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Losing a Friend…Gaining a Step Mum

Emmiline

It was hard for me to believe what was going on. My best and closest friend from Queen’s then Cheltenham ladies college, Jemima, was impossibly now going out with my aged father and the situation was becoming increasingly impossible for me to endure or bear.

We had been through so much together at junior school then beyond, from hockey, tennis, ballet, education - well relatively speaking as we would never have to actually work, God-forbid - and of course boys which we noticed early and they certainly took more than a passing interest in us also from the youngest of ages.

It started with exploring naive pretty men from our privileged world until we both lost our virginity on a skiing holiday with the rugged, irresistible mountain guide that seemed to fuck all the giggly, promiscuous girls at Zermatt; giving us both a real introduction into dark intimacy and an initial taste for intercourse or further sexual exploration.

Many local, juvenile lads followed but we seemed to find out about dominant black males at around the same time and there was no way back to white boys after that; well frankly they could just not compete in the size or energy department of the basest of relations between the sexes that without a doubt we both increasingly and perhaps perversely craved every day. 

There were many parties in Brixton where upper class girls like us - dressed up in expensive, short, party dresses with the requisite lingerie - went to get well and truly knobbed and Jemima and I attended constantly to feed our developing ebony, male habit until we lost touch a few months after leaving school.

The last news I had I heard of her was that unfortunately her family had lost their fortune in the stock market crash of 2008 and terribly she was actually employed - unbelievable I know - doing something or other and the rumour was she had a job modelling.

I mean how humiliating was that actually having to work for a living? Just thinking about performing such mundane or mind-numbing obligations each or every day was so unseemly or undignified.

My own precious, valuable time was spent in finishing school then some charity and work with children - it was naturally expected from a girl in my privileged position to help the poor and less fortunate - until before long I became broody myself and true to my female form found a completely inappropriate young man to marry.

He was called De-Jon Grant, a black, muscular, disc jockey who had made generally good - in a grubby lower-class sort of way - and originated reputedly from some slum council estate or other although I never really asked him.

My chosen was indeed sadly common stock but he was handsome, six foot three inches of pure, solid, male flesh and had the biggest cock on him of any man I had ever seen or been with; well such masculine dark attributes were definitely important for a sexually adventurous and youthful young female like me.

Without feeling too abashed at such an admission I am sure you understand and visualise the general picture.

Once he had fucked me, which he did I would shamefully confess within an hour of our meeting - against the wall of the rave we were at - then I was decidedly his forever and from that moment was set or determined that I could or would not lose this wonderful piece of manhood that brought me such incredible girlish and womanly joy.

My father, Lord Lance Calder was not overly keen at first but being his only precious and treasured little girl - who he thought of as so utterly sweet and innocent I would add - I could always wrap him around my devious little finger, especially since my beauteous mother died some years ago so unfortunately while in Bermuda on holiday without him.

Therefore when I was just twenty one - thinking I was mature and all grown up -  we had our engagement party for about three hundred of our closest friends, with the wedding booked for about six months time.

I invited all of my old school mates and unfortunately or fatefully this included the equally luscious and lithe, fair-haired Jemima who attended in a pretty, pale cream dress and out of the blue most bizarrely during this long day, somehow unbelievably and inexplicably found a place in the affections of my father.

It was a real surprise and apparently, perfectly innocent at first, as all they seemed to do at the time of my initial celebration was to dance occasionally together but three weeks after the party - during which time I was hardly off De-Jon’s huge cock for a singular unforgettable moment as he had now moved in with me at the house - I had become distressed and secretly outraged to find that Jemima had become an increasingly regular visitor to the estate.

Obviously my lovely Pater was lonely but I had not seen him interact much with any woman since my mother had passed on - other than some odd, older females he knew of his own age and class - therefore to now see him so besotted with my old pretty partner in sexual deviance from my childhood was something of an unexpected shock to my delicately balanced system.

It was clear she was just after his or more specifically my family money and - as I had mentioned - we were all living in the mansion that was our grand home in the country, but near enough to London to be passable, the situation was becoming absolutely intolerable and almost untenable.

My head resolved that this relationship, or whatever it was they were up to, could not be permitted to continue and I was suddenly most determined to ensure this ridiculous assignation would be brought to a swift, final conclusion and that the grasping Jemima could return to live back under the worthless rock from where she had fallen after her family had recently become destitute.

Well that was relatively speaking of course…but I’m sure you get my gist.

De-Jon, my intended and I lived in the west wing of the large house which meant we had our privacy; Daddy as I noted was unusually unsettled at first at this boy staying with me in my room but I explained we were almost married and he understood even though I was grateful that his quarters were so far away so he could not hear me screaming when my husband to be, took me endlessly in every foul but addictive way possible.

My personal black stallion of a man was surely a sex machine and I utterly adored him; he was a little older than me at just over twenty five, had obviously screwed more women than he could remember - as had I; men that is - but I felt with my own high, libidinous drive I could sate and sustain him so he never needed the requirements anyone else.

Well without blowing my own trumpet I was something of a catch and well versed in the intimate, primitive, salacious ways between men and women.

However this being said he could sometimes want foul intimacy five or six times in a night and unfortunately this slowly, even for me, began to get wearing on my petite and slight frame or pussy and spontaneously - as if my body independently decided it needed a break from fornication - I contacted a virus that seemed to shut my libido down completely from the desire and impulse to have sexual relations.

This might not have seemed like much of a problem in the ordinary world but De-Jon was something of an animal, utterly rapacious in his expectations or demands for physical release and - given he was still working raves or clubs where women abounded like flies around poo in regard to his spectacular black shape and skin - I unfortunately sensed he would not remain faithful for long.

I tried for a few days to do my best with hand or blow jobs but most sadly and ever more obviously I had no enthusiasm for these dirty, degrading acts in my melancholy or ailing condition.

Subsequently, given the pressure upon me with regard to pleasing my man I began to become slightly listless that only made my general state of mild malady and depression even worse.

My father noticed my misery of course and early one morning when there was just he and I in the large house - apart from the many servants who I never really noticed much anyway - he took me into the study, sat me down and expressed his paternal concerns.

“What is it Emmy? I have never seen you under the weather like this.”

I sighed expressively and if to pass my heavy, personal problem on to him as I always had in my short life.

“Just this awful virus, Daddy…I feel so lifeless and…”

His green, emerald eyes glowed at me to explain further and even though he was nearing sixty he still had a certain underlying air of youth and force about him but I obviously could not answer his query fully.

“…You wouldn’t understand; it’s between De-Jon and me.”

He sat straight up until his back was rigid then smiled dryly in maturity, experience and intuition.

“I know you’re not a child anymore, Emmy…so tell me…I understand that the balance between men and woman is often a fragile line and not easy…so trust me…do not be embarrassed because I recognise sadly you have no mother to confide in and as you know I will do anything to assist you.”

My voice simpered and I blushed falsely almost to order.

“I can’t, Daddy it’s so silly and humiliating.”

He joined me on the elegant gold trimmed chez-longue then took my hand in demonstrable love and empathy as he whispered.

“I know you’re not a virgin, Darling…is it the sex? The fact you are not feeling well enough to provide what he needs and sense you’re letting him down?”

My child-like face blushed brightly at his amazing powers of deduction, feigned embarrassment but in truth that was an emotion foreign to me.

“Daddy please…you can’t ask me that…I could never explicate such a thing.”

He laughed suddenly and leaned back against the firmness but suppleness of the exquisite chair.

“Don’t be ashamed of your femininity, Emmy; your mother had an extremely high sexual drive…it’s quite normal and I am not so narrow minded not to listen.”

My long, dark hair shook and then I did as well to appear suitably distraught.

“I just can’t talk about it, Daddy…”

But then of course I did and began to well up expertly.

“…I need to rest from him, De-Jon, Daddy…my fiancé has a huge, unbridled, masculine drive and I’m afraid if I carry on as I am…I’ll lose him…as in his world there are so many gorgeous white girls that will throw themselves his way.”

My father shook his head then glowed pink in apparent distaste at such an unreasonable thought.

“That’s not very nice, Darling…he should wait and be more understanding.”

I began to whimper theatrically.

“He’s something of a Beast, Daddy…a black animal of a man….”

My shoulders shook in further extended dramatic agony.

“…So gigantic and masculine but…”

I gasped in real passion.

“…That’s what I love about him…”

By now I was in full, emotional, selfish flow which meant I could say anything to my bewitched father as he always gave in and offered me whatever I desired or wished for.

“…Oh Daddy what am I to do?”

Naturally I expected him to be dismissive about my partially sordid or tawdry affairs of the heart but to my surprise he was still flushing brightly as he nodded in some unusual comprehension.

“It may amaze you but perhaps I understand these matters better than you think, Emmy…as men like De-Jon are predatory and demanding of their girls… needing to release themselves continually…and often without the slightest thought…”

Confusingly I saw he was swiftly becoming even brighter red.

“…Some women unbelievably almost seem to crave that!”

It was impossible to believe his incredible insight and I murmured - actually or honestly - for the first time.

“He does, Daddy…he wants bringing off all the time…always, endlessly…what can we do….?”

Suddenly I had made my personal issue his; because he now was fully involved with this prickly problem as he always had been in my life and I wailed ever onwards as if emphasising my impossible dilemma.

“…It seems as if the situation is insoluble…and I fear the end of our love…and need him so much, Daddy.”

My father seemed to murmur quietly almost without thinking.

“You need someone that can be trusted to take the pressure off you, Emmy Darling… just for a while…a woman who can provide some relief for him so you can recover and then take your rightful place again.”

I was not the quickest girl but it was as if I had become truly inspired as a wickedly perfect thought or plan formed instantly in my devious head.

“What about Jemima, Daddy…she can do it!”

It looked as though I had struck him as his lips gasped.

“But she’s so innocent, Darling; I could not consider asking her to undertake such an unseemly or outrageous thing.”

Suddenly almost miraculously, I recognised this was a double solution for me and I knew it; my awful gold-digging old friend could provide with her hands or sordid mouth what my lover craved as necessary and ruin her unacceptable relationship with my father at the very same time.

Dare I admit that such a scheme was…absolutely, succulently perfect and I made sure I appeared to be his cutest little girl again to ensure he caved in as always as I sighed ever more persuasively.

“Oh Daddy, she’s not so coy…I know Jem’s well, much better than you and…”

My dark eyes blinked coquettishly.

“…You don’t care about or love her more than me do you…?”

He was gulping for fresh air now and I suddenly, almost definitely felt he would do it as I continued with unfortunate truths.

“…And she likes black guys anyway Daddy; seen her often enough over the years and after all Jem’s has only to provide a few hand-jobs…”

I leaned back as if obviously offended at the prospect of any foulness or impropriety.

“….I mean, naturally I wouldn’t want him fucking her, Daddy…”

My parent was shaking and I could tell he was on the crumbling lip of the precipice so I lowered my voice to an entreating whisper and pushed a little harder to get him over the dangerous edge.

“…Please Daddy…you clever, ingenious man…I knew you would find the answer… you always do…please, please, you can watch and ensure nothing too bad happens… Jem’s might appear sweet and virginal but she’s not…”

Perhaps I was being too forthright or disloyal about my previously favoured old companion but I didn’t care and this was female war after all.

“…Just tell her, Daddy…in fact if you love me you will insist and…”

In that instant I recognised that I was surely just a genius.

“…She won’t mind…believe me…please Daddy, please!”

My father seemed to shudder then tremble as he whimpered pathetically, meekly and with a trace of something I could not understand that I took to be eternal obligation to me, his most adored child.

“I’ll try, Emmy, and will ask Jemima as she is here later tonight and for the weekend…”

My plump lips wanted to scream as to what on earth an old man like him saw in the most promiscuous and worthless Jemima but just kept suitably reserved or quiet as he dithered on.

“…But I will do my best, Emmy…as I recognise without question this is a difficult time.”

My dusky eyes blinked and sighed expressively.

“If you want I will happily speak to her with you…”

It was not easy to suppress a giggle at the delicious web I had already weaved like the cleverest spider then simply turned the emotion into a wry grin.

“…As girl to girl it may be easier…and…”

I tried to look uncomfortable but nothing could be further from the truth.

“… I have seen her in action multiple times so to speak.”

My only parent was undoubtedly blushing, flustered and disturbed but he kissed my also glowing cheek as I put on a suitable expression of simple even infantile love for him; I did of course adore the man but knew also that he was unable to resist my obvious entreaties and natural instinct or ability to forever sway his uncomplicated mind.

By early evening my friend now foe arrived in her red little Mazda - that Daddy had stupidly purchased for her - unaware of my deviance and by this time my fiancé was also home but preparing to go to town and DJ at a new hot club just opening.

He was showering and I knew full well he would require some form of selfish, sexual, primal release before he left and once more I did not feel well enough or disposed to assist him.

Therefore in my anxiety I sought out my father then found him with Jemima in the drawing-room and, without them seeing me, overheard the conversation because even their hushed whispers bounced or echoed off the high, vaulted, painted ceilings.

To my personal joy it was obvious my old school-friend’s voice was suitably elevated and distressed as I pressed my ear to the crack in the beautiful but slightly warped door to hear their discussion.

“You can’t be serious, Lance…I know you love Emmy but this is preposterous…you cannot expect this of me!”

To my delight my lovely, loving father was suitably commanding and had a firm if not uncompromising way about him in this frame of mind.

“Please Jemima, I must beg or even insist you to do so…Emmy is in love and we both need to help; because as you can see she is too under the weather to do her womanly duties with her man.”

Jemima snapped sharply or wonderfully like the driest, brittlest twig and even there and then I knew they were finished as she railed at him.

“So I am to step in to provide what he needs am I? And what do you expect me to do with this Black Reprobate who I don’t even like much?”

Daddy was quiet but admirably specific.

“Nothing much…just pull him a couple of times to sullied happiness until my poorly daughter gets her strength back…and I will be there by your side to ensure nothing untoward happens.”

She muttered something under her breath which I annoyingly could not hear clearly and seemed to spit in haughty pride or temper.

“No I must put my foot down, Lance…I’m sorry but I won’t; if I did such a filthy thing you will see me differently and this will ruin what we have together.”

All was quiet for a moment as I held my breath until my father - bless him - used a tactic that always worked for me over innumerable years and sighed purposefully.

“Jemima…if you do this small thing for me…I promise I will not think any less of you and…”

He seemed to stutter temporarily then employed his trump card.

“…I will increase your allowance…so please let me call Emmy and we can arrange how we proceed as I do not wish there to be any awkwardness.”

Her tone was strident in defence of her already lost honour.

“You can’t simply buy me, Lance…a few paltry pounds will not make me sell my soul.”

Daddy chuckled and spoke softly as if he knew and understood women far better than I thought.

“I’ll double what you get at the moment.”

It seemed with these generous, soothing, insightful enticements the lovely but undeniably cheap Jemima was already wavering as she began to mumble or gasp until her words formed more clearly.

“From today, Lance…as by coincidence…I have seen something in the sale I would like?”

My father was quick to accept her agreement and seal the dirty deal.

“Of course.”

She made sure of the contract like any working girl would.

“And I will only have to supply a quick hand-job?”

I detected a noticeable edge in his reply.

“Naturally.”

Jemima, the Slut - I knew her to be - acquiesced completely at this mercenary point just as I expected; this young, lithe girl could fool my naïve father but not me in any way as I knew what a sucker she was for strong, black men and this so called filthy duty did not present any genuine hardship, as she promptly caved in.

“OK, OK just until she is better…call her and we can work out precisely how this sullied, unseemly arrangement works.”

Silently I ran to the study so they did not know I had listened in and tried to put my most innocent face on when Daddy discovered me and with the expression of purity to order on my face only the best little girls can provide.

He whispered calmly and kindly.

“Come into the main room, Emmy…Jemima is there and I have spoken to her about our difficult discussion earlier.”

My dark eyes stared with girlish innocence and I followed him as if having no idea what had already been so excellently discussed then agreed, and how finally this annoying, old school pest would be disgraced and then discarded.

I knew no man would meekly stand by as his woman was used so basely by another male usurper; it was the order of how things were and always had been between the genders and certainly Daddy would be no different.

Masking a certain expectation I sat opposite them both and saw my father had taken her delicate hand and then sighed softly to me as if he also possessed some theatrical ability.

“Jemima has bravely agreed to help, Darling, so you need to tell De-Jon what has been set in place for his convenience, please.”

This was the most honeyed, heavenly music to my ears and I smiled sweetly at Jemima who I could see was secretly seething in her entrapment and shame which I added to quietly and most politely.

“Is that OK, Jem’s? It’s just for a few days then I will feel better but you know how these black guys are when it comes to getting their rocks off…”

Her skin flushed up suitably scarlet.

“…And I don’t wish him to use those cheap, grubby girls at the clubs that flock around or pester him.”

She barked in response and I took such private pleasure in her pain.

“Better to use me is it?”

I giggled agreeably but without any trace of the malice I felt.

“Well we seem to be like family now so, as I know you won’t mind bringing him off as and when necessary for a while, Jem’s…it’s not much to ask is it!”

Jemima blinked blankly and then gazed for some clarification at my father.

“That is all I have to do, Lance?”

His head nodded promptly as he squirmed uncomfortably in his chair.

“Of course, of course, Darling and I will be there to ensure nothing else untoward happens and protect you at all times, Jemima.”

He seemed understandably speechless after this expression of assurance and I finished our understanding briskly by walking over to my father and hugging him before doing the same to my oldest, most unwelcome friend with the falsest warmth and verbalisation of appreciation possible.

“Thank you both so much… I’ll send him in, as he needs release before he leaves shortly and if I might add, Jem’s…?”

I tried my level best not to sound too happy with how things were working out but it was not easy not to feel overwhelmingly gleeful inside and therefore show it.

“…He can be a little demanding or rude when it comes to the sex but don’t take it personally or to heart.”

Jemima drew her breath in sudden shock that this obligation was already upon her as she wailed to my father.

“Now...now?”

I nodded and chuckled to save my Pater any further disquiet.

“No time like the present, Jem’s…I’ll go and get him.”

De-Jon was dressed in his black jeans and vest, smelling of heady aftershave ready for his appointment at this new venue and looked suitably hunky.

He was extremely surprised or in fact amazed when I told him what I had so mischievously organised to help him with his continual primitive needs but he was very much a man and was hardly going to refuse…was he?

My greedy, predatory fiancé listened on in some bemusement then eventually shook his head in wonder at the crazy ways of women and followed me back into the room where the others were waiting; only then did he speak softly but with penetrative meaning as he addressed my unfortunate father.

“Is that right, Lance, Jemima had offered to jerk me off because Emmy is so poorly and incapacitated?”

Daddy nodded and smiled uneasily.

“Yes my daughter asked me for assistance and where possible I never refuse her anything.”

De-Jon’s piercing coal-black eyes just blinked once and focussed on Jemima who was shaking almost unnoticeably but of course I could tell she was already affected as my man talked confidently on.

“That is something of an inspired but unusual pact but I need to be clear as I wish no trouble…”

He looked at my old friend directly.

“… Jemima, as you are agreed then once we begin, if I need you at any time then I must be able to have necessary access, night or day…I do get headaches if I am restricted or denied in this regard.”

Once more Daddy cut in with some understandable concern...

“You mean at night in our room?”

De-Jon nodded and made his personal, primal situation patently clear.

“I can get horny many times especially in the early hours so…I may need to use your bed as…”

He was such a Thoughtful Sweetheart.

“….I can’t disturb Emmy in her fragile state. I’m sure you would not think well of me for doing so?”

My father blushed purple as he had been undoubtedly snookered but then sighed in acceptance of these unfathomable terms.

“Yes, I understand for a while it will be allowed as long as I can be there to ensure fair play.”

My Love laughed coolly.

“Of course, Sir but I will expect you to keep in the background and as I instruct you… because I need space and quiet to concentrate when I reach climax.”

He walked over to my friend, stroked her shiny blonde hair while whispering kindly as she stared up at him feebly and appeared as if she was utterly helpless.

“Is this OK with you Jemima? I wouldn’t want you suffering too much but this is such a noble and considerate thing to do for us”

My former closest chum was breathless as his finger teased her face and then her plump pink cheeks while she gasped weakly and without enthusiasm.

“No it’s fine, De-Jon…after all I’m only providing silly hand-jobs and can do it quickly.”

He smiled malevolently.

“That’s true, Jemima but please bear in mind I need and expect to be able to touch you so I can feel the sexual urge fully…I have to have a little latitude…”

He stared at Daddy with disgusting double-meaning and grinned

“…You do see that, Lance…you comprehend that a man sometimes needs to sense his quarry…even if he can’t touch it…?”

My only living parent was fluorescent at this awful humbling discussion and he merely bent his head in acknowledgement of such an audacious fact then in acceptance, as my betrothed stood right in front of Jemima’s wonderfully glowing face and let his palms cup her rounded, petite breasts as he gazed at me with due consideration for my sensibilities.

“…Leave us, Emmy Darling…please know it’s only you that I love and I do not wish you to witness anything that speaks to you otherwise…”

He pressed her pointed, thin, rubbery nipples now and she was moaning silently in reaction as he went on.

“….I’ll just use Jem’s for my sexual convenience as you have arranged so thoughtfully so wait outside, Emmy will you….I won’t be long and we’ll speak before I leave.”

Reluctantly - because I wanted to see all of her humiliation and this was all happening more perfectly than I could ever have imagined - I walked slowly to the door for propriety sake but, as previously, closed it then sneakily peered in through the crack to listen and observe.

I would not have missed this coming display for the world!

Daddy then moved to a distant chair as my man took Jemima’s cranium in his huge hands and pressed his always active crotch forward and hissed unkindly.

“So get it out, Jemima…I have to depart soon and I’m bursting….get on with it.”

My reviled chum meekly unclipped the buttons on his jeans and I watched mesmerised as his huge, black snake dropped into her shaky fingers but instinctively - as if she could not contain her basest instincts - they squeezed this iron shaft while her voice whispered in relative alarm.

“Oh Fuck…you are enormous…massive...”

De-Jon pressed the tip of it onto her already trembling lips but she did not open them and only muttered defensively through gritted teeth.

“…I’m just jerking you off you Bastard…nothing more.”

With that said and noted she began rubbing the stiff flesh with relative urgency but my man was strong and unmoveable as usual.

Already I could see in her flushed, deceptively innocent face that she was losing control; I knew her Achilles’ heel was dominant black males and, as if he could tell, his hand opened her white, silk shirt then in seconds had unclipped her delicate bra while muttering.

“Let me see…it will make me come…fuck smooth, good tits, Jemima.”

I could see his fingertips twisting her tiny, pink, sensitive nipples while she moved closer to his erection and whispered to my father for foul permission.

“Can I lick his balls, Darling? It will help to get this over and done with.”

Daddy had no time to respond before her lazy tongue was tasting the massive testicles and heavy sac while pulling his hard flesh for all she was worth with her busy fingers until my lucky man ultimately positioned the tip of his pulsing penis just over her pouting, plump lips and grimaced.

“Just one more little, final caress, Jemima…one small suck and it will be over…over…”

It was more than this weak girl could deny, refuse or resist and she took him just inside her mouth, pressed his sensitive skin and balls crazily with her hands until suddenly an eruption of semen poured out.

It covered her full lips, cheeks, nose and face with thick, pungent, creamy, male juices before he drew away and wiped this leaking cock on her available, stiff teats as she dithered and seemed to shudder in feminine heat.

He ignored her disconcertion as his palm simply spread the mucky goo into her skin and sighed in male, greedy gratification.

“…Good I feel better now…this is definitely a brilliant idea…”

His dark eyes looked down at Jemima then straight at my father who was equally dissolving in the shadows.

“…I’ll be back much later so I may see you then...”

My man seemed to get a barely disguised subversive kick from this somehow.

“…I presume that’s still OK, Lance?”

Daddy grumbled and gassed foolishly but I felt that he deserved more than a little frustration and even embarrassment in going out with a young, idiotic, vacuous girl that was merely after his wealth and such an obvious whore to boot as well.

“Yes that would be fine De-Jon…if you need Jemima for…”

His face flamed once more and purposely missed a vital word of what my grasping boyfriend’s base requirements were out of his reply.

“…Then come in to our room…as long as what you expect or wish for allows poor Emmy to regain her strength.”

I sprinted to the other room so they would not realise my snooping once more before my fiancé came to me to say his fond farewells.

Unexpectedly - and for the first time in weeks - I was surprisingly full of dark, sexual energy but did not let him detect or know at all as he kissed my lips, declared what he was doing with Jemima was just purely male, instinctive need and that he loved and only had eyes for me alone.

Then he was then off to his precious gig while I dined with my father and Jemima where I was thrilled over even the entrees, that there was a definite undercurrent of tension between them.

For then I knew almost for certain if I could only continue this ruse and depraved pressure then the demise of her in this house and our lives would surely be assured.

We made polite conversation as best we could for a while - ignoring the mucky unmentionable elephant in the room - but over the pan-fried breast of chicken I sipped my wine and smiled at my father hopefully, almost admiringly.

“So did everything go OK with De-Jon, Daddy?”

He had ingested more than a little spirit by this stage of the evening and seemed surprising relaxed or resolved with everything.

“Yes it was fine, nothing really; mercifully you will feel better soon…”

He smiled at me more in hope than expectation.

“…Are you feeling stronger, Emmy?”

I put on my most pained but soldierly look and mumbled sadly.

“Still a bit peaky, Daddy…so I will need Jem’s to carry on for a while…”

My lips tightened sweetly as I smiled at her.

“…Is that OK, Jemima? De-Jon normally comes back with lots of pressurised energy…after these late nights so…please understand and…”

I was really enjoying myself.

“…I’m so sorry if he keeps you up…”

She glared at me in real hatred and I remembered with some relish all the thick, slimy semen recently covering her pretty face and tried not to laugh out loud.

“…But I’m sure you’ll cope, Jem’s, won’t you!”

It was not a question and my old friend bit her lip while Daddy shook his head weirdly as if it had been affected by the bizarre events and strained atmosphere or it could have been the wine that made him ruddy red while trying to maintain the temporary peace between us.

“Now Girls let’s not squabble, please… we’re all here trying to help each other.”

Eventually we took our drinks into the main lounge and when my father slipped out for a while to make a call, Jemima snapped at me in barely restrained fury.

“Revelling in this, aren’t you, Bitch!”

In reply I was equally vitriolic.

“You’re the Bitch, Jem’s; moving in so obviously on my father for his money…”

I was like a jackal as my mouth snapped and bit her deeply.

“…But now he will see what a Cheap Whore you are…you always fucking gave it away to big black guys easily.”

Her response was expected but acidic

“As you did, Slut…if I remember we shared more than a few.”

In my equally caustic response I was ever more hateful.

