am pleased to see you have self-respect Karin…my name is Jeff…may I ask why you came today?”
 

I was intimidated but somehow confident at the same time.
 

“Just to see…Patty was coming and I asked if I could tag along.”
 

He nodded as if leading me.
 

“As she was borrowing your husband?”
 

I was surprised.
 

“How did you know?”
 

He smiled.
 

“I’ve been squiring wives for many years…a husband is always proud and defensive when he shows me his wife…I can tell a ‘ringer’ by now…The woman was a whore…cheap…not my type… I’m afraid…she will get what she deserves now.”
 

I was amazed at his experience and powers of deduction.
 

“Oh.”
 

He focussed on me again.
 

“Did you wish to apply for the job with me?”
 

His rich black eyes burned into my body, I felt decadently exposed and I looked down at the floor in shyness.
 

“I’m not sure…what is the job?”
 

He smiled at my attitude.
 

“A month on my yacht…with your husband and…you…will be in…my service.”
 

I corrected him.
 

“Your bed you mean?”
 

His dark spheres seemed to twinkle in amusement
 

“No a lot more than that…you will serve me in whatever way I desire.”
 

I felt my body pulse; it was as if a light had exploded in my head. The man was, cool, handsome, rich and powerful and I knew I coveted him more than anything I had ever wanted before.
 

“I would like to apply sir…what do I need to do?”
 

He instructed my husband sharply.
 

“Please take your wife’s dress off.”
 

Andy came to me and gingerly unclipped the hooks and zip of my plain grey covering and pulled it over my head. 
 

I was suddenly standing in just my black nylons, garter and knickers. 
 

I watched Andy look at me in admiration, as if I was his possession.
 

The perceptive man noticed; he seemed to pick up on everything.
 

“You are proud of Karin…and her body Andy…you should be?”
 

My husband stood erect and vain.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He spoke softly to my husband, trapping his perverted, twisted mind.
 

“You want to give her to me boy…let me fuck her…so you can lick my sperm out of her?”
 

My husband blushed scarlet and was silent.
 

“Well do you boy?”
 

He nodded weakly.
 

“Yes sir…that would be wonderful.”
 

My husband was so submissive and compliant and for the first time I was so pleased that he was.
 

“Then take her panties and bra off her and let me see her naked.”
 

He unclipped my top then kneeled before me and he put his fingers on my elastic and unveiled my sex to him. I was naked apart from my garter, suspenders and nylons and my whole being was surging with powerful sexual energy.
 

I was dripping with excitement but tried my best to mask it and covered my breasts with my arms and pushed my knees together as if to withhold my thickening, dark modesty.
 

“Beautiful…you are a beautiful woman Karin.”
 

I flushed in abashment.
 

“Thank you for the compliment sir.”
 

He spoke in an entreating whisper.
 

“Will you suck me Karin?”
 

My mind was still active, still controlling my lust and desire.
 

“Am I employed sir?”
 

His black eyes were blank and phlegmatic.
 

“I’m unsure.”
 

I heard my husband breathed in, in shock, as if I had said something wrong but I was set determined however on my course.
 

“Then no sir…you have seen me…I am prepared to devote myself and my body to you…I’m not some cheap whore…to provide you with a quick thrill. If I give you a blow-job…I will do it from my heart…lick every single part of you…I will devote myself for your pleasure. With all I have to give.”
 

He stroked his cheek and thought, and then spoke gently.
 

“I will be good to you but… not be faithful to you Karin.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Of course sir…I am your servant but if you choose me then I am yours.”
 

The contract as far as I could tell, if there was one was to be one, was verbal.
 

“For a month?”
 

I nodded.
 

“For a month sir.”
 

He sat back in his chair and smiled.
 

“You are hired Karin…you and Andy…from now…this second…I’m hard for you…you have real spirit and chutzpah…I like that!”
 

I walked over to him slowly allowing my body to gently sway as I did so. 
 

He pulled his chair from under the table and I knelt between his opening thighs. 
 

I unbuckled his belt and pulled his cashmere trousers down to his knees. 
 

His pants were white-silk and I could see his huge erection aching for release. 
 

I kissed it through the material and then slowly withdrew it until it was standing enticingly proud in all its 9 inches of solid glory and I pulsed wildly in pleasure and desire.
 

“May I begin my work sir?”
 

He leant back in anticipation of me.
 

“Yes Karin.”
 

I lowered the pants then licked the tip of his cock and worked my tongue to his balls. Each taste of him was intoxicating and my fingers encircled his hard flesh with tender care.
 

“Jeff…I want to serve you…give you everything.”
 

He stroked my long black hair and relaxed back in his chair as I demeaned myself. 
 

I teased and licked him, over and over as I quickly learned what pleased him. 
 

My tongue caressed his big sacs and the thought of the release of his semen began to excite me. 
 

I placed my mouth over the head of his power and sucked him urgently; then released and drew him ten or more so times until I sensed him tense and shudder, then finally reflex and release inside my mouth. 
 

The thick pungent juice was pure nectar, he was my man, my master and to be full of him was a primeval joy to me. 
 

I did not swallow him but collected it all in my mouth and beckoned Andy to me. 
 

He came, I leant up, kissed his mouth and we shared the sticky thick fluid between us. 
 

Finally I had finished; I knelt back and kissed Jeff’s soft penis, replaced it in his shorts and then retied his belt. 
 

He exhaled, looked at me with admiration and beamed.
 

“You are perfect Karin.”
 

I smiled and stood as straight as I could, which was not easy given the fact that my legs were like soft marshmallows.
 

“My place is with you…I will please you sir.”
 

I was beside him, his finger found my wet sex lips and he teased me.
 

“As I will you Karin.”
 

His touch was expert and in seconds I was murmuring in delight until he bought me to my climax. I shuddered and felt my vagina pour wetness as if it were a leaky tap. 
 

He took his handkerchief and wiped my sodden slit gently as if he knew it was my most special place 
 

“Thank you sir.”
 

He looked at me.
 

“You have not had an orgasm for a while?”
 

I shook my head and he smiled in satisfaction.
 

“You will all the time now.”
 

I could not help but give him my best dazzling smile.
 

“Thank you sir.”
 

He addressed my husband.
 

“Please dress your wife for me Andy and sit…then Karin stand by my side.”
 

Andy pulled my pants around me, held the pale grey dress for me to slide over my head and clipped and zipped me into place before seating himself at the side of the room. 
 

I stood beside Jeff and he held my hand lightly.
 

“We need to choose another girl for the boat…will you help me?”
 

I spoke without thinking.
 

“I thought…?”
 

He shook his head.
 

“You were the only one…no there is two…I thought you knew…?”
 

I wanted to bite my tongue.
 

“I’m sorry sir…I am so stupid…I understand…of course…I am so selfish.”
 

I was being sincere. It was not for me to dictate my petty jealousy, I had been chosen and I desired to give myself freely. 
 

I leant down and kissed his lips and his hand slipped under my dress and patted my bottom softly as if my body was his. It was a sensual warm feeling and it made me flush in expectation.
 

His fingers pushed against my anus and teased my sex lips again until I was wet and I wriggled my hips in playful frustration. 
 

His free hand pushed a button and a female voice was heard.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

“Send the three couples in.”
 

The trio of women and men came into the room and stood before the desk. 
 

I felt powerful and important, being already chosen by such a sought after man, and now suddenly, sitting in judgement of others 
 

Jeff looked at the women; one was small and blonde, one brunette and one with short dark hair and the longest legs I have ever seen. 
 

They were all dressed provocatively, with short skirts and stockings and I was grateful to have my lofty privileged position beside the King.
 

The men seemed to be insignificant, one chubby and the others thin but all nervous and eager for them and their partners to be chosen.
 

“Undress your wives please.”
 

Each of the men gingerly removed the few items of clothing from the women until they were standing in just their panties. The smaller women had, what looked like implants, and the tall girl was small breasted with thin protruding nipples but was shapely all the long way down to her ankles.
 

“Everything gentlemen…please.”
 

The knickers were removed and the two smaller women were clean-shaven and the tall girl had a hairy black pussy like me. She looked at me and I saw that she had clear, translucent blue eyes.
 

“Husbands, please tell me why I should choose your wife?”
 

The chubby man spoke first.
 

“Lydia is a whore sir…she craves a man to dominate her.”
 

The husband of the brunette spoke next.
 

“Ava loves sex sir…she dreams of you abusing her.”
 

The husband of the tall girl spoke.
 

“Simone has not allowed any man near her once she knew she had a chance to serve you sir…she longs to belong to you and I know she would devote herself to your every whim and I wish her to be happy.”
 

Jeff turned to me and I leant down to him and I whispered in his ear.
 

“Simone.” 
 

Jeff addressed the women.
 

“Lydia…do you wish to be considered next year? You have not made it this time.”
 

She nodded in disappointment.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

“Then go through the door over there…there are men waiting for you… you are to give yourself to them.”
 

She looked shocked but moved to the exit as directed whispering as she departed.
 

“Thank you sir.”
 

My master continued and it was so intoxicating to just be a small part of all this perversion. 
 

“Ava…you wish for me to abuse you?”
 

She nodded eagerly.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He spoke with a rare influence and rule. 
 

“Then if you wish I will tell you what to do. You may come onto the boat…but you will act according to my instruction.”
 

“Thank you sir…I would love that.”
 

He smiled.
 

“The man in the corner…I want you to suck him off.”
 

She was not fazed at the sudden instruction; she moved to Andy, kneeled in front of him and after undoing his trousers began to suck his small tight, stubby erection. 
 

My husband did not last long under her sexual energy and jerked pathetically into her mouth.
 

The King watched and commanded his court.
 

“Good Ava…you may leave now I will send instruction for you.” 
 

She did my husband’s trousers up and smiled at Jeff before she withdrew with her own partner in tow. 
 

Simone was now alone except for her husband who was bouncing on his soles excitedly. 
 

Jeff saw his movement and was irked by his nervousness and lack of demeanour.
 

“Stand still,” 
 

The man stood frozen and his sallow features looked worriedly at him.
 

“Are you so excited that I may take Simone and fuck her?”
 

He blushed.
 

“I suppose I am sir…it has been so hard to gain an appointment.”
 

He spoke crudely and insultingly to him.
 

“You stupid fuck…you are a really weak man.”
 

He had no shame or backbone, just like my own marital partner.
 

“I am sir…”
 

Jeff smiled; it appeared we were all under his complete control.
 

“What is your name?”
 

“Jerry…sir.”
 

“Well Jerry both you and your wife will be on the boat…and Andy and Karin…each of these women are now mine and they are now both your mistresses…you will obey them completely, whatever they instruct you and… you will worship them.”
 

The men nodded in unison.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

Jeff directed me to stand beside Simone, I did so and we perused each other nervously.
 

“Karin…feel if Simone is wet…please.”
 

My finger ran along her pink sex folds, set in black and they parted to my finest lightest touch.
 

“Very sir…like me.”
 

He sat back and began to play with us.
 

“Andy kneel before Simone…starting with her toes, kiss and caress her with your tongue and then lick her wetness until she climaxes. And you do this for Karin, Jerry…strip her first.”
 

Both men came to us; my clothes were removed then they prostrated themselves on the floor before each of us. 
 

I felt Jerry’s tongue on my feet, ankles, then my calves and thighs until he began to lap at my wet vagina. I opened my legs and pushed against his tongue, using him to try to release this nagging, pulsing rising sexual tension and pressure inside me. 
 

I saw Simone doing the same thing with Andy and we bucked against our respective partners with only our own pleasure at the forefronts of our minds. 
 

My orgasm when it arrived was incredible, sending waves of gratification rippling over me; I opened my eyes dreamily, smiled and looked at Jeff who spoke gently. 
 

“Don’t stop gentlemen…clean now with your tongues then there are some tissues on the table…to wipe them dry until they are pristine. I want their pussies kept perfect at all times…that is your job.”
 

The boys did as instructed and after another 10 minutes licking, Jerry got some soft material and gently wiped and patted any trace of obvious wetness away. 
 

The experience had been a divine sensual treat; it made me feel alive and special as if my precious sexual home was being prepared for someone important. 
 

The boys stood up and Jeff could obviously see they were both aroused and stimulated.
 

“Do you wish to come gentlemen…we all have needs?”
 

They both smiled enthusiastically.
 

“Yes sir…they chorused.”
 

“Then remove your clothes…if you wish to come then you must put on your mistress’s panties and rub or suck each other’s cock till you climax. You must also tell the other what their wife tasted like and how you enjoyed serving her.”
 

Both men soon stood naked and but Andy was frozen and stuttered feebly.
 

“I can’t do this.”
 

However Jerry was already putting my knickers on and he handed a crumpled white pair of Simone’s to him and he spoke to him urgently.
 

“I’ll help you.”
 

He kneeled, slipped the lingerie around Andy’s ankles and pulled them up around his small erect penis. He pulled the fine material over my husband’s delicate show and then pushed his hand against it.
 

“Karin was so wet Andy…sucking her was heaven…my tongue was loving it, wondering what Jeff’s sperm would taste like…inside her…do you like sperm Andy?”
 

Andy’s cock escaped from the knickers and Jerry kneeled down and began to suck it. 
 

He was forceful and competent and soon Andy trembled and came in small blobs over Jerry’s mouth and the pretty underwear. 
 

Jerry groaned stood up and pushed Andy firmly to the floor. My husband was reluctant but he could hardly argue after what Jerry had done and the man stroked his long tresses of light brown hair.
 

“My turn now.”
 

My husband looked up at him weakly, released his cock from the panties -it was twice the size of Andy’s- and Jerry pushed it tantalisingly to the tip of my pathetic husband’s mouth. 
 

Andy initially kept his lips shut but Jerry pulled his hair and suddenly the flesh was inside him. 
 

He was confident, dominant and he began to fuck it and whispered to him teasingly.
 

“Tell me about Simone?”
 

My husband garbled through the rigid mass in his mouth
 

“She smelled of sex, each lick of her told me what a whore she was…” 
 

Jerry’s movements became faster.
 

“She is a whore…just like all women!”
 

He closed his eyes and jerked and I knew that his sticky semen was sliding down Andy’s slippery throat. 
 

The whole disgusting decadent scene excited me beyond measure and I looked at my husband disapprovingly, masking my own debased pleasure at his humiliation. 
 

