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Million$Massage

Lenny

Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays - when Violet would agree - were exclusively and mercifully nights off with The Boys.

These were the treasured Guys Evenings that I always needed or craved because although my wife and I were happily married - and had been for almost a year now - after breaking my back cold-selling windows in the office or on the road at the brutal coal-face of banging on closed doors I sorely and justifiably needed to let my hair down with my best and closest buddies.

I suppose some older duller people might consider my actions to be pretty juvenile and in fairness the stuff we did together was mainly drinking or talking trash but I was still only a year past twenty one and in many ways my youthful soul wanted to hang on to my adolescent quick-living nature of the recent past.

My better half, delicate slight dark-haired Violet, sometimes looked on with obvious disapproval but I was clearly the Master in our relationship and always told her quite plainly that she had to understand - given her pure and genteel nature - there were things I could and felt compelled to share or discuss my best mates which patently I could not with her.

My wife was often put out or occasionally given to a brief show of tearful ire but she was without doubt a lovely, very much shy sunny-natured person and any emotional storm clouds soon dissipated leaving me to have my dominant way as demanded or expected .

The nights out I shared with The Boys were mainly at bars or occasionally dimly lit clubs where the other unfortunate married males could forget they were hitched for a brief few hours and try and get lucky with some Cheap Tramp or other.

I would confess confidentially that I was always considered something of a Catch and also secretly made out with a couple of girls now and then but - in my explanation or defence - any physical contact was merely teasing, touching or kissing and in honesty I considered that I was never actually being disloyal or unfaithful.

Violet of course never knew about any misdeeds, as her virtuous mind would never think about such base primitive things, and cleverly on the evenings I had my bit of innocuous fun I always ensured my sweet mouth was sprayed with mint breath freshener before entering the apartment.

If she ever asked me about the occasional lipstick stain on a shirt collar I just smiled wanly and casually put it down to my mischievous friends playing some silly trick to get me into trouble.

As I mentioned what I got up to with my companions I had known from schooldays was in truth all pretty innocuous or harmless and quite rightly Violet never actually questioned me about anything because we were very much in love and - bless her cotton socks - she trusted me absolutely.

These outings had become almost routine from the inception of my marriage but while the months passed by - as a group - we began to seek fresh inspiring sources of entertainment that would help pass the time along with the vast quantities of beer we always consumed and given the available on-line world there were forever new adventures or erotic avenues to explore.

We liked to occasionally play the latest shoot-up games or sometimes furtively watch a porn movie and snigger or make crass crude jokes but then one of my new friends from work called Wayne introduced the crowd of us to something that I found utterly fascinating and almost instantly addictive because what it showed was unbelievable even to an experienced man about town like me.

It was an online programme called Million$Massage in which the female star of the show was a seemingly virtuous or innocent wife of some husband or other that had signed up to an agreement that if the apparently loyal girl involved could resist the questionable so called charms of the extremely muscular and black predatory male lead then the fabulous monitory prize was theirs.

All the precious and always alluring young female part of a couple had to do was to refuse this strong dark rapacious man oral, anal then full vaginal sex and the money would be theirs to share but inexplicably, on the first of every month when it was aired, each girl - who was dressed only in small florescent panties - succumbed slowly then utterly to him after he had initially provided a gentle but obviously seductive massage on the prepared towel-covered table.

The show was surely bewildering and bewitching if not compulsive viewing for multiple reasons; primarily because the sex was so outrageously deep and dirty but there was mysteriously more to it than just that for me.

It was the way the vulnerable woman always reacted to this Stud when being fucked because he surely took her with such primitive force or energy it made all of the men that watched with me breathless and then - as if to ease the tension - we would then take sadistic pleasure as the camera then always showed the poor Sap of a husband looking on while his wife was deflowered to within an inch of her pretty but now promiscuous life.

The guy was always expressively fraught or patently pained at what was happening with his partner while his visible anguish was of course subsequently made worse because the audience knew the contract that had been signed meant his wife was now to work for this lewd company for twelve months and, although I was unsure what the tawdry details were, no doubt base sexual favours or obligations were obviously involved.

More than likely she would have to exist as some Whore!

All of my drunken friends - along with me - found the programme compelling viewing and well worth the monthly $50 subscription as once the latest female had surrendered her questionable honour - while the husband had been suitably humbled or humiliated - we would laugh coarsely at them both and at the depraved but salacious entertainment they had generously supplied.

We would also marvel at the muscular black man’s male equipment which not only was impossibly huge but it seemed to be able to repeatedly gain stiffness at will because to win the game he had to fully climax in the girl’s mouth, ass then pussy separately and it was difficult for us to believe that these always slender and gorgeous girls actually seemed to be unable to resist his foul advances.

In fact most improbably a few even seemed to perversely enjoy it!

Privately it truly amazed me because I never thought girls actually took any real genuine pleasure in the sexual act, especially as it was being portrayed so filthily on this surreal channel that had multiple other mercurial but unknown private offerings we did not wish to pay for.

I mean with respect $50 was enough porn for anyone!

In the end we all agreed that this must be some sleight of hand or con-trick because no self-respecting girl would ever succumb so easily and, once satisfied that this was surely the case, some of the married guys started to feebly joke about taking their own wives along and winning the loot on offer.

In truth it was just meaningless banter - especially as all of their women were no svelte beauty queens - but then one night Wayne looked at me with glazed inebriated eyes after yet another female spouse had had suffered abundant amounts of thick semen foully squirted into all of her apertures and he chuckled.

“You know Lenny…you should go for it…”

He sighed and closed his eyes as if imagining the unfortunate picture.

“…I mean Violet has such a perfect figure and ass…”

My new best Buddy proceeded to tease me mercilessly.

“…I can just see her on the bed…face down while Zane gently kneads her back…then arms, hips…thighs and then…”

I interrupted him sharply as this was not funny.

“You know Violet’s not like that.”

Wayne sipped his beer and grinned mischievously.

“Sure, of course…it’s just a dirty fantasy Lenny …and anyway she’d never agree to anything deranged like that would she…?”

His sentence seemed to soften into a whisper or a sleazy daydream.

“…But they just might take her on and it’s a sure bet according to you…”

Unfortunately he gurgled like a child at my expense.

“…And fuck I would like to see her cute pert naked ass on that bed.”

I mock punched him on the arm and everyone descended into fits of girlish giggling or teasing about their precious wives or girlfriends doing similar fetid things until we eventually broke up the party and I took a taxi home when I realised to my shame that my unstable cock had been rock hard since the unsolicited suggestion about my virtuous wife had been made.

When I reached our small two-bedroom apartment I removed my clothes then slid in beside Violet and felt a violent terrible male urge to fuck her.

Almost angrily I lay directly over her barely-covered body and spread the milky thighs I found as she wearily woke from her slumber then grumbled acidly.

“Please Lenny…you reek of beer…not now…not now, let me…”

My fingers were however greedily pulling at her panties and they were off in an urgent second and she sighed disconsolately.

“…Fuck what’s wrong with you?”

She was dry as normal down below but I was so solid and not too big therefore - with a desperate push - I was soon inside my female property as my mind swam with a myriad of debased filthy images concerning Violet and this so-called Black Superman called Zane.

In my secret illicit darkest imagination his copper hands were all over her perfect white skin as she began to reactively mumble and moan in desire - only in my reverie of course - and within a few rough fevered strokes I shuddered before my brain dissolved into delicious vibrant colour and felt the resultant slimy wetness where our brief coupling had just taken place.

Violet then pushed me off her and hissed in rare anger.

“What is the matter with you lately Lenny…?”

Her hand reached for a nearby tissue which she used to wipe her obviously coated vaginal lips under the covers.

“…You can’t just come in and use me like this…”

Her whole body seemed to quiver in some palpable fury.

“…It’s just disgusting!”

My malodorous and giddy form simply rolled over then away from her unreasonable wrath as I just ignored the muttered insults because along with everything else her irrational temper would settle down in due course and she would come under my dominium once more as always.

I felt guilty for my rapacious actions - for a few mere moments - but then concluded that just because she did not appreciate sex I was entitled as her husband to my conjugal rights and had decided long ago that I should not rebuke myself for doing what was normal and acceptable in any good marriage.

More than sometimes it truly irritated me that my wife was such an obvious prude with her obtuse attitude to the physical side of this partnership and I increasingly felt that perhaps marrying a clueless virgin like Violet was a mistake and I should have gone for one of the cheaper more promiscuous girls at college who knew how to give a celebrated man like me a good time.

Back then and at our less that salubrious seat of learning - with my obvious good looks and understated humour - everyone always wanted me.

I dozed then slumbered contentedly on the erotic thought that maybe I should introduce her to this Zane because then at least he could experience some of this emotional cool ice she carried about with her all the time and I awoke with another hard-on that I quickly slipped inside my still dormant wife before once more reaching orgasm quickly on some very deviant and dangerous thoughts.

She merely glared in unspoken temper when I had finished but this did not concern me as I showered and shortly went on my way to the office.

Work was forever busy - although not always productive - and in the occasional downtime irrationally my brain started to think about the tempting fact that one million dollars was in my grasp if I only had the courage to sign us up for this rude wacky show and, although I knew this was only my head running wild, it weirdly created an insatiable need in me to fuck Violet all the time.

It had been clear from the beginning that she hated everything about the carnal act because even though it was mercifully - for us both - brief, she never smiled, rarely moved would never supply anything oral or spontaneous and merely allowed me to have my sinful way in her tight cunt as if accepting it was her womanly primitive obligation.

My reveries in this regard went on for over a month and one late evening when she was in bed I watched all alone the latest edition of the Million$Massage - my mates were all busy that night - where this Black Bastard of a porn star athletically shamed then screwed another cute wife and dishonoured yet another unwitting husband and when all the sucking and fucking had ended I drunkenly clicked on the button to find out what was needed to apply to take part.

It was just a casual impulsive act but to my surprise it seemed not a complicated process; all I had to do was send a few photographs of my wife - front and back in a swimsuit or bikini - along with some general details of our ages and location and the company would email back if they were interested.

With a couple of further clicks on the many images of our recent outing to the beach I dispatched the application within half an hour then went to bed where I rutted exhausted Violet with my dirty head once more full of crazy libidinous thoughts and extremely sordid ideas.

It seemed that for some reason this game show had creepily become an obsession with me and - after I had left my sticky mark on Violet - I drifted once more into some sleazy haze as if actually hoping all of my depraved dreams would come to pass.

Then incredibly, as if by fate alone, a couple of days later I received a reply and fantastically it stated that we were actually being considered and if I wanted to proceed then this mysterious firm needed more specific pictures on Violet from behind wearing only tight thong panties.

Normally she would never wear such things but luckily it was her birthday and I made out I was buying her some special lingerie for our dinner date and once more I persuaded or cajoled her into posing in just these flimsy knickers on the basis that I wanted some special personal photos of my gorgeous wife on my phone.