“And De-Jon is one more Jem’s…the last one…before my father fucking gets rid of you…as surely he will…so you have a good time sucking his big, irresistible cock and demonstrate to my Daddy what a awful Tart and Slag you are.”

Her voice was scathing and furious as her normally pale face instantly coloured up almost pure red in recognition of her disgrace.

“You watched?”

I simply laughed at her fall from relative grace or propriety which was all she had left after losing her family fortune.

“Of course, showing him your tits and sucking his dick, Whore!”

“Bitch!”

“Witch!”

My father then noisily came back to the room as he was somewhat unstable or worse for wear with the alcohol, causing us to immediately return to mock, false politeness although by this stage we undoubtedly both knew what bubbled beneath the thin façade or surface of respectability; there was no possible way of disguising the fact anymore.

I hated this girl and she undoubtedly detested me because, now for sure, she comprehended without pity or mercy I was out to ruin her and determined to destroy this confounding grasp or influence over my misguided father.

We separated shortly afterwards with silent bitterness and hardly a word before I watched television while relaxing in my bed and realising all of this subterfuge and illicit tension had mysteriously enlivened my body and I could hardly feel a trace of the weariness or malaise that had recently affected me.

It seemed that my libido was rousing and returning once more because my delicate sliver of juicy flesh was leaking noticeably, as I recalled the odious Jemima having to almost suck and swallow almost whole, my boyfriend’s elongated, thick cock.

The thought of it was undeniably privately arousing for me as perhaps strangely I was not jealous; it was hard to be filled with such thoughts or emotions of envy when so much of our previous teenage and school life had been around similarly brutish, muscular boys that had fucked us both.

De-Jon was merely just another man, even though he was my intended and future husband; but if I could use him for my purposes to get rid of this imposter in my family’s midst then I took no qualms about such matters.

Unquestionably - given her propensity for black males and the sex they provided - he could and would surely show her up to my father as being the feckless, unworthy and promiscuous young woman she was.

I was wearing just a lemon chemise and tiny knickers for my rest and recuperation and involuntarily slipped my longest fingers needfully inside my pussy and gently teased my enlarged clitoral bud.

Surprisingly, suddenly I wanted to be sated and physically in control when my man returned so he would find me not desirous of his body and therefore again forcing him to find release with the luscious, lovely but equally hateful Jemima.

My eyes closed and once more my mind’s imaginative eye saw her smothered or smeared with his slimy come while Daddy was watching his precious Jemima and the image inflamed me as I murmured under my heated breath.

“Fucking Slut, Jem’s…I know who and what you are…fucking Whore!”

I was so fired up that I tried to make my sensual exploration or titillation drag on for as long as possible - it was luscious or dreamy after being without such sensations for such a time - but I was already too horny to drag the needy experience out and I trembled swiftly to orgasm then repeated until my vagina was so sticky, slippery and irresistibly warm it was impossible to resist further masturbation to endless grubby glory.

My head was still in a fatigued, self-satisfied doze when De-Jon came home in the middle of the night; he showered then slipped into bed before whispering to me with his male ardour and erection uncomfortably obvious even in my partially unconscious state.

“Hi, Emmy…the gig went well…but some of the girls tonight were so fucking hot…how are you feeling?”

It was a question for a singular, specific purpose only and of course - given my scheming - I feigned ongoing sickness.

“Not quite myself, Darling…I’m so sorry but getting better…”

I sighed weakly in my devious but beautiful deceit.

“…This is why I have arranged the accommodation with Jemima, Darling, so go and do as you have to…it’s the only thing that makes practical sense at this time.

He seemed surprisingly shy or even astonished as he spoke; even though he knew the score given what had gone by earlier.

“You don’t mind?”

All the girls I knew were accomplished actresses and I could have made it to the West End without question as I simpered to order.

“Of course I do, Darling…because I love you and wish to keep you contented at all times…but needs must and I do not wish you to come back until you are fully released and satisfied…then for the next few day just use her as necessary…”

My eyes closed in hidden meaning while a luxurious wave of energy flowed over my sensitive skin

“…It is only fair and has been agreed; now off you trot and remember…she is simply a Slut so don’t feel badly about your most basic impulses…you require relief and she is there to receive as much sperm as you can give or pour over her….so go with my blessing.”

There was however a final thought or question for him as if barely believing of his undoubted good fortune because Jemima was indeed a Looker.

“And your father…won’t he be upset?”

It seems as though I had all the right answers in this Machiavellian game and hissed sharply.

“He’s fucking nearly sixty, De-Jon…so at best he’s only babysitting anyway…just get on with what you require from luscious but lewd Jemima…Daddy is only concerned for my welfare and feelings...not hers!”

With that firm, final direction or instruction he left, noticeably fully primed - as he only had his shorts on - and once more mercurially or secretly I was excited because my fingertips promptly or expertly provided my body with the pleasure and pressure it required.

Without question I was engaged or agitated with all this frisson or deception and very much needed to settle then sleep.

I vaguely heard De-Jon return to my bed then rise up again a few times in the darkness and only came to my relative senses when the light of morning came streaming in through the elegant drapes and curtains framing my large window.

My partner was sleeping and I unexpectedly had the recently lost desire or want to wake him then play with his divine masculinity but restrained my basic instincts to do so, as my plan only worked if he was kept sexually hungry at all times, so to speak.

Therefore I showered, providing some private, primal, selfish release for me in the slippery water and when I returned to the room, De-Jon was stirring as I swelled up enthusiastically or happily to greet him.

“So how did it go…?”

He seemed suitably abashed or uncomfortable and I almost snarled at him with patent annoyance.

“…For God Sake…it’s just some foreplay…it’s not like you fucked her! Did you cover and smother her?”

His lips smiled slyly as he murmured.

“Sure did, Emmy…and you were sure right…she is a Slut!”

I wasn’t listening to his meaningless boast as I went on; men like my fiancé always thought they were irresistible to all women, which in his case was only partially true.

“And Daddy how did he take it…was he devastated?”

My man nodded and I knew already that this was well past the beginning of the end for the odious, awful Jemima.

Everyone met up over the breakfast table where there was an eerie silence before - half way through - De-Jon rose up and clicked his fingers softly at my delectable enemy who was sitting so demurely.

“I want to speak to you outside…quickly now!”

She looked at Daddy but his face was wan or expressionless, as if not wishing to contemplate, discuss or amend what he had so foolishly begun and my companion just got unwillingly onto her dainty feet.

Jemima was covered in merely a short, white skirt and tight, cut-off top; she meekly followed my fiancé out towards the secluded gardens and I recognised with some wicked satisfaction he was dutifully following my instructions and using her whenever he felt the seedy, greedy male urge to do so.

My mouth whispered to my father in some bogus concern.

“Are you coping, Daddy, it can’t be easy?”

His tight lips spread wryly or dryly onto the china cup as he bravely sipped his tea.

“Your husband to be certainly has some stamina, Emmy…no wonder you adore him…he is demonstrably extremely demanding and productive.”

I giggled, walked over to his seat then gave him a huge, artificial hug.

“Thank you, Daddy…you are so incredibly wonderful and I promise I’ll be better soon then you can have your innocent and heavenly Jemima back.”

In that comment I detected or sensed that was perhaps no longer his preference, but I ignored such a thrilling instinct or perception, took my place at the table once more and then watched as De-Jon then my old disgraced pal returned to take their places and I chuckled at her in pure glee.

“You have something on your mouth, Jem’s!”

Her tongue embarrassedly licked up the last of the semen she had missed and her blue, dazzling eyes glared in pure hatred at me while my father made a small announcement as if only to break the growing tension.

“Though we’d take the car to Ascot this afternoon and visit the theatre, dinner afterwards then tonight, as it will be late, stay at The Savoy?”

This seemed like an agreeable idea to us all and we quickly prepared ourselves then dressed up in our racing finery; De-Jon, once readied, left me to finish my hair and paint my fair face then went downstairs hurriedly and, out of feminine curiosity or intuition, I quickly, naturally followed.

I saw the three of them in the familiar, ornate room but again they did not notice me furtively skulking about; Jemima was now in a delicate, short, red dress and shaking her head slowly at my man as if for some semblance of pity, empathy or escape

“Not here, please…I’m ready to go…please, De-Jon…not now…”

As I squinted in through the door I saw my foe pushed firmly down onto her knees as she despairingly released his erection until her hands and tongue began to serve it as previously while she gasped in exasperation and growing arousal.

“…You can’t keep doing this De-Jon…you can’t…it’s so unreasonable for you to treat and abuse me like this.”

But his solidity was flowing so easily in her hands and mouth now and I could tell he was about to release or orgasm to her salacious attentions - however disinclined they were or appeared to be - when to my shock he unexpectedly stopped moving.

His hands then picked her up as if she was an inconsequential weight, roughly bent her over the high pouffe then raised her hem and lowered her fancy, frilly knickers in a single movement as he pushed the tip of his manhood onto the soft, moist gusset of the underwear as he grunted.

“Gonna come in here, Baby…so you can feel me…it turns me on to think my semen is next to your slippery cunt….”

He spoke crudely as was his habit or inclination sometimes when having sex - even with a Lady like me - then seemed to shiver in dark reflex.

“…Fuck yes, yes…!”

A gushing, fountain of warm, pungent spunk poured from him, covering the open, available panties and when he was finished jerking or ejaculating he then wiped his still leaking cock on the dark crease of her ass and smiled happily at my father whose face was a picture of the brightest shades of red.

“…OK, that’s so much better now and I’m sure you’re pleased to know that temporarily my head is free of this crazy rush…”

He was amazingly a better actor than me.

“…Sorry for the inconvenience…let’s get going!”

Surprisingly perhaps, everyone recovered quickly however Jemima had no choice but to keep the dirty knickers around her hips and smooth, moist pussy, as we were becoming late for the first race.

Soon we were driving to the nearby course with my father behind the wheel of the antique silver Rolls he loved so much.

Demurely I sat beside him while Jemima and De-Jon were in the back and I could see in the rear-view mirror he had purposely placed her hand on the growing bulge in his navy, tailored trousers as if in base, gross prospect or promise of what was to come again and again for her.

I could tell my father was certainly affected by these degenerate goings on but seemed to pluckily rise above it and put on a stiff, upper lip to the fact that his new female young friend was proving herself to be such an unspeakable Slut and what a huge faux pas he had made by forming any affection or placing the least trust or faith in her.

As if to underline this obvious fact, when we reached our private box in the stands, she drifted into the rear shadows of our limited but screened space with De-Jon, to sordidly perform further masturbation and her fingertips quickly bought him home past his fetid finishing post just as Daddy also shouted his own black stallion on the course, home as well.

We watched the rest of the sport of Kings together and as normal, Jemima had multiple traces of semen and dry male juices over her skin in various places meaning I was delighted or bewilderingly annoyed all at the same time.

Without question this was all confounding me and to make matters worse my own sexual craving had returned with a vengeance but I could not admit the fact even for a second thereby ensuring Jemima would be forced to endure, ongoing endless humiliation and until my foolish father at last saw the error of his ways.

The afternoon was fun and Daddy seemed especially jovial, as it was obvious that he had won some bets over the course of the meeting and eventually we drove home to change for our imminent excursion into town.

My fiancé slipped off to Jemima’s room to no doubt use her biblically again but he was not there long and returned then changed until our foursome was ready and driven into The City by our driver who dropped us off at the theatre.

The show was extravagant and spectacular but thankfully stopped De-Jon taking advantage of Jemima temporarily before we then attended The Ivy where the food was sumptuous and immaculately presented as always.

Mercifully Jemima and my deviant partner still seemed to have tired of their game of touch me but when we reached the hotel - where we were staying overnight because of the lateness of the hour - De-Jon wasted no time or consideration to venture eagerly to my father’s room.

He repeated he loved me excessively - as if he did not believe it at all - and what he was undertaking and enjoying with the spiteful, easy Jemima was impure necessity; but I could already tell my man seemed suddenly a little too enthusiastic regarding this divisive, dirty pursuit for my liking.

However the cards had already been dealt by now, infuriatingly by me, therefore all I could do was tease myself to masturbation once more in my luxurious room and bed - at the disconcerting but surely prurient visions in my head of what they were doing - until the long day, copious amounts of alcohol and the adrenaline that was whizzing around my febrile head from my multiple orgasms eventually put me in a dormant, comatose state.

When I awoke in the morning my fiancé was by my side fast asleep and stunk to foul hell of sex; shamefully but deliciously I knew the addictive smell and aroma only too well.

In confusion or disgust I got up away from him, showered, dressed in old jeans and a loose-fitting top then quickly took the lift to the restaurant where to my surprise - because it was very, very early in the day - my father was sitting with his cold eggs below him looking perfectly miserable.

I sat beside him in my false concern and squeezed his fingers as I whispered.

“What is it, Daddy?”

My normally indefatigable parent looked patently out of sorts and severely troubled as he whimpered lifelessly.

“She’s gone, Jemima is gone…and I know I’ll never see her again now.”

In that instant my eyes were black, shiny stones and wide open as I put on a most sympathetic and comforting face.

“How terribly sad, Daddy; what happened?”

He could hardly speak never mind eat.

“I can’t talk about it, Emmy, but I know that I have made a massive, humongous mistake.”

It seemed almost miraculously that because of my machinations, events had so swiftly turned in my favour and more positively than I could ever have believed possible, but with regard to my traumatised parent I tried my best not to sound too exultant or gratified.

“Never mind, Daddy; perhaps it for the best?”

His green eyes were wild and almost completely crazed.

“Maybe…but I have handled things so badly and am so very stupid….I have botched everything up I’m afraid and…it can never be fixed.”

Fantastically the trumpets sounded so loudly and harmoniously in my febrile brain and I knew I had won; Jemima was long, forgotten - never to missed by me - history and, as if in victory, I patted my father’s slightly balding, grey head and sighed in mock empathy and most insincere womanly compassion.

“Don’t fret, Daddy…you have seen who this girl is on the inside now, so try to be grateful you’ve discovered her filthy secrets so early before anything permanent, damaging or untoward happened.”

I wanted to add the part about her attempting to steal all of my inheritance but kept sensibly tight-lipped about such uncharitable thoughts regarding the poor and destitute Jemima.

He looked so pathetic or miserable but shamefully inside my heart and head I was utterly ecstatic then I simpered just as sweetly as I could manage. 

“Don’t cry, Daddy…just let it go…let her go…as I have said…”

Suddenly I felt omnipotent and invulnerable.

“…It’s surely for the best!”

Jemima

It was late morning when I woke up; safely inside my own rented flat in London again and was still weary from the rigours, debauchery and general disgrace of the previous evening.

My flatmate, Leslie, was on holiday with her present boyfriend and I appreciated the blessed tranquillity, peace and silence; if you can call being in the centre of London relative quiet as my claustrophobic living space was perched over a busy street.

However I was strangely much relieved to be back in my private bolthole and not surrounded by the false trappings of money again that I had been so used to in my earlier years. 

No doubt the fact that I obviously still missed and craved this elevated, privileged lifestyle had made me pursue this unwise course I had with Emmiline’s father, just at the unworthy prospect of temporary monetary gain and regaining my place in the elite society I had once been such an intricate or accepted part of.

It had undeniably been such a stupid thing to do and, but for Emmy’s prescient involvement and devious, underhanded actions then perhaps my relationship - if that’s what you could call it with Lance - might have drifted on for a while longer, but in all truth not much beyond that in all honesty.

My old friend had acted abominably although, over-generously perhaps, I held no great bitterness or malice towards Emmiline, but in saying that it was not completely true, as I promised myself that one day I would have some sweet revenge or enjoy and relish the sensation of Schadenfreude at her expense.

Well there had always been some battle or other between us which we both wanted to win and I did not much enjoy being on the losing side.

But that aside and in regards to my sullied if not surreal relationship with her father; well this was always destined to end because he was too old and I too young and we certainly had different appetites or perspectives as members of the opposite sex.

In all subversive fact I suppose we were each more than a little unusual or even secretly dissolute in our own peculiar, particular ways.

I had known him distantly from being a child in his company now and then through Emmy, hardly remembered his deceased wife at all and only really got to find out about the man himself at his precious and precocious daughter’s engagement party by pure and blind accident.

That fateful, if not unforgettable, day I had got to the huge house early and my former best friend told me to go into her mother’s old room - which was still kept pristine just as she had left it - to change for the party where I laid my bag and party dress on the large bed in readiness to prepare for the evening.

Not thinking much at all I quickly removed my clothes down to my delicate underwear when her father unexpectedly came out of the bathroom carrying a velvety blue, exquisite slip and matching knickers in his shaking fingers that obviously belonged to his deceased wife.

He seemed initially startled to see me and averted his eyes like the gentleman he was or I thought him to be; but he was older and relatively tame and I was well used to various men seeing me in my smalls - given I was modelling and doing promotional work all the time now - and therefore tried to put him at his mature, masculine ease.

“Hello, Mr Calder, how are you…don’t be shy, please…Emmy said it was allright to change in here…so please excuse me…I’ll find somewhere else.”

He shook his head quickly but did not look at me at all; well not directly that I would have noticed and spoke very quietly.

“No, no stay here Jemima…I just like to come and go through Clara’s things now and then…she was such an elegant, gentile lady and had such superb taste in her clothes that it is a secret pleasure...”

He gazed at me in some obvious, vulnerable charm and abashment.

“…And please call me Lance.”

To ensure he became more settled I moved to where he stood, took the slip and fine panties from him and saw close to they were indeed luxurious as I sighed in genuine admiration.

“How absolutely beautiful these articles are and they smell so fresh and divine as if she was still alive; do you come in here every day to remember her?”

He nodded and flushed as if consumed in his own depraved, illicit world but did not answer and seemed to inhale with relish the strongest aroma of perfume coming from the opulent lingerie then gushed as if lost in thought while he did so.

“I do so miss, Clara…she was my rock and of course a perfect wife.”

My lips smiled warmly and handed him the sensuous, chic items back.

“That’s so wonderful, Lance; to love your life-partner like that and it’s sure she was extremely lucky to have you.”

His head shook from side to side in some type of disturbance or confusion and he looked weakened or wistful as he murmured.

“No I was the lucky one….she was a vision, so stylish and unique...”

I went towards the bathroom - still only in my bra and knickers - as I wanted to relax then bathe before changing because everything was busy or manic downstairs in readiness for the celebration, and there was plenty of time for my personal, female pampering but his gentle voice stopped me in my tracks.

“…May I ask you something, Jemima…?”

I turned to him in vague interest or curiosity and then listened while he went on and increasingly observed he looked most inhibited or reticent.

“Would you try the clothing on please…you are about her size…I would so like to see them on you and…”

He searched hard for a salient excuse.

“…You are a model after all.”

My full pink lips whispered dryly and perhaps with a crude, mercenary bent.

“I do pose in clothes and underwear but not for free…my rates are £250 an hour, Lance!”

He smiled dryly and his green eyes twinkled with unspoken emerald fire.

“I’ll give you £500, Jemima, let me see you wearing them please and perhaps you can let me guide you in to what she did for me…?”

This was unanticipated fiscal, music to my ears as ready money was always useful; therefore I removed my bra and briefs with my back to him as I did on a shoot - so as not to give him any unseemly ideas - quickly pulled on the exquisite blue top then pulled the delicate knickers around my hips and stood facing him as he seemed to quiver then gasp in my direction.

“…Oh Jemima how divine you are… please, please…walk for me…”

I paraded professionally as if on my catwalk at work modelling the items from the store but my workplace was never quite like this because suddenly Lance was almost at my side and unattractively sniffing me or the aromatic, humid air like an eager, excited dog as he groaned.

“…You are so like her, Jemima…can I…can I…?”

He looked so desperate and it was clear to my educated, womanly eyes he was somewhat sexually excited and that this little voyeuristic diversion turned him on in some way as I whispered purely out of fascination.

“What, Lance…what did you do with her?”

His voice was elevated, even half-demented.

“Really…I shouldn’t say…it’s somewhat unworthy or even shameful.”

I doubted such a thing was possible from him and being more than some pure, virginal woman of the world I pressed him, for fun.

“Spit it out, Lance, it just our natural, living reflexes…you want to tell me so do so…what did happened with the divine Clara…?”

Suddenly he looked very sheepish and unsure and I commandingly teased him further like the naughty child he appeared to be,

“…Tell me, Lance…you were husband and wife after all so what little amusing, silly, adult games did you play with her…?”

Without doubt I was being provocative but in reality was experienced and profoundly confident around men.

“…Reveal it and…”

There was a weird surge of adrenaline confusingly surging though my veins.

“…I just may play her part?”

This older man went radiant red and spoke in hushed, reverent tones.

“I can’t, can’t!”

In reflex I stroked his arm softly and persuasively.

“Don’t be shy…we are grown ups and I won’t judge you.”

His head lowered and I heard him whimper.

“She let me rub myself on her clothing sometimes.”

My instinct was to be more amused than shocked but I continued to torment him further as I was more than slightly intrigued by his agitation or neediness.

“Oh Lance, Bad Boy…you rubbed your eager penis on her best lingerie didn’t you…?”

Then I understood what he was sordidly doing here most days when going through her finery.

“…My, my…Lance…you still do…it’s your furtive way of hanging onto her…by playing your seedy, little sport with her delicates…”

He appeared so weak and abashed at his unintentional confession and I spoke my thoughts.

“…It is a bit dirty but quite sweet in its own way, Lance, I suppose…”

As mentioned, I was no stranger to the male of the species or some of their more unusual sexual habits or fetishes and I chuckled then whispered daringly.

“…Let me see your little man, then…”

With some hesitation he removed the hard but withered penis from his trousers while I tried to remain composed and not to laugh but gurgled instead.

“…OK Lance, I can see this diversion inspires your imagination so I will permit or allow for you to let it sense the material…just on the very tip of it.”

In obvious exultation this elderly not such a gentleman, meekly pressed his active flesh into the delicious edges of the slip as he grunted.

“Oh you are so beautiful; let me come, Jemima.”

This perverse theatre was certainly captivating but I held him in check with my gentle but firm voice.

“Slowly…there is no race…”

As if only to be helpful I then took this small piece of manhood in my fingertips and smiled in gratification as he dithered and vibrated to my lightest touch.

“…Oh Lance…you are so agitated….you want me to help you…?”

He nodded madly even stupidly and no longer seemed the rich or powerful person I had always presumed him to be; so I took his stiff but petite cock purposefully under the hem of the top then to the smooth, soft, sensual front of the panties as I murmured to confuse him all the more.

“…I’ll rub it for you…”

The man was whining in utter humiliation or equal bliss as I took charge and spoke with a trace of sarcasm in my tone.

“…OK…carry on then Lance, you can climax now…get it out of your system; Clara was unquestionably an innocent and understanding wife and she would have wanted you to spurt in her knickers as a mark of your respect and undying love for her…”

This disturbed man then instantly moved himself back and forward until there were immediately tell-tale spots of his white semen on the outer crotch of the underwear while I almost pulsed in tandem with him as if somehow I had fallen inside his weird, pathetic fantasy about his departed, but still worshipped wife.

“…That better, over now…just relax!”

He stared at me with glazed, grassy, glassy eyes and seemed mortified suddenly as he crumpled emotionally right before me.

“Oh I’m so sorry, Jemima…whatever must you think of me? I’m so sorry… please don’t tell, Emmy…this is my private passion, perversion and secret.”

Understandably I felt some sympathy and warmth for him.

“It’s fine Lance, nothing much at all… just forget this happened; it was unimportant. You are just remembering or honouring a loving wife…your actions are normal…”

I could not help but laugh ironically.

“…Well almost, but it is not for me to judge you as we all have our quirks when it comes to sex; now can I give you these things back and let me bathe as I have to get ready…”

In seconds I had taken the stained items off and he had instinctively picked them up then passed me a dark, silken robe from the cupboard to cover my naked body; I smiled in gratitude at his thoughtfulness.

“Thank you, Lance…”

I made a simple joke.

“…Now if you had some black stocking, suspenders and a garter then that would be useful because mine are awful quality.”

At last I relaxed or in fact was luxuriating in my bath and the warm, soapy, covering water when there was a timid knock on the door which I answered.

“Yes…come in”

Lance appeared in the frame of the door anxiously holding two sets of the most exquisite black underwear sets and he whispered kindly.

“You can borrow these, Jemima…!”

They were the finest French brand, costing a small fortune and I could see had never been used as he held each item up until I made my choice, before he then smiled shyly in some barely contained satisfaction.

“…I’ll leave them on the bed with what I owe you Jemima… thank you, thank you!”

When I emerged from my liquid doze in the pool and into the room to my disbelief the lingerie was by my dress with £1,000 in cash by the side and to my eternal shame the mercenary bells inside my devious brain began to ring perhaps far too loudly and I realised this situation with an old, rich, father-figure or admirer could be a sure-fire money-earner for me.

When we danced later on at the party after the initial mayhem had died down, Lance held my waist and body tightly meaning I could feel his diminutive prick pressing against me while he stuttered.

“Sorry again, Jemima…”

I snapped in correction then soothed him as if he needed both sets of actions or direction.

“Stop it, nothing much happened I’m a working model and don’t mind dressing up for a price, Lance…I do it every day.”

I ran my fingertip over the aging skin on his cheek.

“You get off thinking about Clara and I’m wearing her lingerie so does that excite you, Lance…be honest?”

It was patently factual as he was already gasping for breath.

“You know it does, Jemima, I would give anything if you would come and parade in the clothes, now and then for me.”

I pressed my hips furtively towards him making him tremble in my arms.

“And come over me, Lance...like before?”

He was so wonderfully pliable and malleable.

“Yes…sorry, sorry but yes.”

The greedy, avaricious desperate girl inside me by now was released and running amok once more as I whispered in his ready, perverse ear.

“Give me a retainer and I’ll let you have me as a special girlfriend occasionally with these little secret extras.”

I could sense he was on the edge of agreement as his lips twisted in rapid compliance.

“£2000 a week, Jemima.”

My lips laughed softly in scorn and increased the pressure on his tiny cock with my deliciously covered mound.

“£3,000 and it’s a deal, Lance.”

He was impossibly confounded and I led him onto the deserted balcony where surreptitiously, my fingers released his active but insignificant cock in the shadows, before then raising the hem on my dress just a fraction so he could press the tense flesh on the shapely front of my panties as we danced.

As his raging penis met the sensual, divisive material of the underwear he obviously and uncontrollably spurted active masculine juices and groaned weakly but happily.

“Yes, yes…that would be wonderful…oh Jemima you are so indescribably gorgeous and fabulous.”

From that somewhat seedy dance it seemed that we had formed some type of subversive relationship because he invited me to his bedroom that night - Emmy did not even notice as she was busy with her striking, strong fiancé - and I slept beside this older male in a long, white, heavenly nightgown that once belonged to the departed Clara, with him rubbing up against me and then releasing juices from his penis at the appropriate moment of his sullied heaven like some dirty, deranged animal in heat.