The boys grabbed their clothes, dressed and I looked at Jeff for instruction.
 

“OK ladies and gentlemen we leave on the boat tomorrow so you will be on board for a month…you all now know what to expect so if you wish to change your minds then do so now.”
 

He went silent and waited and when we did not speak he continued.
 

“The men must now leave and prepare for a month away…the women can go or stay…as you wish.”
 

I spoke quickly.
 

“I want to stay sir…please.”
 

Simone joined in.
 

“And me…sir.”
 

Jeff smiled and looked at our husbands.
 

“It’s so nice that your wives are so eager to be whores…it must make you proud!”
 

 Andy looked at me forlornly and helplessly.
 

“Pick up their clothes…they will be dressed by me now…you can go…but be on the boat at 7a.m tomorrow.”
 

They nodded picked up the discarded feminine attire, left and Jeff turned his attention to us.
 

“Go through that door…you can both bathe and change…I have an assistant to aid you both…then we will have dinner.”
 

We giggled childishly and chorused together.
 

“Thank you…sir.” 
 

We were completely nude when we walked through the appointed door and I was trembling with trepidation as Simone was. 
 

We smiled at each other nervously but had no time to speak as we were confronted with an attractive brunette woman. She was dressed immaculately in a short black Dior dress and looked at us curiously. 
 

“I’m Gabrielle, Jeff’s ex-wife; you’re his new girls for the month I suppose?”
 

It was more of a statement than a question and we nodded.
 

“I see he chose well, you’re both wet girls…little sluts!”
 

She laughed as we tried to disguise our stiff nipples and weeping slits of flesh.
 

“Don’t be embarrassed, Jeff is a magnet, all that wealth and …his sex drive is legendary…you’re in for a hell of a time ladies.”
 

She looked me up and down.
 

“Size 8…go and bathe and I will leave your clothes on the bed.”
 

She looked at Simone.
 

“Lanky 10…fine go with Karin…bathe together…get used to each other’s bodies…you will be as one from now on.”
 

Simone joined me in a large white oval shaped bath where the Jacuzzi jets fizzed against our skins like sharp, jagged, shards of glass. 
 

Gabrielle appeared with a bottle of pink champagne and poured us both an elegant crystal glass-full. 
 

“Happy girls? Drink up.”
 

We quickly quashed two servings without thinking and the woman looked at us both curiously.
 

“Move closer to each other girls…touch each other…kiss…be sensual, feminine…Jeff likes his girls to be… close! “
 

Simone moved beside me, I looked into her blue eyes and her lips caressed mine softly. 
 

Her finger pulled to my nipples and my tongue caressed hers. Our touching was intimate and we played with each other without overstepping our personal boundaries. 
 

It was not what I had been expecting but I was not sure what to expect any more. 
 

Suddenly I felt defenceless; everything appeared beyond my power or will. 
 

I was being controlled and I was already losing my need for thinking for myself. 
 

My new friend posed a question to Gabrielle.
 

“What does Jeff want us to do?”
 

She smiled
 

“Whatever he wants Simone…you are just his to do as he chooses…that is what you both have agreed to...girls you are both just pussy now. Are you content?”
 

I pulsed at her response; it excited me to be so described; I was becoming depraved! 
 

Simone spoke for us both.
 

“Of course!”
 

She laughed
 

“Then you will not be disappointed.”
 

Simone and I dried each other and she gently cleaned between my thighs as I did for her. 
 

Her vagina was soft and clean, thick dark hair surrounding enticing pink folds of female flesh. 
 

We were already like sisters and relaxed in each other’s company. 
 

The clothes that awaited us were classy and provocative; mine, black lingerie and a short black dress. Simone’s was the same but clear nylons and a beige dress. 
 

Gabrielle placed some glittering diamonds around our necks and we walked through a maze of rooms like Hollywood stars until we found our King waiting on the large balcony where the city sprawled out in all its’ brightly lit glory, before us. 
 

A table was laid perfectly and we sat gingerly either side of Jeff, opposite Gabrielle. 
 

She seemed wonderfully warm and very confident.
 

“The girls are nice Jeff.”
 

He smiled at her compliment.
 

“Thank you.”
 

She commented.
 

“They are comfortable with each other as well.”
 

His dark eyes were always so alive.
 

“That’s good.”
 

I sipped my champagne and listened to them speak about me as if I was not there. 
 

I was not annoyed or embarrassed however as I had lost my pride hours ago. 
 

The whole experience was too enjoyable and I could not judge myself on my previous morality. 
 

I leant over to Simone and we kissed softly.
 

“Does that please you Jeff?”
 

He smiled.
 

“It does…”
 

We let our tongue play for a moment then laughed, ate and chatted and around 12 o’clock Gabrielle rose and gestured for us to follow her. 
 

She led us through into a huge bedroom where beautiful white lingerie was laid out on the bed for us. 
 

It was divine clothing; fine pants and long silky gowns that made us feel like princesses as soon as it caressed our bodies.
 

“You look beautiful girls…get into bed Jeff will be in soon…enjoy…make the most of your time…it is unforgettable.”
 

She smiled and left, Simone and I dressed, hugged each other in pure excitement and joy and slipped between the perfect, crisp white sheets. 
 

We lay in the bed and waited, I tried to rationalise what I was doing but I could not. 
 

I was married, waiting on a stranger’s bed for him to come and use me in whatever way he desired and…I was sharing the decadent experience with another beautiful woman. 
 

I felt that I may be mad but I had never been so alive or happy; I was in sensory overload and Simone looked at me and shivered, although it was in no way cold. 
 

“You feel it too?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Why does this turn us on so much?”
 

She laughed softly.
 

“Because we’re dirty whores…God I want him to fuck me.”
 

We moved closer together and our bodies touched, it was very sensual and she stroked the depression in my back. 
 

The door opened and Jeff appeared. 
 

He stared at us, and then undressed, laying his clothes neatly on the side table. 
 

His body was perfect, hard but not overly muscular; he had little hair and when he removed his boxer shorts I had to gulp in shock. 
 

I had seen his cock before but suddenly his erect penis seemed even bigger than I remembered. 
 

It was long and thick, circumcised and even not fully aroused, was at least four times as long as my husband’s. 
 

He stood straight by the bed, admired us both with his dark eyes and his power began to swell further and point dangerously at us.
 

“Don’t just lie there you stupid girls, kneel and come and greet your master.”
 

We quickly went to him and subserviently bent down before him, his erection was at its zenith now and I kissed its’ tip then allowed Simone to do the same. 
 

It felt like we were formally subjugating ourselves and I suppose we were. 
 

There is nothing more demeaning and servile for a woman than being on your knees and sucking a man’s cock, but I did so eagerly as if I had no shame. 
 

Even worse I was happily willing to share the experience and Simone and I interchanged between sucking his erect flesh and suckling his large balls. 
 

I could tell that he was fully in control of his bodily abilities and pleasures and was in no way going to climax. 
 

It was as if he was just relishing demonstrating to us, his new whores, his power and control. 
 

I had never served anyone like this and it was deliciously depraved. 
 

I touched his taut belly then his skin and he stroked my hair as if I was his favourite plaything. He gestured us to the bed and laid us out like silken clad muses. 
 

He drew the silken gowns up to our waists and he pulled our pants down a small amount to expose our black covered special places to him. He smiled in pure lust and command of us.
 

“Married pussy is always the best…you promised to love and obey…women are just liars…thieves and whores!”
 

His fingers began to tease us both and we moaned in unison.
 

“Your husbands are jacking off and you are both having your pretty cunts played with…how do you feel?”
 

I moaned at his cruel, crude tormenting.
 

“Dirty!”
 

Simone joined in.
 

“Dreamy Jeff.”
 

His fingers began to tease me harder, my thighs opened and I began to breathe heavily.
 

“Come on girls come…surrender your bodies to me…all your senses.”
 

His fingers worked faster, my body jerked and the vibrations of my climax rumbled through me like a rogue wave as if taking my senses by surprise. 
 

Simone’s orgasm had just begun and we both writhed in pleasure as Jeff looked down upon us. We lay in silence and I looked up at his clear face and cool thunderous eyes; he was smiling without moving his mouth.
 

“That is so fulfilling…making you both come with just my voice and fingers…it is such a thrill…knowing that I own you both and you choose to surrender yourselves. Your husbands are nothing to you now!”
 

Simone looked up at him and nodded.
 

“They are worthless Jeff…please come over us…show us that we entice you…I want to feel your sperm Jeff…please.”
 

I nodded with bright eager eyes.
 

“Yes please.”
 

He embraced our total capitulation
 

“I have chosen well…take your clothes off ladies…everything.”
 

We quickly did so and we lay face down on the bed with our bottoms exposed to him. I could sense him behind me and cried as I felt his palm across my ass cheek. 
 

He ignored our protests and his hand slapped us again and again; sharp pain causing my soft flesh to glow. 
 

The acute agony had turned to a new sensation, my sex was suddenly glowing too and I groaned in the shock of my sordid, lustful need. 
 

His fingers played with my anus then my sex lips and I opened my legs and waited. 
 

His cock slid inside my warm slit easily, but he did not fuck me just let it stay there, tightly embedded. 
 

He removed it and I heard Simone gasp and felt empty. He returned to me and this time began to fuck me and returned to slapping me softly but hard enough to resonate on my body and in my mind.
 

My sex was, as if it was on fire, and with one final slap and movement I gripped the bedclothes, vibrated and came. Simone soon followed and as we lay, lost in ecstasy, I heard Jeff groan and sensed warm liquid on my anus and sexual lips. 
 

My fingers found the wetness and I rubbed it between my thumb and forefinger and savoured the feel of him. I sunk my head inside the pillow and moaned softly.
 

“Jeff that was just perfect…perfect.”
 

He breathed in relief at his ejaculation.
 

“Good girls…come let’s slip under the covers.”
 

We did so with some effort…it felt as if I had been injected with lead, my limbs seemed so heavy. 
 

We snuggled either side of him and he relaxed and allowed us to adore him. 
 

We kissed him lovingly and sucked him over and over on every warm, moving part that we could find. 
 

If he became aroused we released him and when he relaxed we soothed him. 
 

It was a perfect combination of sex and devotion. 
 

Finally he brought each of us to a climax with his fingers again and kissed us gently on our forehead before he rose up and left without a further word. 
 

The bed felt lonely without him but my mind could not dwell and I hugged Simone before a tired, satisfied sleep overtook me.
 

I awoke with Simone’s tongue on my nipple. It made me aroused and let her explore me a little. 
 

I had never had a desire for women or lesbianism but somehow this was different. Simone and I were somehow partners in a sexual game and we needed to be there for each other. 
 

I was wet and her tongue found my lust and brought me divine trembling colourful pleasure. 
 

I leant over to her gratefully and began to reciprocate. 
 

She tasted delicious and I lingered on her most sensitive area until she vibrated and came as well. Finally we were done and we bathed together helping ourselves to more champagne in the process. Gabrielle came in and looked happy.
 

“Jeff was content…I’m pleased for you…you’ll be relieved to know that you have finally been accepted.”
 

I was bewildered, we both were.
 

“I thought we had already been chosen?”
 

She smiled at my innocence and naivety.
 

“No dear…he just tried you both last night and he is now happy you will fit in.”
 

My childishness emerged.
 

“That is not fair!”
 

She laughed.
 

“No it’s not fair…you do this and expect fairness?”
 

I felt ridiculous and out of my immature depth.
 

“I suppose not.”
 

Her tone softened and she sat beside us.
 

“Look girls Jeff’s a player, a stud, he’ll fuck you and let you go…you’ll have a good time make a bit of money…and that’s it.”
 

I stared at her.
 

“It wasn’t for you.”
 

There was a slight trace of bitterness in her reply.
 

“And look what I’m doing now…but I accept it…as you must…do you still want to come on the boat?”
 

I screamed at the audacity of the query.
 

“Are you joking?”
 

She relaxed and giggled with us.
 

“I suppose it was a stupid question, the sex was good?”
 

Simone whistled.
 

“Great…fantastic…mind blowing!”
 

“It will be…you’ll have a great time…remember one thing…don’t think…just suck and fuck.”
 

We both laughed…at such coarse advice...but it was not said in jest.
 

We dried ourselves and dressed in the clothes supplied. 
 

White mini bikinis and hot pants. I felt like I was 17 again it was too heavenly and wonderful. 
 

We went downstairs, entered a stretch limousine and we sat back on the soft leather and chose from a huge variety of sunglasses left in presentation boxes for us.
 

It was about an hour’s drive to the boat and we sipped some more champagne and I realised that I knew nothing about my partner in crime. I spoke to her quietly.
 

“How did you come to this?”
 

Simone looked at me and her blue sapphires sparkled.
 

“Married Jerry at 20…you know… inexperienced… with rose tinted spectacles. The sex was crap…”
 

She smiled.
 

“I’d had a bit before so I knew a smidgen of what I was missing, but after a couple of years we went away on a business weekend with his company… His boss got hold of me on the Saturday night, we danced, then he kissed me right in front of him and Jerry didn’t say a word. At the end of the evening he led me from the dance floor to his room and fucked my brains out…it was terrible and dirty but… heaven! Got back to Jerry early morning told him if he said anything he was fired, I saw the little shit was hard and it all lead from there. Once you realise what is possible how can you go back?”
 

I nodded and told her about Patty and the group.
 

“Sounds like a good team…I’ll look them up after we get released.”
 

“Is it a prison?”
 

She laughed.
 

“Pleasure prison…what do you think he’ll do to the boys?”
 

I shrugged.
 

“Who cares licking us or each other…I can’t believe I ever let him inside me.”
 

She nodded.
 

“Nor me.”
 

We chatted and found how much on the same wavelength we were and when we reached the quay we were like best friends. 
 

We parked and when we got out of the door I had to do a double take. There in front of us, moored in the busy quay, was the biggest yacht I had ever seen. 
 

It seemed to go on forever and ever; it shimmered, glistened and gleamed in the early morning sunlight in spectacular shades of gold, silver and white. 
 

A tall man in a smart white uniform greeted us and ushered us on board. 
 