I even had her bend over the couch to highlight this exquisite perfect ass and then eagerly but furtively sent the provocative images off to this unknown company while she was dressing more demurely for our meal at the nearby value-for-money bistro.

Well as I explained money was always tight!

Needless to say I was so full of febrile anticipation I swiftly fucked her in the car to and from the restaurant and then was so fatigued when we reached home I literally passed out on the bed from the booze, sex and the sheer pressure of what I was doing so duplicitously.

In the morning when I awoke I did so to a huge surprise because an email was waiting from this enterprise which confirmed they had agreed to an interview and if we accepted the simple terms on the form attached then, upon them receiving a signed copy, we would be booked to fly to L.A for the weekend where we could all have a further investigative chat.

This was entirely fabulous but equally terrifying news because this surreal plan had gone from mere improbability to possible reality and although I could deal with it - and a fabulous free weekend in L.A - how on earth was I going to explain it all to blushing Violet?

I pondered extensively on the matter all over the weekend then did exactly what any reliable loving husband would as I sat down with Violet - over a glass of wine on the Sunday evening - then held her hand and murmured reassuringly.

“Do you trust me Darling…?”

She merely blinked at me with her puppy-dog clear brown eyes and it was a patent sign that such a question did not require a reply.

“…Well I have managed to negotiate a weekend in L.A with no charge on the pretence we are going be on a television show and we have agreed to a short interview process…”

My cheesiest grin was on display.

“…Which we will fail of course and then we can have the days off to enjoy the sights for nothing.” 

Violet gazed at me quizzically and in expectation of her lack of enthusiasm I shouted down or waved away any salient queries while assuring her that everything was above board or in order before my wife’s delicate hand made the necessary mark on the unread paperwork and it seemed that my devious devilish scheme was perhaps most definitely coming together.

If my sexual excitement had been merely revving - up to now - it then went into overdrive because the mere prospect of this sensual adventure was utterly thrilling and for the next few days I would busily jerk inside Violet’s divine body speedily and continually while awaiting confirmation from this unknown internet firm and then hopefully the arrival of the air tickets.

Then the email arrived before the travel details immediately afterwards and almost - as if in a self-indulgent dream - late on the Friday night Violet and I took the three-hour flight to L.A.X then the waiting taxi to the main city centre and luxury hotel where there was a note saying we would be collected at 10.00a.m for our scheduled meeting.

Although my wife was more than a little suspicious or circumspect she could surely not fail to be impressed with my clever if not brilliant business acumen to get something for nothing as we shared dinner and then a casual romantic walk along the famous Hollywood Boulevard before inevitably the large bed called to us where I took my pleasure of her delicate body in my own inimitable masculine style.

In the morning I insisted Violet put on a short red skirt and tight top that highlighted her slender but shapely figure and after breakfast we took the provided sleek black limousine which swept up in style to an old warehouse on the outskirts of the town where we entered into a diminutive but smart reception area to be met by a gorgeous young woman with shiny blonde hair.

I thought I recognised her as one of the wives who had succumbed one night during one of the shows many months ago but I could not be sure and quite naturally did not question her about such a shameful or unmentionable matter.

She smiled broadly and spoke softly to us both in a slightly musical tone.

“Hi, welcome my name is Lindsay, welcome to the first interview for the Million$ Massage and…”

She had already noticed Violet’s pert mouth hanging dramatically open in patent trauma as she gurgled intuitively.

“…Ah I see your husband has kept you in the dark in this regard but please don’t fret Violet…this is not so unusual given what the production entails but we are all adults and merely here to talk so be cool and everything will be explained in due course…”

She took my wife’s hand and squeezed it purposefully.

“….Don’t be frightened Violet I was when I came initially, as you are but there is no need…”

Lindsay’s palm rubbed her shoulder sharply as if to wake Violet up from her frozen state.

“…Now let’s get you both into something more comfortable as we then need to talk to you separately.”

My wife reactively scowled at me with daggers and hissed as we followed this obviously brainless Bimbo through a couple of doors and then into an elegant but dimly-lit dressing room.

“What the fuck have you got me involved with, Lenny?”

However thankfully I had no time to reply as Lindsay passed us both some lacy black panties and smiled dryly.

“Both strip and put these on please...there’s two robes hanging up to cover your modesty and then I will escort you to private interview rooms where everything will be explained in further detail by our more senior staff.”

My mouth parted instinctively as it gasped in horror.

“I can’t wear these…they’re girls’ knickers.”

The platinum blonde simply shrugged.

“When you signed the forms you accepted a certain amount of obligation for us to understand you and in all fairness…”

She smiled directly at my stressed and perplexed partner.

“…If your wife has to suffer some mild humiliation and uncertainty then we feel it is imperative that you both experience the exquisite thrill of mild erotic discomfort.”

Under this less than transparent explanation Violet changed into the underwear then promptly placed a protective towelling robe around her skin and glared at me again in vitriol as I removed all my clothes then pulled the same silky panties around my genitals when - to my despair - my already crazed cock became utterly solid as my wife noticed the reveal then snarled like a wounded animal.

“You really are a Sick Fuck, Lenny.”

The girl passed me my gown to swiftly save any further tension or embarrassment and murmured lowly to my partner.

“Look Violet, I can see you are unaware of what is happening but please rest assured we are merely here to discuss matters…and I would mention that you actually have the chance to win one million dollars if you succeed today and go forward to the final revue process…”

Her tone then became harder and distinctly icy.

“…But if you feel pressured or wish to leave please put your clothes on now then depart freely and we will obtain the refund for this trip through your husband as you will be in breach of the contractual terms you have both signed.”

My wife shivered in recognition or realisation as we had no spare money at all and her lips were intentionally scathing with me

“You really are a Stupid Bastard, Lenny…but fuck it… let’s go on with this charade if we must!”

With that said the die had finally been cast in brittle stone and she was led away by a small auburn-haired girl that came to collect her before a striking slim tall woman with long strait, jet-black hair walked in and grinned or smirked accommodatingly at me.

“Lenny I presume…follow me please and let’s have a little conversation…”

Understandably I felt more than a little nervous but then I remembered that I was well-used to charming females and settled onto a chair opposite the one she took within the tiny interview room before she unexpected rebuked me.

“…I never instructed you to sit, now remove the robe and part your legs for me…”

My whole body seemed to mummify on the spot and the edge to her voice became threatening if not acid.

“…The terms of this chat have been well documented and signed for now do as your told and be honest in your replies or leave then pay our expenses….”

At the mention of money that could be owed I let the towelling material drop to the floor to leave my male form naked and it shivered in discomfort as she observed me then sighed as if unimpressed with my display.

“…My name is Sara but you will address me as Miss…now is this how you wish your wife to appear before Zane and our audience? Nude and vulnerable is that what you want Lenny…?

Immediately I squirmed and struggled to answer as she immediately hit me with another prickly zinger!

“…Or do you fantasise that she quickly surrenders to his dark caress and opens her sweet mouth then creamy legs before lets him fuck her in all those tight inaccessible holes…?”

To my eternal disgrace I climaxed instantly before her eyes in the silky crotch of the panties and she saw the thin material smear then stain before laughing drolly.

“…Oh Lenny you actually do want him to fuck her pretty ass!”

In instinct or anger I exhaled and tried to explain.

“She’s not like that…Violet is entirely innocent and she’d never let a Black Monster like him take her in that way…”

I was struggling for breath in my abashment or delirium.

“…That’s why I’ve entered this because your Superman will never enter her slight body and…”

In my madness I tried to sound intelligent but merely seemed pathetic.

“…We’ll definitely take the money and run!”

To my surprise Sara chuckled happily at my spunk and brave defence of Violet’s honour.

“Then that would be indeed be an interesting challenge for our Zane now lower the dirty knickers to your thighs and please call me Miss...”

My head was too disoriented to argue and meekly showed her my limp penis - after the embarrassing orgasm - as she smiled then immediately caught me off guard again.

“How many times do you make love to your wife with that?”

Perhaps I boasted too proudly.

“Three or four times a week but…”

In confusion or despair I trod from foot to foot and went on foolishly and far too honestly.

“…Every night recently.”

Sara’s intelligent dark eyes appeared to see inside my deviant soul.

“Since you entered this…and call me Miss.”

“Yes…Miss!”

“Does she suck your cock?

My eyes narrowed then glared at her while my lips grunted discontentedly.

“I told you she’s not like that!”

This horrid girl scoffed.

“How misinformed you are…all girls like sex and oral sex especially given the right circumstances…”

Her gaze was piercing and the prediction brutal.

“…What about if I told you Sweet Violet will willingly suck Zane’s cock until it releases down her slippery throat…”

To my ignominy my normally doormat penis after I’d cum suddenly unexpectedly swelled up at the depraved thought as she looked on and gurgled divisively.

“…Before he bends her over and sticks it up her tight virginal ass…!”

I grimaced and was now sexually stretched to capacity as she continued to torment me.

“…While you watch on helplessly…!”

The image she was painting with her cruel words was too much for me to handle and I spurted semen that fell onto the panties below me then the vinyl floor as her mouth reproached me gently.

“…Dirty Boy…take the knickers off and wipe up your mess and then…”

Sara moved her chair to the side of the desk then pulled up her medium grey skirt to show a pair of white panties with a pink bow on and then spread her thighs expectantly.

“…As the ones you are wearing are wet you can pull these off and wear them instead…”

I wanted to argue or escape this madhouse but as if bewildered or overcome I drew off the moist underwear around me, brushed the tiny drops of semen on the floor and was suddenly kneeling between her long languid thighs as she went on.

“…Slowly draw them down…to my knees then ankles and…”

Her voice faltered a fraction as she muttered.

“…Completely off!”

Out of respect and while obeying her precise instruction, I averted my gaze but she merely giggled at my false sense of chivalry.

“...Fuck look at it Lenny; I was sweet and tight before Zane stretched me with his huge prick…”

She was getting agitated.

“…Do you lick your wife’s pussy?”

I shook my head and stared desirously at her magnetic flat sexuality covered by fine manicured dark hair.

“No Miss.”

Sara snickered.

“My husband didn’t either but he would now given the chance…would you like me to teach you?”

It was not a question because I was mesmerised or hypnotised and this was surely what she demanded

“Yes Miss.”

She mumbled.

“Say please, Princess.”

I groaned and gazed at her inviting divine cunt.

“Please Miss I would like to know.”

Her lengthy dark hair flicked back and forward as her hand drew me in.

“If you get through then I will supervise or train both you and Violet in the weeks before the show because you will not be allowed to have sex with her…”

Sara’s palm then pulled my head tightly to her fragrant crack.

“…Smell me, Lenny…because I will look after your orgasms during this period…would you like that?”