It was somewhat unpleasant and unseemly but relatively harmless and, surprisingly perhaps, that was as far as his demands or sexual expectation went, meaning, given the helpful but not too generous income I was receiving, we fell into a sort of mercenary, immoral pattern of existence with me seeing him a few times a week and the odd weekend.

This somewhat shabby arrangement then went on for a couple of months; I could tell that Emmy was most upset that I was seeing her father even though she did not know what we got up to behind closed doors, and in all honesty it was mostly an innocent if not certainly tawdry association.

Then, as if she was determined to end my so called affair with her precious parent, my devious but deadly old chum unfairly concocted this absurd scheme where, because of her reputedly suffering the questionable vapours then suddenly I was expected to fill in for her and provide the insufferable but seductive De-Jon with my fair hand to relieve his sexual selfish tension.

It was utterly an absurd arrangement and I tried to refuse point blank but Lance seemed determined as always to protect and indulge his spoilt child and in the end, purely because he quite unreasonably or unfairly gave me the offer of more money, I eventually agreed.

Privately, and a never to be repeated secret, the most worrisome part of this filthy arrangement was just how much I actually relished, wanted and craved to perform it.

I had always possessed a weakness or penchant for dangerous black men - just like Emmy - because we had shared many in our wayward intimate lives, and even though I was still getting occasionally fucked by a black boyfriend, Anton, in London at my flat, in truth I was needy or greedy for more pleasure and what I shared with Lance was more amusing or surreal than satisfying.

So quite naturally I was frightened of showing to my elderly boyfriend what a weak or willing whore I was for the dark flesh of a powerful black male - even though Emmiline knew only too well; this being part of her cunning plan - and that this depraved obligation was something most entreating or even irresistible for me.

The sensation of stiff, hard cock on my fingertips or inside my lips or body was always beyond my ability to resist for long, and this quickly proved to be the case with this sordid little idea of me initially bringing De-Jon off with just my hands to save putting pressure on precious, devious, supposedly poorly Emmiline.

Even from the very first time I felt his thick black flesh on my fingertips I knew I was already hooked, especially as somehow the semen found its way onto or into my mouth or palate and from that unseemly point I knew I was increasingly in deep trouble.

Lance watched everything on the basis of purely protecting me or my questionable honour but on the very first night of this debased contract, De-Jon came to our room and banished him from our bed while he made me play endlessly with his iron manhood.

In seconds my long, flowing nightgown that belonged of course to the saintly Clara - that description was in my senior partner’s mind as I already had my doubts about the perfection of her memory - on the basis that De-Jon needed to see my body to keep his interest or ardour roused but I knew it was just an excuse to torture me.

Lance did not speak or argue with whatever this Reprobate did and although I often looked a him for salvation - as I naturally did not want to show my promiscuous or degenerate nature - soon helplessly I was sucking his penis and balls while this foul man spread his palm and stroked my sensitive skin and erogenous zones as if he owned me, while whispering condescending words.

“This is such a wonderful suggestion, Lance but I need to fuck her mouth, press her nipples and caress her flesh…you don’t mind do you?”

My ancient boyfriend did not speak to refuse his unreasonable requests and De-Jon took it upon himself to explore and tease me to distraction until my ability to deny him whatever he wished for had begun to wane or disappear completely.

Fortunately that first late evening I resisted providing anything but my soft mouth or hands but the insidious seed of copulation had been planted in my prurient brain and when he returned - as he did twice that dark night - then his fingers began to twist and enter freely into my intimate and subtle cracks and slippery crevices.

Lance would make feeble noises of complaint but De-Jon would only sigh in explanation and press his longest digit in and out of my dripping pussy so deliciously making me quiver or squirm.

“I’m not fucking her, Sir…just Jemima needs to climax as well…as you can see so best not to make her suffer unnecessarily…best not, hey?”

My so-called Protector never debated past this prickly point and just looked on limply as this odious man covered me from head to toe with his slippery semen, injected it into my open mouth and then tormented me with his fingertips in my bottom or pulsating pussy until I sprayed my own female juices helplessly and came to orgasm over and over again to his lewd attentions

In the morning he had me suck his penis on my knees outside in a quiet spot on the patio overlooking the garden then barely left my mouth or pliable, sensitive skin alone for a moment all day when we went to the races and then had dinner in the city before ending up at the Savoy which was so opulent and ostentatious.

Each time he had me bring him off I feigned reluctance and disgust but this was a mere falsehood as my body started to relish the sense or smell of his ejaculate while my lips craved the raw base taste of him.

After denying myself my real addiction for the ebony male for so long - as I did not often have the spare time to indulge myself given the fact I needed to labour to make a living - then to have this big black man served up to me on a golden plate was increasingly too good a meal or opportunity to pass up.

In transient thought my head mused that perhaps Emmiline would find her energy again and retake her place; but then of course I remembered she wanted rid of me for good reason and would continue with this irresistible temptation until I revealed to Lance all of my perversions and libidinous nature.

She was such a clever, Wicked Little Bitch.

When I reached our suite that late evening after squeezing De-Jon’s large penis on the way in the taxi I knew he would visit me shortly to fulfil his craven sexual needs and I looked at the divine short, pink, sheer negligee set Lance had bought for me to wear and muttered to him in the fear of many things.

“Please end this Lance or it will get out of hand.”

He already had changed in his pyjamas and smiled insipidly.

“We have made a pact, Jemima…and we cannot stop now…Emmy looks much brighter and it will be over soon and everything back to normal.”

I quickly showered put on sweet, luxurious fragrance out of habit then the transparent top and knickers that showed my vaginal line clearly which made me look or feel like an expensive courtesan as I strode out to him once more then pleaded again

“Please, Lance, this needs to stop.”

But by then there was a knock on the door and De-Jon came in looking especially irresistible; he was covered just by a tight, white vest over his torso and dark jogging trousers while Lance whispered softly to him in some concern. 

“I’m not sure if Jemima wishes to continue…and I wouldn’t force her…it would not be right to do so.”

The tall black man responded and tested my depraved older  companion’s abnormal sense of decency.

“What do you think Lance? Emmy will be upset if you break your word.”

My boyfriend spoke feebly and pointedly.

“That is true…I did give my promise…”

He looked at me helplessly and sighed.

“…Perhaps think we should leave things as they are, Jemima… just for a while…I wouldn’t upset Emmy for the world”

De-Jon’s attention was then focused in my direction as he stood above me until I could smell his heady aftershave or masculine scent as he cupped my hardly covered breast and leant down to me to press his lips with mine.

“What’s it to be for maybe a last and final time? I expect if that is the case you should give yourself to me completely.”

The pressure on my libido and brain was unbearable and I whimpered as he pressed my nipples but somehow spoke out to Emmy’s only living parent for salvation

“Is that what you want; for me to satisfy him? Tell me Lance… then surely I will…”

As I stared at him his head moved up and down as if he was demented and suddenly my pride no longer cared about propriety or respectability as I almost snapped at him if unexpected hormonal fury.

“…Fuck you, then… I will let him have me and you can watch.”

My words had been mere bravado but De-Jon’s long luscious tongue began to kiss me while his fingers slid in the skimpy, thin panties and my logical head and resistance disappeared utterly.

Then, almost before I realised, his cock was at my lips then in my mouth until I was sucking it properly and I knew he was going to fuck me.

In all truth I could not resist the primal, female instinct to go all the way now and when he took me into the bed I allowed him to place me on my knees until he was inside my internal, vaginal walls with a single, earthy thrust from behind as I was so sodden by this stage of debauchery.

De-Jon’s hands were gently on my bottom then bony hips as he took me and all I could see was the end of the bed but could hear his voice which was smooth but devastating as it addressed the man who was supposed to be looking out for my best interests.

“It’s much better like this, Lance…just watch on but don’t speak…and I won’t tell Emmy what you have allowed…”

He began to fuck me rhythmically and roughly while I just had to squeal in disgrace or secret, disgusting pleasure as he laughed.

“…Your girlfriend’s a bit of a Whore, fuck…take it, Bitch!”

The man was rampant and I was already so close to climax when I felt him pull out from me but then, quickly filled my anal entrance with endless juices and, as I held my bated breath, this Predator pushed or even forced this enormous cock up my impenetrable ass hole and began to fuck it while I screamed and grabbed my pillow in overwhelming mock horror or shame.

The tension was humbling and demeaning but this perversity was what I always craved and secretly adored over my many experiences with similar authoritative men and my true depraved nature suddenly exploded then escaped as I grunted and revealed my inner sexual beast.

“I am a Whore, you Bastard…fuck my ass…fuck it….make me come…harder you Stud…faster…oh De-Jon you fucking Bastard, Bastard…”

My whole skin vibrated to the orgasm that I had yearned for through real fornication over the too many recent weeks I had been with Lance.

My mind resolved I would not feel badly about my instincts or foul actions because surely this is what I required more than I could rationally explain and subsequently I greedily and disgracefully took what was wanted.

I pressed myself onto this hard, black, obnoxious male and let him fuck or screw my feminine form in every aperture or hole I had and fill me over and over again with thick, pungent semen until my lover was finished then slipped or skulked away back to his room with the odious Emmiline while I stared at Lance with genuine fatigue and equal anger in my eyes.

“…Happy now…this is what you wanted?”

He kept silent as if in similar shock or trauma after the show had ended, and I showered to try to cleanse my sordid soul then dozed for a while before De-Jon returned - inevitably I knew he would be back - as if he had just needed a temporary break and then began the whole seedy processes again when to my further shame, I co-operated eagerly and completely.

Only after many more climaxes for us both were we finally sated for good and only then did he leave for the last time that late evening allowing me to bathe once more where the humiliation of the last few hours then descended like a moral waterfall over my rational or introspective senses in the cooling waters.

At that awful moment finally I fully recognised my recent total disgrace or dishonour as a woman and concluded practically that I could no longer stay with the pathetic Lance who thought only about his spoiled child and felt he could simply treat me like some worthless prostitute.

In saying that, I remembered that it was actually me that had chosen this path myself, but the reality of having him merely look on and watch me while this man had used, abused me then fucked me with a stupid, inane smile on my face was more mortifying than I could accept or live with in his pathetic company.

In terrible truth I had surely privately enjoyed the foul acts and could accept them or be settled in my own skin but would not be around someone that had seen at close quarter my animalistic and most secret womanly addictions or dirty inclinations.

I wanted to rationally explain my feelings to him but when I went back into the bedroom he was asleep, and most disconcertingly I could see the tell-tale stains in his pyjama bottoms showing his fetid reaction to the recent, lurid events.

Therefore, like a thief in the night and as if I could take no more, I took my leave of this decadent, depraved and privileged world and vowed that Emmy’s father was dead to me now.

In recent times I had faced untold misery, penury and misfortune but this chapter was undoubtedly a new low for me and I had no energy to lead this unedifying sordid lie any longer.

As I took the lift to the lobby and then the taxi back to my flat - in the emerging light to Soho - I knew Emmiline, the Clever Bitch had won; without question I had been expertly dissected and removed from this tight family structure like an unwanted unsightly mole or ugly wart on their communal, unblemished skin.

I was annoyed, ashamed and upset in equal measure but frankly too utterly exhausted to care about my behaviour anymore.

My sensible head thus decided this had all been yesterday, now almost past history and to be forgotten because here I was, back in my old life and was happily a little richer - given the money received from Lance over the months - but disappointingly perhaps not much wiser.

The universe, as I had known it before, revolved purely around wealth and I had none whatsoever, so now I merely tried to hang onto what was left of my wounded pride then rested in my misery and quiet bed in preparation for the new evening to come where I would take my place back working my with the ordinary, powerless people that laboured for a living.

To be sure I was one of them now and assumed that this unfortunate existence would be my place forever as I would certainly never subject myself to such a tawdry, degenerate experience like that again for mere financial prospects or gain.

As I drifted in and out of consciousness my phone kept ringing constantly and saw the calls were all from Lance - apart from one from my on and off boyfriend Anton- but my head did not have the patience to speak to either of them until I had regenerated from this traumatic experience..

That was not until later in the afternoon when I spoke to my dark, secret lover and made a date for a few days time - as I needed ample time to recover from the incredibly overwhelming fucking and shagging De-Jon had provided - but decided that the older man in my life was definitely to be forgotten and discarded.

Lance however, as if he did not understand my unilateral decision, rang me endlessly and I ignored him utterly until he stared texting - and he didn’t even know how to text properly - where he begged, in many distorted words, for me to allow him to explain or discuss what had happened.

But I had been mentally scarred by all that I had allowed to happen, losing my principles and self-respect in the process and would not now give him even the time of any day.

So my life reset and returned to the mundane and normal - if that is what you could call modelling or promotional work - then getting well rutted by Anton or the odd, black, rugged male that took my fancy and shook my world then slender body for a while to keep me balanced or sane.

I must confess that sex with a strong, dark man was like a dangerous, addictive drug to me and if I could not get my ebony fix I became moody and depressed so I did not refuse myself; why on earth should I have?

After a couple of weeks the call and texts from Lance depleted or dripped down to a mere trickle but then my manager, Alice, at the agency that handled my jobs called me into her office one morning and smiled in curiosity or amusement.

“I’ve had an unusual request for you to do a private shoot at a hotel in town…”

My shoulders lifted because it was not so surreal then shrugged ambivalently as she went on.

“…He wants to pay £2,000.”

My eyebrows rose up instantly and suspiciously as it was four times my charge for a couple of hours posing and I just had a sneaky feeling regarding the client wanting my time so badly to pay more than the going rate.

Sure enough when I checked who it was asking for my company and exactly as I had guessed, it was Lance, being duplicitous; I almost snarled at my so called provider of good news and nearly dismissed this offer out of hand.

But devilment if not greed got the better of me and, as it had been a few weeks since I had seen him, my inquisitiveness or perhaps the thirst for revenge made me think I could or even should make him suffer and put this man to the sword given the pain and suffering he had caused me.

“Tell him £5,000…but one hour only!”

My normally implacable Boss stared at me with wide, slate grey eyes in bemusement and confusion and whispered realistically.

“No one will pay that?”

I laughed softly and related what I already knew.

“He will, Alice…be sure that this eager, rich man will!”

Sure enough a couple of day later I walked into a suite of the Savoy feeling slightly nervous but with a sly smile on my face and £5,000 in my bank account - less the agency cut of course - and initially sat on the chair opposite Lord Lance Calder.

This man didn’t scare me, in fact I was still full of ire with him for making me feel so small or badly about myself and eventually I stood up as if in challenge while he continued to sit at the small table looking most deservingly uncomfortable.

His green glinting eyes found me and I scowled at him as I saw there was a suit carrier on the nearby chair reminding me of my former duties to him.

“I’m here and you have an hour; now what do you want me to wear?”

He handed me the slender bag and whimpered feebly.

“This please, Jemima.”

I took the top hangar of the plastic covering in my fingers and could not hide my contempt for him.

“I suppose it’s lingerie…which is fine but you will not come over it, nor watch me change, Lance…not any more; you have just paid for my time in keeping with the profession I have.”

He seemed scared of me suddenly and whispered.

“Of course, Jemima…the bedroom is just through the door…I will wait here.”

I held my head high, walked off snootily then placed the carrier on the bed and to my surprise, inside the slippery cover, there was a dark, pencil style dress suit with dark black, nylons, suspenders and garter with a white blouse and high, patent heels.

The underwear fitted perfectly and when I put on the dark business style suit I felt disturbingly sexual and with a certain attitude or underlying confidence.

Elegant clothes like these sometime did that for a woman; made them feel powerful and these items surely did.

I knew this outfit belonged to Clara and it somehow spoke of her former dominion or influence over him; I pulsed involuntarily when I looked into the mirror as I appeared wealthy or influential and felt that suppressed but ever-present pang of what I had lost once more.

But I was still not disposed even then to change my mind regarding this silly man and walked boldly into the main room where Lance saw me and gasped pathetically.

“You look so wonderful, Jemima…”

He held out something sparkling in his shaking fingertips and simpered.

“…May I put this on you?”

I nodded and let him place a most opulent diamond necklace around my neck before he moved a chair and bade me sit beside him at the table while he continued to shake slightly.

Calmly I took my place then sat back and felt the sensual sensation of the delicious nylon as my legs crossed before my lips snapped at him.

“So I am here Lance; what do you want?”

His voice was noticeably weak and listless.

“I just needed to see you again.”

My eyes blinked harshly.

“So you have…why dressed like this?”

His face flushed as he whined.

“It was one of Clara’s favourite outfits…she looked so strong and wonderful in it, like you…”

Lance was so obviously off-centre as he went on it was not easy to retain my displeasure with him.

“…Come back to me, Jemima, please?”

My throat chuckled dryly.

“So you can palm me off to some rapacious, black man and watch while he fucks me all to save your treasured daughter…you must be joking…”

It was then I made my position plain as if I had not done so already.

“…I will never allow you to do that to me again, Lance…”

As if to distract my head from such disturbing memories I glanced at my watch and stared at him.

“…And your time is rapidly running out.”

It was obvious he knew how his actions had hurt me and the limited window his money had created to apologise but unexpectedly my aged suitor began to cry openly and I kept quiet then listened while the tears streamed as he bleated.

“No, no I’m sorry Jemima, I never wanted to upset you…events just happened…I’m so sorry, sorry…”

He was gratifyingly stumbling over his weasel words.

“…But, I have missed you and…”

My own mouth finished his unworthy sentence.

“You want me to bury my pride and be Whore while you worship your dead wife and put the difficult, puerile Emmy on a pedestal…?”

I could not help speaking the truth.

“…Even though she’s such a Slut.”

Obviously I expected him to be insulted but his response then truly amazed me.

“Like my wife, Clara!”

In that moment I inhaled slightly and gasped softly.

“What do you mean, like Clara?”

His jade eyes were crazed and his skin was shaking involuntarily while I watched the ticking clock.

“Either tell me or I’m going and you will not get to me again…now explain yourself Lance…you’re telling me the sainted Clara was a Tart?”

He dithered and mumbled his reply but I clearly heard what he said.

“We had a normal, regular marriage at first but after Emmiline had been born things changed... I bought a house in Bermuda where she developed a taste…”

The man looked distraught but went on almost in a whisper.

“…For black men and…terribly I know…her for these devils that took her and then…”

He was impossibly distraught as he confessed.

“…Me for listening to her sordid tales as she would never let me watch these indiscretions.”

I sat back to mask my obvious surprise then in sexual impulse crossed and uncrossed my legs and felt my fine, deliciously covered line begin to pulsate while breathing out purposefully to calm myself.

“Oh Lance, how intriguing…perfect, demure, perfect Clara… liking black guys and rubbing your nose in it…”

I focussed all of my energy on him.

“…Why didn’t you leave her…?”

The hands of my watch were spinning and as he was silent suddenly I shrugged disinterestedly.

“…Whatever; I need to go…you only paid for the hour.”

He then spat out an unbelievable confidence or secret.

“Because I liked it, loved it…what she did so casually and her domination of me…don’t leave please, Jemima…come back to me?”

Understandably I was confused or even bewildered.

“So you can watch De-Jon fuck me for your entertainment and to be a whore?”

He shook his head sadly and whispered almost silently but with real meaning and passion.

“No Jemima…be my wife?”

The hour had gone at this point, but now for certain he surely had my rapt attention as I grumbled in disbelief.

“Fuck, you want me to be Clara…is that want you wish for Lance?”

His balding head shook up and down but I had vowed I would not compromise and I did not intend to do so now as I hissed almost acidly.

“If I married you it would be on my terms and not you dead wife’s or your selfish, spoiled daughter’s….”

I spread my knees a little and watched as his eyes noticed the slight, slippery movement.

“…My demands and wishes would be paramount as your partner not theirs.”

He seemed to swallow his breath or tongue in realisation of what this would mean.

“Emmiline would be upset.”

I was intransigent.

“Who gives a fuck about her…so forget it…I’m going!”

His mouth was quickly getting him into more and more trouble.

“No Jemima…I understand…I will put you first in all things….if you will just consent to be my bride.”

My female nature and even libido was bizarrely aroused suddenly at the selfish prospect of such advancement and I smiled dryly.

“I’m unsure…did Clara allow you to have sex with her while she took lovers?”

His head shook sadly.

“No I had to often stand while she addressed me and was endlessly cruel as she used to flaunt them…”

He was shivering in memory.

“…Made me dress and drive her to her assignations at first but when she found men or a man she wanted to be with, banned me from my own home in Bermuda as she fucked them and then enjoyed long, private holidays.”

I inhaled and smiled cuttingly as I sensed a flood or flush of wickedness surged through my blood.

“Then get on your feet, Lance because if I marry you I will be far stricter or demanding than she could ever be; now you must tell me everything she made you do and how she died.”

To my amazement that exactly what he did and spent the next half an hour explaining every sullied routine they used to share as a couple until I realised what an utter Bitch and a Whore she was right up to her untimely death on a boating accident with her native lover.

When he had finished I sighed in clarity and judgement.

“Oh Lance…she was a Bad Girl…but as I promised my rule would be worse and because you have been honest so will I…”

The tension was palpable as I whispered.

“…I’ve also always enjoyed black men…and would not give them up for any husband… so what your saw with De-Jon will be repeated many times, perhaps forever…but…”

My mouth laughed pointedly.

“…I might consent to let you observe now and then…you would like that Lance?”

His whole body was shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes Miss…please marry me and make me the most fulfilled of men.”

He had told me he often called his Clara, Miss, to show suitable respect but I railed at him in some unusual temper.

“On your knees then ask me, Lance.”

My humbled but wealthy admirer collapsed meekly onto the floor and bent his aged head in patent submission.

“Marry me, Jemima.”

I settled in my seat and my knees parted fractionally to give him a glimpse of the relative wonders below.

“Vow, here and now that from this time on it is me that will be your centre and you will obey my wishes…not those of your precious, mischievous daughter…I will be your Queen and Princess combined…not her.”

He gasped and stared at me in honesty, purity and devotion.

“I swear it, Jemima…it is your welfare and happiness alone that will be paramount at all times.”

My silky blonde hair fell while my head nodded in satisfaction before I spoke as if only to make my position crystal clear.

“I shall be your perfect wife and fabulous decoration on your arm…will appear the dutiful, respectful, glorious consort but I will be the one in charge in this relationship…is that clear?”

Lance was utterly dissipating or perhaps already dissolved.

“Yes Miss of course…I will only be to content to serve you if you will only consent to marry me.”

Suddenly I had him; all of the money and position in upper society I so decadently craved and much more beside as I smiled almost mockingly.

“Pull your trousers and shorts to your knees…”

My potential, future husband obeyed me and soon his erect little penis was exposed as I kicked off my shoe then pressed my sole to the active flesh as we both groaned for different reasons

“…You will not fuck me…but I will find divine ways to keep you and I both satisfied, Lance, and expect you to welcome any lovers or off-springs that are produced…your wife will be and play the Whore in private… just as your Clara did…do you truly want that?”

He was gasping now.

“Yes, yes…oh yes, Jemima…rule me, control me…I need you to command me without pity.”

With a final push of my silky sole he spurted his slimy ejaculate then seemed to crumple and cave in completely onto the floor where I stroked his heated, perspiring head.

“Then I will be well-minded to accept but given what has gone before…”

We both took a breath as if unsure how this would unravel.

“…Wish you to show me due love and commitment for a few weeks before we announce such startling news to the waiting world.”

Lance seemed suitably thrilled as he simpered excitedly.

“I will, Jemima, and completely demonstrate my determination to win you, just ask me and I will do or provide anything you ask for or desire.”

Under my direction he fetched a cloth and wiped his sloppy, male juices from my foot and then I insisted that he take me for dinner in the hotel where he was utterly attentive and docile in my company as if not wishing to upset or alter any of the promises made earlier.

After a fine meal I wanted to test my new powers and stared then curled my lips at him with some purpose.

“I need access to money and some assurance you will not change your mind then leave me in some purgatory of a financial bind, Lance.”

My fiancé nodded inanely then spoke quickly

“Of course I would not expect you to work anymore, Jemima, as my wife to be, and for you to have available, suitable funds that such a position merits.”

I leant over then kissed his flushed cheek and corrected him in the mercurial ways between husbands and wives.

“It’s my money now, Lance, or have you forgotten?”

His head shook madly.

“No, Miss, naturally…of course as my wife it is your right and I’ll put matters in place with the bank first thing in the morning.”

I checked my watch again, realised that I had arranged to meet Anton at a nearby bar and sighed pointedly, as this was a further matter to face on what he had promised, but there was no middle ground with me at this stage because I sighed pointedly.

“It’s been lovely, Darling but I have a date this evening and have to go.”

Lance was frantic.

“No, Jemima, please…”

He obviously, jealously, did not wish to let me out of his sight.

“…May I suggest we invite him here…I have paid for the room tonight…so please use it freely.”

I smiled wryly.

“Oh Lance, that is an inspired and good idea but you know what that means…?”

My elderly admirer seemed unsure but I made the situation utterly plain.

“…He is my temporary but present boyfriend and will surely fuck me in your bed…will that be a problem?”

He flushed brightly and whined.

“No Miss…I understand.”

His answer seemed genuine and sincere so I smiled haughtily.

“Fine…let me ring him.”

I did so quickly and in less than a few minutes he was at our table with his copper hand squeezing my thigh below it while my newly betrothed looked on.

Sadistically I whispered to Anton about the offer of the room for our use and that my mature companion liked to watch - which quite unsurprisingly appealed to his youthful male vanity - and when we reached the suite my black lover proved without question he was something of a showman.

Lance merely sat in a chair in the darkened side of the room while Anton took me in his arms and kissed me before removing my jacket and letting his hands wander over the tight skirt and the seductive, silken blouse.

My lover was utterly desperate for me as he pulled the material on the skirt up until it was bunched around my waist then bent me over the bed and gasped in filthy need.

“Fuck you look so posh, Jemima…got to have you still dressed up like this…”

His fingers lowered my delicate knickers and it was as if I was suddenly constricted to the point of being tied up by the clothing around my hips or knees, as I heard the sound of his zip - making me salivate or pulsate in sexual expectation - before the inevitable penetration of my leaking, aching pussy that I so needed.

The initial snugness within my inner vaginal walls sent my head into overdrive and I grunted like a whore then released all of my normally hidden desires and proclivities because it was impossible to explain just how much I enjoyed this type of primitive fornication as my bestial lover chuckled insultingly.

“…Fuck you stuck up white girls just love it like this…!”

He was pounding me roughly and regularly now as I squealed then whimpered as he went on humiliating both Lance and I.

“…Almost as much as Sugar Daddy over there…watching what his little girl craves and gets…”

He grabbed my shimmering hair and held it tightly.