We were taken into the centre of the ship then to a large master bedroom decorated with large mirrors. I admired my reflection constantly; I pleasingly looked good and Gabrielle came in to greet and instruct us. She pointed to two antique white cupboards
 

“Your clothes are in there, Simone, and yours in the other Karin. Girls, you will wear the white bikinis at all time during the day; that is your uniform. Full lingerie at night all the clothes now belong to you… if you refuse any instruction from Jeff you will leave immediately with nothing. If you stay you will be well rewarded…Now take your shorts off go and lie on the top deck, drink sunbathe and relax and let the best month of your lives begin.”
 

Simone asked her about her husband.
 

“Where is Jerry?”
 

She put her finger to her lips.
 

“No questions Simone…remember.”
 

My new sister in crime giggled.
 

“Don’t think just suck….”
 

Gabrielle nodded.
 

“And fuck!”
 

We all laughed.
 

We stripped changed and lay on the top sundeck, adjusting. 
 

The ship seemed gargantuan and there were people wandering and rushing everywhere. 
 

No one however was allowed at our level on the ship and it gave me a strange sense of power and privilege. 
 

Simone stretched out like a pampered cat and sipped her juice; she was totally at peace. 
 

I looked inside myself and realised that I too was relaxed, I had divested myself from any responsibility or rationale, all I had to focus on was Jeff’s pleasure and of course my own. 
 

I was kept, owned, caged but totally at peace, reconciled happily to my situation. 
 

I had no children, no husband anymore and I could pursue my own selfish pleasure without any self- recrimination. 
 

My body tingled in the heat; I could feel each part of it, it was as though it had been sleeping for my whole life and now it was lasciviously awake. 
 

I thought I had hated sex and now I could feel my vagina salivating for Jeff constantly. 
 

I clenched my lower muscles together and breathed in, in base pleasure as my new friend whispered to me.
 

“Intoxicating isn’t it?”
 

I smiled at Simone.
 

“Mmm it is…I could just fuck all the time.”
 

She stretched languidly.
 

“And me…it’s this heat too!”
 

We both opened our thighs a touch and let the sun tease us. 
 

There was no jealously or competition between us, well maybe just who could please our master the most, but that was about all. 
 

We sun-bathed all day, taking care to spend some time out of the full impact of the rays, we did not wish to get burned and run the risk of ruining the sensual physical pleasures available. 
 

We could not see who was coming onto the boat and I was surprised to see Andy enter onto the private deck with Gabrielle. 
 

His hair had been brushed back in a ponytail and he was dressed in a full butler’s outfit with full topcoat and tails.
 

“Hi Andy.”
 

Gabrielle interrupted me.
 

“He is not allowed to talk to you…on this boat he is just a servant…he will address you as Miss and will obey any command you give him.”
 

I looked at him, and could see he was sweating.
 

“Lovely…get me some water.”
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

He went into the bar and Gabrielle smiled at me.
 

“Now don’t be too nasty girls will you?”
 

I tried to look innocent.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

Andy returned and he stood beside me.
 

“Put the drink to my lips.”
 

He bent and placed the glass at my mouth.
 

“Adjust my bikini…would you…it’s slipped a little.”
 

He bent over me and pulled the material neatly around my crotch and I turned over and he made sure the tiny thong was centred on my crack. Simone called to him.
 

“And me… please.”
 

He did the same for her and I could tell he was engaged and excited. 
 

Humiliation seemed to be an aphrodisiac for him as indeed it was strangely for me, it was not easy to understand. 
 

Gabrielle left and Andy stood to attention beside us.
 

“We’re so turned on Andy…look at all this!”
 

I gestured with my hand to the boat and all of this unbelievable luxury.
 

“Jeff will be here soon…God I need a fuck...rub some cream on me.”
 

He nodded.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

I loved and revelled in his servitude and obedience and I lay on my front and let him smooth cooling cream onto my back. 
 

It felt relaxing and I unclipped my bra and closed my eyes. 
 

He did my back and as his hands went to the lower spine I pulled my bottoms off and spread my thighs a little.
 

“Do my cheeks and my asshole…mmm nice.”
 

The coldness tingled on my bottom and Andy began to let the cream infiltrate my anus. 
 

“Nice Andy now deeper…deeper…oh yes.”
 

My body was raging and I began to moan softly…it was erotic and relaxing and I was so horny. 
 

I never realised Jeff was there until I heard his voice; he was behind me and he firmly instructed my husband.
 

“Good Andy now do the same for Simone…”
 

The King’s cock was instantly at my anus and I grunted as it disgustingly began to enter me. 
 

There was some initial resistance but suddenly it slipped in easily with the abundant cream and I caught my breath in shock as he slowly began to fuck my asshole. 
 

He held my hips and pumped me furiously until I screamed and he slapped my ass cheeks and emptied his sacs inside me. 
 

I collapsed and he left me and moved to Simone; his power of recovery was unbelievable and I could see he was already hard again. 
 

I could feel a tongue lapping at my anal cavity and realised Andy was cleaning up and reached behind me and I stroked his soft hair as he did so. 
 

“That was so nice baby…clean me up sweetie…love the taste of Jeff’s sperm…you’ll be having a lot.”
 

He mumbled to me.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

I heard Simone groaning, it did not take Jeff long to fuck and release inside her and Andy scurried across and serviced her as well. 
 

Jeff laughed and lay on the large bed set in the shade and I moved to be beside him. 
 

He was naked and his cock was wet and seeping semen. 
 

I took some iced water; gargled suggestively in front of him then used my cold wet tongue to lick him. 
 

I slowly sucked his balls and all of his cock until it was deliciously pristine. 
 

Simone joined me and we treated his genitals as if they were precious jewels and he lay back and murmured in delectation as we selflessly pleasured him.
 

“We are going to have a good time ladies.”
 

Andy stood before him and tried not to notice my tongue under Jeff’s gross, heavy balls but he was bright red and perspiring.
 

“Will that be all sir?”
 

Jeff focussed on him.
 

“Pick up the ladies bikinis and place them on the beds…will you?”
 

My husband obeyed, he was lost in his obedience and capitulation and I didn’t care.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He left and I sucked on Jeff’ cock like a leech until I felt the blessing of his sticky seed inside my mouth. 
 

I was becoming hooked on sperm, the way it was produced; the way it smelt and tasted it was like a delicacy for me. 
 

I realised that if I was not careful I would become addicted to this way of life, but maybe I was already? 
 

All I knew for sure was that I was ready for sex with Jeff or under his direction, in any way and at any time. 
 

I pulled my bottoms on but not my top, I didn’t need it, and I lazed back lethargically onto my bed. 
 

I felt the boat begin to drift, looked up to see the shore separate from us and then the gradual void of water that became larger and larger until we were moving out towards the headland and finally onto the open sea. 
 

I breathed in the salt air and felt the wind in my hair; I had never felt more alive!
 

Simone and I shared an outside Jacuzzi bath set on our private deck and we washed each other, becoming used to each other’s bodies. It wasn’t sexual, just comfortable and fun. 
 

We emerged into our bedroom to see Andy and Jerry laying out clothes for us both. 
 

They were both still dressed in the black and white servants’ uniforms.
 

“We are here to attend you Miss.”
 

I acknowledged them.
 

“Fine.”
 

Simone gave her towel to Jerry and stood beside him.
 

“Rub me down.”
 

He did as she instructed; I followed her lead and Andy began to press my skin with the similar fine cloth. 
 

When or bodies were dry we both opened our thighs and made the boys kneel and pat the slits between our thighs until they were squeaky clean. I spoke to Simone’s husband cruelly.
 

“What do you think Jerry, are they clean enough to fuck?”
 

I could see a bead of perspiration form on his forehead.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

I smiled sweetly.
 

“Good but put on some talc and then cover them up now with something cool and sexy and let’s get prepared…you can dress me and Andy can dress Simone.”
 

He nodded, spread some sweet dry talc onto my sexual hair, then lifted a thin white pair of panties off the bed and kneeled so he could draw them up around my hips. 
 

He did the same with some white silken hold ups and finally placed a short pink dress over my head. He bent and tied my shoes and I sat on an ornate golden chair as he brushed my hair. 
 

Finally I was ready and smiled at him.
 

“What do you think?”
 

His eyes were a blank-canvas.
 

“Very nice Miss.”
 

Simone looked equally as glamorous and I caught Andy’s eye. 
 

I twirled around causing my short dress to spin and show my stocking clad legs.
 

“Well Andy what do you think of your little wife?”
 

He was seemingly as docile as Jerry.
 

“Lovely miss.”
 

I was desperate for a reaction and it increased the level of my cruelty.
 

“I’m loving this Andy…are you? I never knew sex could be so good?”
 

His blue eyes were sparkling with excitement, resentment and acceptance.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

“What happens if you are rude to me Andy…or not do as you are told?”
 

His face frowned.
 

“I will be asked to leave.”
 

I wanted to make him suffer, exquisitely.
 

“And you don’t want that?”
 

He shook his head purposefully.
 

“No Miss I want to stay…and please you.”
 

I revelled in his capitulation and servitude.
 

“Good Andy that’s very good…now lead us into dinner.”
 

The dining room was impressive, with a large top table where Jeff was waiting with a group of people sitting around it. 
 

There were three men and four women, one of whom, was Patty and she smiled at me meekly, with a just a trace of tight jealousy on her painted lips.
 

The other women were both from the last group Jeff interviewed and one I did not know. 
 

All the girls were dressed very glamorously, short dresses and make-up and I felt proud to be sitting bedside the King and master, Jeff! 
 

I saw Andy and Jerry; they were serving wine and trying to look professional and efficient in their penguin suits. 
 

The food was sumptuous and rich and it was only after the champagne had flowed that people began to relax a little. 
 

Jeff introduced me to the men, they seemed like business associates and looked rich and powerful but not necessarily handsome. 
 

A small rotund man called Lester sipped his drink and smiled at my man.
 

“This is the highlight of the year Jeff…what beautiful women.”
 

Our master made us stand and patted our bottoms as if we were his prize thoroughbred horses.
 

“This is Karin and Simone…they are something… and sexy as hell.”
 

The men laughed, the women were silent and the round man spoke again in envy. 
 

“You are a lucky son of a gun Jeff…how do you do it?”
 

Our leader laughed and joked.
 

“A couple of billion and a big dick help.”
 

The whole table erupted in hysterics and Simone interjected crudely.
 

“He has as well!” 
 

Jeff took charge again.
 

“Anyway you guys can spoil yourselves, the girls sitting near you are available…you’ve got first pick Lenny.”
 

The man beamed and I could see he was looking at Patty sitting demurely beside him. 
 

“I’d like her…please.”
 

As if he owned her, Jeff instructed my former mentor.
 

“Then Patty show you’re willing dear.”
 

She nodded bent herself under the table and from the man’s expression it was soon crystal clear she was providing oral stimulation for him. 
 

Within seconds all the girls were providing a similar base service to the male guests and I let my hands drift to Jeff’s crotch. He stopped me and whispered softly.
 

“No Karin…not here, you and Simone are with me.” 
 

I nodded, proud of our separation from the pack. 
 

Over the course of the evening all the women were called upon to perform demeaning sex in various guises on the men but Simone and I just sat beside Jeff and watched, sometimes uncomfortably as perversely we were getting wet with need. 
 

Voyeurism  was arousing but frustrating at the same time and I was pleased when they drifted back to their own cabins and we followed Jeff to ours. 
 

I was not able to speak to Patty, the girls were not really allowed to chat, we only had one purpose on the boat but I had accepted that immediately and was not bothered at the lack of interaction with my friend. 
 

The boys were waiting for us in the bedroom with our nightwear. Bright, baby-doll negligees with matching pants.

 

Andy removed my clothes, kneeled down and pulled my knickers off my hips and into his sweaty clenched palm.
 

I wanted to tease and punish him all the time, rub his nose in my promiscuity and the fact that his wife was just pussy for another superior man
 

“Smell them…look at them…I’m so wet all the time.”
 

He brought them to his mouth and I saw his face redden. It made me speak terribly coarsely.
 

“Take them…wear them tonight and think about my cunt being fucked by Jeff!”
 

I heard a voice behind me.
 

“Do it now!”
 

Jeff’s voice had commanded him; he had just joined us.
 

Andy removed his suit and was suddenly naked. His little cock was poking out from between his thin legs. 
 

He pulled my knickers around his tiny pulsing manhood and it covered it completely, all you could see was his shape looking more like a woman’s mound than an erect cock. 
 

Jeff whistled in wonder.
 

“Wow you look like a woman Andy, You know what…no more men’s clothes for you…only women’s clothes now…lots of panties and swimsuits.”
 

He could see how excited this made my husband as his trembling fine hand went to his crotch instinctively.
 

Jeff just laughed at him.
 

“We’ll get you a nice bathing suit tomorrow Andy…in fact we’ll call you Andrea.”
 

I watched my feminised husband, tremble then spurt his juice into my panties, staining the front of them and my master teased him terribly.
 

“You like that Andrea? Pull your knickers down and clench your little cock between your legs…that’s it…look at him now… it looks like he has a vagina!”
 

His cock and balls had been pushed back and his mound had a definite V shape…with just a trace of pubic hair, just like a real pussy.
 

I spoke in wonder.
 

“Your right Jeff…how did I not see it?”
 

Simone joined the taunting.
 

“Don’t leave Jerry out…he can dress like Andrea…in fact Jerry is a girl’s name.”
 

Simone handed her husband her knickers and he stripped and put them on as well. 
 

He was slimmer than Andrea but also looked slightly effeminate and the pink lace suited him although his penis was twice as big as my husband’s was.
 

Jeff was on a roll.
 

“Go and see Gabrielle…tell her to kit you out tonight and sleep together…I want to see those knickers full of sperm tomorrow.”
 

The boys left crestfallen, their humiliation knowing no boundaries and Simone and I eagerly went to bed with Jeff. He quickly brought me to my sexual height, filled my belly with his thick sperm and I lay back and looked at him.
 

“Can I check what Andrea’s doing?”
 

He nodded, guessing that I was becoming deviant like him.
 

“Sure.”
 

I walked quickly down to their cabin and Andrea and Jerry were dozing, dressed in long silky white and silver, women’s nightgowns. 
 

I kneeled over my husband, lowered my hips onto his face and he woke with a start as I whispered dirtily to him. 
 

“Lick me out.”
 

I suddenly only thought of him as a woman, he did as I instructed and I felt his tongue clean me deeply removing all of my master’s spunk from my recesses. Jerry woke, saw me, stared and I became lost in my newly found degradation.
 