In answer this Witch noticed that inexplicably my manhood was improbably awake once more and almost erect before she held it softly then rubbed the sensitive tip against her vaginal folds and sighed wickedly.

“…Even hard as you are, Zane is five times your size so you will come over me while you think about Violet on her back being pumped in her fragrant pussy as she whimpers and moans like a Whore…”

Once more my imagination took my febrile mind into a dark filthy place because I foully spurted what juices I could to christen the flat female folds as she then settled or nestled in the chair and laughed.

“…Now lick it all up Princess and I will show you where to tease or press my cunt with your uneducated mouth to fulfil me while I ask you some other more general questions.”

I spent the remainder of the hour we shared on my bended knees as I suckled at her increasingly sodden vagina while revealing more than I wanted to about my marital relationship with Violet.

To my real surprise I made this mercurial Stranger climax multiple times with my tongue as - under her guidance - I discovered places in a woman’s body I never knew existed before.

Then suddenly if not disappointingly we were finished and she allowed me to keep the now saturated panties as a slimy memento of the morning before I returned alone in my ignominy to the changing room and was thankfully respectably dressed in my clothes - with her knickers in my pocket - when my sainted wife returned soon afterwards looking suitably distraught, distressed and extremely flushed.

The blonde that we had met originally thanked us politely for our time, confirmed that they had acquired the information needed to make an informed decision - which we would hear about in the next few days - and to enjoy our remaining time in L.A along with the sights this glamorous city had to offer.

Therefore Violet and I left this mysterious realm in the same car that brought us and sat quietly as if each not wishing to disclose what had happened behind the closed doors of the compact rooms where we had been interrogated.

Naturally when we did mention the matter in passing I lied of course and said there was not much the tall girl wanted to know and Violet nodded and confirmed that Lucy - her inquisitor - also asked fairly innocuous questions.

We tried to put the troubling and insidious experience behind us and went to various tourist areas of this unique city but undoubtedly we were both confounded or distracted and apparently consumed by our own private thoughts.

After dinner and too much wine - unusually Violet drank - I fucked my wife almost brutally but with incredible speed due to myriad foul ideas rushing around my demented brain and when the sex was done I had the overwhelming instinct to lick the sticky goo out of her pussy but immediately suppressed such a wild impulse as she would surely have been outraged.

As if sensing everything was already getting out of hand and now my head was temporarily clear of inappropriate madness I whispered apologetically.

“Darling, I realise in my stupidity I have made a huge mistake and even if they offer us the chance to compete for the prize money we must refuse…”

I drew breath as if actually relieved this evolving nightmare was ending.

“…It’s for the best, if you will accept my regret for the error, and let’s forget this lunacy then return to what we had.”

Given my understanding of her gentle innocent character or affect I thought she would be delighted but instead Violet shivered slightly and looked up at me with her cute brown eyes.

“Lucy mentioned that if I agreed to take up the challenge then you would stop having to make love to me and share some of my hardship or humiliation…?”

My head nodded in bewilderment then unspeakable excitement and a sense of suspended disbelief.

“…Well if you are actually prepared to suffer along with me then I might be persuaded to try if the opportunity came along?”

I gasped in shock and whispered emotionally.

“Of course Darling, as they explained it would only be a reasonable gesture on my part.”

Violet then glared at me with some unanticipated feminine purpose.

“Then from this moment until an offer comes through you cannot fuck me Lenny; and because apparently you need to climax continuously then put on a pair of my knickers and cum in them if you must…”

As she looked up I appeared unsure which made her unusually testy or irritable.

“…Quickly now before I change my mind…!”

It was obvious that this strange opportunity or dilemma was affecting us both and there were a pair of pink lacy panties on the side table which I swiftly drew over my penis as Violet watched me then pulled back the covers and spread her creamy slender thighs below the short white nightie to show me her hairy vagina covered in thin droplets of my sticky semen.

“…I spoke to your interviewer Sara before I left and she mentioned that you might have some interesting ideas how to clean this…?”

Without thinking - because I knew precisely what she meant - I bent my head between her slender legs and gently began to lick or suckle at the mess I had made as she settled into the mattress and grumbled weakly.

“…Please tell me you don’t want this awful Zane to stick his Big Black cock up there Darling…”

My penis was unbearably pushing on the material of the sensual underwear around it as I whimpered.

“…No Violet I know you don’t like sex and would never go with rough black guys like him…”

I found the subtle clitoral nub my tormentor of this afternoon had patiently shown me and my wife began to grunt softly as I flicked it while moaning as well just to keep her company.

“…Please don’t fuck him Darling….I know you won’t fuck him or suck him?”

She shuddered unexpectedly and pressed her hips up to the warm wet pressure of my tongue.

“Oh no I won’t suck his thick cock either…fuck, fuck, I won’t lick or draw it…!”

To my utter confusion Violet had inexplicably reached sullied sexual heaven to my oral caress - I had never made her climax before - and her hand reached down to find the tell-tale moist sperm stains on the underwear I had just put on as she laughed.

“…Oh Lenny, you know I’m not that type of girl but if you promise to wear my knickers and support me in every possible way then perhaps I might go through with the mere pretence of this immoral process.”

I looked up in admiration or awe at her fortitude and courage before whispering earnestly.

“I promise Violet…but with your strong ethical character then this crass guy will have no chance to take or seduce you and treat you like some Worthless Tart.”

She smoothly stroked my hair then pressed my head back into her sexual crease and sighed pointedly.

“Swear an oath to my female centre you have risked so unfairly; that you will wear panties to cum in and assist then obey me in all things until this craziness you have begun in ignorance is finished one way or another.”

As if insane I inhaled heatedly over this living pulsating line of living flesh - behind the thick pubic hair - and involuntarily licked the pink crease again as I simpered.

“I promise Violet…I will bear the weight as you must to help you withhold your female pride from this base Corruptor…”

It was as if my absurd initial vision of impending fantastical wealth was coming to possible fruition.

“…As surely you will refuse and reject him then all will be ours to share!”

I lapped at her increasingly sodden sliver as if compelled to do so until she eventually shivered again to glory then let me furtively rub my erection - like a filthy hound - on her leg to sordid heaven before my wife slept while I sidled up beside her fragrant skin with the knickers disconcertingly full of my viscous white shame.

In the morning I heard Violet showering and she returned seemingly full of life covered only by a towel and sighed pointedly to me.

“Do you recall our bargain Lenny…?”

I nodded weakly sensing the definite change in our relative positions

“…Then lay out my short blue dress, white panties and bra and I will put out similar underwear for you…”

She knew I was hard already.

“…Jerk yourself off in the dirty pair around you as there’s no point smearing the new ones yet…”

She gurgled as I automatically pressed my stiffness against the giving pillow.

“…Is there…?”

It seemed churlish to object given what was at stake and, after I had climaxed promptly, my hands unsteadily placed the items requested on the bed before she dropped the covering cloth and smiled coquettishly.

“…Dress me would you…”

It was not a request but an expectation and I pulled up her lacy panties first and covered her hirsute mound carefully as she snickered.

“…Kiss it and confirm that you don’t want it fucked.”

My lips pressed to the scented fabric and I mumbled as if prayer.

“Don’t let him fuck you Violet, please”

She arched her back then pushed me away and I finished pulling on her other clothes before bathing and we eventually shared breakfast on the terrace with the sensation of a sudden frisson or expectation between us.

Our flight was not until late evening and we spent hours in the sublime Malls where she purchased - against my will I might add - pairs of garish high-waist ruffled knickers on the basis that it was obvious that I would ruin any that she lent me given my feverish state of mind.

The day passed before we knew it and the flight was equally swift, especially as she secretly pressed my hardness to hormonal bliss in the new underwear which made me doze tiredly but happily the rest of the way back home.

Then work occupied us the following days but I kept my word and wore divisive sensual female panties all the time, supplied whatever oral relief she required and never took any opportunity to make love to her even though I often sorely wanted to.

We slipped into this abnormal pattern of behaviour that strangely suited our temporary world in this interminable pressure of waiting until marvellously - after a fraught two weeks had gone by - I received a simply worded email which confirmed a second interview the following weekend where we would finally be meeting the predatory and dangerous Zane.

When I spoke to Violet she understandably seemed disturbed and reluctant to break this safe unreal bubble we had created in recent days but I grumbled to her fiercely.

“I have done what you wanted and as promised will continue to support you…please let’s go where we will face then conquer this between us and…”

Given what I knew full well about Violet and her negative attitude to everything physical or sexual I had to smile slyly.

“…Win the fortune because…”

My fingers slipped into hers warmly while I whispered as persuasively as I could.

“…He is no match for you or could possibly break your morality alongside the true trust and love we feel for each other.”

Violet - as increasingly was her whim - leaned back in the single leather chair then raised her already high hem of her skirt and let me worm my tongue passed the tiny panties and into the moist womanly crack I had become so increasingly familiar with lately as she simpered.

“…Well if you’re sure Darling…then I will agree…now make me cum very slowly and swear again to my pussy that you don’t want him to fuck it!”

Violet

My blessed Mother warned me that I was marrying far too young, having just turned twenty, but Lenny Jackson was seemingly every girl’s dream man with his sporting prowess, cute cheeky face, wavy-brown hair and - after dating him for the whole of the last year of college - to claim him as a husband for life seemed like the end of a perfect fairytale first and only romance.

In open truth I was somewhat naïve and inexperienced about life or men in general but Lenny was so popular with both boys and girls that he seemed to have enough education, energy or knowledge for us both and - in spite of my mother’s prescient advice - we were tied in our local church and perhaps in line with our juvenile attitude, proceeded to take our fortnight’s honeymoon in Florida and at Disneyland which is somewhere we were desperate to go.

Naturally I was concerned about intimate sexual matters to come because I was still a nervous virgin - although we had made out a lot and his hands or fingers were most familiar with my pert breasts and often wet vagina - but I was determined to remain utterly pure until my wedding night and was surely no fraud when I beamed walking down the aisle in white lace and taffeta on the memorable day of our legal joining.

I had, like any blushing bride, hoped that Lenny would subsequently place fragrant flowers on my pillow and gently seduce then show me the subtle arts of lovemaking - I was certain he knew all about such mysterious and unmentionable matters - but from the first moment we were alone in the honeymoon suite that’s sadly not what happened at all.

Our special luxurious white limousine had arrived at this famous renowned vacation centre early evening and I thought that we would take our time to enjoy a leisurely divine dinner before I could dress up in a lovely nightgown - I had chosen especially - for the unique and surely special occasion of our initial physical connection.

But my new husband was obviously extremely impatient, as if the wait for my surrender had already been far too unfair or arduous for him, and the instant we were in the grand honeymoon suite he had me quickly undress and then - when I was just in my pretty silk and flimsy lace underwear - unfortunately he pounced upon me like some primitive ravenous animal.