“…You do want it don’t you, Bitch…?”

I had already vibrated to climax as if in answer just before he spread my plentiful juices into my anal entrance and all I could do was lower my head into the pillow then mentally prepare for the ultimate dishonour to come as he pressed inside my rear cavity and fucked me like a dirty, grubby dog.

“…Answer me Bitch…like it up you tight ass don’t you!”

The sensation of this base, degrading copulation was utterly irresistible to me and I grimaced weakly.

“Yes, yes…you know I do…fuck it…fuck my ass make me come…you Big, Black Bastard…!”

Anton wasn’t that huge - in sad truth compared to some of the others I had enjoyed - but he was thick, powerful and rutted me disgustingly but wonderfully until I reached orgasm twice more in quick succession before eventually he climaxed all over my bottom and leaking pussy soaking me completely in the process.

We lay there in a stupor for a moment then he got up to shower and, as I was momentarily alone, my eyes found Lance who was staring with glassy green eyes as if mesmerised while I tried not to giggle because I was so emotionally high.

“…Well get me a towel, Darling…!”

He took one from the small toilet attached to the main bathroom and stood over my sweating, smeared, naked form with it in his shaky hand as I spoke tiredly.

“…If you’ve had second thoughts then tell me because this is who I am and what I want at the moment.”

His aged head shook purposefully as he mumbled with unexpected commitment.

“No Miss, I want to be with you more than ever…Clara would never allow me to look on and…”

His face looked away in his deserved ignominy.

“…I enjoy seeing you, Jemima, like this.”

My body trembled, shivered then I smiled as if accepting his voyeuristic perversion.

“Good then you will for certain multiple times and in many ways…now take my clothes off and wipe me down.”

Lance dithered and confessed ever more.

“Clara never allowed me to touch her.”

I cackled like a witch.

“The Bitch is gone…and you have a new woman in charge now, so get on with it…”

His hands gingerly, nervously removed the moist coverings until I was naked before I lay on my front and hissed.

“…Wipe my thighs then backside as I am covered with male sweat and sperm…”

He did so tentatively until I scolded him.

“…Use the edges of the towel and do it properly; I’m to be your wife, Lance, so get used to seeing me naked and covered in male ejaculate…”

I laughed teasingly or in disgusting prediction.

“…It will be a frequent occurrence…”

Lance worked diligently until I was suitably dry and then I felt his lips press the smooth, sensitive skin on my bottom and I murmured softly in realisation.

“…Fuck, you will truly, actually kiss my ass…!”

Instinctively I rolled over and spread my legs and my strident voice stopped him averting his eyes in abashment once more.

“…Don’t be silly, look at my slippery pussy, Lance; which will rule you now, so wipe it free from perspiration and spunk so Anton can fuck it again…if I am to be your wife then you need to know how to look after me, and learn all about it…”

Determinedly he sat beside me, rubbed the towel on my legs then delicately used the rough sides of it to wipe all the mixed juices from my bald vagina - with just a trace of fair down above it - until it was prepared or pristine once more while I stroked his thinning hair.

I could see he could not take his emerald, fascinated eyes from my precious line and smiled in some salacious gratification.

“…You may look, smell and pay due respect to my womanly centre, Lance…but you will never fuck me…other men will, then when I am ready it will produce children for us.”

If I had been expecting to consciously force him to the point where he reacted against my indecent and cruel barbs or prescient warnings and would cancel this recently concocted, immoral arrangement, then I was to be proved wrong quickly, as his resolve to continue this misadventure, apparently knew no bounds.

“I understand, Miss and will reliably play my part.”

Anton at this point came back from his shower meaning Lance swiftly retreated back to his seat of misfortune while I sucked this freshly fragrant cock before me, then straddled over his hard, sculpted body and drew myself up and down on his hips before letting him fuck me to utter mental or physical oblivion.

Our sexual energy and prurient greed took us through many hours until my ebony lover was restless and he rose up then stroked my head in casual gesture as he sighed.

“You Classy Birds love to get screwed…I’ll ring you, Jem’s… and we’ll do it again…”

My head was dizzy with all the heady, heavy intimacy as I groaned in exhaustion but did not respond while he waltzed happily past my potential husband to be.

“…Thank for the use of the room, Man…”

He also chuckled most unnecessarily or even unkindly as he reached the door.”

“…And the use of the Ho!”

Then Lance and I were finally alone and I smiled at him sadistically.

“Is this what you want? Because, I’m young, Lance, adore wealth which you can supply in piles but need men like him constantly to fulfil other more womanly requirements…so if you want to chicken out then do so now and I will understand.”

His grey head shook purposefully as he gasped.

“No Jemima…you are already my Queen and wife to be…let me love and give everything…I merely want you to enjoy or indulge these cravings or passions and allow me to take pleasure in…”

I grinned because I knew exactly what he meant as I picked up the verbal baton and concluded his sentence.

“Watching…come here, Lance, into my bed let me hold you.”

He almost ran to me in the shadows, removed his clothing and was then beside me where his erection was small but pronounced and mischievously I let my fingers wrap around it like tiny snakes while my lips tormented him.

“Has this been masturbating?”

He was already writhing in patent discomfort.

“Yes Miss, I’m sorry.”

My voice only laughed softly.

“That’s OK Darling…I’ll do it for you now and then, as a treat…will be the prefect wife in social company as we have agreed…but you know my salacious nature and what I am driven to be in our private times?”

I stopped squeezing his penis as he was too close to bliss and seemed to whimper or whine, like a caged animal.

“Yes Miss, like Clara!”

My hand grabbed him by his miniscule testicles and he jumped in alarm.

“No, that Bitch is long gone and I have warned you…I will be worse than she ever was…”

My grip relaxed just a fraction and allowed the palms to rub his thinnest flesh very tenderly once more.

“…You serve me, not her or your spoilt daughter…just me!”

He was long past the point of no return and released his wet sticky, droplets or load all across my outer thigh while gasping for breath and making a declaration.

“You are my world and I will do everything to make your life wonderful…thank you, Jemima…Miss.”

I felt so luxuriously sinful, relaxed back then smelled or physically felt how unclean or untidy I was then whispered to my special man beside me as I did not want to get up just yet.

“Get a wet and dry cloth then wipe me down from all of this slimy mess, Darling…”

Lazily I turned on the dim side light and in the pale illumination closed my eyes as Lance painstakingly drew every trace of sperm and moisture off my back first and when he was done, kissed my bottom without any entreaty while

I quite enjoyed the sense or undercurrent of power it gave me as I simpered.

“…You may do that some more; I quite like it…it’s extremely relaxing...just your lips…lots of kisses to show you love me…”

He needed no further encouragement and he pressed his face into my softest, rear skin and pecked me wonderfully until I became desensitised or even bored and then rolled on my front and again saw how shy he was as he went to turn away.

I was fully naked but utterly without concern for my morality or modesty as I spread my thighs widely to show him my dripping and leaking vaginal slit so overflowing with spunk.

“…Look at your wife to be, Lance; bend down and gaze at it before you clean me…this is what I am…and will be for my many lovers.”

He moved until he was like a serpent on the bed between my parted thighs and I could feel his shallow breath on my female folds or lips as he exhaled in tension.

“So beautiful, Jemima…wondrous…let me kiss you...”

I felt his puckered mouth so lightly on my pungent sliver before then to my shock the unexpected softness and wetness of his tongue as he mumbled.

“…Let me clean you, Jemima…all of you…fuck…so heavenly…full to the brim…let me…I have never done this before with Clara but I want to with you…give my heart and soul to please you.”

This was so degenerate but suddenly, confusingly, also secretly divine as a wave of pleasure hit me for a proverbial six making my mouth grunt in sudden tension

“OK Lance...but tenderly…clean and dry my skin and this will be your garden or domain to tend and keep these special places fragrant at all times…”

I went into a sort of sexual haze and to my genuine disbelief his constant flicking and lapping on my most sensitive lips and crevice eventually, finally brought me to orgasm and I stared up in some sleazy dream and smiled lazily.

“…Kneel between my thighs, Darling…”

When he was in position my fingertips took his primed cock - which as expected was solidly hard - and, without moving from lying tiredly on my back, pressed it to my greedy vagina and let the smooth, small tip of it run along the accessible, slimy, inner edges as I sighed.

“…You can come over it, Lance...just on the outside…then finish off…look at me…and think inevitably of the men to come.”

His eyes met mine just in passing as his relative manhood spurted, viscous deposits immediately into my hand and I wiped it meanly over my raised mound of Venus before he returned to licking the foul juices and I did not allow him to stop until my devious brain and rapacious body had reached ecstasy once more.

He quickly wiped me down and spread then smoothed some talc on top of my sensitive skin before we relaxed together in a leisurely doze; I felt almost delirious in bliss as obviously my betrothed was, because he whispered before we had a much needed, shared nap.

“Thank you, Jemima…for making me the luckiest man alive.”

It seemed with just this initial, surreal and deviant evening together we quickly settled into some type of depraved rhythm of existence and even on the first morning together as a tentative couple he confirmed that he loved me completely and begged me again to marry him.

I still doubted his resolve and insisted he announced nothing official as yet; because given our disparity in age I did not wish to embarrass either of us by making such a boast of our nuptials to come if it would all wither quickly and fade to nothing. 

So we took things slowly and I ensured he told no one; especially his manipulative daughter who was still enjoying and celebrating what she thought had been the end of her father’s and my questionable affair.

Unbeknown to my meddlesome, troublesome old friend her intervention and deception had resulted in an unexpected opportunity for me as the concocted diversion with De-Jon - if that is what you could call it - had highlighted for Lance and I that we had a weird unanticipated, depraved communality along with the most debased of instincts.

Without question I loved fucking black guys while sordidly he craved to watch me doing so and without question, but for Emmeline’s interference, neither of us would have found out and, our relatively innocent little friendship would have inevitably petered out to nothing.

But now I understood him as he did me and day by day he was becoming meekly, willingly and increasingly under my control and dominion.

We met up most days and sometimes I would make him stay over at my flat while Anton or some other new, dark, powerful ebony lover had me while he looked on or merely waited outside the bedroom as if he was purposely becoming trained or domesticated in the coming ways of how things would be between us.

The more I humiliated or put upon him the more he seemed to revel in my sullied need and desire for other more dominant men and never questioned me or showed anything but acceptance, patience, love and absolute devotion to me.

He adored to dress or buy me divine clothing and of course kiss my covered or uncovered ass or pussy whenever they were full of slimy seed or not; however I quickly rationed this base instinct or excess as I could tell early on that he needed strict discipline, and denial was an important part of my developing power or charge over him.

His bank accounts or orgasms were now mine to command and these messy, physical treats I did mainly with my hand although often I would bring him to the edge then stop as if to demonstrate my almost complete authority.

I simply loved seeing him with his little cock so hard while I decided if and when he could climax; bizarrely he also seemed to thrill to this perverse theatre almost as much as I did and these rituals seemed to make us closer and ensured I always now ruled our roost sexually and financially speaking.

After a couple of months and when Emmy went on holiday with her other cosseted, vacuous girlfriends, as it seemed that De-Jon and my lost old school companion were having some insoluble problems, I accepted Lance’s invitation to return to the house and his family, country seat.

I arrived in the new Mercedes - well the Mazda was passé by now - I had purchased with the black Amex card with his name on and I walked into the lounge, as if entering my new home, left my case in the hall purely to demonstrate I could depart at any time and took the main chair in the elegant lounge.

Lance stood above me and I crossed my nylon covered legs below a pretty, fawn shammy-suede dress with a thick belt and gazed at him in obvious inquisitiveness.

“Do you still wish to marry me?”

My Beau nodded quickly and earnestly.

“I’ve shown you repeatedly that I do more than anything, Jemima, please I have done everything you ask of me.”

My stare was blank and poker-faced

“Have you told anyone?”

His head shook as he whispered with purity.

“No one, even Emmiline doesn’t know.”

I smiled contentedly as I knew he was telling me the truth and increasingly enjoyed this surge of power that ran through me like the most insidious drug while I sat and he stood before me like some servant or menial until I addressed him in expressed thought.

“I am naturally pleased with your manner over recent times, Lance but now I am back in this house and, after what happened last time, I need to make things perfectly clear once more…”

He looked suitably ashamed and distressed and truly deserved to feel remorse for previously behaving so abominably.

“…If I deem to be your wife then I must ask you who is it that will hold authority or sway in all things here?”

He stuttered miserably and went red.

“You will, Miss…of course.”

This response was inadequate for me still.

“Who do you answer to; me or your silly daughter?”

His head bent weakly and meekly.

“You Miss…my role is to follow your advice and lead in all matters as my wife and life-partner.”

This silly man was indeed doing exceptionally well with his replies in his attempts to woo and win me but I was not yet content or finished with him.

“Good, Lance, but the girl sadly lacks direction or motivation, needs correction and I expect you to act upon my instructions or there will be trouble…”

I allowed my legs to casually uncross then change knees so he could sense the slippery stockings and as normal his jade eyes watched the subtle movement as if spellbound.

“…Now if we are of one mind then I will finally consent and agree to be your wife subject to your continued obedience and commitment, Darling…now take my case and let’s go upstairs…”

When we reached the top landing he went out of instinct into his own private room but purposely I opened the always-closed door to Clara’s private boudoir and gestured for him to follow which he did nervously and when inside I stared at him then spoke curtly.

“…This will be my personal area and realm now…”

My tone was acid suddenly.

“…I do not like you paying homage to the Bitch as no doubt you still are, even when you court a new wife…so I will happily choose the more elegant clothing from her wardrobe to keep for more formal occasions when we are seen together, and will expect you to dispose of the rest.”

He seemed utterly shocked as he wittered.

“But, but where, where…there is so much?”

I was feeling generous, relatively speaking.

“Throw the items away or provide it to someone needy or even a charity shop…there can only be one Mistress here and you need to constantly remember that!”

My husband to be, looked mortified like a chastised, naughty boy, but he had almost been conditioned by now not to argue with my direction or will and only nodded dutifully and without doubt my first step into gaining dominance at his historic seat had been taken firmly and satisfactorily.

Lance unpacked my clothes into an empty cupboard and I had certainly planted my own fertile seed in his mind and this place resulting, over the course of the next day or so, in me paring Clara’s vast wardrobe to mainly the more classical wear that I knew would be suitable for attending elite society functions with him.

My man was reluctant at first but as the vast areas emptied he seemed gradually more enthused when I explained I would soon fill them up with new and wondrous items of finery which would be untold joy for his decadent palate and that his primary duty from now on was to forever worship me as a living, breathing, sensual woman and wife.

I knew it would not be easy to undertake such a huge shopping expedition to provide all of my requirements to always appear as an elegant and sophisticated Lady - or sometimes the whore - but, bravely perhaps, I was willing to subject myself to a lifetime of such extravagance and self-indulgence.

We slept together in my new bed and I gently drew him to completion with my hands a few times to settle his mind to a new broom in his home before allowing him to kiss and adore my sensitive skin with his lips but did not permit him to lick my subtle, female line as I only permitted such a grand privilege on special occasions as a luscious treat.

At the end of the few days he was my obedient puppy and literally I had him eating out of my hand as we sat together in the divine drawing room on the night before I was due to drive back to central London and he held my hand then whispered in some seriousness.

“So can I tell everyone Jemima of our engagement and wedding?”

I shook my head seriously.

“No, not yet I think it best if we have a holiday first just to see how we get on during a fortnight away and if we gel well together…then we will arrange the date as I do not wish any engagement…”

My head was active and it qualified my statement.

“…But you can buy me the ring, of course.”

He still seemed utterly thrilled as he gasped in glee.

“I agree, Jemima…the sooner we are wed the better…”

His hands waved about excitedly.

“…Two whole weeks alone with you…that’s fantastic…where shall I book I’ll ring the agent now.”

I sighed as if bored.

“The Seychelles seems nice but five stars…naturally.”

Lance was simply gushing.

“That would be wonderful…it is so lovely there.”

I patted his leg and smiled teasingly.

“Let me know when as I’ll need to buy some clothes.”

His credit card was forever useful but it was coming to the point where I wanted my own name on the plastic and I sat and drank my coffee as he busied himself on the phone and then whispered to me.

“First class on Saturday evening is that OK…?”

I nodded demurely and he made the confirmation before he sat back at my side as if exhausted.

“…All done!”

My mouth chuckled at his dither and patted his covered thigh.

“Good Boy…I will meet you at the airport…now pick me one of Clara’s older travelling suits to wear for the flight because when we travel it will be as your Lady Calder for the first time…”

His eyes lit up as if on emerald fire.

“…But when I arrive I will be just me and you realise in that heat I will probably take a lover for entertainment purposes.”

Lance did not respond to my promise or threat; we just went to my room where he removed the exquisite, beige, Chanel formal suit from one of the wardrobes and I took my own lingerie to go with it.

Then to my shock the sparkling necklace he had loaned me a few months ago was placed around my neck as he simpered.

“My first engagement gift to you, Miss; I am so in love with you, Jemima and looking forward to us being together more than I can explain.”

Distractedly I stared in the mirror and adored the opulent present and whispered to him softly.

“Come here, Darling, right beside me…”

My future husband feebly stood before me like a young child and I silently lowered his zip and took his half erect penis in my fingertips as I laughed.

“…I am going to buy the tiniest bikinis so you can watch the men fawn on me…”

The flesh pulsed in my palm.

“…And fuck me…!”

Lance was erect now and I teased his thin skin then curled my fingers around the gathered hardness.

“…Would you like that…?”

His answer was merely to produce spots of ejaculate while his plump body shuddered as I wiped the sticky mess on his cheek and tucked his little man back safely inside his trousers.

“…I’ll take that as a yes, Darling…so I’ll see you Saturday early at Heathrow and will be looking forward to it…”

I kissed his forehead and murmured sweetly.

“…Thank you for the present…we’ll have a lovely time but I need to go.”

Lance was hyperventilating for myriad reasons and he sighed.

“Yes, yes I want it to be just as you expect…I’ll make sure our vacation is perfect then we can be wed just as I long for.”

He kissed my lips adoringly and soon I was driving speedily to my flat to meet up with Anton, as a few days without a good fucking was giving me a headache; a lack of good hard sex did that for me.

Don’t get me wrong because I liked Lance and what he could provide but also appreciated what a virile, black lover could offer as well and thankfully my wealthy potential husband understood - if not welcomed - such subversive facts.

Therefore after being wonderfully powerfully abused by my boyfriend all night and then shopping for days - I was well past working by now and had returned happily to my leisurely pampered life - I took a taxi to the airport and saw Lance, who was smartly dressed in a suit and tie, waiting for me at the check in desk and he murmured enthusiastically.

“Hello Jemima, you look simply heavenly.”

I was indeed feeling elegant and superior in my luxurious, branded outfit and put on a certain air of assurance and confidence as I whispered.

“Thank you Darling, put my bags on the scales would you.”

He did so and we walked into the first class lounge where I posed in my Chanel and made him feel how truly privileged he was to have a beautiful, young woman like me at his side as I was certainly noticed by the few men that were waiting for their flights.

I sipped my champagne and appeared aloof to all around me although when Lance left me for a moment a nearby male in a dark leather jacket shuffled up, took a chair and muttered somewhat presumptuously.

“Hello, may I sit beside you? You might be flying my way!”

I saw Lance returning who seemed slightly perturbed or maybe aroused at this predator making such obvious advances towards me and when he was within earshot I scowled sharply as this unasked for intruder.

“You may think you are amusing, Sir, but I am with my husband, Lord Calder and I must insist you leave me in peace…”

My blue eyes stared him down.

“…This is a first class lounge after all and not some cheap pick-up joint!”

The stranger seemed taken aback at the force of my rebuke and blinked in discomfort as Lance stood by my side and murmured.

“Is there a problem, Darling?”

As if by magic this mystery man dissolved, mumbled an apology and wandered off and my husband to be looked at me with ever more admiration.

“I thought you may have liked him, Jemima, he seemed presentable, Darling and I would have left you alone.”

I had a haughty air of authority.

“No Lance, I explained when we are out together as a couple then I will appear to be the perfect adornment or wife to you as suits your status…

My voice sighed softly.

“…But when we reach our resort then you will increasingly accept that I need my fix of black, male attention…”

Life tasted sweet suddenly.

“…As you have agreed to, Darling.”

My fiancé - if that is what you could call him - flushed, sat beside me and kissed my cheek while simpering.

“You are so divine, Jemima; I don’t deserve you.”

It was hard not to chuckle, so I did in my response.

“But you do, Darling as you will see; where could I find a man that so enjoys giving me such latitude to fully enjoy my sullied diversions?”

We held hands all the way to the plane and I dozed on the long flight and reached our destination of the hotel feeling a little weary.

Lance unpacked while I bathed and because it was still mid- afternoon and it was too early for dinner - as I did not wish to sleep too early - I looked at the hotel information then saw there was a massage service which Lance requested for me immediately.

The masseur to my joy was a strikingly tall, black male called Danny, with a shaved head and lean physique, who placed me on a towel in just my slim, sheer knickers and soon had me spread out limply as he pressed my flesh while Lance merely looked on from a near distance.

His hands were expert and could feel my tension or desire as the oil was running everywhere while I whispered in hardly concealed craving.

“Can you do a full massage, Danny?”

He laughed and rubbed my uncovered shapely breasts while I whimpered.

“Sure, Miss…but what about your husband?”

I was dismissive of my elderly companion.

“Ignore him…he likes to look on and privately takes delight in watching me receive pleasure!”

My masseur’s talented palms then spread out down my belly until they covered my womanly mound over the wet panties which gingerly were removed, until his fingers were sliding in the indents of my pussy as I spread my thighs wide apart and he smiled.

“Like so, Miss…a lot of our female clients enjoy treatment like this?”

His expert fingertips were driving me crazy and I bucked my hips slightly and groaned in relaxation or bliss.

“Yes exactly like that…oh fuck…Danny, I’m coming…coming!”

My mind dissolved as I vibrated before, in my dither, I stroked the bulge in his white trousers and he needed little persuasion to remove then place the huge appendage in my hand, mouth then inevitably my pussy as he stood proudly between my legs and  fucked me so gloriously until my body had surrendered to sullied glory once more.

The professional in him was going to clean me up but I caught Lance’s eye and whispered instruction.

“My husband will finish me, Danny…”

His dark eyes glinted wickedly and he understood what I meant by this aside and readied himself to leave as I questioned him a last occasion.

“…Is there a club or bar here that I can go to…dance?”

Our visitor seemed most assured.

“Yes, just down the beach called The Cove…I go in most nights with my friends and you can be certain I will see to it you will be suitably welcomed.”

I smiled in gratitude while Lance paid him.

“Thank you…I will try it soon…”

He left and my partner stared at me in my naked, sleepy if not happy state and I tapped the sodden front of my sexual crack as if to inspire him but he needed little encouragement from me to place his face then tongue between my spread thighs as I stroked his hair.

“…I understand, Darling…off you go. You may smell, taste then clean me deliciously while I slumber and then we’ll eat.”

His warm wet mouth savoured the slimy, white deposits over my folds and I gasped in dirty gratification as his tongue kissed and licked me with unspoken craving or passion until I shuddered gently into a sort of sexual haze feeling utterly decadent and luxurious.

This unseemly scenario set the tone for the fortnight when I feasted on local, black men while Lance watched then played his foul part in private before receiving his orgasm under my hand - as if in reward and when I allowed him to - and between us both we had an utterly, fabulously, sensual time.

On our last night of the vacation we had dinner alone and when we reached our room I sat on our private balcony while he kneeled between my open thighs and venerated my pretty pussy which had received so much attention from various, energetic men in recent days while gasping in pleasure but also some purpose.

“Is this really the life you crave, Lance? Because this is how it will be for us.”

He was uncommonly certain in his reply.

“Yes Jemima…please marry me…I could never imagine living without you now.”

His tongue was pressing my raised clitoral bud now and it felt serene and wonderfully relaxing as I sighed in inquisition.

“Who is it you answer to, Lance…and obey in all things?”

He was so sweet as he replied meekly.

“Only you, Jemima…you instruct or command me and I will follow.”

My hand stroked his familiar cranium while I simpered in delight as he teased me to further debased heaven; Lance undoubtedly had been tamed or even domesticated to my ends by now as I felt certain of his undying obedience and devotion meaning I spoke softly and with full certainty.

“Then let us set the date…and I will surely be yours.” 

My eyes closed while my mind flowed with all of the pastel, blissful colours of a gentle, rolling orgasm and it seemed that the final test of our compatibility had been passed so easily and we were set to announce then face the wider world with our furtive, secret relationship.

Well not all of the private aspects of this slightly soiled union but that was more than understandable given what had been agreed and acted upon already!

Emmiline was informed immediately upon our return home where she could barely conceal her outrage and disapproval at the debatably good news from her perspective; but her comments of veiled objections about age or propriety to her father were simple low whistles in the strongest wind because Lance at this time and after my training only had eyes and ears for me.

My old school-friend could never truly appreciate the true nature or dynamic of her father’s fascination or even adoration of me, his bride to be, and her bleating or complaining began to test or irritate him to the point that one evening he spoke to me while we were in my bed.

I did not allow him to sleep with me at all times until we were officially, legally bound and that ceremony was now set for the Maldives in a few weeks time as neither of us wanted a large wedding and we had decided just to have a grand party or celebration when we returned.

Lance lay close beside me and murmured contentedly while I held his cock lightly in my fingertips; as this act made him incredibly docile and receptive to all and any of my wants or wishes.

“I’m sorry Emmy has not been happy and somewhat off with you Darling…she is obviously upset that her own relationship with De-Jon had broken up so sourly and perhaps thinks we are not an expected or good match.”

His lips qualified the illogical thoughts in his head.

“But she does not understand you or us as a couple, like I do.”

I certainly felt sure that was definitely the case given his or my deviance and sighed in understanding and agreement.

“Well you do spoil her, Lance and if I may make a suggestion…?”

We both knew that was not a question.

“…After the trip and ceremony I think our Darling Emmiline should be made to do some work; earn her own money as this wasteful existence of hers is somewhat stifling.”

My man grunted then groaned in ecstasy as I squeezed his penis just hard enough to get his attention and draw him hear his edge but not over it; I knew exactly how to play his little man by now to keep him permanently on his sexual precipice and he spoke with heated grunts.

“She won’t be happy and is still my Baby Girl.”

I laughed and pressed him mentally then physically and he gasped and seemed to stiffen as if ready to explode.

“Remember who is in charge, Darling; so this is my decision and instruction to you Lance…Emmy will join us at our wedding and be maid of honour but when she gets back…”

The diminutive penis pulsated and pumped juice in my hand and I gurgled then wiped the slimy mess on his belly as he revelled in the flush of happy hormones.