“Fuck Andrea’s ass Jerry…come in his fucking bottom!”
 

I rose off my husband and he bent over on the bed, Jerry raised the divine gown, lowered his panties and heard Andrea grimace as Jerry’s cock tried to penetrate him. 
 

Jerry grunted and I knew he had come over his soft flesh.
 

“He’s too tight, Miss.”
 

I nodded.
 

“That’s fine pull his pants up and he can feel what it’s like to be a girl with spunk on her…we need to get it softened for you.”
 

My husband looked at me in sudden fear.
 

“Darling you have to learn…do it for Jerry now Andrea.”
 

He blinked but set to action, Jerry’s ass was more malleable and, as Andrea’s cock was smaller, he succeeded in penetration and fucked him quickly. 
 

I smiled in dark satisfaction, left them and returned to my perverse normality with Jeff. 
 

It was becoming a real turn on to see my husband changing to Andrea and the idea of him swimming in sticky white sperm, disgustingly, really appealed to me. 
 

Jeff was waiting and I giggled and told them what I had done. 
 

He slapped my naked ass; told me I was a bad girl and fucked me again before we all dissolved tiredly into much needed sleep. 
 

In the morning I woke to Simone’s mouth on my pussy and Jeff’s cock in my mouth and I wasn’t sure if I was in paradise or purgatory! 
 

We all climaxed and as we recovered there was a knock on the door. 
 

Andrea and Jerry came in and they looked dishevelled in their matted semen stained gowns. Jeff made them raise their hems and we could see that their knickers were full of sperm. 
 

He smiled and waved them away to begin their new lives as women and we snuggled beside him and dozed. 
 

I no longer cared about Andy anymore; Andrea was much more interesting! 
 

We had breakfast in the main dining area and Andrea was serving in a pink full one-piece swimsuit, Gabrielle had obviously made him up as his hair was brushed back and the make-up was professional. 
 

It was impossible to see that he was a man from anything between his legs; the costume was tight removing any trace of even the smallest bulge. 
 

He smiled and looked self-conscious but happy and I was pleased that he was enjoying himself. 
 

One of the male crew gently slapped his ass playfully and to my surprise he blushed like a bashful girl.
 

Simone and I lazed on our deck and the days suddenly began to drift together. 
 

I had so much sex it was impossible to keep track and my amusement was to watch the various outfits Andrea would wear. It transpired that one of the male crew fancied him and he was soon required to provide oral sex for him on request. 
 

After a week the boat came into port and Jeff called me into his office, he was dressed in a navy suit and there was a tall young man, with dark hair and eyes standing beside him. 
 

He was shy but had the same cool look of Jeff and I guessed it was his son.
 

“I need to go away for a couple of days, this is James, my lad, I am putting him in your charge, he’s eighteen.”
 

I liked the look of him and smiled.
 

“OK that’s no problem…it will be my pleasure”
 

The young man left the room and Jeff spoke to me privately.
 

“The boy is shy…I want you to help him…socialise…you can show him what you like but…if you fuck him then our time is over and you will leave. Your pussy is mine.”
 

I nodded.
 

“I know Jeff…only if you tell me to fuck someone else.”
 

He smiled at my understanding of my position and he called in Simone and told her about James and that he was in my charge. 
 

He warned her not to fuck him and she nodded, then he kissed us both and was gone. 
 

It was early afternoon, the sun was still high and I lay out to catch the last rays. 
 

I opened my eyes to see James staring at me; he was dressed in a long pair of black and red swimming trunks, his body was slim and taut and I could sense that he was becoming hard, just watching me.
 

“Come and sit James.”
 

He came and placed his young body beside me.
 

“Hi Karin you’re very pretty.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Thank you James…you’re a handsome young man.”
 

He looked unsure and spoke quietly
 

“Maybe.”
 

I reassured him. 
 

“You are baby…don’t be silly.”
 

He seemed nervous of me and I found it endearing.
 

“You’re my Dad’s….”
 

“Girlfriend James…Simone and I both are.”
 

He would not look directly at me, preferring the safety of the far horizons all around.
 

“Dad said you’ll show me around?”
 

I nodded.
 

“If you’d like?”
 

He smiled with a sweet innocence that was irresistible.
 

“I would…you look so nice.”
 

Andrea came out onto the deck dressed in a tight black swimsuit, with his hair in a bun. 
 

He addressed us both.
 

“Drink sir…madam?”
 

We ordered a glass of champagne and when Andrea had left James spoke to me softly.
 

“Andrea looks a bit… strange?”
 

I giggled.
 

“He’s my husband!” 
 

He looked at me genuinely amazed.
 

“Never…he’s a man?”
 

I laughed
 

“Was…now just a slave.”
 

He exhaled in disbelief.
 

“Wow…so Dad has you and Andrea… accepts it.”
 

My eyes were glistening; he was so young and naïve as I had been but a few weeks before!
 

“Welcomes it…I do…we like what your dad offers. Love it!”
 

His innocent black pupils widened and seemed to spin in wonder
 

“Wow…Karin…wow…”
 

I expected him to be shocked but I saw the hardness in his shorts and realised it excited him. 
 

I sipped my champagne.
 

“I can see you like the idea of me being a slave?”
 

He tried to cover his erection but I just teased him.
 

“Don’t cover it James…a man should be proud of his cock…all women love it.”
 

He was confused and loveable in his embarrassment.
 

“Really?”
 

I nodded
 

“Absolutely…has any girl ever held it James?”
 

He shook his head.
 

“May I?”
 

He nodded inanely and I slipped my finger into his trunks and held it in my fingers. 
 

It was pulsing and big and I sensed he was close to coming.
 

“We all love a thick cock James…and sperm…a strong man…like your father…like you…you are like him James I can tell…you have his power… I will play with you whenever you are hard if you want me to?”
 

He blinked and his eyes glazed over.
 

“I squeezed him again and he suddenly jerked and released himself into my fingers.”
 

He looked at me so deliciously apologetically.
 

“I’m sorry Karin.”
 

I brought my fingers to my lips, laughed and licked his sperm from them.
 

“Don’t be silly…that’s what girls do…that’s our job…for a man we like and respect…men like my husband…they’re nothing.”
 

He was still unsure.
 

“Oh…I see.”
 

It was getting dark and I took his hand and we walked back to my cabin. 
 

I pressed a button and Andrea came in, he was dressed in a short white dress and stockings with his sun bleached long hair and he was fully made up.
 

“Get me some clothes from James’ room Andrea…smart casual…ok…and put a bath on for me.”
 

He nodded.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

He left and I turned to James who was looking at me curiously.
 

“James would you like to see me naked?”
 

His eyes were deep coal black like his father’s and they shone in expectation.
 

“Of course.”
 

I turned, he clumsily unclipped my top and I revolved showing him my small pert breasts.
 

“Pull my pants off James.”
 

He did so and I stood proudly before him naked. He was hard but did not try to hide it this time.
 

“You’re beautiful Karin.”
 

I smiled; compliments always made me swell.
 

“You’re a young guy James you’ll soon have women fawning at you. You need to know a woman’s body...let’s have a bath.”
 

He removed his trunks and we were soon inside the large Jacuzzi where the bubbles teased and danced on our skin. I cleansed James and he washed me and I held his penis and balls and began to bring him to a climax again. 
 

He was more relaxed this time and stroked me as I pleased him. 
 

He had a wonderful body and a big length of manly flesh with full balls; I was enjoying myself and feeling my own libido rising. 
 

I knew I could not allow him inside me but that was the only boundary Jeff had set for me and I rubbed his hardness firmly and felt him jerk and grunt in the base release of an orgasm. The white sperm floated on the water and I washed it over my skin provocatively.
 

He was tentative in his exploration of my wonders and when we got out of the bath I lay on the luxurious bed and handed him a small towel. 
 

“A man needs to know how to please a woman, have you any experience James?”
 

He looked so virginal and untainted.
 

“Not really Karin…show me.”
 

I took his finger and placed it on my thin nipple and it became hard instantly. 
 

I showed him how touching my face and belly and anus gently was a massive turn on for a woman. 
 

I made him stroke the inside of my thighs and my legs opened to show him my thin vaginal lips. 
 

I took his finger again and placed it on my clitoris and showed him how the gentlest movement created a response. Within minutes he seemed to understand and he began to tease me towards a climax.
 

“That’s it James…if you can truly pleasure a woman they will love you…worship you.”
 

I saw his cock was rigid.
 

“Don’t fuck me James…that is not within my power to give you.”
 

He nodded and I trusted him.
 

“I understand Karin…just relax and close your eyes…let me take you there.”
 

I lay back and luxuriated; he used his finger and his tongue to savour and explore me and to my surprise I quickly vibrated to an orgasm. 
 

He felt me shudder but continued with his tongue, gently then hard, over and over until finally I quivered again as my brain descended into further dazzling bright colour. 
 

He moved beside me, I felt his sperm on my leg from his climax - he had kept his word to me - wiped it into my mouth and I let it dissolve on my tongue.
 

“Thank you James that was fantastic…let’s go… clubbing…tonight… you want to?”
 

He smiled at me; suddenly we were close.
 

“Why not?”
 

I dressed him in jeans and a bright yellow shirt, put some gel in his hair and admired how handsome he was. I put on a sparkly short dress and a black choker, painted my face and we were ready. 
 

Andrea drove us in the stretch limousine always available to us; he was in a dark suit with a mid-length skirt and stockings. 
 

James looked cool, confident and very suave and he sat close beside me. 
 

I saw Andrea looking at us through the mirror and placed my hand on James’ thigh.
 

“There’s one thing I didn’t show you James a girl should always show service to her master.”
 

I undid his buttons and as his erection sprang out I innocently placed my mouth over it.
 

“A girl loves to give head James…it’s a sign of submission and respect…make sure they all show respect to you.”
 

My mouth worked on him expertly and he moaned in disbelieving, blissful wonder. 
 

I teased the tip of his long cock and he quickly jerked and came, smothering my mouth and lips with sweet semen. He sat back, opened his eyes in rapture and looked at me gratefully.
 

“Karin you are the best teacher a young man could have…thank you.”
 

I smiled, looked at Andrea staring and wondered what my husband made of me? 
 

I didn’t care but his humiliation in watching me servicing this young man was the erotic enticing, icing on the cake for me. 
 

The club was buzzing, young people partying and getting drunk. 
 

I danced with James and I saw him talk to a tall girl with short blonde hair and a pink miniskirt. She seemed to reject him and I saw him a little taken aback.
 

He retreated and stood by himself as if recovering and I went and whispered to him.
 

“What did the bitch say to you?”
 

He spoke in a flat subdued tone.
 

“Said she was with her boyfriend.”
 

I looked at her, knew she was trash and smiled at him.
 

“Do you want to fuck her? Of course you do…I’ll speak to her when she comes over…then have a dance take her to the car and fuck her.”
 

He looked shocked but nodded to me as if I could actually accomplish what he could not.
 

I positioned myself close to the girl; she was gyrating with a smaller girl with long dark hair. 
 

The blonde was pretty with deep blue eyes and I leant over and spoke to her.
 

“Do you want to earn $200?”
 

Her eyes glistened.
 

“Go and dance with that boy then go out to his limousine and give him a blow job.”
 

She laughed haughtily.
 

“What do you take me for? I’m with my boyfriend!”
 

I smiled at her.
 

“$250!”
 

Her cheap comely mouth twisted into a wry smile.
 

“Really… $300?”
 

I nodded, gave her a $100 note and promised the rest later. 
 

She quickly went to James, took his hand and began to dance enthusiastically with him. 
 

Within seconds they had left, I followed them to the car and quietly joined Andrea in the front and watched through the special reversible one way glass screen. 
 

The girl had expertly begun to suck him but his hand was slyly under her dress and he was using the subtle seduction techniques I had shown him. 
 

Soon her white frilly knickers -with red hearts on- were on the floor and she was groaning weakly as he began to rouse her effortlessly to a climax. 
 

She trembled, came and James spread her thighs and raised her dress to reveal a pretty thin pink vagina surrounded by wispy blonde down; she was now weak putty in his hands. 
 

He released his cock from her mouth placed it at her silken slit and rested the hardness gently upon it.
 

She looked up at him and spoke crudely.
 

“Fuck my pussy James.”
 

He was above her, poised, and his erection was running lightly over her thin folds. She opened her thighs wide to ease access, she was desperate for him and I knew only too well the terrible feeling of emptiness and sexual need.
 

“Fuck it James…fuck my cunt!
 

My charge easily and confidently pushed himself fully inside the young girl and she groaned in lustful pleasure. 
 

She wrapped her legs around his back and he fucked her hard and fiercely as if in a hurry to lose his virginity. He climaxed and fell still over her and she placed her arms around his waist and squeezed him tightly. 
 

“That was lovely baby…really lovely James.”
 

He sat up and the girl bent down and licked his weeping penis and he stroked her hair as if he was pleased with her. 
 

There was a knock on the outside window and James lowered it a little, it was the dark-haired friend.
 

“Is Julie here…oh I can see you are…Julie… so it’s true?”
 

She giggled
 

He smiled, opened the door and let the girl in.
 

“What’s true?”
 

He gently held Julie’s head in place and she continued to lick his cock as he spoke to the new girl, who was unfazed at her friend’s degenerate actions.
 

“That you’d give money for a blow job?”
 

He laughed and she looked at him sweetly and touched her long gleaming hair.
 

“How much?”
 

“$250.”
 

He stared at her.
 

“What’s your name? Are you as good as your friend?”
 

She nodded enthusiastically.
 

“Tina…Sure.”
 

The blonde girl stopped her sucking for a moment.
 

“You’re such a whore Tina.”
 

“And you’re not Julie…look at you!”
 

James was in charge now.
 

“Take your dress off Tina…let’s see you.”
 

She removed the skimpy blue covering and she only had a tiny white thong on. 
 

Her breasts were bigger than her friend’s, with thick nipples and she was twitching about nervously. James patted the chair and she sat beside him as he instructed. 
 

He gently touched her nipples and she mumbled. 
 

“I’m not a whore James…like Julie.”
 

He looked at her sweetly.
 

“Of course not Tina…of course.”
 

She kissed him and he slipped his fingers into her pants and she began to quickly grunt dirtily.
 

He teased her as I had shown him and she let him remove her delicate white knickers and spread her thick thighs as he brought her dark hairy pussy to a rousing climax.  
 