My bra and panties were almost torn off as he promptly or forcefully lay between my creamy thighs before I frighteningly felt his hard penis pushing against my shaking legs then belly as it searched in some urgency and desperation for its quarry or new sensual home.

I had bravely but lightly touched his always active manhood gingerly through his jeans now and then during our romance, which had been permissible during this respectful courtship, but to suddenly have it rabidly poking me like this was privately terrifying and - to make matters worse - it was soon pressing at my unopened female sexual gate as he gasped in foul determination or desire.

“Fuck Violet….now you’re mine…I’ve wanted to do this for…”

With a violent, selfish thrust his erection was already well past my hymen - that snapped or broke silently or easily - and then inside my inner vaginal walls as I shuddered in transient pain then confusion especially when he began to move his hips ever more frantically while he cried out as if he was at the end of a long race.

“…Ever…that’s it Baby…now you’re getting it…come to Daddy…!”

Lenny was unquestionably fucking me now for the first time in my cosseted life while I simply lay still like some living statue in petrified feminine fear of everything and merely hoped he would be finished soon.

Mercifully he was, because his body soon jerked erratically prior to me feeling disturbing patches of wetness - due to the semen inside me - before he at last lifted off my fragile bones then lightly kissed my forehead as if we had both enjoyed the filthy experience.

“…Fuck that was utterly perfect Violet…now get yourself dressed because I’m starving and need a beer and a burger!”

That, most unfortunately, was how my married then sexual life with my husband began and although I loved the magical world of Disneyland and what it had to offer, the questionable sensual interaction I shared with my Lenny did not improve from our inauspicious beginnings because he greedily fucked me at his will or whim - always in the same missionary position - without a trace of care or even warmth.

It was unnervingly as if such rich but basic human emotions were foreign to him.

Given my ignorance of this tricky adult base subject or sick pastime I quickly assumed that this was how physical relations between married couples were and this awful experience merely confirmed what I had heard from time to time regarding the many tales of girls not enjoying this most primitive of pastimes because - not unreasonably - I was truly beginning to understand why women hated such perverse interaction.

Lenny - I might add - also often desired then unreasonably pressed me to suck his unappealing cock when erect but this was a bridge too far for my refined sensibilities as I firmly refused and thankfully he did not insist or push the unsavoury issue but just continued to use me as if I was some inanimate married receptacle for his sperm.

The only thing I could do to simply survive was take contraception - because I was clearly not ready for children - and by the end of our honeymoon fortnight I had just about adapted to his lewd crude sordid ways as best I could then just prayed silently that this side of our relationship would or could improve given time.

There was an apartment with six months rent already paid for us to move into when we returned home and Lenny and I settled into our relatively cosy nest with mixed feelings on my part because - although I still felt that I loved him dearly - it seemed as though from the very start he wanted to test me and my mettle with regards to this particular sensation or pertinent fact.

Immediately money in our independent existence was sparse and as the weeks then months passed by I began to readily recall my mother’s stern warning words regarding my choice of wedlock so soon but subsequently steeled my worried head because I was no quitter and stoically endured Lenny’s increasing brusqueness or even arrogance, as well as his insistence of seeing his loutish drunken friends many times a week, often unfortunately until the small hours of the morning.

These outings were becoming almost ritualistic which was troubling but then - ever more disconcertingly - I started to find obvious lipstick stains on his shirts which I took to mean that he needed to find questionable comfort or entertainment with other girls probably because I was so completely ignorant or useless in bed.

When our first year of being together came to an end I was depressingly already feeling the growing burden of my life as I had never known it before.

I never argued or complained to Lenny nor strangely did I think about escape and divorce because with us both working we thankfully had enough money to get by on - just - but scarily I could feel myself mentally slipping into a wretched submissive marital role more and more almost as the minutes passed by, without having the energy or will to do anything to stop the inexorable slide.

Our home sex life was at first regularly three times a week - which I dreaded - but then for some lurid reason, as Lenny started going out with his juvenile pals, he began to get fresh libidinous vim from somewhere because my husband would come back revoltingly drunk then immediately pound my weary body with his endlessly hard penis while his eyes were tightly shut as if dreaming about someone or something else.

This disgusting pattern continued most nights and it understandably greatly concerned me but - given my delicate circumstances - I felt powerless to speak up in my defence or raise the thorny issue of my secret unhappiness and discontent.

On many occasions I naturally wanted to ask, complain or react negatively in some mean or manner to these weird sullied expectations or demands but, for reasons already explained, I was becoming almost institutionalised to his dominion.

Mostly I just lay there on my back - in a confounded haze - knowing that his fetid copulation mercifully never lasted for too long and then at least I could rest and retreat or return into darkness.

There seemed no obvious or apparent solution but then something entirely, completely and utterly unexpected happened.

One evening Lenny told me - right out of the blue - that we were going to L.A on some mysterious pretext of exploring the possibility of entering some unknown show or other but by now I suppose I was too dazed, dim or muddled to question anything much about yet another confusing impulse on his part.

As had become my way I quickly acceded to his unreasonable wishes or rule and simply but obediently went along on this curious journey to this City of Angels until arriving one clear but dark Friday evening.

In the dawn after an awful sexually active night with Lenny my increasingly weird husband asked me to change into some pretty but provocative outfit in the hotel - he had brought along especially - and I complied without question then meekly or dizzily went to the luxurious waiting limousine that collected us before just following on with him in the powerful and irresistible lead as was his fashion.

This, I would add, was right up to the pivotal  moment when we entered into an industrial-type building on the outskirts of the city and only at this precise point - even in my undeniable mental fog - all the emergency feminine lights in my head began to flash brightly red at the very same time like a roaring screaming klaxon on a fire engine.

I had not the slightest idea what we were doing here or what this so-called programme was about but it felt instantly grimy or sleazy, especially when we were met by a brassy-blonde female who insisted we both instantly had to strip then put on fresh knickers under covering white robes for questionable decency.

Weirdly - this shapely girl - Lindsay insisted that Lenny put on the exact same panties as well, but given everything else that was happening I did not have the time to dwell on such a surreal event.

In truth due to my mindset and the pressure I was under, the fact that he did was actually mildly amusing and certainly a temporary distraction because he did look ridiculous but also bizarrely quite cute in them.

Understandably my oppressed head or abused body was frozen in palpable trepidation, especially when Lenny walked off - with my rare anger or curses ringing in his ears - in tow to some gorgeous tall girl called Sara, before I reluctantly then trooped after a small curvy woman with auburn hair called Lucy, merely to get some information and hopefully end this weird process whatever it was. 

We then entered into a small elegantly furbished room where this pretty voluptuous girl poured some bloody wine, handed me a full glass then smiled genially.

“It’s red…I hope that’s OK but you look as if you need it…?”

My shaky hand took it gratefully and drank half the contents instantly - even though I barely touched alcohol - before collapsing heavily on a chair beside her and began shaking or crying softy as she took my hand and squeezed it.

“…Bless, you have no idea what is going on do you…?”

I swigged the rest of the rich reviving juice and sniffled pathetically as she poured me another and sighed meaningfully.

“…Try to relax Violet…you are not in any danger, just inside the building where we produce an internet show called Million$Massage…”

She could see my mouth literally opening or closing - like a dying fish - in disbelief or horror while she just chuckled in empathy and without meaning to be unkind.

“…Oh dear, Violet I think your misguided possibly disturbed husband has led you into something well outside of your comfort zone…perhaps you should leave immediately as we are not here to scare or hurt you…”

Her pretty head shook sadly in genuine consideration.

“…That is not the purpose of this meeting or opportunity…because we are here to entertain our audience or guests not sadistically punish them.”

At her kind thoughtful words it unexpectedly made me realise that my whole existence with Lenny to date was such an unadulterated utter mess and I sipped the wine again for courage, tried to prepare myself for something terrible then spoke bravely while quietly almost slurring my words.

“As you see Lucy…I am evidently shocked and uncertain...but not entirely an ignorant child so please, just straight-out tell me what on earth has my stupid husband tried to land us into?”

Lucy smiled like the warmest sunshine on the brightest morning and I instinctively liked her even when she related, in frank sometimes graphic detail, the whole unbelievable scenario of this depraved bizarre game - already being enacted over this hidden internet world I was unfamiliar with - but then as she did so things between my partner and I became much clearer even in my undeniably confounded head.

It suddenly appeared blindingly obvious that it was this specific filthy programme that had been driving Lenny sexually crazy with lust in recent months as he was surely having wild erotic fantasies about winning the money or - god-forbid - not winning the prize which meant I was going to have to let some strange predatory black man touch me then fuck my mouth, ass and pussy one after the other!

The whole scenario or situation was completely diabolical or equally unbelievable and when my companionable calm host had finished this most extraordinary of revelations I shook my head in some awe or wonderment and whispered timidly.

“I can’t take part in this Lucy…”

My brain twisted then turned in trauma making me blurt out deeply held insecurities that had haunted me for far too long.

“…I’m absolutely hopeless at sex…know nothing at all about the foul forms of fornication and would be a complete disaster…”

My tone was self-deprecating and openly displayed my lack of confidence as I wiped my leaky eyes.

“…Just like my marriage!”

She stared at - then through - me with a certain pity or intuition before uttering pointed intentionally hurtful words to surprise me.

“Then maybe its time you should learn something more about life Violet; a woman should know about such things even if she chooses not to practice them….now tell me all about your relationship with your husband and leave nothing out.”

As if in confessional - I was not catholic by the way - and she was my personal priest I revealed everything in a veritable verbal gush or rush as if I craved to tell someone, who was merely a passer by, my problems and would not look upon me unfairly for my feeble and often withdrawn nature.

Without pride, shame or perhaps out of clinical need I left nothing out - or no stone unturned - admitted all about the brutal cold sex with Lenny, my obvious inadequacies or pathetic character as a woman or wife and the fact I had married much too young meaning I now felt unfairly put upon if not forever trapped.

Lucy, to her credit, listened mutely, attentively and patiently while I sniffed my way through the sad or sorry tale and when I was done she squeezed my fingers and gurgled softly if not mockingly.

“Is that all Violet? My story and the history of some if not all the other girls here is much worse than that but…”

The edge to her voice was increasingly icy.

“…It’s what we decide to do about it from now which counts…”

She gingerly took the wine from me; possibly to ensure I would not let the sweet alcohol muddy my thoughts any more than it had.

“…Now do you want to run back to what you had or maybe see then perhaps grasp the opportunity for what this could become for you?”

I took the glass back because the thin but elegantly strong tactile feel of the sparkling container was comforting to hold and I finished the dregs but did not refill it as I muttered wearily.

“Then illuminate me Lucy…because as you can see I am pretty dim when it comes to men and what they want.”

Lucy chuckled then sat back in her chair and sighed.