“…Then things must change permanently for our precious but indolent daughter.”

His fight had gone long even before the recent act of spontaneous combustion - the result of which was still on my skin – and my husband to be just snuggled like a satisfied cat into my silken, clad skin and did not even pick up on my aside that suddenly his Emmy was also in my charge.

He simply shivered slightly and specifically in his expression of gratitude combined with love for me.

“Whatever you say, Jemima…I told you I would let you direct or make decisions for us and I am after all…”

As we went on to the inevitable conclusion of his sentence, I realised once again he was such a treasure; he was…really and truly, and I welcomed my connection then future with him in all the myriad forms to come.

“…A man of my word.”

So we married on the beach overlooking the becalmed, aqua-blue Laccadive Sea with just a few family members who had made the long trip and of course Emmiline, who looked lovely in her white virginal dress of her Maid’s outfit but secretly livid although she now dared not speak or plot against me as Lance was becoming stricter with her and naturally any access to money the girl so greedily craved.

She wished me well through gritted teeth and I kissed her as a sister when the ritual of the marriage was concluded but by then the hatred we felt for each other was palpable but, as with all girls, we were amenable on the surface which is what counted as far as my new - somewhat unaware - husband was concerned.

Everyone stayed the first week to celebrate our joining on the picturesque but quiet island then they all departed, leaving Lance and I alone to share another fortnight in this paradise on earth.

On the night they left it was the first time I truly felt the power and authority of being Lady Calder, because all of his fortune was now well and truly under my fingertips as well as the man himself, naturally.

By now I had eased his tension each day by stroking his cock to glory and in turn he knew my intricate vagina probably better than me as he spent copious amount of time exploring, looking closely at it, kissing the subtle entrance lips or then much more…if you get my dirty drift!

He was already totally under my marital thumb and as if to make the point I whispered in the temperate air while we relaxed on the bed nakedly.

“We are married, Lance, and I have played my part for us in front of friends and family as I promised but now…”

As if in expectation his minute manhood pulsed in life.

“…The native man from the bar…has asked me to go out on the local Dhoni boat in the morning so will you put me out a small bikini, Darling and a wrap…”

He seemed troubled but aroused; a perfect combination I thought as I went on.


“...Because I do not wish him to think I am easy… but…”

My mouth giggled in mischief and life.

“…I will take the man in this bed when we get back because…as I am sure you appreciate, a woman needs to be properly fucked on her honeymoon, Darling…”

His penis was extended or erect now and I leaned over and kissed the top of it teasingly while he whimpered as if in pain.

“..You do understand and it was our contract.”

His cock was pressing his mind and he whimpered pathetically.

“I thought maybe I could make love to you, Jemima?”

Quickly I straddled over him and my hand brought the smooth tip of his erection to my intricate, female folds as I smiled.

“No Darling, I did warn this is not for you….now come for Jemsy…and just relax and think because shortly and before you realise it will be full with other men’s semen, exactly as you wished for…!”

With that his head seemed to visibly dissolve while the male flesh in my fingertips spurted his sticky essence and coated the inverted lips of my pussy before I knelt over his face and let him lick the juices off me with his languid tongue as I pressed my hips down and felt an omnipotent surge of womanly rule.

“…This is your place while I am at your side, Lance…and never forget it…now bring me off, clean up the mess then let me sleep…as I have to be up early!”

He obeyed immediately until I was dormant and in the morning my clothes were ready and my husband whispered kindly over breakfast which was an idyllic setting as we were at an elegant table looking out to the far blue, watery horizon.

“Sorry about last night, Jemima…I forgot myself…this is what I wanted and expected with you...I do love you.”

I took his hand and squeezed it with some false empathy.

“Good Darling…I do not ever fancy this man much but I feel the need to assert my conjugal rights and…”

My body sensed the lack of a real man in recent days.

“…I do have my desires and youthful drives.”

Lance merely blinked as he did when I brought the rugged, tanned, native man back after the sail around the island who then proceeded to adequately fuck each and every part of me while Lance observed attentively but discretely from the balcony.

As I had mentioned this male did not particularly inspire me and I only allowed this stranger a solitary further adventure on my curvy, sun-darkened form before disposing of him and sampling one or two more before the fortnight had magically evaporated and our formative steps in the marriage had been taken.

It seemed the beginning of a successful partnership as we both undoubtedly gained something from the slightly immoral union.

I had more money than was countable along with a life of ease or comfort stretching before me and a secret but free reign to indulge my sensual or sexual whims…but Lance?

My imaginative mind had to focus and examine the facts to actually realise what he had achieved by the recent joining and then my insightful, clever head did.

Well he had me of course…a young, classy, knowledgeable - in his world - beautiful fresh bride to hang on his elderly arm and make him look good in the social circles of our lives and that for him was priceless.

He also had some grubby if not unmentionable gratification as well but I presumed any common girl could have supplied him with a hand-job to order at much lower going rates than me if that was his only aim or desire.

We settled in the house and estate quickly and it was not long before we had the discussion - I had made reference to many times with my husband - in the airy lounge with Emmiline who was brutally told to go out into the working universe and make her mark.

Her simpering act with her Daddy was now definitely defunct or increasingly useless as - most unfortunately for her - he had a new Princess in me that could supply far more influence than she could and precocious Emmy was no longer any competition or threat to me.

I held all the cards and played them almost callously.

She could not touch her trust fund until turning twenty five and I explained that she should take my old flat in London while I would kindly attempt to get her some modelling work but, as she was looking a little peaky recently, she needed to have less late nights and try to eat better.

My old sparring partner had to accept or accede to these conditions on the threat of being financially cut off completely and Lance, under my strict guidance, was suitably, delectably strong, resolved and did not give in to her childish, manipulative ways that had worked on him for so many years.

In the end I had succeeded in turning life on its head by giving the haughty, naughty Emmiline a taste of my recent, lowly existence where you had to actually earn a crust simply to get by; I would like to say I took no pleasure in teaching her a lesson not to mess with me but that would not be accurate because…I fucking loved it!

I had certainly got one over on supercilious Emmiline, the snob - not unlike me I would freely admit - and I was utterly thrilled almost beyond description or explanation.

After the deed had been done and the law laid down, Lance - perhaps unwisely - left us alone for a few minutes and my so-called pal snarled at me maliciously.

“Cow…happy now…you’ve ruined my life?”

My lips curled in some superiority then falsehood and spoke patronisingly

“I’m just doing it for your own good, Emmiline…taking my responsibilities as your new mother.”

Her face flushed in fury.

“You’re not my mother, Bitch!”

I was possibly a tad, little unkind in my victory.

“She was the Bitch…from what I understand!”

The gloves were well and truly off.

“Bitch.”

“Cow.”

“Fuck off!”

“Slut.”

“Whore.”

“Pig.”

“Shark”

“Gold Digger!”

“Cun…”

Fortunately Lance returned before the conversation was concluded, as we were quickly running out of adjectives to defame and insult each other with, and he smiled benignly as if he was a saint or utterly and completely stupid.

It was a reasonable point to be considered.

“And how are my Best Girls getting on?”

Emmiline smiled brightly and went up to her favourite if not only investment and tried to protect and build on the fragile hold she had remaining.

“Just Famously and Utterly Breezy, Daddy…it’s so lovely and special to have Jemima as part of the family.”

I rose and kissed her flushed, burning cheek in false affection then sighed in distorted harmony with her and whispered equally disingenuously to my man.

“We are getting so much closer all the time, Darling…and I’m sure this is just the beginning of a perfect family life for us all.”

Emmiline left that evening for London and my old flat - which I had kept on just in case - with barely suppressed hatred for me; she retained use of just her car but no access at all to the bottomless pots of her Daddy’s fortune for the foreseeable future other than what she would now try to earn herself.

Well it was a good incentive for her to learn to be self-sufficient.

Meanwhile I was here alone with Lance as Lady Calder; the Mistress of all I could survey, and had seemingly got or achieved it all.

Without doubt I always like to win and, as with all our previous competitions between us over the many years together, the taste of conquest or success was succulent if not always exquisitely sweet over Emmy.

Surprisingly perhaps the relationship I had with Lance was already good but quickly became better as we seemed to fit each other like a proverbial hand in a velvet - but sometimes filthy - glove, as he increasingly slid under my dominance and rule.

In public I was already the perfect, respectable and of course socially suitable wife because my behaviour was exemplary; that was apart from an unforgettable, diversion or misadventure with a notorious black actor when we visited the West End one evening and ventured backstage.

No one but my husband knew that this handsome, famous man fucked me in his room in the bowels of the building soon after our initial meeting, then after dinner took me back to his hotel and, while Lance waited miserably in the small lounge, made my toes curl as he had me in every possible way while demonstrating superbly - in the most primitive fashion- his amazing sexual prowess and energy.

Therefore - apart from that solitary aberration or diversion regarding lack of restraint on my part - the world saw me as something of a coup for him and he took great hubris and pride showing me off and often hinted disloyally at his masculine powers still at his grand age to his teasing and envious friends whose wives possessed but a faded whisper of my own youth and beauty.

I allowed him his empty boasts and appearance of verve and never let on for a minute that the revered Lord could be controlled with the faintest of touches or caresses from my skilled fingertips on his little penis.

In truth more than often I would not allow him to climax for days, also denying him my permission to masturbate and after a few months of our partnership he was proverbial fleshy putty in my hands and did whatever I demanded or required of him.

His fascination for my own body was unquenchable and I allowed him to buy clothes, assist in dressing me and naturally pay homage to my pussy as he forever yearned to press his head between my thighs and kiss my covered or uncovered sensual lips.

I would only permit him to lay his tongue upon me on special occasions when I truly needed to orgasm and then use this oral display of service to cement my feminine power over him which was soon almost total.

Once I was secure in my relative dominion over my husband I began to stretch our relationship boundaries and the holidays frequently taken - which were many and varied - always had one thing in common.

On these vacations or sexual free time I would always take black lovers; sometimes a man for the whole period we were away or, if I was feeling really devilish, there would be many while Lance would look on if possible, or if not, simply wait patiently and use his extensive, lurid imagination.

My faithless actions only seemed to make him appreciate or love me more and, just a fraction over a year since we became man and wife, we were definitely happy although I could never fully escape from the fact or indignity that I had sold out for money because unfortunately I did not genuinely love my husband in the way a woman should honestly venerate her man.

When these feeling of relative malaise washed over me I would sometimes make Lance suffer and on one such occasion after we had enjoyed dinner I sat beside him in the lounge and murmured forcefully.

“I think it is time we went to our house in Bermuda, Darling…I know you have bad memories there but life must move on and our holidays are lovely but I think we need a longer break.”

He instantly looked most uncomfortable and whispered with unusual strength.

“Please, Jemima…I can’t go back…please…I must put my foot down this one and only time.”

I could have insisted but that was almost too easy and playing him along was far more fun or entertaining and I kept silent but when we were changing for bed, put on his favourite, long negligee that he so adored or loved to feel beside him when resting and sighed.

“You sleep in your own bed tonight, Darling…I think perhaps I will take a short vacation alone or possibly with one of the men I met recently…it is clear we need a break as you don’t trust me.”

He gasped as if I had hit him.

“What do you mean…?”

He said that but knew the reason and quickly collapsed like a deflating balloon until he was flaccid and empty.

“…I can’t reveal about Bermuda, Clara…it was too painful.”

I shrugged and stroked my hair and shimmied in front on the large mirror making my transparent gown flow as if in the breeze.

“OK Lance…I understand and will not go unless you ask me to…in fact I want you to beg me now you have been so obtuse…because as your wife I want or even demand to hear exactly what happened with Clara.”

My husband stared crazily and bit his lip as he wandered silently away back into his own bedroom and I relaxed on the cool duvet and waited for his inevitable return.

I knew him intimately well by now, understood his instinctive desire to share all his demons with me and did not doubt for a second he would confess very soon like I was his personal, sexual priest.

Sure enough after half an hour my door swept noiselessly open and I heard his heated expiration in the silence.

“OK I will tell you, Jemima…perhaps you should know what happened with Clara.”

As if I was dozing I feigned disinterest.

“It’s OK Darling…if you’re not ready?”

He came to me and sat on the bed then whimpered like my favourite, needy pet.

“Please, Jemima…let me explain…of course we should go to the house there, it is your home after all…”

My weak husband was definitely begging now; just as I knew he would.

“…Please let me take you…you are not Clara…of course…and would not let any man treat you like she did…”

I was instantly intrigued but deviously let him carry on as if to dig his own grave.

“…My first wife met a young man who ran a small bar and business there and he overwhelmed her…it was not just another escort or consort as my wife fell in love with him… but the Foul Bastard used her like his Whore…”

His body was trembling and I stroked his head as if in empathy but it was more in fascination.

“…Clara actually worked for this man in the bar or some promotional stuff in her bikini on boat-trips, preferred to stay at his small home or bed rather than mine and tormented and humiliated me with her obvious lust or obsession for him…”

Once he had begun there was no stopping him.

“…I complained and objected so much that she eventually banned me from staying at my own house there, then the island and…”

His voice was catching in deep emotion.

“…She met her end while out on one of these excursions where she was merry with rum, hit her head on some rocks and was no more…”

The tone of his conversation was indeed maudlin and pathetic.

“…Even now I blame myself as I should have been stronger and understood.”

As if in sympathy my hands drew him into my bed and I pressed my finger around his obvious but irrational erection in his pyjama bottoms - given his pained state - and scolded him perhaps unkindly.

“She was just being honest…and you were changing the rules between you…it was little severe of you, Darling…but her death was purely an accident.”

He seemed to gasp in some relief but I went on.

“…If I met such a man then I would expect you to have gained knowledge from this experience and be supportive as you promised…if you say and assure me you have changed then I will come to Bermuda but you have nothing to fear…as you can be sure I would never be a permanent, easy Whore to anyone like that…”

To my shock he became instantly solid in my palm while my lips tortured him.

“…Not let him fuck me and use me like some worthless female…fill me or impregnate me…Oh fuck…Lance!”

He had reflexively squirted in my hand and whined foolishly.

“I have learned, Jemima…you’re not like Clara and this Devil, Baron would never dominate you like that…so please let us go…with open minds as you can be assured that I will love and support you through everything.

My tired body lay back as my fingers wiped his slimy semen over my bald, womanly mound while my mouth giggled softly.

“You’ve made me tingly, Darling, so if you make me climax then we will go and see just what our holiday house and this mystery man has to offer…”

I felt so dreamy and licentious.

“…I doubt it will be much!”

His head drifted almost naturally between my thighs once I had removed my silken panties and - needless to say - I climaxed multiple times; meaning that within the week we were driving up a dusty, side road on the panoramic edge of the ocean where a grand old white house appeared out of the tangled greenery of the relative jungle all around us.

The apparently palatial, but antique residence was mercifully in good condition with some domestic staff that had everything clean, tidy but a little faded and Lance proudly showed me around what he and his family had owned for so many years.

Clara’s former room was the grandest with huge wardrobes full of clothes for every occasion and I explored a little and found a luxurious selection of lingerie and swimming costumes with some tiny bikinis that were black and wrapped in crepe paper as if they were treasured or something very special.

The rear of the house looked out onto the picturesque beach and then the flat becalmed ocean; it was surely something of a paradise on earth and I felt at home in the humidity, heat and general surroundings almost immediately.

We were tired and once lunch was eaten we dozed on hammocks on the wooden veranda until in the early afternoon I felt somewhat refreshed and murmured to my husband with due purpose.

“OK I think we should finally confront your demons, Darling; this will show you that life does not have to repeat and there is nothing to worry about in bringing me here…”

I was full of bravado and confidence at my ability to deal with all kinds of situations with the opposite gender and was unreservedly assured.

“…I know how to handle men by now…”

Perhaps in retrospect I was a little unkind in my choice or use of words.

“…You above all should realise that!”

He merely blinked, nodded and I put on a full, dark, swimming costume and an extra large wrap for decency’s sake and in keeping with my role and duty as Lord Calder’s wife; then as a couple we ambled up the darkening beach toward the small, nearby town or village where wooden bars had been erected on the sand almost within paddling distance of the warm, seductive water.

We reached a shanty building with the name of Breakers scrawled above the timber entrance steps leading up to the lofty, wooden porch where empty tables were waiting for customers to drink as they enjoyed the watery view and Lance whispered nervously.

“This is it…let’s take a seat.”

We sat and a dusky woman with skin like chocolate milk, a perfectly flawless figure and smelling of aromatic flowers came out and to my immediate shock she was dressed in the identical bikini that I had seen in Clara’s wardrobe.

My husband ordered drinks and the girl returned with tall, cold glasses then, as I sipped the beer - unusual for me to want such an ordinary treat - I could not help but begin to really relax and sense that life was good here.

A man suddenly appeared from the inside or inner darkness of the bar which was separated from the drinking area by some hanging beads over the door that rattled like warning snakes when anyone moved through them.

He was a youthful thirty year old, slim, tall with a toned muscular physique, short closely cut black hair and the most penetrating inky eyes I had ever seen; the man dressed in black shorts and a red top, was striking, dynamic and very charismatic and I watched as he presumptuously patted the bottom of the young girl serving then smiled at us both.

“Bring another beer, Angel…there are old and new friends here.”

She ran off obediently and he took a seat opposite us and stared out of the darkening horizon as he spoke to Lance.

“Hello, Lance…”

He drew breath and now caught my husband’s green eye as if catching his wandering thoughts as well.

“…Good to see you again…I’m sorry about Clara but…she was wilful as you know and…what happened was a tragic accident but please accept my condolences now…as I have not seen you since.”

My partner bit his lip and tried to be courteous although patently he could not control his anger as his voice raised but stuttered.

“Thank you…but…but…but…for her interaction with you then she would still have been alive, Baron.”

The man’s granite stare hardened as he hissed sharply.

“Possibly but she would have still been with me or another black male that could feed her sexual addiction so please…we both know what she was and the deviant charade you enjoyed playing with her…”

He already seemed to be tired with the troubling reminiscences of the past as if it spiked or irritated him.

“…Now who is this?”

Lance spoke proudly almost boastfully as if I was a piece of valuable property and under his ownership.

“My new wife, Jemima.”

The man sipped his beer and held out his large hand which I took limply in mine as my heart was beating so fast in confusion; already I was unsure of the right procedure for dealing with this obvious Rascal, while he addressed me quietly.

“Hello Jemima, name is Baron, manager of this busy bar and a small leisure sailing business…I am very pleased to meet you.”

I spoke almost as a gasp but tried to sound in charge or control but it was just a fragile front as was already unbalanced or sinking.

“Good evening, Baron.”

He laughed brightly and teased my husband or perhaps just pressed familiar mental buttons.

“Quite a prize, Lance….such a young girl…may I see her?”

I reacted out of female honour or instinct and snarled at him virulently.

“I’m not some object to be shown off…don’t think you can treat me so casually like all your other women, Baron.”

To my outrage he just chuckled all the more.

“She has spirit, Lance…that is good, your last one surrendered far too easily to men…this one undoubtedly requires some firm discipline to bring her in line I would wager…”

He clapped his hand loudly.

“…Stand up Jemima display your beauty and make your husband swell with the power of possessing such a bountiful treasure.”

I snapped impolitely and with gathering ire.

“Fuck off, Baron…I’m not some silly child or a Whore for you to order about.”

The man shrugged untouched or undamaged by my curse and merely whispered with mock regret.

“That is a shame because I need some help in the bar for a while and if I could see your figure then I would possibly offer you temporary employment during your stay here.”

This man was utterly rude or outrageous and in temper my lips spat venom at him.

“In that tiny bikini I suppose so you could pat my bottom.”

He was lost in his own self-confidence or arrogance.

“Of course…but a lot more than that as well…if you work for me!”

Not unreasonably I was furious, raised my nose in the air as if he was merely a bad smell and turned to my husband with a well perfected air of superiority.

“Let’s go Lance…I’ve heard enough of his nonsense”

My apparent hurt pride and anger launched me to my feet but only then did I realise my husband’s true deviance or addiction to perversion because, to his eternal shame he then mumbled feebly and almost without energy.

“Why not just drop the wrap and show him what he can never have, Jemima, please…let him his see that a respectable and classy wife of mine can resist him.”

My head shook but his green translucent eyes had that familiar trace of madness in them and, as if inspired by his compulsion, I acted on my own lunacy then stood up and let the heavy voile cover drop ceremoniously to the floor to reveal my slender female shape and form as I scowled with barely concealed irritation.

“This is what you cannot touch or take, Baron.”

His teeth were showing as if he would leap over and bite me then he did in a strange manner or form because as I merely watched him - I felt as if I had been almost hypnotised - this Black Reprobate reached across then patted my flat stomach very lightly and I felt it turn over immediately while trying to calm my dizzy brain to keep myself steady.

He then stared at Lance purposefully and kept grinning incessantly.

“You have truly done remarkably well gaining such an outstanding woman for a bride…but if you wish her to be suitably tested then tamed, bring her to me one afternoon in the working suits Clara had… if they are still in your house…?”

My husband was scarlet at his presumption and disrespect; well I’m not sure if that was the exact reason for his immediate reaction?

“…I insist you bring Jemima yourself and formally ask for me to employ her as I do not wish any misunderstanding this time… you appeared most upset regarding the unfortunate situation with Clara…”

The memory was obviously still raw to them both.

“…So if I recall correctly, she had to send you away and that is not necessary this time, as we need to be pragmatic about such matters and accept some women have certain needs and sometimes their husbands…”

He waved his hands as he was some black trickster or snake-oil salesman.

“…Like to watch…!”

His hand gently stroked my bottom and in fury I firmly slapped his lean, ebony, handsome face hard to vent and show my disapproval but it made no impact at all and he did not change tack for a solitary moment as he went on to Lance.

“…You understand I am sure; so your are welcome here as guests or more if you should so desire…but you must be open and honest and comprehend that if Jemima is in my employ…”

The flat of his palm pressed my shapely feminine curves while the lengthiest, hardest finger drifted against the covered crotch causing me to whine then push my knees together in reflex and merely listen as if compelled to do so.

“…Then she will become just another of my girls here and take her instructions or orders from me during her time here and while completing her duties.”

All was silent while he went on and - as if he took that reticence or reluctance to argue or debate from us both as permission for his own agenda - Baron drew me to him then very gently ran his fingertips over the obvious crease in my costume as I whimpered pathetically.

“…This would look so good and tempting just covered in the bottom of the black bikini…”

His hands then cupped my breasts while he gazed at my husband as I nearly collapsed in complete capitulation to his irrepressible confidence.

“…Don’t you think so Lance…and these in the tight, skimpy top…?”

Only at this point was I was unexpectedly, suddenly released from his filthy clutches, literally fell into my chair and grabbed the wrap on the floor as if to finally cover my body and save my questionable honour but it was far too late for such salvation either for Lance or me.

“…But it is up to you…?”

Baron rose up and walked towards the many hanging brightly coloured beads covering the open door.

“…If your wife wants to work then get her here at 12p.m any day and you can grant permission to beat her as necessary then leave the rest to me; because from that point Jemima will mine to control and adapt to my will.”

Then he was gone in a swish or flurry of soft clicking into the gloom and left behind a stillness that comes only after the strongest, blackest tempest.

It was becoming late and we quickly trudged off together through the warm, thick, heavy carpet of the beach and in spite of my understandable disturbance it was lovely to feel the sand on my feet.

I was definitely tired and the maid prepared some sandwiches which we ate on the veranda looking out to the gathering darkness and only after eating and sharing some wine did we mention the Rugged Black Elephant that was not in the room but an easy stroll up along the shoreline.

Lance broached the prickly subject first as he sighed.

“What did you think of Baron…?”

It was as if my head was too mixed up to answer and let him reply to his own question.

“…Pretty ordinary I would say…I think we put him in his place…?”

My lips only drank as Lance did but the more he ingested the more his mouth ran away with him.

“…We surely showed him what he could not have…”

He smiled and took my hand.

“…Thank you Jemima.”

I was surprised and expressed my thoughts.

“What for?”

It seemed an obvious query but he was nonplussed.

“Well it was clear you didn’t fancy him.”

Unsettlingly my senses or sensual mind could still almost still feel this stranger’s intimate, if not unwelcome, unexpected touch and I whispered lowly.

“Well that’s not strictly true, Lance, he was attractive in a rough sort of way…but like the other men I have enjoyed…you recognise I could handle him…”

My husband’s eyes were clearly glowing green with buried emotion which was noticeable even in the dim light as I went on.

…But after what you suffered with Clara…I would not put you through any more tension or pain, Darling, and take another lover here so close to your home…”

I seemed to lose my own common-sense in the moment as I spoke without thinking.

“…Or perhaps many as the atmosphere here is undeniably… heady.”

My husband leaned over and kissed my lips.

“I appreciate that…thank you, Jemima.”

My lips curled in empathy.

“Well you wouldn’t want me working there being eyed up by the local men like some Cheap Slut and him fucking me would you, Lance…?”

He shifted uncomfortably in his chair and my fingers drifted to the crotch of his shorts, felt the small but obvious bulge there and removed his thin but aching cock in the silence and shadows.

“…I would never do such a thing, Darling…unless it was with your blessing and was what you actually desired…”

Suddenly I was compelled to ask.

“…Is that what you want, Lance…?”

He was literally pulsating in my fingertips.

“…Baron fucking and abusing me while you could only watch him take your second wife as he did your first?”

To such a sordid vision of the mind his flesh exploded in dirty passion, covering my skin in his slimy ejaculate as he dissolved and crumbled then groaned in dishonour or disgrace.

“Sorry, sorry…I don’t want you to actually go to him I was just…just…”

I laughed, understood then explained his sleazy dream for him.

“Thinking, Darling…you’re always thinking but don’t worry I won’t do anything until you put the bikini out and ask to take me up to him…”

My mouth formed a yawn and I wiped the pungent, white juices on his naked leg and pushed his limp manhood back into comfort then safety.

“…And that’s hardly liable to happen…is it? So relax, Lance and let’s go to bed.”

Even though we were utterly exhausted, my partner was obviously very agitated while I undoubtedly and secretly was as well; but my body or mind needed to rest and I nestled under the thin covers ignoring Lance’s attempts to get me to ease his primitive tension once more with my hand.

Truly if not disconcertingly I was aroused and could have used his slippery tongue to good effect but was not disposed to offer or receive anything.

My tired brain preferred to dwell on Baron and his dark eyes and blacker skin as it made me tremble and pulsate in equal amounts.

Eventually however, Lance moved close to me once more in patent, deviant desire but I snapped firmly in displeasure.

“Enough now, Darling…I think we need to control our most primal, base cravings or needs for a while…or this diversion with Baron will consume us.”

This seemed to quell him temporarily and allowed us to enter much required separation from this madness but in the morning my Lance was demonstrably excited once more and it was obvious he required release but respected the fact he was always denied masturbation without my specific permission.