She looked up at him helplessly and his fingers ran over her delicate sexual crack. 
 

James brought his erection to her slimy entrance and she did not object as he slowly inserted himself inside her. 
 

“Oh James…James!”
 

He began to fuck her and was much slower and more controlled this time. 
 

The other girl lay next to her friend and opened her legs as well not wishing to be excluded. 
 

He moved, between each of them, completely in command and fucked them both in turn. 
 

They were both weak and compliant; he made them both orgasm, then spent his seed over their open willing mouths. 
 

They were suddenly infatuated and adoring of him but I could see he was finished with them and I left my seat and opened the door.
 

“Time to go girls…James will be back tomorrow…get dressed.”
 

Tina blurted out greedily.
 

“What about my money?”
 

James spoke with authority.
 

“Give them $300 to share.”
 

The blonde girl moaned.
 

“That’s not fair!” 
 

He fixed them with a cold stare that I recognised; it was a family trait!
 

“Fuck off girls or you’ll get nothing.”
 

She took the cash I offered and changed her attitude in a split second.
 

“Will you be here tomorrow?”
 

James shrugged.
 

“Maybe.”
 

They smiled at him
 

“Hope so…see you then James…thanks.”
 

They dissipated into the night, back into the melee of the evening and Andrea drove James and I home whilst we relaxed in the opulent leather of the back seat.
 

James was smiling and laughing like a young, happy Cheshire cat.
 

“That was fun Karin…thank you…thank you…I loved it, love fucking.”
 

I nodded.
 

“Good…enjoy yourself…girls love it as much as you.”
 

He looked at me slyly.
 

“Will you come with me tomorrow?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Of course…I’m here for you.”
 

He probed me insecurely.
 

“Because of Dad?”
 

I smiled.
 

“Sure…but because of you too… I have enjoyed it.”
 

He thought for a moment and asked me a direct, pertinent question. 
 

“Are you a whore Karin?”
 

I was not offended by the query and thought for a moment.
 

“I suppose I am…but your Dad is a very powerful man…there’s more to it than that.”
 

He smiled innocently, in many ways we were similar in our inexperience.
 

“I like you Karin.”
 

I returned his warmth.
 

“I like you too James…I’m pleased to be able to help.”
 

We reached the boat and after a quick drink we went to his cabin, I changed into some bright striped pyjamas and we lay in his bed and went to sleep, like friends. 
 

In the morning I woke to find his dark eyes alive and staring at me. 
 

He put his hand under my top and pinched my dormant nipple that became hard immediately.
 

“When is Dad back?”
 


  

“About 3 more days.”
 

He looked concerned.
 

“Will you sleep with me until he returns?”
 

I smiled.
 

“Sure James but no fucking.”
 

He tested his power a little.
 

“I know your pussy belongs to Dad.”
 

I didn’t mind his description of my limitations for him.
 

“That’s true James…but I can still please you.”
 

He beamed eagerly, demonstrating his expensive dental care.
 

“And me you Karin…I’m so grateful for what you’ve shown me…all this sex is a bit daunting at first.”
 

I laughed, just a few weeks ago I was more naive than he was, life certainly was a teacher.
 

His hands entered my bottoms and his fingers found my vaginal folds. 
 

He made me wet in seconds and I relaxed as he brought me slowly to a climax. 
 

I shuddered and he lowered my bottoms and looked at my weeping folds of sexual flesh.
 

“I like these Karin…they’re fun.”
 

My finger found his erection and squeezed it.
 

“So is this James…girls love a strong man that can use it.”
 

My mouth wrapped around his solidity and I drew him warmly until his sperm shot into my throat. We lay close together and he held me.
 

“Are you coming to the club tonight?”
 

I squeezed his arm.
 

“Sure James…every night until your Dad returns.”
 

There was a knock at the door and I answered allowing Andrea to come in with a breakfast tray. I smiled at my husband teasingly; he was dressed in a short black skirt and tight top.
 

“Put the food on the table Andrea…your services are not needed tonight …please sort me an outfit though… leave it on my bed...And say good morning to James.”
 

He smiled at him.
 

“Good morning sir.”
 

“Good morning Andrea…you are Karin’s husband?”
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He asked the most direct probing questions
 

“Does it not bother you that she’s my father’s whore?”
 

My husband did not even blush.
 

“No sir…I am proud that an important man such as him desires my wife.”
 

My young friend continued his sexual education.
 

“Why do you dress like that?”
 

Andrea was silent then spoke thoughtfully as if searching for an answer.
 

“I am doing a maid’s role…a woman’s role…it is appropriate sir.”
 

James drew off the sheet, removed my flimsy clothes and exposed my body to my husband. 
 

His fingers teased my sex and I opened my thighs without any thought.
 

“Does it excite you that I can touch her?”
 

My husband blushed.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

James’s dark eyes fixed on him.
 

“Show me.”
 

Andrea raised his skirt and his penis was erect in his pale green panties. 
 

He touched himself and he jerked to a climax and came in the soft sensual material. 
 

His face was red and he looked at James sadly.
 

“As you see sir it excites me.”
 

James exhaled in wonder. 
 

“I can see Andrea…you are a perverted fuck.”
 

He nodded.
 

“Yes sir…may I leave?”
 

“No…you can watch your wife have a climax.”
 

Andrea blinked at the young man’s sudden show of authority.
 

“Thank you sir.”
 

I lay back and let James tease me, surprisingly expertly to another orgasm knowing that my husband was watching; it was perversely very arousing and I came quickly. 
 

When I opened my eyes I looked at Andrea, his eyes were wide and I whispered to him.
 

“You will never have me again Andy.”
 

He nodded
 

“I know Miss…but I am happy, content in my role.”
 

I could not believe I ever married him, he disgusted me!
 

James seemed to sense my mood and spoke to him.
 

“Fuck off now Andrea!”
 

He was dismissed. 
 

“Yes sir.”
 

The door closed and James looked at me curiously and laughed darkly.
 

“There’s more to this sex thing than meets the eye?”
 

I nodded.
 

“There is James…I’m not an expert…but I was just a frustrated housewife a few weeks ago…”
 

He laughed.
 

“And now you’re… a whore?”
 

I lay over him and placed my mouth around his penis again.
 

“Maybe I am James and I love it…I love serving your dad…being dominated and fucked. 
 

I loved seeing you squire those girls…we all love being fucked James!”
 

His eyes were full of wonder.
 

“You did tell me but I didn’t believe you.”
 

I licked the length of his erection.
 

“You have it all James…looks power money and a lovely cock.”
 

He lay back, let me pleasure him and relaxed.
 

“I am learning a lot Karin…sex is not as simple as I thought, there’s a lot of kinky stuff going on!”
 

He came and I swallowed the sticky thick essence once again. 
 

He stroked me for a while then we changed and spent the day lazing in the sunshine on our private deck. 
 

Evening came and we returned to the club, when James entered it was as though a spark of electricity had ignited that only a celebrity arriving could generate. 
 

Girls flocked around him and he played the role of a rich stud perfectly. 
 

He had a repeat performance with the girls from the previous evening and then a tall redhead girl in her early thirties. 
 

I watched him through the window of the limousine where he brought them eagerly to, and his sexual energy was like his father’s, relentless! 
 

The following day he was tired and relaxed and as I drove him to the club again in the evening where he looked at me in realisation.
 

“These girls are too easy…I understand why people need something a little different.”
 

I smiled at him
 

“You’re learning James.”
 

He ignored most of the trashy girls that surrounded him that night and I saw him begin to chat to a young girl with big brown eyes and long black hair. She was very pretty, shapely and statuesque. 
 

They eventually went to the back of the long car and I slipped into the driving seat to watch his on-going progress. 
 

James kissed her, and although she feigned reluctance, his hand was soon under her white dress and he began to tease her slowly towards a climax. 
 

Once she had reached her high she became pliant and she removed her dress and lay there in just her pink, sweet knickers. He pulled them to her ankles and her long slim legs were soon wrapped around his hips as he firmly fucked her. 
 

I suddenly jumped as there was a sharp rap on my window and man with small round glasses was shouting something. I opened it a fraction.
 

“Yes?”
 

A woman appeared from behind him. She was tall with short black hair and brown eyes that were brimming and glistening with anger.
 

“Is my daughter in there?”
 

I figured it was the girl’s parents and was about to hit the security button but decided to tell James first. I pressed the intercom.
 

“The girl’s parents are outside…do you want me to get protection sir?”
 

James checked the picture of them from the outside camera and seemed to notice the girl’s mother. 
 

She had long slim legs enclosed in tight black trousers that hugged and highlighted her mound.   
 

“No let them in…I’ll deal with it.”
 

I was frightened; he was in my charge.
 

“But…”
 

“Now Karin!”
 

The girl hardly had time to pick up her clothes and she tried to cover herself as her parents clumsily entered the limousine and sat opposite them.
 

The rotund father spoke furiously to his daughter.
 

“You little slut Debbie.”
 

She blushed, covered her youthful body and tried to disguise what she had been doing.
 

“Wait till I get you home young lady.”
 

He went to grab her but James swatted the man’s chubby hand away.
 

“A moment please…I checked Debbie’s details and she is over 18…so really this is nothing to do with either of you…in fact I have agreed to pay her $200 and I’ve not finished with her… yet!”
 

The mother screamed in ferocious anger and I thought he had lost his mind.
 

“You cheeky young devil you think you can have any girl for $200?”
 

James looked at her, running his eyes over the woman’s firm lithe legs and large bosom.
 

“Not you madam…you look like something worth a lot more…over $1,000 I’d say.”
 

She was incandescent with rage and the husband tried to stand up.
 

“You think you can buy my wife like some prostitute?”
 

James sat back.
 

“OK Maybe $2,000.”
 

The man went to speak but the woman suddenly stopped him with a sharp, intense look.
 

“I want you to leave Alan…I need to deal with this young man myself...wait for us in the car.”
 

He went to argue but the woman showed him the palm of her hand and he quietened and quickly, but resentfully left. When he had gone she became calm and stared challengingly at James.
 

“You’re quite a brash young man …first fucking my daughter and then offering me $2,000 to fuck me?”
 

He smiled
 

“I said… maybe…I’d want to see a little first…never seen a $2,000.00 pussy.”
 

She laughed in denial.
 

“You think I’m going to show you?”
 

He shrugged.
 

“Up to you…what’s your name?”
 

“Mel…and you?”
 

“James.”
 

She leant over and took his firm hand and she gently slapped her daughter’s bare leg as she withdrew it.
 

“You’re a bad girl Debbie…now don’t tell your Dad.”
 

The girl looked at her.
 

“Tell him what?”
 

The mother unbuttoned her blouse and it fell away to reveal a large pair of breasts enclosed in a lacy black bra. She unclipped it and they fell forward like soft round melons. 
 

She stood up undid her trousers and removed them to show a perfect figure with just a pair of blue knickers with navy lace trim covering her modesty.
 

“Is this worth $2,000.00 James?”
 

The daughter cried out in shock?
 

“Mum!”
 

James sat back and the erection in his trousers showed his arousal and interest.
 

“Turn around.”
 

She did so in the confines of the available space and the knickers hugged her ass tightly.
 

“Nice but I need to see more.”
 

She moved her daughter along the seat and sat beside him. 
 

She opened her thighs and lowered her panties a little to reveal a thick black bush. 
 

She gasped as if lost in the excitement of her debauchery.
 

“What do you think… big man?”
 

James caressed her breasts, then large rounded nipples and slid his hand down her belly until it rested on her pubic hair. He touched her and she mumbled, then caressed her again and started to gently tease her. 
 

She began to moan and open her thighs wider and wider and her hands reached out for the bulge in his shorts.
 

“It’s seems ordinary pussy to me Mel…not $2,000 worth?”
 

He stopped and she jumped and held his wrist.
 

“No…no don’t stop…just do it…I don’t care.”
 

He held back and she became wanton.
 

“Please James…please!”
 

He began again and leant over and kissed her lips.
 

“Beg me!”
 

She lowered the panties off her hips.
 

“Please James…please!
 

He smiled darkly and whispered to the woman.
 

“You are dirty girl, Mel!”
 

Her tongue licked his and she writhed as her sex began to get saturated. He teased her perfectly like the diligent pupil he was and she surrendered her body and let him bring her to a climax as she squealed like a helpless little pig. 
 

She screamed then vibrated like a mobile phone and lay back recovering on the plush seats as her daughter gasped in disbelief.
 

“Mum you’re a whore.”
 

She laughed.
 

“Like my daughter.”
 

James began to play with both of them, making the younger girl strip again. 
 

He teased them, making them weak, willing and wet then bent them over and fucked them from behind, just a little, keeping them nicely on the boil. 
 

He finally placed them forward and fucked them both smearing his come over both of them, as if marking them as his.  The women could only groan and cry weakly as he took them willingly and meekly. 
 

Finally they all sat back exhausted and the woman wrapped an arm around her depraved daughter and smiled at him.
 

“So what we worth then James…for fucking mum and her daughter?”
 

He relaxed into his role and his devious mind seemed to tick over.
 

“You like being fucked together?”
 

They looked at each other and nodded.
 

“OK well you can share $500 or you can come on the boat tomorrow and I will spoil you both.”
 

The woman exhaled.
 

“That big boat in the harbour?”
 

“Yes.”
 

Her hazel eyes shone in wonder.
 

“What time?”
 

He laughed.
 

“Let me have a look at you again.”
 

They opened their legs wide and let James, touch them as if they belonged to him.
 

“Little whores…that’s what you are.”
 

They did not try to correct him.
 

“9.00 am sharp.”
 

The woman nodded.
 

“We’ll be there…what do we wear?”
 

“It will be provided.”
 

I saw he was hard again and without coercion Mel sucked him and worked with her daughter to bring him to fulfilment. They finished and submissively, expertly licked his weeping cock.
 

He toyed with them again but did not bring them off and left them sexually dangling.
 

“Off you go sluts…9a.m tomorrow…if you’re good I’ll finish you then.”
 

The woman shivered in frustration and shook her dark hair.
 

“Bastard!”
 

 They laughed, dressed and waved as they left.
 

“See you tomorrow James.”
 

I opened my door and spoke to them.
 

“I guess you’re sizes 8 and 10?”
 

Mel looked at me quizzically.
 