“The first thing to recognise is that by merely going along or just pretending to be interested in exploring this journey then you can reasonably insist that Lenny has to stop making love to you… immediately…”

My doleful eyes lit up as she suddenly had my fullest attention now.

“…And you can perhaps begin to learn new skills as a woman?”

Impulsively I grumbled despairingly and lowly because I was truly sick of my husband’s unprincipled treatment of me then exhaled weakly in hope.

“That would be so welcome.”

Her finger flicked a switch making the computer between us come to life - which to my amazement showed a recording of Lenny being interviewed by Sara - and my comely host rewound the video to the very beginning to allow me to watch then listen in fascination and at our leisure to what went on.

My husband was visibly almost instantly soft putty in this elevated girl’s apparently fragile but experienced hands and, when I saw him disgracefully cum in the panties he had been made to wear then prostrate himself between the girl’s perfect thighs, I realised - as if for the first time - he was not the all-powerful person I thought he was.

While we watched his ongoing ignominy Lucy whispered to me to plant a small seed in my fertile head.

“You can also keep your husband in female underwear until this adventure is over and let him serve you instead of Sara…in fact in your place I would demand that he kneels and licks my pussy whenever I wish him to!”

My eyes were demonstrably wide with inexperience or patent apprehension.

“I can’t, can’t; I’ve never done that…never…”

My face flushed brightly as I admitted my ignorance about all things physical or sexual.

“…Had an orgasm!

She smiled in wry amusement then presumptuously undid my robe and removed it to leave me slumped in the chair where her tiny tactile fingertips began to gently stroke my heaving belly.

“Then it’s necessary that you should know the power of arousal and gratification Violet…it is well past the time for you to become a more self-aware woman…”

Impossibly her slightest movement over my skin made me tingle and murmur in sensual appreciation while I meekly looked on - in a female fluffy dream - as she lowered her delicate hands upon then inside my panties where they found and teased my vaginal lips to responsive wetness before slipping the fine material of the underwear to one side and moving her cute head between my thighs as she gurgled.

“…You’re so innocent Violet…but try to recognise that this divine pussy is pure power…so take note and learn how to use it…”

Her soft tongue started to purposefully lick or tease me and - as if I was spellbound or hypnotised by the delicious sensations that began instantaneously - Lucy started to move her sublime mouth in gentle heavenly rhythm causing me to spread my legs instinctively to aid her motions while she chuckled.

“…Oh Baby…you so obviously want and need this …don’t you…so close already!”

Incredibly my whole being began to feel delicious weakness or dizzy flushes and I grumbled uncharacteristically in desire.

“That’s so lovely Lucy…but do it harder…fuck harder….oh Lucy…fuck…!”

Suddenly my brain seemed to explode into bright dazzling stars before I trembled over into orgasmic glory and held her cranium tightly into my cunt while I whined in utter trauma or disbelief.

“…Oh Lucy…fuck…I never knew…never knew!”

She continued to suckle me tenderly as I came down from the heavens very slowly and when I had returned to earth she wiped me dry then put my knickers snugly back into place around my mound and laughed.

“Now Violet, are you going to listen?”

I shivered in pleasure like the cat that had already eaten the canary and simpered in humour.

“I’m all ears.”

Lucy poured some wine for herself and explained that I was by sheer chance in a unique position because I patently did not wish to let some unknown black brutish stranger fuck me in all of my precious places but - that being the clear case - then I was going to share in a windfall that would give me some options in sorting out my present existence or marital problems.

My insightful companion also explained that to keep the high interest in the programme they were actively looking for a virtuous pure girl for Zane to fail with, as no one up to now had resisted or refused his masculine power or advances and it would be wonderful publicity for a deserving couple to defeat his manly prowess then actually win the million dollars on offer.

What she laid out was that - if I had the eyes to see - there was at this rare moment a win-win situation for me personally because purely on my command Lenny had to leave me alone sexually speaking, and if I so desired my body could experience innumerable orgasms on his tongue while humiliating him in the process by insisting he wear my underwear and doing exactly as I told him.

There was still no guarantee that I would even pass through to the final interview stage but in the meantime I could have some temporary much required peace and possibly gain some control with my errant spouse for the period before a decision was made regarding my immediate future with this mercurial possible offer on the massage table and for the huge amount of available money.

By the time Lucy had finished her truly intuitive lecture I was literally floating on air - and not just because of the climax - before this clever girl hugged me then gave me her private personal email and suggested I begin a secret dialogue directly with her to know what was happening regarding Lenny so she could provide any knowledge or advice if I wanted it.

As I finally left her company she gave me some further sound softly-spoken counsel.

“Do not let on to Lenny you are considering this exploit with us…pretend that you are still upset or even horrified and if you eventually follow the lead shown by Sara…then if you continue to treat him like a dog…”

She giggled childishly.

“…The more he will become domesticated…”

Lucy continued attempting to inspire me.

“…You are no longer a victim, Violet…be strong and superior and you will be amazed how quickly he will become a willing slave to your pussy…”

She kissed my lips softly and warmly.

“…Remember now it is you with the real power!”

I held my head high but then lowered it when I saw my husband anxiously waiting for me at reception and - remembering Lucy’s murmured guidance - I sat very quietly as the limousine eased us back to our hotel and we both stayed in some silent stupor most of the remainder of the day during which time my initial resolve or bravado began to gradually evaporate.

It was becoming impossible for me to contemplate or accept I wanted to be part of this outlandish decadent scheme and by early evening I had pretty-much decided to stick to what I had and forget all about the filthy matter.

This was before dinner when my nefarious husband drank far too much, as was his rude custom, then unfortunately fucked me swiftly and most ingloriously in the grand bed before - as he finally murmured up weak words of apology and regret for his actions regarding this show - I realised it was now or never if I wanted to save my remaining sanity or future.

When Lenny unexpectedly stated out loud that we should forget about this sure-fire lunacy even though he had again demonstrated - to my agony - just how much it excited him, my anger then duplicity gradually finally rose to the boil and almost casually I mentioned that I just might be persuaded to play along if he shared the burden being unfairly placed upon me regarding this proposed unworthy spectacle.

As intimated by Lucy, at the very split second I raised the mere possibility of carrying on in this depraved pursuit for possible wealth his attitude became meeker or more conciliatory while I tested him by politely requesting he wear my knickers as he had at the meeting earlier on.

Amazingly in improbable seconds he was soon wearing pink and white cotton panties before - as if I had mysteriously turned into someone else much more devious and daring - I exposed the slimy mess he had disgracefully made over or inside my vaginal folds and told him curtly to do something about it as I had been assured that he could.

Then in the surreal moments when he began to impulsively lick me - just as I had seen him do with lofty Sara - suddenly I was a completely different person and as he prostrated himself I subsequently made him swear to my pulsating sexuality that he did not really want this unknown stranger to fuck it.

In relative minutes and, to my genuine shock, I inexplicably climaxed for an improbable second time that day to these sublime oral attentions and reluctantly - at first - realised that I was undeniably learning something but as yet was not quite sure what it was.

My dizzy head, after this subsequent treat, relaxed back on the pillow then saw my husband’s foolish perspiring face between my parted thighs and bizarrely but wondrously felt secretly empowered before making him swear all types of demeaning oaths to me as he continued to feebly lick my sensitive folds until I told him to stop.

It seemed that - as Lucy mentioned - I possessed the inner female power to do so all the time but had never realised before.

In the morning I once more used this new authority to see how he would react but Lenny happily put my clothes out as I asked him to, then bend down onto his knees to swear allegiance to my covered sexuality and declare again he did not want another man to fuck it.

We purchased him his own racy colourful knickers in the many lingerie shops before leaving L.A and watching him spurt into them - rather than into me - was such an utter relief or amusement that I quickly gained developing mental strength.

When we - in due course - reached our apartment I removed my clothes down to my underwear before making him kneel in the lounge and suck me to sexual bliss while accepting in the fetid process I was beginning to quietly enjoy this unexpected change of fortune.

After I had vibrated to the orgasm - which was still so new and truly delicious - I held his head into me and sighed then stretched my new-found ability to rule.

“Keep your tongue inside there Darling as I do welcome it so…”

It wormed its way inside my passage again as I squirmed.

“…Don’t you enjoy it as well?”

His answer surprised me.

“Yes Miss I do…”

His pressure was on my sensitive spot again as he went on pathetically.

“…Save this for me Miss please don’t let him fuck it.”

I gurgled in the expectation of another bout of imminent pleasure and stroked his hair.

“It’s lovely that you respect me and call me, Miss, Darling…now finish off and you can rub yourself off on my foot…”

My whole being seemed to involuntarily then convulse in climactic glory as I shuddered in private relish and laughed.

“…Then you better get washing because there are so many soiled or dirty panties that you need to clean by hand!”

Quite weirdly and mercurially the more dismissive and dominant I was with Lenny the more he seemed to adore me and I kept in touch with Lucy who gave me some illicit pointers or suggestions to increasingly bend him to my female or sexual will.

Within a week he was doing all of the domestic work around the home and had taken to wearing female underwear most days which made him climax endlessly because Lewd Lenny seemed to adore the multiple designs shapes and fabrics.

In fact he soon had his own private panty drawer with an extensive collection inside and as the days passed I found him increasingly easier to deal with.

Nights out with his Base Buddies was a thing of the past and in the evenings - to pass the time - I would often sit on the comfortable single chair raise my skirt and let him suck my pussy while I spread my thighs and sometimes read a magazine to purposely distract my rapacious mind from reaching orgasm too quickly.

But inevitably I did and would then cruelly leave him in position as I revelled in the afterglow before murmuring to my sordid little man.

“Are you happy Darling?”

His hazel eyes seemed pained as he whimpered in apparent craving.

“Can we have sex, Violet?”

To teach him not to ask I would have him rub his always active prick over my hairy bush until he jerked unimpressively quickly to many mythical tales of Zane fucking it and would then lick the gooey mess off while making me promise I would never let him use me like that.

It was as if the two of us were in some type of surreal time-loop because we would go through the same perverse performance most days; that was until the fateful morning when he received the email confirming our final interview was to be this very weekend coming and reality hit us both hard.

I feigned shock or fear - it was partly a real reaction - but Lucy had already told me the offer was on the way and if I wanted to maintain control then to show a lack of enthusiasm and let Lenny persuade me all over again.

Which of course he did as if this unknown girl understood my debased husband better than I did.

Then - as if in a flash of celestial light - we were in L.A and entering the slightly dilapidated building just outside the city where once again blonde and tacky Lindsay welcomed us before we were escorted into a larger interview room than previously where Lucy and Sara were waiting.

They welcomed us warmly and provided wine or fruit - which I could hardly drink or eat because I was so anxious - before Lucy pulled me on one side and whispered in direction.