His constant distress was contagious and I too longed for his mouth to bring me to temporary ecstasy but in all hidden truth I wanted more than that; it seemed we both did as on the viewing platform later that evening after a boiling, tortuous and frustrating day for at the house he whispered to me.

“I have been thinking about Baron and perhaps we are looking at this predicament all wrong…?”

I sipped my wine and listened with more interest than I was prepared to show.

“…You say you can manage him as you have with other men… and I will wager he is no match for your will, Darling…unlike weak Clara…so why should you deny yourself?”

My mouth turned up at the edges and verbalised the unmentioned truth.

“Or your own, Lance.”

As I looked on his face flushed in abashment but his dry lips blustered on.

“Let me take you to him.”

I simpered and smiled slyly.

“You know what he will do to me?”

His voice gasped then tried to sound composed but such abilities to mask his tendency for depravity were beyond his powers.

“Will you surrender to him?”

I laughed because for sure nothing could be further from my mind.

“Only my body, Darling…as my mind will be always with you…”

Lance was over the edge now and falling fast while I took him in hand so to speak.

“…If you want me to do this then just ask me, Darling and I will…just ask me…that’s all you need to do.”

My fingers felt that his penis was bursting as he whispered then tumbled from an impossible height into the abyss.

“Please, I want you to…just enjoy yourself as we have agreed but do not give all of yourself….and let me see…”

He climaxed and I quickly placed him back in his shorts as he groaned pathetically then lifelessly.

“…Oh fuck…let me see.”

The drink was deliciously sweet and I felt intoxicated but not with the rich alcohol as there was something far more addictive fuelling my blood.

I knew I could have commanded him to provide some respite from my tension but I quite thrilled to suffer, endure or almost relish the deviant pressure and merely whispered.

“If you lay the bikini out in the morning then…and only then…will I go to him, Lance, but remember it was at your behest.”

He nodded in confirmation and we finished the wine then opened another bottle while we spoke about inane nonsense and not the sullied, hardly constrained desires that seemed to consume us; this was until we were surely inebriated then spent as finally bed and sleep came quickly in our dulled, alcoholic state.

I had temporarily forgotten our bargain in my blackness until first light when I found my husband beside himself in his feverishness and the divisive, tiny, dark bikini on the dressing table with a white sheer wrap as I murmured sleepily in clear recollection of our delicate discussion.

“OK Darling, I will have my coffee, shower and then surely prove that no man can capture or contain me or my spirit.”

The coffee was hot and the water tepid but when I put on the extreme bikini that was merely a cord up my bottom at the back and a slender dark patch of cotton/Lycra mix at the front, my whole body and soft skin was literally burning or sizzling in hormonal heat.

We walked in the early brightness then arrived at the bar in total silence when Baron was called and he came out then took a seat but arrogantly left us standing as he spoke coolly.

“I thought it would be another day or so but I knew you would be back, Lance…now do you give her to work here freely?”

My husband blinked and whimpered.

“Yes Baron…while we are here!”

He smiled then turned his black eyes to me.

“And you consent to provide yourself and service of your own free will?”

I smiled nervously.

“Yes Baron…but there are conditions I must set.”

He did not listen to my ramblings and spoke sharply in direction.

“Take your top off…now…!”

My trembling fingers gave the wrap to Lance and this man stared at me then chuckled at this near-naked show of what I had to offer as a woman.

“…Turn around…bend over…”

His lips spluttered in approval.

“…Fuck what an ass, come here to me, Jemima…”

I walked the few steps on the sandy boards and the man literally took my bones, pressed me over his hard, sharp knees and then began to smack my bottom rhythmically as I squealed.

“…There are no rules or stipulations for you to make here…so do what I tell you…at all times…because from this moment you and this luscious form are mine…”

This was patently not what I had planned at all but I felt too helpless to escape or complain as he continued to chastise me.

“…You may be able to dictate with the men you have…but not with me, Girl, or when you are in my employment…”

His finger pressed my anal cavity then slipped inside my pussy lips as I twisted like a trapped prey in his strong, vice-like grip.

“…Do you get it, Jemima? You’re ass is mine here!”

My flesh was glowing and I was already listless or adrift as my voice whispered.

“…Yes Baron; I understand.”

He demonstrated his authority or power over me for a few more minutes longer - while Lance simply looked on as if he was having a fit - then sent me off through the beaded curtain with just a final slap on my bottom just for effect while he chatted with my husband as though it was normal for any caring partner to leave the woman he loved in his questionable, dominant charge.

The dark-haired girl from yesterday was behind the insides of the bar dressed in the same bikini, cleaning tables or glasses and threw me a towel as she smiled.

“Hi, I’m Angel…welcome on board…pleased you could start as we’re short-staffed and we’re expecting to be busy.”

I was shocked or even horrified to be obliged to complete menial work but I began to involuntarily dry the glass beakers as she washed them and whispered innocently.

“Are there a lot of girls that come through here?”

The girl laughed loudly.

“Loads and…Baron fucks them all…”

She was self-deprecating and warm and I liked her immediately.

“…And me…but it’s an integral part of the job and the pay is crap but…”

Her slight body shivered.

“…But it’s definitely fun for a while…”

I could see her eyes were clear blue, like my own, and they glowed brightly in the dimmest light.

“…Got a few more weeks here then I’ll go back to my husband.”

I was ever more surprised.

“He knows?”

The girl was a veritable bundle of energy.

“Sure, sure…he enjoys me having a good time…many of the girls that work here are married or engaged…it’s like enjoying a final throw at life before kids and boring monogamy…!”

Her hand then softly smacked my already smarting, tender skin.

“…So you’re not so different…but I can see Baron likes you by the way he beat your backside…normally he’s a lot more gentle than that.”

Without thinking I sighed foolishly.

“You think he really fancies me?”

Jenny chuckled at my insecurity combined with the unbridled enthusiasm for my new Boss.

“You’ll see, now come on Jemima…get the brush and start sweeping the floor we start on the bar in ten minutes.”

The girl explained briefly the bar opened at 12.30p.m and stayed - apart from an hour’s afternoon siesta - that way until past midnight; the customers were predominately local men who came for the beer and touching the girls because it was understood that the female staff could not object to any harmless horseplay.

She also informed me that the business of Baron provided cruises on small motorboats for tourists where we, as the girl or girls on board, served food or drink and kept the customers happy for the few hours they circled leisurely around the island.

It all sounded simple and ordinary enough and just after I had applied my make-up one more time, then fixed my bikini so I was as fully covered as possible - which as not easy given the lack of available material - walked bravely out though the moveable barrier to the outside where men were already waiting for an early-day drink.

Angel stayed behind the bar and we worked together to meet the initial rush or hustle then just wandered around the tables where the few men – they were mostly black and local - would stroke my behind or feel my skin and pass compliments to Baron, who was still seated with Lance, regarding his business expertise and choice of white, comely staff.

My husband was utterly overwhelmed or engrossed with what was happening and, as if to demonstrate his growing authority over me, Baron, in due course, called me over after an hour or so, placed an arm presumptuously around my slim waist then pulled me into his hard, warm body as he grinned.

“You seem to be settling in…Angel will do the cruise today as there’s a little more to learn as yet…but Lance can come out with us tomorrow and we can blood you then in looking after the clients properly…”

The fingers of his hand were playing with the thinnest cord in the very crease of my ass as I wriggled like a worm on a most salacious hook.

“…You do need to be embedded in, Jemima…!”

His lips twisted cruelly and I felt so impotent as my partner smiled weakly as if this was all a joke.

Baron stared at him as if to test his mettle because he murmured with devastating intent.

“We close for an hour at 5p.m for some cleaning and take a nap before the evening service…I expect Jemima to remain here…”

This was Lance’s time to assert his ownership of me against this Immoral Bastard but all he did was grumble ridiculously.

“…If that’s what’s expected…I’ll come back later.”

He then departed, trudging sadly up the beach while Angel went off in the speedboat just wearing only her bikini with an older, white couple just for a tour while I kept everyone supplied with beer and nuts until the oppressive heat of the afternoon made people drift back to their homes or hotel.

Once the bar was deserted, Baron patted my bottom and shepherded me like an innocent sheep though to an upper room where there was a large bed which he sat on and chuckled slyly.

“About these extra duties on these excursions…mainly they are for tourists but now and then they are for local men or friends that like some entertainment from my girls…”

His lips were thick and hypnotic.

“…It keeps interest in the bar…so let me look at you…strip…!”

I was open-mouthed at his outrageous cheek but then he compounded my dilemma.

“…Or go…it is up to you…but you will not be allowed back.”

This was utter humiliation and my shrinking pride wanted to leave immediately but all he had on was black, swimming shorts causing my curiosity or libidinous nature to drive me to act ever more disgracefully, although I tried to somehow maintain a bare modicum of respectability.

I unclipped the flimsy top and drew the bottoms to my ankles then stepped out of them as I complained quietly.

“You’re not very polite, Baron.”

His response was terse.

“Put the outfit on the chair…as it costs money; it’s expensive…”

Tidily I did so then went to him and to my dismay he bent my naked form over his knee again as his mouth moved in sarcasm.

“…Unlike you, who are Cheap…you do exactly as I instruct you here, Jemima…”

His palm slapped my open flesh making me whimper but I stayed still and let him continue to discipline me until the blows became lighter and - dare I admit - almost mercurially pleasurable as his fingers began to run inside my creases until they entered my sexual lips and found them wet and eager for his exploration.

“…This is mine now, Jemima…”

The wet digit moved to my anal entrance and slipped just inside as he went on.

“…And this…do you comprehend your position?”

I wanted to resist but could only mutter softly.

“Yes Baron, yes, yes.”

The clever fingertips found my clitoral button and impossibly made me immediately, unexpectedly quiver to violent orgasm while prostrate on his thick thighs and then I heard the sound of a familiar, female voice behind me and a hilarious giggle.

“Getting into the way of things here, Jemima? Make room.”

Instantly I was set free from his grasp before, with her assistance, we hurriedly removed his dark shorts then lay either side of him on the expansive bed without anything covering our bodies at all and each took hold of this iron rod of black flesh that seemed to reach up to the very ceiling it was so immense.

My new found friend’s aqua eyes sparkled and she whispered in equal lust or glee.

“You see why I hang around for a while, Emmy…”

Her tongue licked the magnetic cock as mine then did while he selfishly laid back and let us feast on his incredible manhood.

“…What red-blooded girl could resist such a temptation?”

Between us we explored every inch of his fragrant, oil-coated genitals but he was in no eagerness or had no obvious desire to fuck us, as if this was his down-time or relaxation and after a few minutes of our oral adoration my lips opened, allowing me to take the tip of him in my mouth.

It was beyond my ability to deny myself this masculine treat and Angel’s hand pressed my head and drew me up and down on his thickness as she gurgled.

“We need to give head and hand-jobs to his many black friends on the boats now and then…don’t have to fuck them unless we want to. Is that a problem Jemima…?”

The taste and sensation of him was indescribably exotic and erotic as I shook my head then worked him harder and deeper into the back of my throat until the pressure on us all seemed to explode and a huge eruption of semen poured from his penis and, although I swallowed what I could, the juices spewed out from my mouth like an overflowing tap.

The sweating girl beside me licked my lips as if needing the creamy ejaculate as much as me and laughed in some dirty humour.

“…Doesn’t seem that will be much sufferance to you at all, Jemima…!”

Her delicate hand smacked my naked bottom firmly .

“…Now get him hard again, Bitch…as it’s my turn for some glory…”

My mouth diligently suckled and lapped at this reduced flesh until it began to pulse and once more grow magically to my oral favours and it was sticking up like a black lighthouse in the gloom as she grunted in craving.

“…Good Girl…”

She stroked his flat, muscular stomach and stared at him and sighed silently.

“…Can I ride you Baby…?”

He just grinned greedily and Angel did not wait for any other permission as she straddled his thighs then positioned the bald, dripping pussy - with just a trace of dark hair above - over him then slipped this gargantuan appendage inside her slight form unbelievable easily.

In seconds she was moving or pressing against the hardness inside her as she gasped and groaned ineffectually.

“…Oh Baron…I love this…fuck…its so hard, Baby… fuck … fuck me…”

She was without thought, self-respect or restraint and her hips increasingly thrashed against him while he stayed gloriously still; as if his cock was black granite rock for Angel to break her fragile, arched back or ease this lusty passion against.

Then inevitably she did because as I looked on in fascination this slight girl ultimately compressed him with all her muscular, vaginal power until he grunted and jerked forward in completion.

She stayed still for the longest moment to savour the sweetness of hormonal bliss then seemed to collapse over on the free side of him - leaving this now limp masculinity available - and instinctively I lowered my neck and shamefully pressed it to my lips as if not so secretly desirous of what my companion had so sinfully enjoyed.

His hand stoked my hair as I suckled him and he sighed in comprehension.

“You want fucking as well Jemima, don’t you…?”

My eyes betrayed my addiction and yearning as he laughed.

“…When I am ready and you have proved your worth to me… at this time you have no option or say in such matters…”

Almost audaciously he drew himself up and I felt the real loss of the growing flesh inside my mouth.

“…You do understand?”

Suddenly I did comprehend everything.

“Yes Baron…just ask or command me and I will show you.”

He smiled and walked of towards the shower.

“Rest for a while then shower, dress in uniform and make the bar ready for the evening’s work.”

I settled cosily beside Angel and instinctively we hugged each other as if we were in need of some refuge or comfort after the explosive, sexual storm and I whispered in womanly curiosity.

“What was it like inside you?”

She simpered in gratification and replied with relish.

“Just so unbelievably tight or snug as if he was part of my whole femininity and being…”

Her fingers teased my stiff nipples.

“…Go and look at his seed leaking from me…you can smell and taste him…”

Compulsion took my face and nasal senses to her sexual sliver which was dripping semen where my tongue dirtily lapped at the white essence as if it was sweet cream while inhaling his earthy, primitive smell.

“…Oh Jemima…so lovely…bring me off.”

I had little experience of being so tactile with another girl - as I was no obvious lesbian - but this weirdly felt so perfectly natural and I feasted on the foul ejaculate while Angel moved then shuffled until she was licking my own pussy then worked on me tenderly, before - in filthy union - we vibrated to mutual, female heaven. 

When Baron returned, our busy heads were still between each other’s thighs and he just laughed and smacked both of our behinds sharply while speaking with mock disapproval.

“Enough now, Girls…get ready; playtime is over.”

He swiftly departed downstairs before Angel and I washed separately then I spoke in demonstration regarding the fact of how this man was affecting me and this dissolving ability to think I was superior.

“Does he honestly like me, Angel?”

She just giggled and kissed my cheek.

“He doesn’t sleep with all of the staff…”

Her mixed blue, grey eyes were amused at my evident craving.

“…But I would wager, if you are a Good Little Girl and play your cards right...you will get what you require before too long!” 

As if suddenly energised I returned to the main bar determined to curry favour with my new employer and suddenly became truly a simple, working girl and not the Lady of the Manor I had been so recently.

In truth I was confused and had undoubtedly been severely destabilised but tried not to think too much, ignored the palpitations that began every time Baron walked near me and cleaned the surfaces or served drinks to the best of my ability with a permanent almost glazed smile on my toasting face.

Lance returned early evening then sat uncertainly and leered while many men patted or pawed me until eventually the tumult of the predominantly local, swarthy black males had had their fill of beer of titillation and the bar was emptying.

When the work was finished, the tables clean and the glasses thoroughly washed, Baron led me over to my husband who was staring nervously almost mesmerised as this man stroked my bottom and smiled.

“You wife’s done well…normally I would keep here for the night and…”

His lips were caustic and disrespectful.

“…Fuck her pretty, little ass but given what happened with your last one I thought that would be somewhat mean and ungentlemanly…so I will return her into your care each night until you ask me not to…”

Angel was quietly listening or laughing in the background; I knew she would be tasting him again and I wanted to ask to stay but what trace of dignity or honour I had remaining stopped me in my immoral tracks causing me to say nothing as the man bent down and pressed his thick lips to mine.

“…See you at midday tomorrow…if you wish to continue? Now go home and let your husband take you…as you need and deserve…”

In base instinct my tongue licked his slowly and I turned to him while my lower body seemed to find his prominent rise of manhood which it pressed against in further impulse as he chuckled to the man waiting for me.

“…Fuck she is definitely ready, Man…the boat’s leaving at 2p.m early afternoon so come along and see how your woman likes all the work here!”

He let me go and in boiling, mysterious temper I marched off through the sand determined to never return although every part of me was physically aching for him and it infuriated me to think that my new, chocolate-skinned friend would now be getting what I coveted so badly.

I was so envious or full of unrequited lust I could hardly contain myself.

In our house I showered and immediately went to bed where I quickly rubbed my husband’s diminutive erection to a climax over my hand before he lay between my thighs and legs then kissed my sodden pussy lips continually as he displayed his foul mind.

“Did he fuck this?”

I gasped faintly in reply.

No, no…”

My ego pretended that this truth had been my choice.

“…I told you I can control any man!”

As I said it I knew such a boast was already a blatant lie but this announcement seemed to inflame us both as his luscious tongue fervently licked me to a much needed orgasm and only then could I rest or find any semblance of peace.

The next morning there was no doubt I would go back to work; I arrived on time, did the cleaning and in the early afternoon a larger vessel than the day before took Baron, two stocky, black guests and me out to sea along with my husband and, after an hour’s coasting through the choppy waves, we stopped at a small cove then swam together in the tropical, crystal blue waters.

Lunch was shared on the deserted beach then, when I had served everyone and packed away, Baron stroked the curve of my bottom - as was his habit - then smiled pointedly.

“Just suck them both off, Jemima…they’re important people here and I want to keep them sweet.”

I went to argue but it seemed whatever he wanted of me I felt compelled to do; therefore far too readily or easily I kneeled down on the sand, lowered the trunks of these unknown, native men to release two stretching cocks and took one in my hand and the other in my salivating mouth.

To my shock where I should have been so ashamed, in mere seconds I was not and performed my oral task on each of them with noticeable, growing enthusiasm as they were quite well endowed, smelled of sweet perfume and came so luxuriously and quickly down my throat to my subtly skilled entreaties.

A drink and a quick swim cleaned my skin and palate before we headed back when - as if for his demonstration of power over my soul - I knelt in the boat and rubbed the men’s cocks to full completion over my sunburnt face just as we caught sight of the nearing jetty.

I wiped my lips and cheeks, accepted some small gesture of appreciation in payment from our clients for my service - as if I truly was some whore - and then it was just Lance, Baron and me pacing slowly back to the bar.

My Black Persecutor laughed softly at my husband as if only to torture him.

“You see…your wife is extremely expert at being a Tart and enjoys her labours…”

Sadly it was a statement of the obvious.

“…But you can take Jemima home let her return tomorrow; without doubt she has done enough today.”

I knew this was the afternoon rest time and I spoke immediately or even stupidly.

“No I’m OK let me stay, Baron…remember you wanted me to prove myself…?”

Anxiously I could see he was unsure and danced childishly on my toes.

“…Please…I’m weary and it such a long, tiring walk back!”

His hand returned to my ass which he stroked most disconcertingly and gassed at my elder partner.

“OK you can…”

He twisted the knife.

“… but don’t worry, Lance…”

My husband’s emerald eyes were glistening wide in glorious agony.

“…I won’t fuck her until you ask me to…that’s the least I can do!”

He walked away with stooped, aged shoulder but I did not care about him and rushed upstairs where Angel was waiting in the bed where within seconds Baron joined us and we were attacking his cock like ravenous dogs.

Intimate, salacious events followed the routine of the previous day and once more I had to watch in green-eyed envy my companion enjoy his iron, huge flesh within her tight, needy, greedy, vaginal walls.

Baron kept his word and would not fuck me even though I humiliatingly attempted to place my hips on top of his prick sneakily; only when he left us to shower did I taste the real essence of his slimy seed mixed with womanly juices and then reach my much required climax with Angel as we gradually eased each other up then down off our sexual highs.

The time then seemed to pass in sexual depravity but real agitation for me as I watched him fuck Angel multiple times, then a young, gorgeous blonde girl that simply came in for a drink one day and then became a temporary whore and waitress while her hapless new husband watched Baron casually but liberally soil his new bride.

They departed almost as quickly as they had arrived and I realised that this mercurial black male had an incredible hold over impressionable women; especially pretty, young, pure white girls.

Subsequently, after a week of working there I could simply not resist my desire for him any longer as he had seemingly, insidiously poisoned my blood and I took hold of his arm in a shadowy corner of the bar one morning before we had opened and hissed in patent frustration.

“Baron…haven’t I been good…and shown you my commitment?”

He stroked my hair and I seemed to melt into his body as I had no barrier between him and my longing for what he could supply by now.

“Of course you have…been a Good Little Worker.”

My sexual mound pressed against his always solid crotch and rubbed the ever present hardness I craved.

“I’ve sucked the men you wanted me to, served beer, been touched up, washed, cleaned, now please…”

My whole sexual being could feel this power I desired so much.

“…let me have my reward, please Baron.”

He pushed me away from him and kissed my cheek as if we were merely friends.

“If that happened than I do not think it will be so easy to stop, Jemima…I will impregnate you…I can sense it…”

His premonition fired my blood ever more and I moved closer then whispered.

“…I have stopped take my pills…I want you to…fuck me fill me with virile seed all the time and let them blossom and grow.”

His finger slipped inside my little bottoms where they found me impossibly willing and wet as he grunted.

“Your husband must ask me, Jemima; I have given my word that I will not possess you unless he makes the request but if I do…”

My brain was already sending me to ecstasy on just his fingertips as he teased and twisted my most sensitive button.

“…Then we will be together and you will be My Woman.”

My body collapsed to the floor where I instinctively removed his irresistible cock and began to lick it as I whinnied.

“Then he will, Baron because I have long recognised that I belong to you.”

That afternoon when Lance returned to the bar I sat beside him and spoke firmly and without thought of any consequences.

“We have a problem, Darling…”

I chose my words carefully because I sensibly wanted to keep the privileges of luxury enjoyed with my partner but also taste - if not consume - this black man that had so overwhelmed my senses.

“…I’m sorry but I want Baron to come back to our house and make love to me…as he promised he will not fuck me without your permission, given what transpired with Clara, and…”

It was as though I sensed this could finally be a step too far with Lance but my craving overrode any rational concerns “

“…I need you to ask him!”

But in that very moment I could see it was as if a million firecrackers had exploded in his deviant brain or pretty eyes causing him to groan defensively as if he could stop the eternal tides or irresistible forces in motion.

“That’s such a huge step.”

My head was determined and drove my conversation.

“That is what you promised originally when we made our pact, Lance…please just speak to him.”

It was as if my intuition recognised that once I started him or us, down this slippery slope there would be no retreat and he whispered weakly as if recognising the same illicit fact.

“I can’t Jemima…it’s way, way too difficult for me.”

I patted his thigh and flicked his penis that was already pulsing in excitement.

“Don’t argue…or I will insist…hold you to your promise and anyway…”

He was wavering as I pressed his cock momentarily.

“…You may be able to watch?”

This was more than he could take and he folded swiftly, limply then sighed in defeat or was it victory.

“Only if it will make you happy, Darling…”

His finger raised and then Baron came immediately to join us at this invitation when my husband spoke perhaps too quickly and rashly as if to dilute what would transpire.

“…Now about this issue with Jemima…it’s a bit much.”

Baron cut in sharply, almost rudely.

“Be quiet, Lance; I had explained to your wife my terms and it is not open for discussion…”

He drew breath, in fact we all did.

“…With Clara you did not accept what was; meaning you lost her and could not live here in your home and enjoy your life which is not what I wish for regarding my relationship with Jemima…”

His words were extraordinary to anyone that did not understand the sheer decadence or deviance of both Lance and I.

“…I want to you to fully, openly approve…be welcoming, watch as you wish because I sense that she will bear my child and you should be there in one form or another at the conception…”

Bizarrely the sound of his voice or tone of his depraved argument was lilting and seductive.

“…You would like to see Jemima fulfilled wouldn’t you…?”

He raised his glass of beer to him and smiled.

“…She will be truly be mine and my dominion with her will be absolute as you shall observe…but still remain your wife; so let us accept this decision like the experienced men of the world we are and speak no more about it.”

My husband was struck mute or speechless, said nothing at all but pressed his glass to meet the one offered in confirmation of such an immoral, absurd agreement; it was clear that his base nature had overpowered his sensible, salient mind.

But in truth my own head or needy body was no more resistant to this man as I kissed him on his dark cheek, finished normal labouring until in the late evening Baron and I walked back towards my house where we found my husband sitting on the porch waiting with some champagne for us all as if in celebration of all this dissoluteness.

My dry mouth only took just a bubbly sip as I was high already then showered while the men chatted and found a luxurious, white silk peignoir on the bed which Lance must have left out for me to wear and I placed it over my body after cleansing then perfuming my skin all over.

I returned and posed in the romantic moonlight as both men sighed in appreciation of my female youth and beauty before Baron spoke admiringly.

“So delightful, Jemima…but it will not be covering you for long.”

I sat beside him and right in front of my husband removed his gargantuan cock in the dim light, suckled it and whispered lovingly.

“Please Baron…I need you…I am fragrant and ready...please take me…”

I pulled my new lover dangerously by his luscious prick to the bedroom where my shaking hands undressed him before my mouth licked every inch of his genitals while my husband took a couch in the far corner and watched my evolving disgrace from the gloomy shadows.

But I was way past caring about propriety or respectability and when Baron was fully primed I lay back on the bed pulled up my long thin gown to display my perfect pussy he had seen many times before and spoke throatily.

“…Fuck me Baron…I am yours…I want you…just take whatever you wish…”

He kneeled between my open thighs and spread them until they were squat on the covers then ran the tip of his wondrous penis along the sexual ridges that were open and available to him as I howled as if I could take not more teasing or tension.

“…Please Fuck me…and never stop...”

With that he pressed this monstrous, living, black flesh within then past my outer, sexual lips, walls and then inexorably deeper until he filled me to the brim and I gasped in disbelief because the presence of him so snugly inside my body was truly indescribable.

“…Fuck it…I’m your woman…your Whore…oh Baron…I love you…fuck….oh fuck…Baron…”

He was moving now and the pressure was causing my very head to combust in latent heat as I held his warm bottom in my fingertips and drew him so deeply inside my most sensitive luxurious walls as I whispered for everyone to hear.

“…Fill me with babies…I want you to pour them into me…fuck me…oh Baron…there, there…fuck…already…”

As if we could not handle what had been started he spurted copious amount of busy, active sperm into my womb and belly and when he was done I held him over then upon me relishing the sheer weight, pressure and pleasure of him while simpering.

“…Darling Baron…it is done and I am surely yours.”