“That’s right.”
 

“Be at the bottom of the gangplank at 8.45…I’ll have the outfits for you.”
 

The woman was starting to regain her senses.
 

“We might not be there?”
 

I called her bluff.
 

“OK I’ll tell James.”
 

She started to panic.
 

“No… No…don’t…we…may…will…what are we getting?”
 

My lips formed a dry response.
 

“Something appropriate.”
 

I smiled at the mother’s discomfort, saw them walk to speak to the husband and father; he seemed angry, then sad, then accepting, a look I knew so well from Andy. 
 

I returned to the driver’s seat and drove the short distance back to the boat. 
 

James just fell back onto the softness, closed his eyes and spoke to me only before he made his way back to his cabin.
 

“I want to be alone tonight Karin…I liked the mother and daughter thing…will you prepare things for them tomorrow…Please?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Of course James…leave it to me.”
 

I phoned the local boutique, even at that hour everything was available for Jeff, and my order was soon delivered and ready for his guests. 
 

I realised that I was alone for the first time in days without any male company. 
 

I was so horny with James’ escapades that I lay on my bed, hungered for some company and in frustration I picked up the phone.  
 

“Ask Andrea to come in please.” 
 

My husband soon appeared dressed in a short pale blue nightie; he was obviously getting ready for bed with Jerry.
 

I instructed him coldly.
 

“Sorry to disturb you Andrea…but lick me out please…slowly.”
 

I lay back on the bed, opened my thighs and let his tongue work on me…he was much improved.
 

“Sorry there’s no sperm Andrea…But Jeff’s away.”
 

I came quickly but let him continue for hours until my anus and sex were clean and satisfied. 
 

I pushed him off me and made him display his panties that were wet with his come.
 

“You like being a little sissy…don’t you?”
 

He nodded without embarrassment
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

“Are you going to lie with Jerry now?”
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

I was finished with my toy.
 

“Good boy…off you go.”
 

He left and I felt better but wondered what on earth possessed me to marry such a weak pervert in the first place. 
 

I liked him better as he was now than, as he used to be. 
 

I suppose it was cruel to humiliate him all the time but I enjoyed it and for some strange reason he got off on it too. James was right; we all had our own kinks.
 

The mother and daughter were on the quay early, in tight jeans and T-shirts and I let them wait until exactly 8.45a.m before I allowed them on board, as if just for my own perverse amusement. 
 

The husband waited with them but was sent away as they marched onto the gangplank; I watched him sadly depart with his shoulders drooped in humble acceptance.
 

“What did you tell him?”
 

The mother, Mel, blushed.
 

“Some rubbish.”
 

I smiled at her.
 

“You should just tell him the truth some men like it…mine did.”
 

Her eyes glowed.
 

“Really?”
 

I pointed Andrea out in his short wrap and swimsuit and they looked amazed.
 

“That’s your husband?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Sure is.”
 

They shook their heads in wonder as the boat began to stir, then vibrate and edge out from the quay and I took them down to a cabin where their clothes had been laid out. 
 

Tiny white bikinis with lace up sides. Mel looked at the flimsy pants and then at me.
 

“I want to speak to James first…I am uneasy about this.”
 

I shook my head.
 

“Change or leave…that’s his orders.”
 

She blushed crimson.
 

“Cheeky bastard!”
 

She thought for a minute then removed her clothes and covered her body with the scanty bikini. Her hairy bush was only just covered. 
 

Her tall daughter was already changed and looked stunning as the tight outfit highlighted her figure. 
 

I led them to the top deck, the harbour was beginning to fade into the horizon and James was waiting relaxed on a large shaded sun-bed. He waved as he saw us.
 

Mel spoke first, coldly as if attempting to retain some control.
 

“Hi James, I need to speak to you.”
 

She stood with her hands on her hips in a posture of defiance.
 

“Turn around Mel.”
 

She did so.
 

“Nice ass...come and lay by me.”
 

She walked to him whilst speaking.
 

“James this isn’t right you know?”
 

She was beside him and he gingerly untied the laces to her panties and she watched helplessly as they began to fall away from her body. 
 

She tried to keep her composure but she was already beyond such modesty and her voice dropped to a whisper.
 

“We’re not whores James.”
 

His fingers played with her slippery pink vagina and she mumbled weakly. 
 

Within seconds she was quiet and her thighs were splayed apart as he teased her. 
 

“Of course not Mel…this is just a bit of harmless fun?”
 

She moaned as the sensations of arousal teased her brain.
 

“Yes…yes it is.”
 

Debbie was on the other side of him and she was soon naked and open to him as well. 
 

He raised himself over the mother, began to fuck her then took his turn with her daughter. 
 

He was strong and powerful and fucked them each for some time until he jerked and came inside the elder and then the younger of the two women. 
 

They both lay prostrate on the bed with sperm dripping from between their thighs.
 

“I think you girls are…my little whores today.”
 

Neither of them tried to defend his description of them; they were still resonating in primal pleasure and beyond any moral defence. 
 

He lay back and Debbie sucked his penis whilst her mother suckled his balls, all semblance of propriety having vanished. The women remained naked and relaxed on the bed and enjoyed the sun and the plentiful supply of champagne. 
 

I left them but came back from time to time and saw James take them both in a variety of ways. They changed into short floral dresses for lunch and retired to his cabin for a few hours in the afternoon where he no-doubt kept fucking, them both. 
 

We docked on a small island for dinner and they wore the little black dresses I had purchased. 
 

They were both completely under James’ sexual spell and held on to him throughout the day as if he were a wisp of air that would suddenly vanish. 
 

They returned to the boat and to James’ cabin and I did not see them again until we returned to port and were about to disembark. 
 

I could see the husband and father waiting anxiously on the dock. 
 

James came out to them and handed them bag with the clothes they had worn and a small envelope.
 

“Thank you ladies…you may go now.”
 

Mel looked at him completely submissively and compliant.
 

“When can we do it again James?”
 

He stroked his smooth defined chin.
 

“I’m not sure Mel…you were both good fucks but I need some variety.”
 

The mother spoke in a rush.
 

“I have another daughter James, 20?”
 

The young girl castigated her.
 

“Mum…what are you saying?”
 

The woman spoke sharply.
 

“Be quiet Debbie!”
 

James placed his palm on her breast and kissed her lips. 
 

“Send me a photo with a letter from your husband asking me to fuck you both.”
 

She blinked, shocked!
 

“He won’t do that.”
 

“Use your skill Mel if you want to be with me again…I feel I will have a large choice of women who desire this life.”
 

She stood with her mouth opening and closing in shame, I gave the woman an e-mail address and she walked down the access plank to the mundane car waiting by the quay with her humiliated husband beside it. 
 

I returned with James back to the main deck and Simone was lying suggestively on his sun-bed in a tiny gold bikini.
 

She spoke in frustration but also with a trace of envy in her tone.
 

“I guess I’m allowed back now those whores have gone?”
 

James smiled and disappeared for a few minutes and I spoke quickly and urgently to her.
 

“You can’t fuck James, Simone, not without Jeff’s approval and he’s not given it.”
 

She raised her thin plucked eyebrows and giggled.
 

“He’s not here, is he? And I’m sooo horny.”
 

James returned and she lay out provocatively in her shiny bikini like a sleepy languid cat.
 

“Will you rub some cream in me James…please?”
 

I left them knowing that no good would come out of Simone’s actions but it was beyond my control. 
 

Jeff would be back soon and things could hopefully return to normal. 
 

I went with James later to the club again and noticed he had become something of an icon in just a few days. I couldn’t help but admire his flair and innovation with the young girls. 
 

A man approached me, he was tall and slim and looked out of place in the busy throng of youthful flesh; he was old…well over 50!
 

“Excuse me are you associated with that young man?”
 

He pointed to James and I replied cautiously.
 

“Possibly?”

 

His voice was a whisper.
 

“Can we go somewhere quieter?”
 

He was weak; it irritated me and reminded me of someone!
 

“No, what do you want?”
 

He looked embarrassed but handed me a slim envelope and I opened it to find some pictures inside. It was photographs of two women, one older and one younger both in small brightly coloured bikinis.
 

“My wife and daughter…they have heard that he likes them… together…would he consider them?”
 

I understood immediately and recognised the signs in the man.
 

“You want to watch?”
 

I saw him flush even through the darkness.
 

“If possible.”
 

“He’s going tomorrow but I will pass it on to him and they will be considered…for an interview.”
 

He smiled in relief and expectation.
 

“Thank you…they will be pleased.”
 

He melted into the crowd and was soon lost and I watched as my former charge played though the evening. He hardly needed me anymore.
 

James eventually went back to the boat with Mel and her other daughter; she was a little taller and fairer but also with a wonderful figure. 
 

I told James about the man who approached me and he gave me a letter from Mel’s husband asking him to fuck her. He laughed broadly and shrugged his shoulders.
 

“There’s definitely some weird stuff going on out there!”
 

I nodded and realised the irony in what he said. I was weirdness all by myself!
 

Jeff appeared early in the morning, he slipped into my bed and I gratefully surrendered to his hard body. 
 

He fucked me for hours and I fell asleep with his sperm dripping from me. 
 

I awoke alone and took breakfast on the deck. 
 

Simone was sitting sipping coffee; her eyes were red with the after effects of tears.
 

“Fuck James…Jeff found out…he’s told me to leave…or…”
 

I was shocked but not surprised Jeff knew everything that went on in his world.
 

“What?”
 

Her green eyes welled again.
 

“Serve the crew and guests…with the other girls.”
 

I had Jeff to myself and tried not to smirk.
 

“I’ll miss you…”
 

She shook her head fiercely.
 

“No…no… I’m staying…fuck… let them all do me…I can’t leave this!”
 

 I fell silent, dumbstruck!  
 

Simone was just a service girl now and could not refuse to offer her body on demand; she was cheap meat now. 
 

She kissed me goodbye and walked down the steps to one of the lower cabins, an unknown member of the crew walked behind her, a broad man with a large belly and he slapped her covered bottom playfully. Simone was going to be very busy!
 

James walked out to me, his bag was packed and he gave me a warm hug.
 

“Thanks Karin…it’s been an education Dad is going to ask you to do something for me.”
 

I kissed his cheek and stroked his soft dark hair, I truly liked him; he was a gorgeous young man.
 

“I’ll be pleased to, James.”
 

His dark spheres twinkled in life and I had a sudden rush of pleasure knowing that I had helped him. 
 

“Dad says go into his office…I’ll see you soon.”
 

He kissed my forehead then Andrea came to take James’ bag and he left to pursue his life, now armed with a whole new confidence, there was a wide world of girls and women for him to explore and enjoy. 
 

My husband was dressed in a pink swimsuit with the crotch easily hiding his manliness. 
 

I shook my head absentmindedly; it was indeed a weird world!
 

Jeff was sitting at his desk; he was wearing only a pair of long black swimming trunks.
 

“Thank you Karin…you did a wonderful job with James…he’s done well.”
 

I laughed.
 

“He’s certainly his father’s son.”
 

Jeff smiled in unmistakable pride.
 

“Mother and daughter…now that’s inventive!”
 

I laughed again in agreement.
 

“And they are queuing up!”
 

His eyes caught me.
 

“He wants you to run a web site and vet the women for him.”
 

I smiled.
 

“OK…”
 

He sat back and settled.
 

“I want to reward you.”
 

I shook my head; I desired nothing else from him.
 

“It’s not necessary Jeff…it was a pleasure…James is a wonderful young man…and I want to please… him and…you.”
 

I bent down to him and my hand slipped into his shorts and found his pulsating flesh. 
 

I removed it and suckled him slowly and lovingly until he came in my mouth; I was again properly in his service and genuinely contented. 
 

We had a couple of wonderful days together and then he told me he was leaving on more work commitments. 
 

I could see that business and women were the true motivating drives in his life. 
 

He informed me he was away for a short while and then dropped another small bombshell on me.
 

“My 20 year old daughter Tricia is here, she’ll be on the boat with you…would you look after her…please?”
 

I looked in disbelief.
 

“What?”
 

He seemed almost apologetic.
 

“Please Karin…you did such a good job with James…and Tricia…well she’s a handful…if you would try with her I would so appreciate it.”
 

I shrugged helplessly, gave him a kiss on his imposing Roman nose and was told that I would meet her at dinner later that night.  
 

We dressed for the meal in formal eveningwear and I was horrified when this small girl with sharp bright hair, in baggy jeans and a dirty brown sweatshirt joined us. 
 

Her red mop was unkempt, long but wild and I doubted she had washed it for weeks. 
 

She slouched as she ambled and it was only when I caught her clear blue eyes that I realised that there was some fire under her squalid presentation. 
 

Jeff introduced us and she did not shake my hand but looked at me with her raging ethereal spheres.
 

“So you’re the latest whore?”
 

Jeff wheeled on her but I took his arm gently to release his annoyance and he exhaled and drifted away.
 

“Yes I am Tricia…I’m pleased to meet you.”
 

She was ferociously angry and insulting.
 

“You slut!”
 

I smiled at her crude tirade.
 

“I am everything you say Tricia and I’m pleased to be so.”
 

She ignored me, sat sullenly and ate crudely as if trying to embarrass herself and her father at the same time. 
 

Eventually the guests left and Jeff called Tricia and I together.
 

“I must go…Tricia… Karin is a wonderful person…she will be a friend if you allow her…it’s up to you…I must leave now.”
 

The girl exploded with him in unbridled fury.
 

“Don’t you want to fuck your whore before you go?”
 

Jeff raised his eyes, looked at me in exasperation, kissed us both on the cheek and left. 
 

Tricia stared at me, her whole spirit full of fire and brimstone.
 

“Fuck off whore…I don’t need to speak to… you!”
 

I just left her, walked away quietly not wishing to raise the temperature and changed for bed. Andrea was there and I gave him my clothes to hang up. 
 

He was dressed in a long grey silken gown and had tied his long faded hair in a ponytail. 
 

I wondered what he was wearing underneath and was about to ask him when to my surprise Tricia appeared in my room. She looked at Andrea curiously but said nothing.
 

I was tired, edgy and needed my privacy now.
 

“What do you want Tricia? I don’t want any more of your lip at this time of night!”
 

She looked sheepishly at the sumptuously carpeted floor.
 

“I came to apologise to you…I had no right to be so ill mannered.”
 