“Just chill Violet…there is no obligation upon you still, and from what I understand your life has been much better since our little chats and the guidance I proffered…”

I nodded slightly because that was undoubtedly true as she smiled in acknowledgement.

“…Zane will be here in a few minutes so don’t be intimidated, just listen to what he has to say and only then, decide what to do…”

Her voice sighed meaningfully and with emotional resonance.

“…Unfortunately if you quit then I cannot advise you anymore and then I inevitably expect your life will return to what it had been previously…”

My face must have reflected that was the last thing I wanted to happen just as we heard the approaching soft sound of footsteps on the concrete floors and she hissed.

“…So remember if he decides to offer you the opportunity then on the night in question all you have to do is enjoy the massage but refuse him to get everything you want and in the meantime…”

I had changed beyond measure in the couple of weeks that had gone by and my lips twisted slyly and finished her sentence. 

“In the time it takes to get there then everything will remain as it is for me!”

This undoubtedly seemed the ideal situation for my personal pleasure or peace of mind and I was already resolved to agree to everything or anything until the largest most intimidating black man I had ever seen walked lazily in though the door and came to hover over me in a most disturbing manner.

However to be fair, that perhaps was due to my own insecurity because he simply held out his dark hand then smiled amiably and I saw that his facial features close to were clean and almost handsome - in a rugged rough sort of way - while his diction or manner was quietly spoken and unassuming.

“Ah you must be Violet…so pleased to meet you… my name as you know is Zane and I have of course seen you many times in photographs…”

I coloured up the brightest beetroot because I naturally knew the provocative revealing bikini images he was referring to.

“…But close up you are even more delightful…”

Thankfully he then focussed on my husband who seemed to recoil at his sheer confidence or overwhelming size but the man’s words were actually friendly and complimentary although they had a certain razor sharp edge to them.

“…And Lenny who we gratefully owe this special chance to corrupt his wife who I must say is exceptionally slight and beautiful.”

Lenny shook his hand weakly and grumbled in challenge to his strained humour.

“You’ll never exploit Violet she’s not dirty or sexual like that and would never permit you to…”

The base man interrupted him and chuckled lowly.

“Persuade her to suck my cock and swallow my slimy load before I bend your girl over and fuck her pretty ass then cunt until she is full to the brim with my spunk…”

He snickered out loudly, unfairly but honestly in delight at both of our pained or strangulated expressions.

“…Well we have to call it for what it is Lenny don’t we?”

My husband, although however rattled, was fired or lionhearted in defence of my virtue or - on reflection - was it simply in hope to gain the grand prize on offer as he snarled?

“You will never do that to her…she would simply not allow it.”

This obnoxious Zane sat on the chair beside me but I purposely looked away in anxiety or abashment as he whispered.

“I am delighted you are so headstrong, dignified or reticent to surrender, Violet, far too many girls are sadly easy while the show desperately needs a confident noble woman to stand up for her gender and stoutly refuse me because it will do wonders for the ratings at the same time…”

This muscular stranger held my hand gently and sighed.

“…Now state here and now if you would like to try to beat me at this devilish game and then if you are committed we will have a final look at each other before running through the exacting rules and…”

His fingers squeezed mine lightly but purposely and I held my breath because my heart was beating off the scale as he went on.

“…Then we may have a free spot in six weeks although you will not see me again until the night the show will be aired and we begin.”

My husband spoke up perhaps far too quickly for us both.

“We are resolved and decided to go forward…”

Lenny glared in my direction and - remembering what Lucy had told me and the new control I now enjoyed over him - I blinked in confirmation of his statement as he smiled.

“…Do your worst and be sure I have no doubt that my wife will deny and defeat you.”

Zane chuckled happily and simpered.

“Wonderful, wonderful she is undoubtedly a perfect candidate or opponent now…”

He stood up and gestured for me to do the same as he turned his inky eyes to glare at Lenny.

“…Undress your wife down to her underwear as I need to see more precisely what I will be working with…”

My partner sat like dumb lump of wood as he continued.

“…I shall also disrobe, so Violet can equally witness what perhaps will ultimately master her body in due course before she perhaps becomes one of my girls for a year as detailed in the contract.”

With that he gestured to Lucy who pulled off his T shirt then unbuckled the jeans below as I hissed in some temper at my dumbstruck husband.

“For fuck sake Lenny…it’s nothing he’s not seen before…now do you want to go ahead or not?”

In seconds my spouse unzipped my skirt and removed the blouse to leave me vulnerable in a tiny lacy bra and small knickers as Zane smiled because he was now fully visibly impressively naked given Lucy had removed every stitch of clothing.

As his penis began to slowly inflate he snapped demandingly at Lenny.

“And you…trousers off and let me see you in the panties I know you wear because once the contract is signed then Sara will be in legal charge of your ejaculations while Violet is in training.”

My husband groaned in audible horror.

“Training?”

Zane chuckled wickedly as Lenny disrobed but then turned away in abashment because he was indeed humiliatingly hard as usual in his flouncy high-waisted knickers.

“Of course she will need to be stretched to accommodate this…”

Suddenly his erection was fully impressively primed and Lenny and I gasped in genuine shock because it was utterly gargantuan as he preened

“…Under Sara’s direction you must help your wife prepare as I don’t wish to eventually hurt her; therefore you will be given exact plastic replicas of my cock to work with just in case she actually succumbs on the destiny fuelled night….”

As I watched on mesmerised, Lucy began to lick then suckle the gross iron flesh and absolutely bemused me how she twisted her sweet lips over the whole evocative area until her small cranium was moving smoothly back and forward as he casually stroked her fair locks and muttered crudely.

“…Lucy struggled at first but look at her now…one of my best Whores…”

She glanced up to him in barely concealed irritation but did not stop for a second as if accepting her demeaning place while he gathered momentum or pace and grinned devastatingly at Lenny.

“…This could be Violet soon giving Head…Oh Dear…”

He gazed observantly and sarcastically at me.

“…I think your perverse husband has just cum in his pretty panties…!”

Then almost instantaneously he grunted and sperm flowed from the sides of Lucy’s salivating mouth as she gasped then pursed her lips and went over to Sara before they shared the sordid, slippery spoils while Zane smiled wanly at me and passed a tissue.

“…Dry me please, Violet….do not attempt to touch me sexually but you should feel what you may never experience.”

As if I was truly bewitched I took the soft paper then wiped his reduced moist masculine flesh gingerly while sensing how my whole female body was surging because inexplicably his flesh pulsated to my slight attention and began to improbably return to hardness as I spoke in genuine awe.

“This could never fit inside me…”

I gradually gripped the girth as it became rigid and grumbled in terror.

“…I would never allow it…”

My watery brain searched for a reason as if it needed one.

“…It would break me in two!”

The mere erotic scent of him was indeed heady while I explored the impossible length of this incredible appendage then held his huge balls as Lucy provocatively bent over one of the stools and Zane spoke almost gruffly to my husband.

“Pull her knickers off then lick her ass before I fuck it…as you will do the same to Violet’s anal cavity and vagina each night until she can fully take the phallic mould of my cock you will be given…”

He unfairly moved from my grasp and bizarrely or weirdly I secretly missed holding this unique staff of black life that made my husband’s seem insignificant and then watched in silent disbelief as Lenny suckled my friend’s cute behind as commanded before this utterly lecherous male pressed his erection excruciatingly inside it and began to fuck her gently while he gurgled.

“…You see, Lucy is only slender like you but women are naturally designed to adapt to copulation in all of their precious cavities…”

I shook my disbelieving head in denial of such an obtuse suggestion or demonstration but Lucy was already muttering in obvious rapture as he held her hips and screwed this pretty young woman with increasing energy before she squealed in verbalised glory and he jerked his sperm inside this foul place then withdrew and drawled curtly at Lenny.

“…Lick her clean…taste me before your wife does…!”

To my despair or disbelief this was exactly what he did while Zane soundlessly withdrew to the bathroom to wash and when he returned with his cock still on show and smelling fragrant he offered me a tissue then sighed teasingly.

“…I suppose you wish to clean me again?”

Merely not to make a fuss I accommodatingly wiped the moist thin skin and then most mercurially it seemed to attract me like a dark magnet because my floppy head moved closer and my tongue licked the rounded bulbous tip of it as I whimpered.

“I’ll never suck this Zane…oh fuck it’s getting stiff again!”

He just mumbled as if only to mock me.

“I know, Violet…it’s a shame because your cute plump lips would fit it so well…”

To prove I could never take it inside my mouth I opened it to merely sample the very apex of this vital male tool and felt my vagina literally seeping fluid as my wet tongue sensed the vital essence of him just before he growled once more at my partner.

“…Undress Sara who will complete the final third of the trial your wife must resist in a few short weeks to win fame or fortune!”

Lenny by this stage was too far gone to refuse or argue as he removed her long dress and knickers but left the white stockings and garters on before she strutted expectantly over to her Master who had removed his prick from my lips.

She then straddled him as he sat on a comfortable chair while leisurely lowering her agile hips to gradually capture his powerful cock inside her pussy as she whined.

“You deny me, Zane…”

Her body arched artistically and she drew up in slow motion to show disturbingly how the black flesh so effortlessly invaded and extended her white cunt so decadently as her voice seemed to lose force.

“…I need it more.”

He slapped the young woman’s soft rounded bottom and berated her.

“Are you unhappy here?”

She was determinedly grinding her pussy tightly down on his rigidity now and shivered weakly.

“Oh no Zane…but…Oh Zane…you know how I feel…”

Sara’s movement was becoming increasingly deranged as she turned and twisted down like a corkscrew on him then kissed his mouth passionately as her lips whispered.

“…Fill me up….fuck me…fill me….oh Baby…faster ...there…!”

Her body collapsed down like some lofty limp pretty elongated porcelain doll as he caught her weight and she sighed in bliss.

“…Fuck that is just so good Baby…”

Eventually Sara lifted grudgingly off him and stood back tightly against the wall where my husband licked her sperm-soaked pussy as if he understood his duties - I knew full well he had been there before - and giggled at him.

“…Lenny you are such a quick learner that my job with you and Violet will surely be done in no time.”

In less than ten further pressured minutes the debauchery finally and thankfully ceased; we were soon all clothed once more and looked suitably jaded but almost respectable as Zane placed the thick contracts before us and spoke meaningfully to us both.

“We have shown you graphically or vividly what is involved because that is the essence of the gambit for me to win or lose this wager and if you wish to earn the money…”

He glanced slyly at me and muttered with good humour.

“…Then, as I am sure your mother advised, merely say No for an hour while my hands massage your glorious form and the Million$Massage fortune is yours because we will then part with just a handshake and a cheque for your fortitude and time…”

He sat back as if logically tired from his exertions.

“…This is the fateful moment; now what is your decision?”