In spite of what I said we were certainly not done or hardly truly begun at all because I promptly sucked him to rigidity once more until he took and screwed all of my creases or cracks until my mouth, ass and pussy were overflowing with his ejaculate; only then did we cease, then sleep before awaking in the early dawn and instinctively, basely begin again.

We had breakfast as a threesome on the terrace but my husband never spoke about what he had witnessed or been party to.

In fact none of us mentioned a word as if such debauchery was commonplace, and our growing involvement would not obviously affect the realities of life because when Baron left us to return to the bar it was for a while as if everything was exactly as it once had been.

However this was only partially true because I worked at the bar then increasingly slept with him sometimes at our home, or more frequently in his bed above our workplace and very spontaneously Baron became an intricate, intimate and important part of my married world.

Lance mercifully - if not bravely - accepted his place in the pecking order regarding my affections, as Baron would demand sex at all times and often in various public places where I was always willing to ingest or take his seed in any way he offered it.

Sometimes my husband and I would find time alone when I would bring him to masturbation recalling one of the innumerable escapades with my rapacious lover and bizarrely - some might say - our lives seemed to find a certain perverse pattern or had been surreally forged and crafted by mutual decadent desires and design?

As the months passed we would return home as husband and wife and I would play my full, energetic part in our social duties or obligations but now no longer sought out other male distractions of any kind as - to put it frankly - I was hopelessly, helplessly in love.

This made matters easier for us as a couple in some ways because Lance had all my attentions for this part of the time but my head and heart were always with Baron and I returned to Bermuda frequently with my husband to continue my double, if not indecent, life. 

I knew painfully Baron was never faithful when I was away but when we were together I never left his divine cock for a second and made sure he was not in need of other female attentions or diversions when I was around.

Our relationship and that with my husband seemed weirdly divine and delicious for almost a year; Baron even came to England once on a visit and took his place in my bedroom while Lance slept in his own space although looked in occasionally as if purely to feed his voyeuristic habit with regards to what me - his wife - was getting up to.

Emmiline was not allowed home during my lover’s stay and was still living at the small apartment in London and making her way or insignificant mark in the outside world.

She was surely out of the loop still as far as her father’s money was concerned and had been even dating some of the local, upper class white boys from the stock of the local gentry around us as if to make her own fortune by a convenient, suitable marriage,

However I knew that her secret penchants or tastes had not changed that much and did not doubt for a moment she was still having a black lover or in fact secretly many on the side.

So for a while everything in my universe was almost sublime, as I had control of all I held dear - apart from Baron who was unmanageable and unquenchable in his physical appetites - until one morning I felt queasy then sick and quickly grew to understand fantastically, if perhaps not unexpectedly, I was definitely pregnant.

Why I should have been surprised I don’t know because Baron’s wondrous penis had been hardly ever outside of my body for long when we were together, but bizarrely I was; although I was thrilled and even more so when upon my visit to see him he was equally delighted.

However as the weeks passed there was an unexpected drawback to my growing situation because three months into my term, terrifyingly I lost my constant, always reliable sexual drive and although I went through the motions of foreplay or copulation with Baron he could sense my lack of enthusiasm for this ever addictive or required game of life.

I initially managed to mask my malaise on the weeks I was there, but when I flew back to England for a much required break I knew for sure he would and could stray to some other predatory woman who could offer him more than I could in my present condition and possibly, terrifyingly lose him.

Therefore that evening as Lance and I lay in the same bed and I had his ever excited penis in my fingertips - this simple obligation fortunately I could still cope with - I spoke of a devious idea or devilish plan that had appeared in my brain as if my foul magic.

“Darling, you know I have lost some of my energy given my delicate circumstances?”

He was always malleable or understanding when I had his little man in my hands as he gasped.

“Yes Jemima.”

I inhaled and felt my bloated stomach move in time with my bated breath.

“Well, I can’t supply what a man Like Baron needs at the moment and honestly require some assistance otherwise he will undoubtedly stray and…with the baby on the way?”

Lance was forever enlightened and empathetic.

“Of course obviously but what can we do?”

He was forever such a Doll and always so easy to twist to my will or maybe guide into further, twisted trouble.

“Well, Emmy has been out in the wilderness lately and perhaps it’s time she was brought in from the cold then given a chance to help out.”

We had both not forgotten the recent past and he squealed in some trepidation or shock.

“I can’t ask her to do that?”

My fingers gripped his pulsing, pumped up flesh tightly and as he came I knew inevitably I would have my own way; he held no influence or power anymore and I whispered to begin a new phase and sullied adventure.

“You won’t have to Darling…”

I sighed reassuringly then wiped his fetid essence on his pyjamas.

“…Emmy and I go back a long way….just leave everything to me!”

Emmiline

The last year or so had been something of an Annus Horribilis to quote someone far more worthy than me and, from what I could tell given my latest edict from my odious old friend, things were only about to get worse.

Using her incomprehensible female powers that could only be described as witchcraft somehow the awful Jemima had taken over Daddy’s mind completely and he seemed to listen to her only about everything… including me.

My little devious if not cunning plan concerning trying to use De-Jon’s vices to break up their relationship had backfired completely because not only was my father married to the Bitch now but the small sexual indulgences I had allowed or even encouraged with Jem’s regarding my ex- fiancé, had given him the selfish, sordid urge or taste for straying consistently and we had split up soon afterwards in real bitterness and acrimony.

If all that was not infuriating enough, then once the formal ceremony of my father’s devilish union had been completed, Jemima, as his new treasured wife took her revenge on me diabolically and I was banished without funds to her small, crappy flat in London and a life of mundane, menial work.

As I drove away that awful night I knew exactly how Cinderella felt when the evil stepmother or stepsisters took over; honestly, sometimes life was so fucking unfair!

However means must and I found paying employment, which specifically was me dressing up in tiny, revealing outfits for modelling or serving in bars; how demeaning and unseemly was that for a pampered girl from my privileged background?

The more I pleaded or complained to Daddy the less he listened and seemed only to have time or ears for his new barely-blushing bride and it seemed my transient sensations of victory a few months ago were now well and truly turned to dust.

After a while I just stayed away from him or them and silently seethed, got on with my life as best I could and, as with many from my social upper class that had lost their fortunes, began to look for another way to build a new one.

The adventure and near miss with De-Jon - because even I realised what a terrible mistake I nearly made in having him as a husband - had been a steep, dangerous learning curve and my sudden penury meant that the young men I grew up with, whose families had even more piles of lucre than Daddy, gradually came back onto the male menu for me.

Not sexually that is, as there were always innumerable, unsuitable, rough, black males in London for me to have my weekly if not sometime daily fix with before I then entertained Rupert, William, Spence or the many other prettily named boys of my social sphere who flitted in and out of London like pretty, vacuous butterflies.

I had always been much sought-after and I used the fact that I was living and sweating with the real people as something of a badge of honour as most of my female peers were a lazy, indolent lot - lucky Bitches - and the young eligible men came in droves then leered or drooled at me in my tightly fitting uniforms.

They were generally an ineffectual troupe who looked and smelled good but I knew from long ago - but never forgotten - experience, were pretty much useless in the proverbial sac and with only shameful, purely mercenary ends set firmly in my scheming brain I took dates with those that amused me the most but any physically intimate relationships were always out of the question.

The amazing thing was that these elevated but always naive youths saw me as something pure or even virginal and it amused me no end that I would sometimes go out for an expensive meal with a suitable, landed admirer then be dropped off with just a peck on the cheek at my flat before walking to find my latest black lover waiting already and expectantly primed in my bed.

Some might say I was immoral but I took a more pragmatic or enlightened point of view and decided whatever my many suitors didn’t know about my personal sexual callings or life would never hurt them.

In all secret truth, managing without a real man in my universe was more than I could practically cope with and I constantly needed a good fucking but nowadays, with some insight or maturity, my sensible head recognised I did not necessarily want the whole man just for the size and length of his dark prick.

A conundrum I know but in all honesty I could get laid anywhere by innumerable Ebony Studs whereas finding a trustworthy, acceptable man that could support me to my high standards; well that was an entirely different matter and one that increasingly took precedence over everything else.

As time went on - for a year or so - a young, engaging softly spoken man called Archibald became my favourite; he was about my height, slim with lengthy blonde hair and a pleasing character and disposition.

I had seen him off and on along with many of my other admirers but found that I quite liked sweet Archie - as I called him when he was in my good books - because he seemed devoted to me, was quite fetching in his own way, lived locally and one other most important thing.

His elderly father had even more money than my own Daddy; wonderfully, Archibald was to inherit it all and if I handled him just right then I would soon possibly have my own personal pile in the country.

But as always I was conflicted because if I married him then I would enter a life of drudgery and although I thought I would never enjoy working, there was something beguiling about being in the real world and coming into contact with young, energetic men or girls that I related to and had become unexpectedly quite interesting or even entertaining. 

So everything was positive in an uncertain sort of way when the call came from Daddy - well it was more of an ultimatum really – that he wanted me to join him and the obnoxious Jemima in Bermuda for a few weeks.

I tried to refuse but he indicated that there was a possibility of me regaining some of my former fiscal advantages and in the end, under sufferance, I agreed to go.

That being said I was not prepared to spend that length of time just with him and his wicked, wilful new wife by myself, so that evening at dinner with Archibald I took his hand and smiled at him warmly.

“Daddy had asked me over to the house in Bermuda but…”

My eyelashes fluttered.

“…It will be so lonely there all by myself.”

The young man was nervous but fell into the trap I set, far too easily.

“Could I come with you, Emmy? I would never ask such a thing and would not expect…”

He blushed brightly.

“…You know…to sleep by your side…but if you would let me join you I would be utterly thrilled.”

I sipped my champagne then tortured and teased him cruelly.

“Don’t you want to sleep with me, Archie?”

His face was a contorted picture as he stumbled over his words.

“Yes, No of course not…but I thought when we were married.”

I put my hand over my lips in mock shock.

“Are you proposing, Archie?”

His blue eyes were clear and pure as he looked away.

“Yes of course you know I love you but I thought I had no chance with all the other guys that chase you.”

I chuckled and patted him palm while he effervesced.

“That’s such an honour to be asked but if we go away then it give’s us an idea how we would get on together as a couple…so if you wish to come then I will condescend and allow you to escort me…”

He literally beamed in gratitude.

“…But there are conditions…as if you indeed sleep in my room then you must respect my honour as an innocent woman…”

I don’t know how I kept my face straight.

“…I will tell you what to do around me and I must ask you to please provide me any consideration or space I need.”

Archie was already hyperventilating and seemed overcome at the prospect of sharing a room or the vaguest possibility of a bed.

“Anything Emmy, anything…I will be like an obedient servant to you and cannot believe you could trust me so much like this.”

My mind always thought laterally and I voiced a small if not innocent suggestion.

“Daddy has yet to book the flight and wants me to travel business but…”

It seemed that Archibald and I were more in tune than I realised.

“Oh no, Emmy…we need to go first class…I’ll organise it now…when do we travel?”

My father had made it clear I was needed quickly.

“As soon as you are free…I have holiday time from work so it’s up to you.”

His enthusiasm was visibly obvious and in a couple of hours the tickets were booked online and within a couple of days we were on our way to Bermuda - where Daddy and the awful Jemima were waiting - sitting in the expensive seats…of course.

I had not been to our Bermudian house since I had been a child alongside my mother; and my memories were misty or hazy but it was vaguely familiar when we rolled up in the dusty taxi.

It was only then my brain realised I had not informed my father about me bringing a friend but knew he would not mind, especially as my companion was white, very presentable and socially acceptable.

Instinctively I knew that my nemesis would not be happy but I hardly cared about what she thought any longer and emerged from the vehicle with some bluster and bravado then spoke to my venerated but undoubtedly difficult parent waiting patiently on the large porch by the front door.  

He seemed pleased to see me and welcomed us with open arms.

“So who is this you have brought with, Emmy?”

I stretched out my arm in gesture and murmured.

“This Is Archibald…son of Lord Drake from the…”

He interrupted me.

“Of course from the Drake Estate…of course! Welcome Archibald…Emmy did not inform me she was bringing a boyfriend.”

My father’s eyes were searching.

“…Where is your luggage?”

I shrugged with irritation in response.

“Lost somewhere in transit; the airline said they would send the cases on…”

Instinctively if not theatrically I hugged him and whispered lovingly.

“…He’s staying in my room, Daddy but just as a friend…not a boyfriend and I need some company, as you’ll no doubt be busy with Jem’s…won’t you?”

He flushed then ushered us inside the large house where a native servant provided some drinks and I spoke in curiosity or just to be polite.

“…and where is your new wife may I ask.”

My father seemed perplexed and as there was no luggage to put away we sat for a moment on the veranda and he explained the whereabouts of my arch enemy.

“Jemima is helping a friend out with his bar just up the beach…I thought after you have finished as it’s early afternoon we could go and see her?”

My logical mind was confused but intrigued by such strange or unexpected information but before I could think straight we were trudging as a sweaty trio through the burning sand where the weight of the suit I was wearing was most uncomfortable in the searing sun.

I needed a swimsuit but frustratingly all of my clothing was missing and I just had to grin and somehow bear it until we eventually arrived at a dingy wooden shack that passed as some type of tavern in this backward place where I thankfully took one of the chairs on the raised patio area just to rest my weary legs.

To my complete amazement suddenly I saw Jemima come out through the only door that was decorated with innumerable hanging, multi-coloured beads, wearing the tiniest black bikini I had ever seen in my life.

She looked bronzed, sensational - although unusually a little chubby - and she smiled dryly in my direction as I could not resist a sly barb.

“Hello Jemima…see you have not got out of the habit of working completely?”

My skin was melting in heat as her face beamed.

“The outfit keeps me cool and there are some hidden advantages in wearing it…”

It seemed right there and then she wanted to test me already.

“…Want to join in…?”

Her voice chuckled.

“…There’s a free swimsuit and you do look somewhat overdressed, Emmy, if I may say?”

I was increasingly cross, almost passing out in humidity and desperately uncomfortable as my dry lips hissed in explanation,

“My cases have gone walkabout…have you a spare bikini?”

She nodded and stared worryingly at my boyfriend as if my too clever by half former friend knew something I did not.

“Hello Archie…would you like to see Emmy in the same outfit as me…?”

Jemima posed theatrically in demonstration of her athletic but unusually slightly bloated form and teased him.

“…You like pretty finery don’t you?”

His face was instantly scarlet and it was not due to the abundant sunshine as he gasped at me.

“Oh Emmy…you would look stunning in that would you wear it…really? You will look so super and divine in it.”

I sighed at him in exasperation because he dared think that I would be prepared to display myself just and only for his titillation where in truth I just longed to get our of these heavy clothes; as I had seen and long guessed, innocent sexually ignorant white boys in love were obviously stupid.

“Well if you insist but if my cases don’t turn up then you’ll have to buy me lots of new gorgeous things.”

I saw him catch Jemima’s aqua eye - or thought I did - but paid no heed and followed my so-called close relation through the moveable barrier and into an upstairs bedroom where she supplied me with the discordant, delicate swimwear and watched me as I undressed then pulled the flimsy, fragile coverings over me.

We said little but when I was ready she gave me a plastic bag in which to place my discarded clothes and smiled falsely as if there were things to do.

Did she not understand I was on holiday?

“Let Archibald hold and take them back to the house…now come on we have tables to attend to.”

The swimwear initially eased my raised temperature or tension and it seemed a fair bargain to serve a few drinks to tourists or local, black men who patted my skin as if I was tempting meat because most weirdly this routine merely reminded me of my job in London.

Archie took the bag of my suit and underwear and seemed continually, unattractively to stare while I laboured happily in the brightness and heat of the day until a tall, handsome, ebony, muscular male strode up from the nearby motorboat and jetty then stood beside me while addressing my formerly lithe schoolmate.

“So who is this?”

Jemima simpered guardedly.

“This is Emmiline, Baron…”

Her breath caught as I looked into his dark almost hypnotic eyes and felt my heart miss a certain beat.

“…The girl I mentioned.”

This stranger laughed loudly and outrageously curled his long powerful arm around my waist as I gazed at my father for salvation but then this man did as well for different reasons.

“Ha, your lovely child, Lance…a veritable Princess…you are so lucky to have such a luscious wife and beautiful daughter as well…”

He patted my bottom presumptuously and snapped instruction as if he owned us both.

“…Finish off and tidy up then we will have a rest before the evening…quickly now as I am tired and have to go soon after…and do not have long to relax.”

My mouth finally spoke immediately and aggressively as it seemed no one else would guard my pride or honour.

“I don’t work here.”

The man slapped my ass hard again and smiled like a wolf.

“Then take my uniform off!”

With that casual, slanted remark he was gone and rather than argue I continued to serve then wipe glasses or surfaces until the area was empty and only my father, Jemima and Archibald remained on the long, windswept balcony.

This Beast called Baron, then came to me and spoke right in front of my boyfriend, father and hateful, female companion.

“So are you staying and resting here with your friend?”

I was perplexed and looked at my usually reliable parent for direction as I was fatigued and wanted to lie down; but in truth I was also curious as a proverbial cat to know what on earth was going on.

“Is that OK, Daddy?”

He seemed obviously flustered but mumbled in confirmation of some mysterious plot or plan I was as yet unaware of.

“I think you should, Emmiline, as he had been kind enough to give you the lovely outfit….and you can presumably then catch up with Jemima as well.”

This oppressive, sweltering, claustrophobic world was ever more surreal and made worse as Archie gasped.

“It’s OK, Emmy…you relax here and we’ll be back later…I’ll keep your Dad company.”

Before I could talk or even find the sense to refuse such a bad idea I simply watched them walk away into the near distance back to the house; Jemima then led me again to the upstairs room but before I could ask her what silly game she was playing, this Baron calmly walked in and took utter charge as he held then tugged my hand and gently led me to bed.

There he purposefully sat on the covers while I watched him just in his black shorts without even a shirt covering his toned, dark torso and did not have the will to stop him as he stroked my flat stomach then murmured quietly to Jemima.

“So this is your old friend, now daughter in law…who you say will provide what I need while you are indisposed?”

I saw her nod almost unnoticeably while my mouth grunted in fury while trying to ignore his warm copper hand on my skin that was making me queasy and causing my hardly covered vaginal line to leak.

“I will do no such thing!”

My former schoolmate smiled malevolently at this Monster.

“Beat her backside, Baron…like you did me…she’s no different!”

In an instant I was pressed over his thick thighs until, as I struggled, his palm delivered the first blow then the next until I began to squeal and wriggle all at the same time until I meekly stopped fighting him in my fatigue and then felt his fingers ease along the hidden line of the cord up my rear crevice causing me to moan softly.

“Don’t, please…I’m engaged.”

Jemima hissed unkindly in recent recall.

“Like you were before, Emmy…if I could endure what was asked of me with grasping, horrible De-Jon then…you can do the same for me.”

His fingertips were just inside my anal entrance, then tantalisingly at the wet lips of my pussy now and somehow I wrested myself free from his light but firm grip and stood before him trembling while my former friend walked over and ceremoniously lowered Baron’s shorts to reveal the biggest, thickest cock I had ever set eyes on.

I tried my level best not to notice but then weakly, immediately glared at it like a hungry dog for a bone while her voice whispered like a seductress and as if she knew my dirty mind better than I did.

“Just try it, Emmy, just once…”

Her tone was droll.”

“…I know it is a major trial for you…but…”

As if mesmerised my knees seemed to fill up with water, then collapsed onto the floor while my head drifted towards this dark phallus with involuntary or even magnetic impulse and found Jemima mouth beside mine upon the solid flesh.

Her long tongue lazily licked it first as she simpered.

“…Just try it, Emmy…open up…”

I could simply not stop myself as my lips puckered until the rounded tip of this amazing penis was inside my pouting lips and then - as I tasted him - any reluctance or resistance to this sordid adventure seemed to dissolve absolutely because suddenly I began to suck him properly and with patent enthusiasm.

As I performed this foul act Jemima placed her hand on my head and pressed or pushed it back and forward while chuckling at this audacious stranger I was sucking off.

“…I told you she was good, Baron…”

It was clear my mind was distracted because her fingers undid my top and then pulled and rolled the bottoms off my body until I was completely naked as she laughed at my expense.

“...Don’t want sperm on them…that’s it work that cock, Bitch…!”

My mouth was a smooth, well oiled, rhythmical piston now and Jemima’s hand retuned to my cranium as her voice sighed.

“…I knew you would oblige; given your filthy inclinations…”

She giggled childishly and with some self-criticism.

“…Not unlike mine if I remember? And of course…I do.”

Impossibly I could feel this man building now as the energy or masculine force was more urgent and his cock, fit to bursting, until inevitably he held my bulging cheeks and poured what felt like gallons of sticky-sweet ejaculate down my waiting open throat.

Then he was spent but I still drew him until he removed his limp flesh, leaving me sensing I was a mere baby missing my pacifier; subsequently lifting me so easily onto my shaky feet.

I knew I was completely, utterly uncovered and closed my eyes in disgrace while I heard him mutter calmly and as if he was not interested in my body at all.

“I have to go…will be back later…so both chill and relax here.”

Jemima’s voice was audible and her meaning clear.

“Don’t leave her on the edge, Baron…that would be ungentlemanly and unkind.”

His hand held my hips then, as if absorbed within my dream-world I felt his finger glide to my pulsating, dripping, sexual line and to my dishonour immediately felt how gushing and wanton I was as he gurgled.

“So pretty…such a delicate, little cunt…Oh Emmiline.., what a Dirty, Filthy Girl you are…so horny…do you want to come…ask me?”

I was trembling but could not look at him or anyone; as if that choice or discipline alone would break this surreal, imaginary universe I seemed to temporarily inhabit.

“Oh yes, yes!”

His longest digit slipped inside my slippery passage before, as though he had no time to waste, he expertly pressed my clitoral point and exquisitely teased or tormented me while murmuring.

“Did you enjoy sucking me?”

What could I say? I was desperate and beside myself for gratification and release.

“Yes, yes…you know I did.”

I was on the very edge of heaven while he held me, as if suspended almost in mid-air while his voice whispered in foul promise.

“Soon it will be my cock…which will make you my whore as well…!”

It was all more than my poor, dizzy brain could take without alcohol and I vibrated like a loudly snapped drum and cried out in the delicious, hormonal ecstasy of an orgasm while he held his tactile pressure fast until I began to mentally come down then gently patted my bottom and gingery placed me on the bed as if he could sense I was about to collapse.

My eyes were still tightly shut in uncertain bliss and the fact I did not wish to recognise that this was actual or real; I felt so indescribably sleepy or weirdly high as if I was on drugs and distractedly listened to the mesmeric tone of his words.

“Send her home as she must be tired…if she comes back tomorrow then I will accept your crazy idea…as to be honest…”

He laughed extremely quietly and I could almost hear the soft patter of his bare feet of the bare boards as he walked to the door.

“…I am attracted to her as you predicted, Jemima; she is so similar to you and has real…sexuality, spirit and makes a great…!”

He was such a comedian.

“…Whore!”

My confounded head settled on a comfortable pillow as he departed and my racing brain tried to calm down from this recent indignity where some handsome, black unknown man had taken my morality or self-respect and gasped to my long time companion who I was too disoriented to hate at that precise moment, although I did wholly detest her of course.

“What the fuck is going on?”

Only then did my eyelids part slightly and saw my enemy looking a little sheepish for the first time since I had arrived.

“It’s complicated, Emmy, but in a nutshell I’m three months pregnant…and perhaps not unexpectedly off sex and I need someone to fill in…”

She chuckled in what she must have felt was delicious irony.

“…So to speak…so I thought then recognised…who else but my old partner in sexual adventure, Emmiline!”

I cursed her without the vim or vigour I felt she deserved.

“Bitch!”

“Cow!”

“Whore!”

“Slut!”

I was just too spent to waste further heated breath in wasteful acrimony and sighed in exasperation and asked a puerile question.

“Baron’s the father?”

“Yes…of course?”

My head was inflating in pressure; she was married to Daddy after all!”

“How, how?”

Her eyes were sarcastic and icy blue.

“You know how…over and over and in more perverse ways than I can recount or remember…but however many times we fuck… the feel and essence of him is always sublime.”

My head shook in utter bemusement or wonder.

“But my father…you’re his wife…aren’t you?”

I shimmied and tried not to show that I was a little abashed at such an obvious statement of fact; but not much as I then explained as best I could.

“There are things between husband and wives that you don’t yet understand Emmy…trust me; Lance and I are fine and happy…but I need some help with Baron as I can’t cope in my condition.”

It was all impossible to take in but I knew the story about her being pregnant was surely true just by the enlarged and swollen size of her as my mouth railed in barely contained anger as best it could in my ditzy disorientation.

“Help from me? But I despise you…I am not the one to come to your aid…never, ever…never.”

Her pink lips turned up then smiled slyly with some offer of temptation for what she assumed was my greedy, grasping nature; how little she knew the real me!

“I will get you back into your Daddy’s good books and turn the taps of lovely money back on for you Emmy; let you return to your old life!”

The girl was increasingly infuriating and I spat at her.

“I can get my own money; Archie wants and has asked to marry me; then I will have whatever I want or need and simply wait for my trust fund to arrive…so don’t fucking threaten me anymore, Jem’s.”

To my further disbelief she simply laughed.

“Marry, Archibald are you Emmy? You will undoubtedly have a challenge if he is your husband as I knew him from old and some of my pals were very, very friendly with him…”

Jemima was belittling me and once more she seemed to know or make out she knew what I did not.

“…And he was always getting into their knickers!”

This was yet another convoluted conundrum as this was not the mild mannered Archie I understood as I hissed in overwhelming exasperation with her.

“He’s not like that!”

My obtuse companion then howled in the hilarity of someone with precise and prescient knowledge.

“Not like that Emmy….not as you expect at all!”

I shouted at her in rage and frustration due to consummate fatigue.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

Her azure, cool spheres found me and the trace of sarcasm was still on her pretty lips.

“He likes wearing women’s clothes; especially lingerie…and for a girl like you that craves and relishes rough and hard sex with black guys, Emmy…”

She was giggling again and I wanted to hit her but was too desensitised or far gone to do so.

“…Well with all the money in the world it won’t be enough for you to live with a girly boy…so go and sleep, then be here tomorrow at midday and if you’re very good, I just may allow you to share and enjoy my gorgeous lover here; as long as you start behaving and being nice to me!”

I could take no more of her lunacy and dragged my weary form to my shaky feet then rounded on her a final time.

“You are fucking one Crazy, Fucking Bitch! Archie is not like that and there is not a chance in hell I will be here tomorrow to let your supercilious Boss fuck me as he so patently has you….”

My voice was screaming while I walked as energetically as I could manage to the door.