I nodded in agreement.
 

“That’s true…but you were accurate… I am a whore.”
 

She stared at me, then at Andrea and, as if by instinct, I decided I wanted to shock her.
 

“Ignore him…he’s nothing!”
 

She looked surprised.
 

“Him?”
 

I laughed
 

“Yes this is my husband Andy…He serves me as I serve your Dad.”
 

She suddenly laughed, her blue diamonds emitting blazing energy; it was the first time I had seen her mouth move upwards and it surprised me.
 

“Weird…are you sure he’s male…he looks… so feminine?”
 

I instructed my husband.
 

“Lift your gown Andrea…hold it up.”
 

He did as I commanded instantly and he had on a tiny pair of black silk panties with red bows. 
 

I went to him, pulled them down to reveal his shaven crotch with his small balls and penis that seemed to have shrivelled to next to nothing with his new degenerate way of life. 
 

Tricia looked on amazed, truly stunned.
 

“That is so adorable…he’s so cute!”
 

I saw she was suddenly incredibly, energised and engaged.
 

“Do you want to touch it?”
 

She whistled.
 

“Can I?”
 

“Andrea is a servant do as you want.”
 

She went to him and took his penis between her thumb and finger. 
 

It began to swell until it became erect at around 3 inches; she squeezed it and he moaned in pain and pleasure as she giggled in childish amusement.
 

“Can I make him come?”
 

I nodded, she began to stroke the hard flesh and suddenly I could see that she was flushed with sordid excitement as she began to tease him.
 

“Come on Andrea…come in my hand and I’ll feed it to you…you are such a good little girl…you like to see your dirty whore of a wife getting fucked…don’t you?”
 

She was pressing my husband’s buttons and he closed his eyes and quickly jerked, trembled and came pathetically in her palm.
 

“Good girl…now lick it up for Tricia.”
 

She brought her hand to his mouth; he lapped up the small amount of slimy, juice there and Tricia suddenly looked at me embarrassed, as if in realisation at her depraved actions.
 

I laughed at her innocence; it seemed like a contradiction for her.
 

“Don’t be shy…Tricia…we all like this stuff.”
 

She was bright florescent, red and whispered to me.
 

“I’m turned on now.”
 

I was just beginning to marginally, understand her.
 

“Do you want Andrea to bring you off? He’s good with his tongue.”
 

Her blue eyes gleamed, shone and she nodded quickly, losing her abashment.
 

“Please.”
 

I was in empowered!
 

“Take your clothes off Tricia.”
 

She removed her jeans and sweatshirt and to my amazement under the rags she was wearing, she had a tight killer body. 
 

Small firm breasts, long legs with a thick mass of curly red hair under her white panties and 
 

I instructed my husband.
 

“Lie on the bed.”
 

He did so and Tricia spread herself over him without prompting and lowered herself onto his contorted face. 
 

She drew her thin white panty material back from her crotch and pushed her soft wet, thick red vagina onto his mouth. 
 

Andrea’s tongue flicked out and licked her and she pressed down on him harder and harder waiting for her climax to build as he pleasured her. 
 

She took her time, buried my weak husband’s face in her flesh until she began to rock, gasp and shudder in the blessed relief of a huge, overwhelming climax. 
 

She relaxed completely and abruptly sat down on him heavily, in relief.
 

“Wow that was just… great…unbelievable!”
 

I touched her lightly on the shoulder and smiled politely
 

“I think you’re suffocating him dear.”
 

She laughed and moved, Andrea wiped his mouth, looked at the young girl nervously and I spoke laughingly to my shaking partner.
 

“You can go Andrea.”
 

He put his panties back around his genitals, dropped his gown and escaped quickly and Tricia looked at me apologetically.
 

“I’m so sorry for what I said to you Karin…I was angry…I didn’t realise men could be like that.”
 

I was surprised at her naivety.
 

“Why?”
 

She looked forlorn.
 

“I thought they were all bastards like… my Dad.”
 

I corrected her but understood her feelings and sentiments immediately.
 

“Your Dad’s not a bastard Tricia…I like what he does to me…I love it, don’t judge him so harshly.”
 

She sneered.
 

“I hate it…hate the thought of being a woman that is used.”
 

“Is that why you are so aggressive?”
 

She focussed away from me, out of the silver-framed porthole.
 

“I suppose.”
 

“And dress so shabbily?”
 

She looked flustered.
 

“I hate getting tarted-up… to please a man.”
 

I spoke softly to her.
 

“What about… to please yourself?”
 

She looked at me as if I was insane but I continued.
 

“When I’m dressed in lingerie and a nice dress it makes me feel great…sexy!”
 

Her temper emerged again like a laughing, painted head that kept re-appearing at a funfair game when you hit it down.
 

“So my Dad will fuck you?”
 

I smiled at her continual attrition.
 

“That’s part of it Tricia but…I do it for me… it makes me feel good…powerful…I see what a man will do for a woman…I like to be dominated but you? Don’t you realise that …you… can be the one in charge if you want to be?”
 

I saw her eyes sparkle like the clear, blue sky.
 

“I do like to be in charge…don’t want some guy telling me what to do!”
 

We were talking and conversing and I was warming to her. She was not so obnoxious!
 

“Do you like sex Tricia?”
 

She nodded.
 

“Sure…prefer girls…but fucking is ok… but dealing with the guy’s crap…that’s what makes it unbearable.”
 

I giggled at her; she was honest, quirky and strangely cute.
 

“So dress up and tease them…make them beg…use them…instead of them using you.”
 

She looked unsure.
 

“You think I could?”
 

“Definitely, with a body like yours you will drive them mad…you can make them do anything…just play up to it.”
 

I saw the germ of an idea light up in her pale blue mirrors.
 

“Will you help me?”
 

I nodded enthusiastically.
 

“Sure starting tomorrow.”
 

She looked at me curiously and murmured quietly as if divulging state secrets.
 

“Can I show you something?”
 

I nodded
 

“Sure.”
 

She went to her room and returned with a large blue dildo with fittings, which she strapped expertly around her hips. 
 

“I like fucking girls.”
 

I was amused but a little wary.
 

“Well not me Tricia but…how about Andrea?”
 

Fireworks seemed to flash in her head.
 

“Can I?”
 

I smiled.
 

“I suppose…why not?”
 

I pressed a button and my husband appeared in short white chiffon top. 
 

He stopped in his tracks when she saw Tricia with the plastic cock hanging dangerously from between her thighs and looked at me in consternation and concern.
 

“Tricia’s going to fuck you sweetie…go with her and take some lube…please.”
 

He gulped but nodded and they disappeared to the next cabin where I began to hear faint distant low screams as Tricia began to abuse his pert virginal little ass. 
 

It really was turning into quite a trip! 
 

I was asleep in the morning when Tricia burst into my room; she was buzzing with energy and I looked at her tiredly and spoke dryly.
 

“I see it went well?”
 

She was enthused.
 

“Just great…your husband’s bottom was just perfect…and he was so docile…and weak, just lovely…when do we start?”
 

I was tired.
 

“Start what?”
 

Her energy was infectious.
 

“I want to play dress up…want to tease a thousand guys!”
 

I pulled myself awake and could smell her greasy hair.
 

“Are you going to do as I tell you?”
 

She looked coy and naughty, like a little churlish girl.
 

“Maybe?”
 

I laughed.
 

“Go and shower and wash your hair… twice…rinse it until it squeaks!”
 

She departed and I heard the hum of running water. 
 

I ran her a bath and poured a tube of liquid soap into the hot pool and watched it foam. 
 

She came in and I pushed her deeply into the bubbles and told her to scrub. 
 

She did as I said and within half an hour she was gleaming, smelling of pomegranate and apples and I lay her on the bed and admired her figure. 
 

She was lean with small, but firm breasts, and sharp brown nipples. 
 

Her dazzling pubic hair was overgrown and I rang for Andrea and set him to work on trimming her, which he did without any trace of shyness. 
 

Tricia looked at my husband with wonder and amusement.
 

“I bet you wish you had one of these Andrea then you could have it both ways?”
 

He blushed and silently continued trimming the hair until there was just a patch above and a fine line either side of her pink protruding vaginal lips.
 

She teased him mercilessly.
 

“I enjoyed fucking you last night Andrea…you were so submissive and pathetic.”
 

She obviously relished her role as the boss and I could see that domination ran in the entire family!
 

Andrea finished trimming her pubic hair then began to remove any traces of roughness from her legs. He worked for hours until she was smooth and I ran my fingers along Tricia’s skin in admiration. 
 

I took a white bikini from my wardrobe and laid it on the bed.
 

“Put this on Tricia you are about my size…Andrea you are dismissed.”
 

My husband left and Tricia put on the swimwear without recourse to me; I applied a little make-up and ran my hands through her curly, bright red hair. 
 

I stood her directly in front of the mirror.
 

“Stand up straight…arch your back…what do you think?”
 

She cooed in pleasure at her reflection.
 

“Is that me?”
 

I smiled; she looked just beautiful.
 

“Sure is…you look gorgeous…any man would drool over you…and many women too.”
 

She gushed in excitement.
 

“Wow Karin…wow…I look like one of Dad’s girls!”
 

I laughed.
 

“Maybe… but you’re not…you’re the one with the brains and the money…you can play the game as…you want to.”
 

She admired herself again and listened to me.
 

“I understand I think…I understand…I can do it on my terms.”
 

I nodded.
 

“Exactly.”
 

We lazed during the day and I began to get her adjusted to being a sexy girl. 
 

It was not so difficult. 
 

Early evening we went to the shops and in spite of her protestations I bought her some killer stuff to wear for our coming night of adventure. 
 

We dressed and she looked exquisite in white hot pants and a red top without a bra; she looked good enough to eat! 
 

We did eat but it was just pasta and red wine and we arrived at one of the bright bustling clubs around 11.30p.m. 
 

We danced and I noticed how men were staring at her, she had that elusive aura of sexual energy and electricity. 
 

I left her for a few minutes and when I came back there were two men beside her, a small guy and a larger, bald rotund man. She was laughing and smiling gaily.
 

“This is Gary and this is Reg’…say hi to Karin.”
 

“Hi,” they chorused.
 

She chatted and let them buy us drinks and danced with each of them. 
 

I could see they were getting agitated with each other and she disappeared for a few seconds with them both, then returned laughing and whispered in my ear.
 

“I told them that the one with the biggest cock could fuck me…They got so excited…and when I had a quick feel to see, they both came in their pants…God men are so… pathetic!”
 

She giggled then set about teasing countless assorted males through the night and ended sitting beside a beautiful, thin brunette woman and a man with short blonde hair who was looking extremely anxious and perturbed. 
 

Tricia called me over to her.
 

“Meet Jane and her husband Carl.”
 

I shook their hands and she spoke with a devious, wicked edge.
 

“Carl came onto me and when I found out he was married…well…I just had to tell Jane.”
 

The man looked distraught and spoke meekly to his fuming wife.
 

“I’m sorry darling.”
 

The woman looked at him contemptuously.
 

“You’re always sorry.”
 

Tricia whispered in the girl’s ear and I saw she smiled. 
 

“I’m game…Carl… I’m going to Tricia’s boat…you can join us if… you do as your told? Or go home…and pack!”
 

He looked at her fearfully.
 

“You can’t leave me…?”
 

The woman rose as if to abandon him and Carl folded, as so many weak men seemed to do.
 

“I’ll come…darling.”
 

Once on board we all went straight to Tricia’s bedroom where the girls eagerly stripped each other and the blonde man looked on bemused.
 

“What do you want me to do Jane?”
 

His wife looked at Tricia slyly, the young, flame-haired girl sensuously removed his clothes and I watched his meagre erection spring out. 
 

She held onto it firmly with her fingers, then led him to the side of the room and, without asking, handcuffed him to a rail on the wall.
 

“Watch!”
 

The women started to kiss and Tricia cleverly began to dominate the wife, with a stroke, or a twist or a flick of her manicured, delicate hands. 
 

She was soon fucking her with strap on dildos; she used a large one for the front and a smaller one for her backside. 
 

She slapped her, pulled her hair and the woman revelled in her own debauchery and subjugated herself to Tricia completely. 
 

Her husband could only watch desolately and pull at his penis sadly with his free hand. 
 

He came disgustingly in his fingers many times, his wife loved the power her base actions gave her over him and she looked at her husband cruelly and dirtily.
 

“This is how it will be if you don’t stop fucking around Carl.”
 

He began to sob.
 

“I’m sorry baby.”
 

Tricia sensed he was passive.
 

“Shall we untie you?”
 

He nodded forlornly
 

“Please.”
 

She threw me the keys and I unlocked him and he meekly went over to them to await instruction. 
 

Tricia made him kneel, he began to suck at the plastic penis around her crotch and she stroked his blonde hair as if he were a Labrador.
 

“Lick your wife out darling.”
 

Jane opened her thighs and his head went between them and Tricia stayed behind him and expertly massaged his ass. 
 

Within a few minutes she had oiled it and was gently but firmly fucking him. 
 

I figured I was not needed anymore and inconspicuously retired, to bed, this was fun but somehow definitely not my scene! 
 

The couple had left when I awoke, I saw Tricia over breakfast and she beamed happily at me with seemingly, boundless dynamism.
 

“I think I’ve got the message…it was just great I had them both completely under my thumb.”
 

I sipped my juice and smiled.
 

“Good…so what’s next?”
 

She smiled and spent the next few days going out with me and exploring herself, each new adventure giving her experience and a new found confidence in her own social abilities and sexuality. 
 

When her father returned it was to an on board reception where many of his business acquaintances were in attendance.

 

I re-introduced Tricia to her Dad looking divine; her flowing red hair was gleaming, radiant and alive with the aroma of citrus. She was dressed in a black ‘Armani’ short dress with all the trimmings and he hardly recognised her. 
 

He was genuinely amazed and even more astounded when she took charge of one of his customers whom, he had explained to us quietly, he was in imminent danger of losing.
 

She engagingly whispered to her father.  
 

“Don’t worry Pop’s I don’t think he’ll go elsewhere for supply…leave it to me.”
 

She danced with the man; an older distinguished foreign gentleman with grey sideburns and a shiny dome and made him feel desirable and important. 
 

They then disappeared and did not return until later as the elegant soiree was ending. 
 