Lenny signed first in a gesture of blind assuredness or pluck before I then did the same - as I was utterly too dazed to think straight - and was fearful of course but still wanted this wild escapade to continue.

Without doubt I had never experienced excitement like this because my heart and pulse were constantly on fire and forever addictively racing. 

Once the formal document was dealt with, Zane shook my husband’s palm firmly - as if the last couple of dishonourable hours had not taken place for him - and then politely kissed my raised hand, ignoring the fact it was the very one that had diabolically held his big prick earlier.

Then he was gone leaving a huge empty vacuum behind as we took the welcome opportunity to depart for our residence now bonafide contestants on this crazy internet programme with Sara coming to visit us in the room after our dinner and with Lucy’s murmured private words ringing soundly in my ear.

“Don’t spare the whip with your husband, Violet, and prepare exactly as Sara shows you because that way I feel sure you will win the money…”

She kissed my cheek tenderly as we left for the hotel and some much needed rest.

“…I’m rooting for you!”

Lenny and I travelled in style but absolute silence back to our luxury accommodation and I wanted to feel badly about what had just happened but I was far too hyper and sexually high to suffer any immediate pangs of introspection or shame.

In fact when we entered our room I had him remove my clothing then his own down to the panties - he always wore nowadays - then submissively kneel between my open thighs as I stood up and simpered madly.

“I will not judge or think badly of you Lenny for what you did or what we now have to undertake because we are undoubtedly committed to this rude quest…”

He was already lapping at my saturated female lips as I purposely tortured him.

“…You can be certain that my pussy or ass will never be covered or running with his slimy sperm and I would not make you witness him fucking me as he did salacious Sara and Lucy…”

Inflamed by my own coarse denials I groaned on the precipitous edge of the abyss.

“…But he was so big and gross and I did take and touch of him in my mouth just to show I was not to be intimidated…”

We were both entering another far more dangerous and libidinous world as I grumbled gruffly.

“…You wouldn’t want to see that Darling would you? His big prick taking what was yours…fuck, fuck…!”

I vibrated like a low humming machine against the oral tension and then stared down to see the crotch of his knickers colouring in further stain from the fresh ejaculate and tried not to smile.

“…Oh Darling we must be strong and work together for the next few weeks as I prepare for the event therefore let’s go into the bedroom where you can change your wet panties and suckle me again.”

I trembled in suppressed pleasure because, although I was naturally apprehensive about what was in store, I was still in control of my marital situation and having more sensual joy already than I had ever believed possible.

Soon I was on my back fully uncovered and spread -eagled like a starfish while my formerly obtuse husband placed high blue ruffled thin knickers - they were his favourite type - around him then lay on his stomach and put his cute face between my open hairy pussy and warm thighs as he whispered

“Thank you for not thinking badly of me Violet for what you witnessed and I agree that we undoubtedly need to stay strong as a couple then help each other through what will be a stressful time…”

He licked my wet sliver of slippery female flesh lovingly as I relaxed back and relished the arousal I sensed while listening to him making some delicious promises as well.

“…I assure you I will do whatever is necessary under the contract we have signed so we can definitely beat this depraved malevolent Zane at his own game.”

My eyes closed and I began the lovely familiar and habit-forming rise to orgasmic bliss while my increasingly lurid imagination dwelt on the black man’s impossibly huge cock and how I had already bravely had a small devilish sample of it.

I knew Sara would be here after dinner with possibly some Zane-sized phallic toys that would certainly stretch me and my body while the sordid fact made my mouth salivate involuntarily as I pressed my hips up greedily against my partner’s soft salty tongue and grumbled drolly.

“That’s wonderful to hear Darling…”

Part of me dirtily wanted to feel something thick, potent and snug inside my inner walls and I exhaled as if it was tightly compacted there already.

“…When Sara comes to guide us, Lenny, then you must be very attentive because…”

My brain was giddy if not dissolving and rising towards an inevitable fall.

“…I think as you mentioned the next few weeks will undoubtedly test us both and I will surely require your encouragement, obedience and diligent attentions Darling!”

His mouth was attached to my vaginal entrance like a leech while my husband’s tongue - that had previously caused me so much trouble with his uncaring words - was deep inside my wet pussy before he came out momentarily for air and sighed.

“You can rely on me Violet I won’t let you down.”

Lenny promptly returned to what he undeniably did best and I dozed sporadically while waiting for sexual heaven and without doubt, as my senses began to soar once more, I started to feel much better about almost everything!

Lenny

The road to wealth or my golden destiny was already meandering wildly, dangerously and surely not quite as I had planned.

However, given that Violet and I had been living in relative penury during our marriage to date, it was clear that to gain such uplift in our fortunes or the fiscal treasure trove on offer then some weighty physical or emotional adjustments between us had to be willingly made.

I had felt so terribly badly about what I put my wife through and was quite prepared to voluntarily withdraw from this divisive show until quite bravely, extraordinarily and spontaneously Violet said that she would continue if I was to bear then share the terrible burden of what was involved.

My wife had already witnessed me shamefully wearing female underwear and when she suggested that this become a permanent feature under my trousers during the waiting period - regarding a possible passage to this broadcast - then I agreed without complaint or apparent enthusiasm.

However Violet did not recognise or realise - and neither did I guiltily admit - that there was a certain, unspoken indefinable pleasure in having them and the divine fabrics they were made from upon my sensitive skin or tightly around my genitals and especially my pulsing prick, that seemed to be getting hard continually in base reflex to the tactile touch of the material, and as we got deeper or more involved into this mercurial Million$Massage morass.

So generously I quietly conceded that I could not fuck my own wife and then buried my pride ever more by beginning to serve Violet in many demeaning ways, including licking her fragrant pussy whenever she demanded me to, but I did not particularly mind because I had already done so with fabulous and sensual Sara at the first interview although naturally Violet never realised my previous dalliance or faithlessness.

It was not easy for an Alpha male like me to do these dishonourable things then cede my authority by allowing my slender wife to take charge temporarily of our marital situation but I had to acknowledge Violet’s refined sensibilities and keep her on side and on board until we heard officially if we had made it to the final interview.

I accepted that if I had to each day wear - then disgracefully cum into - frilly knickers then lay for arduous hours between my wife’s creamy dreamy thighs to provide some sensual distraction or diversion for her troubled head then I would with a good heart.

It must be said that to my great strength of character and selfless credit I did not unreasonably object or complain.

However, as with the scented panties I wore each day, I increasingly but secretly began to relish sucking her succulent pink pussy folds through the thick black pubic hair while she made me swear I did not wish this inky-skinned Bastard to fuck or foul it so disgustingly.

To be frank it was becoming apparent that this oral worship was developing into a divisive personal problem because the physical and verbal sensual performance we played out started to addictively arouse me past the point of containment and, given I could not make love to my own wife, I had to rub my penis endlessly against her legs or feet - only after she had climaxed - to gain a mere smattering of some much-needed sexual relief.

The crotch of the female underwear I wore was regretfully always thick and stained with my masculine residue but we both grudgingly accepted that our private often filthy sensual penchants or divisiveness in some ways sated us both and I especially needed to be patient because it would obviously be a while before our sex life could return to what it had been.

Weirdly however, although I sorely wanted to fuck Violet, the discordant thoughts about actually going back to what we had shared previously had no real resonance or appeal to me any longer because I could never remember her reaching any orgasm during the previous fornication we had shared or actually ever looking so feminine and glowing on any occasion before we so dramatically changed the routine of our carnal conjugal togetherness.

My nights out with The Guys were unfortunately but inevitably cancelled as a matter of course and I meekly obeyed my wife’s every want or whim while working diligently on her vaginal crease whenever she requested me to.

In simple terms I tried to cosset or placate Violet until the final piece in this rude evolving puzzle could fall into place and then I felt sure that the money on offer would effortlessly fall into my empty wallet and general life could be subsequently better than it ever had been for us both. 

When the wondrous email arrived confirming our appointment for the final evaluation I was eager and positive but disconcertingly had to persuade agonised Violet once more that she needed to be strong or brave like me and I categorically assured her over and over that I would continue to selflessly support my wife in any and every way necessary.

In the blink of an eye we were back in L.A and then transported to the externally run-down building which was the headquarters of this seedy but apparently flush and prospering operation where, given what I had suffered up to date regarding this venture, I was determined on this occasion to maintain my cool or resolved.

However the interview process that then developed - if that was what you could call it - was utterly debased and unbelievable because quite outrageously this absolute Brute of a black male boastfully showed us, in the most degrading and rude ways, the impossible size of his manhood and exactly what could be involved for my wife if she was not the stable pure innocent girl she patently was.

The worst part of everything was that he involved not just Violet in this foul theatre enacted but called forcefully on me to carry out the most depraved humiliating sexual services to slim but busty Lucy and tall lithe Sara with my mouth, before he fucked one girl in the bottom and the other in the pussy - after she had sucked his big cock - while utterly traumatising my wife and me as he did so because we helplessly looked on in sheer awe and some understandable angst.

Degradingly, somewhere along the way, Violet even had to hold then briefly suck his gross dark erection - that had the bulging blue veins running though it - because she was truly indomitable and with admirable fortitude or possibly to her eternal strength of mind, my Love made the courageous point that there was nothing this Crude Beast of a man could reveal or offer that could temp or distract her from our true financial purpose.

Zane, to my unspoken admiration, eventually seemed to take this obvious fact - he had no chance whatsoever of succeeding in seducing my comely partner - in good part because he mentioned generously that for a petite, classy beauty like Violet to actually refuse him would be a first for the show and that having a winner on the programme who took the prize money should be a gift for the interest and ratings of this world-wide phenomenon of an internet production

Although the few hours of this final meeting were indeed something of a mental test and definitely a humbling masculine trial - especially for me - then at last but without much discussion my wife and I signed the detailed contract without reading it too much because it seemed after all our efforts it was the surely daunting but inevitable thing to do.

This now meant practically and legally that my trusting innocent Violet had six weeks to prepare for this battle of wills, because we now were solidly booked in for our moment of fame or glory, during which time we would be strictly under the influence and direction of the gorgeous elevated Sara.

This was personally secretly great news because I could tell she obviously fancied me and I still sensed we shared a certain understanding or frisson from our first meeting.

There was some passing mention about Violet needing to be physically enlarged in her precious places - just in case she succumbed to this Black Bastard - but I knew that this eventuality was not credible or possible and, as with the last fortnight or so, I would simply bear the oppressive ignominy and continue to endure my obligations to her just as I had promised.

When we returned to the hotel after this exhausting session with Zane, it was clear that Violet was visibly agitated because she stood erect and still then muttered demandingly - in some female craving - for me to initially strip her then lick or lap at her wet hirsute pussy while I kneeled and brought my wife some relief from the rare salacious tension she patently felt.