“…Never, ever…fucking never, Bitch…I’ll sort my own life out and Archie is a kind and caring man; he loves me and is normal…completely normal!”

Jemima looked up from the bed and seemed a little rattled but had the same smug look on her unusually rotund face.

“You’re exhausted, Emmy, have some rest and think about it…we know and need each other…lets not fight any longer…”

I wasn’t listening as she went on.

“…Don’t be silly…come tomorrow and maybe we can find a way forward to suit everyone!”

There was the scent of victory in the air as I refused to countenance any further impropriety with regard to souring relations with my future, precious husband.

“Dream on Bitch…I know exactly what I’m doing and your lies aren’t going to get me to solve your disgusting, debauched situation with this Reprobate, Baron!”

I arrived back at the house with my body still simmering silently, exhaustedly and my head in a bad or sour mood to find my father relaxing on the porch; my lips kissed his cheek in some secret sympathy - given that his awful wife was carrying another man’s child - and gratefully took some reviving orange juice as he spoke.

“Archibald is upstairs as he’s weary and dozing; I thought we’d have some dinner here then you can recover as well and I will pick Jemima up later and see you in the morning…”

He was inquisitive which was unlike him and as though he had more than an inkling about what I had been up to.

“…Was everything OK, while you worked for Baron?”

My teeth bit my lips as I smiled disingenuously.

“Yes, Daddy, it was just simple work and talking to Jem’s, as you mentioned, but…”

I had to pry as well.

“…Is everything fine with you and your new wife?”

His eyes were green, translucent pools of innocence.

“Of course she is the best thing that’s ever happened to me…”

He qualified his statement as if to pacify me but there was no need, as my lost, departed parent was a warm but distant memory by now.

“…Apart from your mother of course!”

I did not press him as his devilish, mercurial relationship with the awful Jemima was not my business, although I wanted to; everything seemed so unfathomable and in further defeat - as I could not reasonably enquire further - I walked lightly up the stairs and then things immediately got even more convoluted.

There, lying on the large bed was my supposed fiancé completely naked apart from the tiny pair of pink, lacy panties around his hips that I had given him inside the bag of clothes to bring back from the bar when I had so stupidly changed into the bikini.

When he saw me his hand reflexively went to cover his shame but it was too late by then and in truth I was almost too tired to care as he whimpered in insufficient justification.

“Sorry, sorry but I needed to shower and there were no other available coverings or underwear…and your Dad said you would not be back for ages”

He was bright red in shame and immediately I thought about what Jemima had predicted and said so confidently.

“…I’ll take them off if you want.”

I just shrugged and lay beside him on the covers and marvelled at how such a small and delicate piece of underwear could show no sign of the probable manhood below and sighed in drowsiness or perplexity.

“No I understand…but the work in the bar is now over as what this Baron wants from me is too bizarre; so let’s just sleep before dinner as I need to slumber for a while as I won’t be going back… ever.”

It was lovely to take the weight off my feet and we did have a couple of hours before eating but, as I settled on the cool duvet, I could not help but notice how slender Archie was and was increasingly fascinated by his crotch that seemed so unexpectedly smooth or flat.

My salient mind tried to ignore my concerns in this regard and dozed but my nearby companion was restless because he mumbled almost incoherently.

“That’s a shame because you looked so gorgeous in that bikini …just fantastic…”

I still had it on and suddenly recalled giving head on my knees while this Black Bastard fingered me to an orgasm; the thoughts raised my blood pressure and I could detect equal worrying excitement in my partner’s tone as he went on.

“…What exactly did Baron want from you?”

Impossibly my skin was alive in strange, tingling tension and I turned away from him in irrational irritation as the recent depraved memory gave me pleasurable but equally unsettling sensations.

“It was what that horrid Jemima craved most and…”

My pussy was noticeably leaking now and I shut my thighs in annoyance or temper then grunted in irrational ire as if this sensitive area was a separate, independent part of me and felt this was an immoral or unreasonable way for it to act.

“…I don’t wish to discuss it!”

Somehow my head managed to separate temporarily from the unstable world for a while until I was woken by a knock on the door and I heard my father’s gentle voice.

“Emmiline…some luggage has arrived.”

It took me a few seconds to come to my senses before I looked at Archie who was dormant and tiredly got to my feet and muttered quietly in response.

“Be down in a minute, Daddy.”

I was about to get the bags when I looked again at my pretty panties around my boyfriend’s crotch and realised to my shock that the Little Bugger had spurted ejaculate in them because there were noticeably large, dirty, white stains and I fumed in annoyance at his presumption or lack or regard for my clothing while I went downstairs.

Sure enough there were the two cases but given my discordant state I mischievously decided I would punish my roommate and test this ridiculous story of Emmy’s, that my beau, Archibald, secretly liked wearing girl’s clothing; it was preposterous and I wanted to prove her absurd theory wrong once and for all.

I hid his case in the kitchen and then got one of the maids to take my own heavy bag to just outside my room then pulled it inside on the wheels by myself.

My man was still sleeping in the dirty knickers and I bathed, dressed in jeans and then purposely put out a tiny, black satin thong, tight cut off shorts and a shiny, sequinned top for Archibald knowing for certain there was no way he would go to dinner dressed in this bizarre, feminine way.

I had purposely left the perfumed water inside the antique, white tub and when everything was readied for my little test I then shook my bizarrely covered boyfriend lightly and smiled.

“Wake up Sleepyhead…Daddy’s organised dinner in half an hour; use my bathwater it has lovely soaps and scents in.”

He stretched languidly then while my back was turned ran to the bathroom so I would not see him naked, discarding the filthy knickers he was wearing onto the floor as he sprinted.

Then upon close examination of the lined gusset I saw it was covered in his sticky mess and it was clear my Dirty Man had obviously been masturbating furiously.

When he was finished he came out in a large, fluffy towel then looked around for his clothes and I nodded casually at the items I had left on the chair for him.

“Your case unfortunately did not arrive as yet, Archie…so wear my clothes tonight…there’s only us here.”

His face was an eternally, unforgettably, pink picture but the words were not what I expected as he picked up the silky panties and gasped in what I initially took to be panic.

“I can’t…can I…will you really let me?”

My face was deadpan and masked my amazement or puzzlement in response.

“Sure, sure why not…put the knickers on first and let me see...”

To my disbelief he turned his back and immediately slid the fine, flimsy underwear up his ankles, legs then turned to me almost proudly and, although I knew he was visibly excited, the bulge in the tight underwear was not obvious as he still looked bemusingly or even worryingly flat.

My head nodded for him to carry on and then watched in growing shock as he put on the blue shorts that fitted him like a tight glove, then the resplendent top until he looked incredibly feminine and in spite of my previous determination to prove him a man I could not help but pat his bottom while smiling.

“…Wow…don’t you look pretty, Archie…”

I pulled his long, blonde hair and instinctively put the golden strands into a little ponytail while he admired himself in the mirror as if spellbound and like all his most personal secret dreams had just come true.

“…Let’s apply a splash of some perfume…”

Liberally my hands sprayed him with Chanel while he shimmied.

“…And you are done.”

My lips kissed his and almost absurdly I felt a strange attraction for him like this and our tongues lingered for the shortest time although it was long enough to create some physical frisson or stirrings within us both.

My father - bless him - when we came downstairs hardly noticed anything out of the ordinary with my companion’s female display other than how well presented he was and merely stated what a pleasure it was to have him staying with us.

Over the fine food, Daddy spoke softly to me in further inquisition and as if this was more than a casual or passing interest.

“Are you going to work at the bar, Darling? I know Jemima wants you to help her with Baron and…”

It was suddenly abundantly clear what he desired.

“…I think you should?”

The conversation was a barely veiled reference to helping her ease this man sexually on his wife’s behalf and it was clear Daddy knew full well what was going on and seemed quite mysteriously almost enthusiastic about it.

In my perplexity I turned to my prospective husband who was dressed so confusingly - the most ridiculous thing was he looked so cute as a girl – and whispered.

“What do you think, Archie…should I dress in that little skimpy costume and let men, leer, touch me…or worse?”

He blushed brightly and tried not to say anything that would incriminate him.

“It’s up to you, Emmy…you look so heavenly in that bikini that any man would want you…so whatever you decide is fine by me.”

Daddy sensibly came in quickly to change the subject.

“You play golf don’t you, Archibald…lets have a game tomorrow while the girls are busy.”

My potential life partner shook his head sadly in regret.

“Not got any clothes for it, Sir, they have got waylaid; otherwise I’d love to.”

My inebriated voice chipped in purely to be sarcastic.

“I have mine in the case…though I never play…the short, pink skirt and top!”

To my ongoing disbelief my father nodded as if I was a genius.

“Perfect…it’s only clothing after all and will save on the green-fees…women are half price…that’s a champion idea so that’s decided then, now…what’s your handicap?”

In utter bemusement and muddle I left them chatting about this weird, interminable game then retired to the room where in exasperation I put the most provocative negligee I had brought with out for Archie to sleep in.

It was tiny, lemon, ruffled panties and a transparent, floaty top that only came down to the hips and could not believe that any self-respecting male would ever wear such a provocative outfit willingly.

But Archie washed, removed his clothing and almost naturally put it on immediately then stood coquettishly on his tiptoes before simpering meekly at me.

“Do I look silly, Emmy? You will think less of me now I know…but, but it’s just for tonight.”

Most peculiarly I did not conclude anything negative about him looking foolish at all; in fact he seemed surreally lovely and innocent and I walked up to him in a matching negligee of luxurious pale blue and put my arms around his thin waist.

Suddenly our slender bodies were being pressed tightly together and the crotches of the knickers were pushing furiously against each other as I grunted in unexpected and crazed desire then kissed his tender lips.

“Let’s go to bed Archie…you Little Slut…!”

We slipped between the sheets where we kissed immediately and passionately as the sensation of the materials caressing our bodies was lusciously indescribable and my mouth seemed to impulsively or instinctively run away with me as I gasped.

“…You really are a Dirty Girl, Archie….aren’t you…?”

Dominantly I threw my fragile man on his front and slapped his deliciously covered bottom hard.

“…You honestly want to know what Baron did with me, you Tart…?”

It was a rhetorical question.

“…He spanked me just as I am doing to you…then he made me strip and suck his huge, black cock…and…”

I was beating him furiously now as if losing any logic or reason in my fantasy world.

“…If I go back he’ll fuck me…fuck your future wife…!”

In incomprehensible anger I rolled him on his front then spread his ivory thighs, lay on top of him and began to mock fuck this half-man as if I was more than half-insane.

“…Is that what you imagined, Slut…Whore…Bitch…Bitch…!”

Archie was crying in agony or ecstasy while he wrapped his thin legs easily around my back as we thrashed against each other in our mutual sexual fury until he squealed like a pretty pig and I felt his knickers fill with moisture, realised my own had done the same and only at that sullied point did we surrender to some sense of normality and fall softly into each others arms as I exhaled in utter shock.

“…Fuck Archie….what on earth was that?”

He sighed shyly then softy kissed my cheek and confessed his open soul.

“Wonderful, extraordinary…I’ve never done that in my life but always wanted to with a girl…and especially you, Emmy.”

I forgot for a moment whether we were boy or girl, girl and girl or just two living, sensual, living loving beings and sighed contentedly as the pheromones kept running riot or amok in me.

“Are you gay?”

His voice was low and uncertain.

“I don’t know; don’t think so as I have never been with a boy…just always possessed a secret penchant or craving to wear female clothes and share the experience with another girl…

My companion seemed ashamed.

“…I’m sorry I should have told you…you must hate me?”

I giggled and my finger drifted into his little panties and found the tiniest cock and balls that seemed to belong to a baby; but they pulsed instinctively or excitedly to my slightest, tenderest touch.

“Oh Archie…you Bad Girl…but I’m not annoyed…interested, amused, turned on but…”

I squeezed this minute piece of flesh and gurgled.

“…Not upset or annoyed.”

As I held him in the palm of my hand he spoke in further uncertainty.

“Did that dangerous, black man really smack your bottom and make you give him a blow-job?”

As he whispered the words I felt his tiny cock begin to harden and I replied with honesty; given what had just gone on between us there seemed no point lying now.

“Yes, Archie…he made me suck him like a Cheap Whore…then swallow his sticky seed…before he stripped and teased me to orgasm on his clever fingers…

His little man was solid now while I was weirdly aflame again.

“…Oh Archie…you like that…do you want me to fuck him…he was so huge, Archie…simply enormous…he wants to fuck and fill me all the time…”

It was only then I made the ultimate leap of faith with him.

“…Emmeline is pregnant by Baron and wants me to take over her sexual obligations and duties for a while with him as she’s out of sorts…but it will mean him taking me and perhaps…”

My head and body felt as if it would explode.

“… Seed me as well…Oh Archie…Bad Girl, Bad Girl!”

He had spontaneously come in my fingers and I wiped him on my pussy then moved his head to between my thighs where he began to lick then suck my sodden, flowing flesh until I lay over him and we were performing the sexual acts as lesbians except that his pussy had enlarged clitoral pieces on it.

It took a while to climax again but then we did and were sated for a while before becoming more intimate and tactile with each other once more until finally almost strangely it became easier and bizarrely comfortable in our brave new world.

My questionable fiancé kissed my lips and I could taste my own juices on him - it was not an unpleasant sensation - as he mumbled quietly.

“Would you like to do that with this man, Emmy?”

I bit my lips then decided if he could reveal his most hidden, perverse, sexual side then even at the risk of losing his money and the marriage to come then I would as well.

“Yes, I’m sorry but I think that would be most agreeable to me, Archie…”

My head thought about the physical, masculine size of Baron along with his condescending or superior ways and felt a pang of instinctively deep, womanly desire.

“…More than that…I have a weakness for powerful, black men…and there is something just desirous or luscious about the Dastardly Baron…”

I stroked his pretty face and pressed my lips to his small, cute nose.

“…But this is scrumptious too!”

We kissed once more until he sighed happily.

“Then go to him with my blessing, Emmy; it is obvious that I can’t supply all your needs and I have already had more fun and gratification than ever before and…”

He truly seemed like an innocent child as he murmured.

“…You don’t mind me dressing up to weirdly?”

My hand held his as I laughed and my thoughts were expressed honestly.

“Archie…I simply love you dressing up…I’m going to make you the prettiest, girly boy that’s ever been and we can always have matching, delicate, luxurious outfits to bed…”

I fell back on my pillow because by now exhaustion and mental fatigue was overwhelming me.

“…The sex we shared for me was wonderful too…I’m not sure why but I utterly adore you like this!”

We hugged a final time then we were instantaneously asleep, as if needing to escape temporarily from this madness, but when we awoke we both remembered everything, then almost naturally brought each other off to sexual bliss and it seemed that this craziness had suddenly become our new normality.

While Archie showered I put out the tiny, pink, skirt, underwear and matching top which he put on eagerly before I placed his hair in the familiar ponytail and then finally applied some blusher with pink lipstick until he looked utterly feminine and gorgeous.

Jemima had left early to go to work, or I guessed may have stayed out all night, and Daddy to his credit did not bat an eye with this fact or the way Archibald was dressed - it seemed I was learning more interesting and even admirable things out about him each day recently - so attractively over breakfast then muttered as he finished his food.

“Ten minutes, meet you in the car, Archie…I will get you ladies clubs and shoes at the course…”

He gazed at him and smiled dryly.

“…Something pink I think!”

My man came to the room for a final freshen up and I told him to hold up his hem while I placed a thin, fresh, panty liner in the already damp gusset of the knickers and smiled thoughtfully.

“This will keep you flat and comfortable all day, Darling…”

I kissed his glowing cheeks lovingly.

“…Have fun.”

His pale eyes stared at me displaying endearing vulnerability.

“Am I your Darling, Emmy?”

I shivered then smiled in confirmation.

“Of course…what I do with Baron or in fact any other man, if I want or need one, will not affect that… if you still want us to be together?

He looked sheepish and loving suddenly.

“That is my dream…”

His voice twisted in correction as he saw his colourful, surreal image in the mirror.

“…All of this…I yearn to marry you and want to set the date today.”

This was literal, mercenary music to my ears and I patted his pretty bottom and sent him on his way.

“Enjoy the golf and I will see you later at the bar!”

He whispered one last thing as if only for his information.

“You are definitely going?”

My finger pinched his behind.

“You know I am Darling; your future wife is going to be a very naughty girl with the obnoxious but undeniably impressive Baron!”

I could see him visibly flush with perverse energy just at the thought of what I would get up to before I shooed him out and then bathed and eventually placed on the divisive, black bikini that seemed to make me shiver as it was so divinely small and sexually provocative.

My whole womanly force was anxious and aching for release and I pottered about the house for a while - as I did not want to appear too eager by arriving early - then finally walked up the deserted beach until only the raised steps to Breakers were before me.

I was terribly excited but equally terrified and I recognised I had no control over this man or even Jemima- who I knew would torment or tease me terribly for my weakness - but there was no more time to dwell and determinedly I took the wooden boards up to my destiny.

Well that was how it felt anyway.

Jemima was already working and she smiled dryly, passed me a broom but did not mention a word about my capitulation while we went through our duties of cleaning washing then seamlessly serving the customers as they arrived.

Baron roamed about meeting friends or giving orders but treated me as if I was very much a welcome part of the small, intimate team.

There was no sign of Daddy or Archie and I presumed they were still busy at the golf club and at 5p.m when the bar closed for an hour I nervously went up to the bedroom where Baron stood beside me and spoke meaningfully while Jemima watched on from nearby.

“So you have returned, Emmiline…and I have need of you now because of the unfortunate but delightful situation with Jemima…so remove your bikini and let me beat you…!”

In rising terror all I could do was unclip my top with trembling fingers then kick off my bottoms - both of which my old, former friend put neatly on the chair - then timidly took my humiliating place over his solid thighs as he sat and lightly smacked my ass while I squealed to his firm hand.

The pain was minimal but the expectation and craving intense as soon his fingertips eased my anal cavity then pressed or teased my flowing juices before he removed his shorts allowing me to feel his gigantic, throbbing erection pressing my belly.

Then suddenly he turned me until my legs were either side of his hips - as if I was a mere feather - and lifted my body before lowering it so effortlessly onto his thick, vertical cock while I could only wail in shock as this monstrous piece of male, dominant flesh slipped wondrously inside me.

The sheer sensation of this act was indescribable and my mind seemed to melt as he stayed still while I pressed my hips back and forward in ever increasing relish while his mouth suckled my thin, pink nipples and drove me utterly insane.

He sensed me and my dark, private passion while grinning in understanding.

“Now you are mine, Emmeline…say it…and I will have and take you to heaven or hell…oh you Dirty Minx!”

I was jumping on him in wild urgency now, faster and faster until almost at the same dizzying moment we shuddered in the communality of foul bliss and vibrated to orgasm together until I placed my arms on his sturdy neck and moaned in ecstasy.

“Oh Baron…that was so Bad…fuck…so…fucking Bad!”

We lay together on the bed where Jemima consciously lay on the other side of him, stroked his weeping cock and whispered.

“I did tell you she was perfect, Baron!”

As if to prove her boast I took his sodden flesh in my mouth and drew him as my female companion suckled his balls until he was fully primed - which did not take too long- before I then greedily rode on top of him and began to get increasingly used to this unique piece of rigid masculinity inside of me.

In my life I had experienced many virile, black man but never, ever one like this and after enjoying innumerable climaxes eventually and meekly he bent me forward, over and I surrendered my ass.

He took my bottom slowly - with a certain wickedness - and by the end of the afternoon comfort hour it was as if the very intangible essence of this enigmatic, dynamic male was forever flowing within my heated, flaming blood.

At last Baron left us to rest for a while without him and Jemima stroked my hair and sighed expressively.

“Was that so terrible, Emmy?”

I pressed my head into the pillow to hide my apparent but mock shame but then looked up and laughed at the libidinous lunacy everywhere!”

“Fucking awful you Bitch!”

“Whore”

“Slut!”

“Tart.”

“Cunt!”

We spontaneously giggled like children then just lay closely beside each other and closed our eyes, as if when we opened them our lives would be ordinary again, but that was never going to happen.

Work restarted and then late into the evening Daddy and Archie came down to have their drinks and to my amusement noticed obviously he had borrowed another pair of my tightest, cream shorts with a pretty, pink top to wear and when Jemima looked at me as if to say, “I told you so,” I just shrugged to only confirm she was such all-knowing, Clever Cow!

No one talked about the fact that Baron was now obviously fucking us both; it was an accepted but unspoken part of being here and I had already adapted to the role of easing his sexual tension easily and with way more than a little enthusiasm.

My father informed us all that the golf had been a great success; they had already entered into the mixed competitions and what a good if not superb player and sporting partner, Archie was.

To my utter surprise and delight they seemed to be getting along famously in my man’s new female guise and as it was a quiet night we all had dinner together at the bar where we ate, drank and were an extremely unusual but patently happy sort of family.

I returned with Archie to the house while Jemima remained with Baron and we eagerly dressed in delicious lingerie and quickly pressed against each other to distraction as I recounted my sordid adventures with the Black Master down the beach while he mused how much he would love to watch me if such a thing was ever possible or permissible.

The days then flowed in sun and semen for me until one morning - when for once Jemima was sleeping in the large house - she had an extra sickly turn and could not go to work and I came up with an ingenious but perhaps wild solution, as the bar was short-staffed.

Baron was surprised initially when Archie turned up just wearing the tight, black, bikini bottoms but he was nothing if not broad-minded and after raising his thick eyebrows merely let him do most of the duties of Jemima but obviously not all of them.

As if a mischievous, depraved fairy had granted him his filthiest wish my fiancé then spent the whole of the comfort hour in the late afternoon watching Baron use and abuse me in every depraved way possible until we at last lay together on the bed when my lover left us - as was his regular habit - and I grumbled and apologised as if lost between fantasy or reality.

“I’m sorry, Archie…are you upset to see me in this way? I will understand if you wish to end it between us because I cannot break with Baron now.”

He kissed my sperm-coated lips and exhaled as if his heated breath was from the heart itself.

“No, the opposite is true…I love you more, absolutely and completely, Emmy; I have already rung my mother to prepare for our immediate wedding if you will have me, Darling…?”

I could see the tears of emotion welling in his aqua eyes.

“…I mean where could I find a woman or wife that understands me as you do?”

My fingertips stroked then ran through his golden hair before my lips kissed the mouth I had coated with lipstick earlier that very day.

“And where indeed could I find a man like you, Darling, Archie?”

The weeks of our holiday time in Bermuda flowed like sticky honey but then we had to return to some sense of routine or normality in England where, after another brief week back in the tropics because the urge to do so was so strong, Archibald and I married a few months later in some great ceremony and celebration.

Of course our honeymoon was in our tropical paradise on the beach, golf course or in various beds where innumerable trysts ensued and I made sure my husband had the most exclusive or extensive female wardrobe possible, all of his own.

I utterly adored sex with Baron - given his masculinity and power it was impossible not to - but surprisingly perhaps there was also something beguiling about lying with my husband in matching negligees and driving or subtly pressing or probing our bodies to endless ecstasy that was equally, utterly delicious as well.

Archie and I even tried full sexual intercourse but - sadly perhaps - he was so small in the male department we soon returned to the more female in not lesbian way of intimacy which was far more appealing and rewarding for us both.

Months passed quickly and suddenly it had been two flashing, eventful years since our marriage and I was happier than I had ever known before.

Our year or schedule was split equally between enjoying our social sphere and circle in England then living our parallel if not surreal lives in Bermuda where all of the family pursued their secret, salacious bents and fetishes.

Daddy was forever in love with his young flighty wife and they had their own secret arrangements or agreement that kept them both balanced and visibly contented.

He enjoyed his golf often with Archie dressed as his female sidekick and out of respect I never enquired into his personal - if not peculiar - married life and in communality and perhaps love he never asked or interfered with mine.

My husband, after appearing perfectly normal and respectable in his role as husband and master of the estate in our home country, turned into a real, living, breathing female in this foreign, sultry land and dressed in exquisite, feminine garb or garments from the second he arrived.

He worked occasionally at the bar and inevitably in his entreating, womanly guise occasionally got into sordid if not depraved situations with some local men with a liking for pretty white boys but these diversions were mercifully few and far between, did not define him as a man or person regarding his sexuality and, as with many things, we did not discuss such subversive matters.

Our intimate life at home or abroad was always wonderful and exciting with us always wearing luxurious finery; in truth we never tired or got bored of our time in bed together - when I could escape Baron’s clutches - which, when he was feeling especially rampant, tended to be rare.

I should point out that by this point both Jemima and I had already given birth to our black lover’s children; a boy and a girl and she was already heavily pregnant with a second on the way.

We had sensibly worked out a schedule between us to cope with his rapacious, sexual appetites and without doubt his physical energy needed us both liaising in tandem because we were not always up to his demands separately and needed to co-operate fully so he did not stray with the endless stream of comely white girls on holiday that abounded.

He did not often come to England and on the weeks or months we were away, both of us knew he was inevitably unfaithful but that frustratingly came with the territory and when we returned, as his primary females, marked our precious, dark, masculine property ferociously.

In honesty he was not actually a bad or unkind man, loved us and definitely the children in his own selfish, brash sort of way and we could sense there would be a battle of cultures as the little ones grew; but that was still to come and at the moment a far-off problem.

We had purchased and now owned his precious bar, some more luxurious boats for the popular cruises and a house nearby so he was now, importantly for us all, a local man of means - given that he was such a vital part of our lives - and Bermuda was ever more a home away from home.

I had retaken my place in my father’s good books and regained access to all the funds once lost as well as the other oodles from Archibald’s brood with more available in the pipeline as the older part of his clan died off and he inherited everything.

So I was at peace, fulfilled and much more experienced in all the ways of a woman - I had learned so much in recent times about the subtle and often decadent way between a husband and wife that I would never have realised or imagined - and was far more gratified or contented with all things than I ever reasonably expected or probably deserved to be

And as for the despotic and despicable Jemima?

Well I was with her at all times now and we were an intrinsic and integral part of the growing family group; unbreakable almost, given the many degenerate secrets we knew about each other and what we were immorally sharing with the predatory, irrepressible but always irresistible Baron.

My head hated, detested, admired, loved, envied or despised her all within the self-same hours of each passing day with such intensity or deeply held set feelings that was sometimes too heavy or heady to bear; I sensed only the passionate sometimes unbalanced mind of a woman could possibly understand.

In conclusion all I could say - with complete pragmatism regarding Jemima - was that without question, I had unfortunately, forever lost the former school-friend I once knew but bizarrely and mercurially perhaps, gained a wicked but sometimes unexpectedly wonderful step-mother who had made my entire existence more colourful, pleasurable, satisfying and far better than it had been before.

I concluded it was a bargain that impossibly or improbably suited us both.

The End
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