The man was flushed, spoke to Jeff tiredly, shook hands, then left and my master spoke to his daughter in utter bemusement.
 

“How did you do that? We have the contract!”
 

She smiled at him innocently.
 

“Let’s just say I’ve learnt a few new tricks and…we are a team Dad!”
 

She laughed gave him an innocent kiss on the lips and turned to leave us.
 

“Have fun…give Karin a good time Dad…she deserves it!”
 

In the privacy of Jeff’s room I stripped and slowly, adoringly took off my King’s clothes. 
 

I kneeled before him, licked his cock and balls with all the devotion I could muster and he stroked my long dark hair softly.
 

“You have been extraordinary with James and Tricia…I might have to keep you on as an employee…if you would like?”
 

I sucked him harder trying to force the juices from him and he gasped.
 

“You are such a whore. Karin.”
 

He climaxed and my mouth covered his penis tightly until all his sperm was inside me. 
 

It was always a source of decadent, sordid delight for me. 
 

We went to bed and he fucked me over and over until I thought I would die from pure pleasure. 
 

In the morning we breakfasted and I lounged and lazed on the deck with Jeff and revelled in my, alone time, with him. 
 

The days and weeks were passing and suddenly it was only a small window of time until the end of the month and I wondered what would happen to me? 
 

I was prepared for my adventure with Jeff to end, the experience was wonderful but there was more in life that I wanted to explore, I was not afraid anymore. 
 

He spoke to me over dinner that evening as the boat lopped gently on the vast ocean and we looked out as the dark sky melded with the far horizon. It was as if there was only Jeff and I in the world, our world of privilege and opulence.
 

“I am having an Arab Prince over tomorrow evening…he is a big trading partner…we sometimes swap gifts…and…”
 

I laughed at him; he was a businessman but not a diplomat.
 

“You mean women?”
 

He emitted a wry smile, almost embarrassed at his depravity.
 

“Yes.”
 

I sighed.
 

“It is nearly the end of my month?”
 

He nodded and I detected a rare trace of sadness.
 

“Yes…I will not have you any further…but will employ you to assist me if you will…and my children…you are a remarkable woman Karin.”
 

“And Andrea?”
 

He shook his head.
 

“He must leave…there is no place for him.”
 

I nodded.
 

“I understand.”
 

I asked a final question to round the circle in my head.
 

“And Patty?”
 

He waved his hand.
 

“She is nothing…just a whore.”
 

My hands fell together as if subconsciously in prayer.
 

“Can I let you know tomorrow…I want to discuss this with Andrea?”
 

He nodded and I summoned my husband to me when we had eaten and I was alone. 
 

He was dressed in white culottes and a blue tank top.
 

“Yes, Miss?”
 

I sat him beside me and spoke gently to him; my mind changed him back temporarily to his previous male persona.
 

“Andy…this is nearly over…Jeff has asked me to work for him?”
 

He looked surprised.
 

“And me?”
 

I shook my head.
 

“You have to go home…go back to normal…ish.”
 

He sat down as if hit by a truck.
 

“Are you still my wife?”
 

I thought for a moment.
 

“Yes.”
 

His blue eyes flashed dangerously.
 

“Then I… forbid you.”
 

I looked at him in incredulity. 
 

“You forbid me?”
 

I fantasised that maybe he had been taking drugs?
 

“Yes!”
 

I laughed out loudly.
 

“Thank you darling, you have made my mind up. You go home we’ll sell everything and get a divorce.”
 

He looked shocked and his defiance disappeared like ice in the midday heat of the desert.
 

“No…no…no… I’m sorry.”
 

I spoke with newly found power and assurance.
 

“If you wish to remain with me then you will be under my control…and you will never speak to me about forbidding me…ever…understand?”
 

He blinked weakly.
 

“Yes.”
 

I corrected him.
 

“Mistress.”
 

He was female again.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

I waved my hand and made him stand before me.
 

“I will take the job…we will be together when it suits me.”
 

He realised he had no power, will or control.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

I pointed to the door.
 

“Go now…enjoy the rest of your time here.”
 

He flushed in submission.
 

“Thank you Mistress.”
 

He walked out and I went to Jeff and told him I would accept the job. 
 

The pay was huge but subject to me entertaining the Prince to his satisfaction and being able to handle the job. 
 

It seemed acceptable to me, we went to bed and he fucked and dominated me masterfully till the early hours. 
 

Sex with Jeff was always the same, I was always taken; there was no care or love it was just raw, him fucking me, or me, performing fellatio. 
 

The fact was that at this stage of my life I realised I liked it that way; I wanted to be fucked and somehow used, I was always satisfied by him and his assured control over me. 
 

This was not a time of my life for love!
 

The following afternoon the Arab Prince arrived and I noticed immediately he was unusual; he came with a striking lithe, dark eyed bronzed woman, dressed in golden silken veils. 
 

The man also had ebony deep eyes; he was young, slightly built and very quiet. 
 

His hair was long and inky black; he had thick eyelashes and he talked to Jeff and looked at me slyly through the evening as we shared an elegant dinner. 
 

The Prince eventually presented the attractive woman he was with to my master and he in turn placed my fingers in the young man’s hand and formalities of giving were completed. 
 

I was nervous when we left the boat but it was my life to do Jeff’s bidding and I wondered what Omar, the Prince, would want and expect from me. 
 

We were to spend a weekend together; three nights and we were soon on a helicopter bound for Dubai. 
 

We eventually landed on top of the Burj Al Arab, the huge dazzling, lofty imposing tower of a hotel and then took the lift down to the penthouse where I was shown to a luxurious bedroom. 
 

It was late, some food was laid out but to my surprise I was left alone; I presumed that the Prince would return and I changed into a short blue negligee and waited in the large expansive cream bed. 
 

After an hour I was still by myself so began to explore the sprawling suite and eventually found the Prince in a small, secluded room. 
 

He saw me, became embarrassed and tried to shoo me away but I was not so easily dismissed.
 

“Have I upset you sir?”
 

He shook his head demonstrably.
 

“No.” 
 

I was intrigued.
 

“Do you not want me sir?”
 

He looked pained.
 

“No… it is not like that.”
 

I was beginning to get exasperated.
 

“Then what is it like… Omar?”

 

He confessed in a sudden rush that bewildered and unsettled me.
 

“My father makes me undergo this ritual…it is not my way.”
 

I was still perplexed.
 

“Do you not desire me…find me attractive?” 
 

He cried in frustration.
 

“Please leave.” 
 

I had no choice but to depart and I closed the door feeling confused, stupid and angry, knowing Jeff would not be happy with me. 
 

I returned to my room and drank more of the champagne than I should have done, I began to feel tipsy and finally out of my depth in this strange rich world of power and privilege. 
 

The door suddenly became open and the Prince stood there in an imposing long white silken gown and looked at me feebly and with repentance.
 

“I am sorry Karin…I have been rude and discourteous…it is not our custom.”
 

The alcohol had dulled my normal reserve and respect.
 

“You have Prince.” 
 

He came in and sat on the bed, hunched his shoulders and seemed terribly upset.
 

“It is all so hopeless.”
 

I placed my hand on his and felt how warm and fine it was.
 

“Why?” 
 

He stared at the floor.
 

“My father expects me to fuck you…to be a man!”
 

I spoke softly, with care.
 

“And?”
 

He went quiet and I probed him further.
 

“Well?”
 

He just stared at the luxurious red carpet.
 

“I just can’t.”
 

I was bursting with inquisitiveness and concern; my future was on a very fragile, thin line.
 

“Why…why…why… don’t you like me?”
 

He shook his head sadly.
 

“You are very beautiful.”
 

I removed my clothes and stood before him naked and he just stared at me with his black mysterious eyes. I went to remove his gown but he stopped me with his soft manicured hands.
 

“No!”
 

Without thinking about the consequences and in sudden reflex, I smacked his face firmly and in shock he let me remove his elegant white robe and he was suddenly naked, like me! 
 

His hand went to cover his genitals but I drew them to one side and saw that his penis was very small, diminutive in fact. 
 

He bent his head and cried loudly in terrible shame.
 

“You see, I am… like a female!”
 

I took his hands gently and led him to the bed and we lay naked side by side. 
 

My hands touched his skin; it was oiled, soft and scented and I stroked it gently.
 

“Your skin is like a woman’s…you are so lucky Omar.”
 

He was still distraught and went to speak but I put my finger over his plump lips.
 

“I am in charge…not you…let me help...please Prince…trust me!”
 

My fingers found his delicate cock and balls and teased them until he moaned softly.
 

“This is like a woman’s clitoris it needs to be caressed lightly and gently.”
 

I felt his penis harden until it was like a small stub and I bent my mouth to it and licked it until he groaned and quickly spurted juice onto my lips. 
 

He relaxed onto the sheets and smiled at me shyly, like an innocent.
 

“Thank you…that was the first time I have done that, ever believed in someone enough. What can I do for you?”
 

My eyes glowed.
 

“The same…exactly the same.”
 

I guided his fingers to my clitoris and showed him how to touch me and then use his tongue to rouse me and bring me to a climax. 
 

It did not take him long to learn and I was too, soon reaching my own sexual high. 
 

I began on him again exploring all of his body until he reached his second orgasm and he exploded and breathed in wonder at the astounding revelation and pleasure of erotic discovery.
 

This went on and on for hours and to my surprise his penis, although small could repeat and repeat like a woman’s sex organ. We eventually stopped and lay breathless, side by side again; we were sweating, content and strangely happy.
 

The Prince spoke softly and appreciatively.
 

“That was wonderful Karin…thank you.”
 

I responded to him with genuine emotion.
 

“And for me…Omar you are so sensual…you could please any woman like that.”
 

There was still regret in his velvet tone.
 

“But I am not normal.”
 

I exhaled, still in contentment from the pheromones that were still whizzing around me like charged particles in the Hadron Collider experiment.
 

“You are… just different.”
 

I put on my white negligee and saw how he stared at it. 
 

I picked up my panties and used the crotch to clean his weeping cock. 
 

I saw it pulse and let the material tease his sensitive flesh. 
 

“You should wear these…your cock is so precious it should be kept in silk and lace.”
 

He became hard again and I pulled them around his ankles, then up to enclose his genitals.
 

“Now you are like a woman.”
 

He jerked to my gentle teasing, came and flooded the panties with his sticky semen. 
 

I found another negligee in pale green from my case, he placed it around him without argument and we put our arms around each other and embraced passionately. 
 

His kisses were so delicious and stimulating and we spent the night learning everything about each other’s bodies. 
 

We awoke together in our finery and he looked at me anxiously.
 

“Am I gay Karin?”
 

I laughed at him; he was divine.
 

“Do you like men?”
 

He shook his handsome head.
 

“No… not like that.”
 

I took his hand and squeezed it.
 

“Then you are not…you just have your own way and you should embrace it…dress to delight yourself and realise that pleasing a woman is not about the size of your penis.”
 

I touched his panties; released his hardness contained and rubbed the tip of it against the soft lips of my sexual folds. 
 

I was sodden, it eased inside me and my vaginal muscles contracted around it and he came quickly within me, dousing my insides with his rich essence.
 

I was surprisingly, terribly aroused and gasped at him.
 

“You see…you can still be a father and a master…even though you are a little…unique!”
 

He smiled at me, thrilled, that his virginity was gone and then beamed in enlightenment.
 

“I understand Karin…thank you.”
 

We hugged, he used his tongue to relieve my own obvious frustration and we embarked over the following days and nights on an orgy of physical and sensual pleasures and… shopping! 
 

He enjoyed and accepted the pleasures of femininity completely, embracing fine underwear, soft fabrics and long slow lovemaking. 
 

He quickly gained his sexual confidence and was soon the most expert of lovers I had ever experienced. 
 

He was diligent, patient and instinctively understood my body completely; he found ways of touching that sent me in wave after wave of endless ecstasy. 
 

On the last night he provided a beautiful dark skinned woman to join us and soon took sexual control of her as well as me. 
 

He realised that his small erection was no drawback to his masculinity and he roused her till she was spread on the bed then gently took and fucked her. 
 

When he had finished he told her to leave but she begged to remain and only withdrew when he promised he would call on her the following night. 
 

We slept closely together and in the morning he drew me to him and made love to me one final time. He was wonderful and I truly revelled in his company.
 

He flew me personally back to the yacht and thanked Jeff most profusely for my company. 
 

He kissed me tenderly on my cheek, gave me his card and said he would call me with Jeff’s permission. 
 

As his helicopter departed Jeff took me into his office closed the door and bent me over his desk. My panties were lowered, my dress raised and my master took control of his possession once again. 
 

He fucked me with ferocious energy as if to show me I was his, still within his ultimate power and control. 
 

I just surrendered completely, sexually savoured and wallowed in the differences between the two men. 
 

In there own way they were both perfect for me!
 

“You fucking slut…slut…fuck…”
 

He came and collapsed on top of me and I turned over, took him in my arms and held him closely.
 

“You’re quite a girl Karin…quite a girl.”
 

That was the last time Jeff had me! 
 

My time with the King of the Cuckolds was finished but after returning home, as promised, I was quickly called back to the boat and the central hub of his empire.
 

I spent my days in sunshine looking after his family and dispensing my time and favours with many of his business colleagues; Omar being one that I happily spent copious amounts with. 
 

I became rich and fulfilled making friends and discoveries each minute and willingly exploring every conceivable area of my sexuality. 
 

I always knew it could all end without warning but was accepting of the fact; I still had Andy but chose to place him on loan at my behest to Patty and various friends.
 

I was young and vital, the future was at my feet and in a strange way through being subjugated and initially submissive, I had ended up more informed, empowered and learned than I would ever have believe possible.  
 

I was now a confident woman, I could chose my partner, decide if I desired children and in which direction I wanted my life to ultimately proceed. 
 

Unbelievably through it all I was now firmly in charge of my existence, the timid innocent girl was long gone and the wide world of which I was an active part, no longer intimidated me. 
 

I had passed through the decadent court of the King and emerged better for the experience; I was happy, accepted my lustful wanton sexuality, and the future, with wonder and an open mind. 
 

Through mere chance I had been granted the privilege of an extraordinary life and was eternally grateful for it. 
 

I welcomed the opportunity of each new day amongst the King’s fantastical, fantasy realm and knew, as long as it all lasted, I would always fully embrace my unbelievable good fortune.     
 

 
 

THE END
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