Without question I was sorely affected by this lunacy as well because, with what I had just witnessed and the actions or reactions of my wife - along with the insidious sensual panties I wore all the time that drove me wild - my forever active penis was spurting continuously but mercifully not enough to unsettle my inspired brain or mercenary purpose.

After Violet had cum to a swift voluble orgasm she giddily and wearily lay on her back on the bed where I slowly suckled meekly at her naked saturated available line of soft flesh and did my best to reassure then soothe her obvious worries or concerns as best I could just as a caring capable husband should do.

Once more - given what was so mouth-wateringly close - I felt sure that I could handle what was to come with Sara’s governance and the supposed preparation before the big show when my enigmatic but brave Violet would inevitably triumph over the dark forces set against her.

With this glorious dream at the forefront of my sleazy mind and while my long wet tongue laboured on her honeyed pussy I quietly assured my wife not to fret because she could count on me completely to do what was asked or expected in pursuit of our ultimate monitory goal.

We dined like Kings or Queens in the busy restaurant of this vast hotel on meat, beer and fries, as if we were both starving from our relative exertion traumas or tribulations, and after we had enjoyed our fill of good food we strolled for a while to clear our thoughts and sample the temperate air then returned to our room in the early evening to await Sara.

However to our surprise she had a pass key and was waiting for us in a comfortable chair - with a travel bag at her feet - while sipping some wine, as if this mercurial comely girl had the presumptive right to invade our privacy.

She was wearing a smart black trouser-suit and looked inscrutably striking as her mouth turned up at the edges then smiled contentedly when she saw us.

“It is good that you have relaxed or recharged because if I am to get Violet properly prepared for what might be to come then every second counts…”

Her dark eyes glared directly at me.

“…And you must do exactly as I instruct Lenny or the contract you signed is void and there will be substantial reparations to the company.”

I gasped at her unanticipated stern attitude that belied the clear fact she privately felt drawn or attracted to me and I tried to answer casually or confidently so not to give that particular hush-hush fact away to my partner.

“That’s not problem Sara…I am ready and willing to…”

She interrupted rudely and her tone was cold and cutting.

“You will call me Miss for the next few weeks…”

She sighed in irritation and looked at Violet.

“…And this is how you will refer to your wife as well…”

My body shivered slightly but fortunately I remembered it was me that really held the true power here because even though my wife was doing the heavy lifting in time I would take charge of the winnings and the decisions to come therefore I did not interrupt this uniformed girl.

“…Now bathe her and let her put on a slip or short Cami…and we will continue in the bedroom.”

I made a jest simply to lessen the tension.

“What should I wear, Miss?”

Sara flicked back her long black hair and laughed icily.

“You will just be in your ruffled pretty knickers Lenny so impressionable Violet can see just how much the mere chance of her being fucked by a huge black cock excites you…!”

Her filthy accusation made me suddenly doubt the sexual interest I thought she had for me and I wanted to stand my ground and debate the divisive issue but there was no point as we were contractually bound now.

I meekly merely took my trusting spouse into the bathroom where I diligently washed her creamy skin before Sara came in and supervised - now and then - by telling me how to tease touch or take the most tender care of my wife’s most private places.

Eventually Violet came out wrapped in a warm towelling-robe before I reluctantly removed my clothes to stand in tight ruffled pale blue knickers as Sara pulled the rough covering from my Love’s fair skin and brushed a flat palm very lightly over my wife’s breasts and belly before resting a single finger on her hairy pussy.

“…This needs to be trimmed because on the Million$Massage all of our girls have just a small manicured patch of pubic hair on either side of the centre line but we will do that tomorrow…”

I blinked weakly in my dismay as she went on.

“…Now smell your wife’s cute cunt and look closely at is because it’s much too tight to take this…”

She disturbingly then produced a giant moulded phallic object from her bag which was - to my developing horror - presumably an exact copy of Zane’s enormous erect cock while gurgling in actual glee.

“…This is what we call Big Zane…it’s very popular and we’ve sold over 100,000 through the programme and website with our huge following of couples or single women and Violet’s small entrance in time needs to be able to accommodate such a size…”

Uncomfortably for me Sara then crudely placed this disgusting but seemingly perfect but inanimate copy of Zane’s prick in my trembling hands and sighed drolly.

“…Now place it at the crack and just rub the rounded black tip very slowly or carefully and see how she deals with it?”

There was no choice but to move the smooth head of this dirty toy to her flat sexual middle and push it very gently at the pungent sexual entrance as Violet gasped in understandable despair. 

“I could never take such a monstrous thing inside me…”

While she grumbled on in obvious alarm or trauma, to my amazement her sexual gateway began to noticeably moisten until improbably just the very edges of this massive dildo slipped mere centimetres within her vaginal lips as she whimpered and parted her thighs involuntarily.

“…Don’t push it any further Darling please…don’t you dare!”

Sara then came between us and disgustingly or wickedly stroked the small bulge in my panties and chuckled.

“This is definitely not related what your holding in your fingers is it Lenny? Tell your precious perfect wife you don’t want Zane to fuck her taut pussy and ass…”

Her delicate palms unfairly slid inside the sensual discordant fabric as Sara tormented me with her words which caused me to shudder to this gentlest female touch before she snickered meanly.

“….Just imagine it Lenny…”

Her voice rose higher and louder in tone until it was a veritable screech.

“…I think you just have because you’ve cum you Bad Boy…!”

As my head twisted or dissolved she took a fine slippery sliver of spunk from my ejaculated load then purposely wiped it on the top of Violet’s cunt and muttered darkly as she pressed the rubberised object tighter against her fragile crease.

“…Push against it Sweetie just a little and one day maybe you’ll take it all in one go…”

My wife impulsively shuddered against the unyielding stiffness and Sara slapped my bottom through the panty material and snarled pointedly.

“…Now lick her Lenny and keep licking as we have a lot of work to do…!”

Instinctively I bent down until my tongue lolled and pressed on my wife’s weeping vagina until eventually I drew back to allow Violet to stumble away then collapse pathetically onto the bed with just the short white slip on and then lay hopelessly on her back as Sara pulled up the short hem to expose her hirsute cunt and ass then laughed at me as my Love spread her thighs almost expectantly.

“…Place your head and suckle both holes while I get you something suitable to work with…”

Fastidiously I used my mouth on both patently taut but available and apparently impenetrable apertures then looked up to see Sara pressing a thin vibrator onto my wife’s plump pink mouth while teasing her coarsely or in a most unseemly manner.

“…Suck it Bitch…make it wet…then I’ll stick it inside you…”

To my ongoing agony or personal despair, Violet took the black toy between her lips and pressed her salivating mouth then pink cheeks around it as this terrible girl moved it slowly back and forward and belittled her…”

“…That’s it Baby, learn to give Head as we all have to…in and out and, if I may advise, it always helps to pretend it’s about to burst with slimy life…”

Sara condescendingly then patted the tip of my cranium as a direction to return to my oral duties and when Violet was utterly sodden she put the thin dildo in my aching hand and made me push the tip of it inside my wife’s now juiced up cunt and grinned contentedly.

“…Now fuck her with it…fuck your pretty chaste wife…stretch this pretty pussy and make her cum…”

She looked at my knickers that were shamefully smeared with a second rush of hormonal blood and subsequent drops of semen then shook her head theatrically.

“…Fuck you’ll soon both want to cum all the time…?”

Violet grunted and groaned as I pressed this hardness in then out of her vaginal entrance while I noticed how increasingly watery her sexual folds were getting before a small involuntary fountain of fluid suddenly sprinkled or anointed my hand and she was still for a moment as Sara whispered softly to me.

“…Rub the liquid into her ass then softly twist the small dildo inside it...”

I stared at this impressive but cruel young woman whom my unsteady brain stupidly had thought appreciated and admired me so much then showed some unspoken reluctance before she slapped my bottom again and hissed.

“…Get on with it Lenny or I swear I will stick it inside you…!”

Trapped once more by my previous foolishness or avarice I invaded or explored the slimy saturation as instructed then twirled the slender tip of this divisive object to Violet’s puckered now lubricated hole while she spread her legs ever wider before disturbingly - with just a little pressure - it gradually disappeared from view up her filthy passage as Sara chuckled.

“…And again back and forward make it flow… good!”

Absurdly - if not most impossibly - this thin but rigid phallus was soon gliding effortlessly in and out of my wife’s cute bottom as she gasped in shock.

“Oh Fuck…I’m sorry Darling…fuck…who would have ever believed this?”

To my incredulity her immediate mutterings of anguish began to mysteriously turn to what sounded like low murmurs of almost pleasure as Sara gurgled at my unanticipated illumination.

“Women actually enjoy this pastime if it is done with tactile and tender attention; I was scared at first but now with Zane and others, more than occasionally, I simply adore masturbating with toys…”

She stroked Violet’s dark hair and then pulled the silky strands for affect or frisson.

“…On your knees Bitch; ass out and learn to take it…!”

Suddenly Violet was prostrate on the bed with her back then bottom arched while I pulled and pushed this divisive dirty toy like some small hard prick until impossibly my puritan wife shuddered and screamed mutedly and I knew she had disgracefully climaxed to this fetid force as Sara simpered lowly.

“…Give it to me and watch how to clean the cock…!”

I looked on in a veritable daze as she took some anti-bacterial oil and hygienic wipes then purposely washed and sterilised every inch of the lifeless prick before placing it between my Love’s lips again and smiling dryly

“…Open up Sweetie then suck and if you pretend it’s real then one day it will be…”

Her hand then pressed my head purposefully as she snapped.

“…Now lick her ass and pussy again to let her get used to feeling warm, satisfied and womanly…”

She stared at the growing stain on my crotch and deliberately attempted to shame me.

“…I doubt she experienced that when you had sex with her did she…?”

I kept sensibly silent then worked on these two partially inflamed apertures for ages before - by the rhythmical sounds of her soft snoring - I could tell my wife was asleep and I thought at last I could rest beside her to recover but instead Sara insisted that I come to the bathroom, where she took a brief shower, then came out dripping stark naked and had me dry her velvet skin before she made me focus between the long luscious legs before grinning.

“…Look at the hair how trimmed and perfect it is…”

She saw me pulse impulsively and my reaction seemed to entertain her as her voice became almost lilting.

“…We shall do Violet’s tomorrow when I will continue to teach you how to treat such a sensual girl...”

My gaze did not move for a second from her magnetic sexual line and her pink fingertip tapped the malleable centre as she gurgled.

“…Sniff it then Lenny.”

Almost unnoticeably I smiled because for a fabulous moment I sensed I had been right all along and she did fancy me before I moved my unbalanced head then mouth to this aromatic unfamiliar treasure before letting my tongue run along its length and muttered with possible certainty.

“You want me to fuck you Sara?”

She merely laughed out loudly or dryly at such a sullied suggestion and pulled me up by the hair then removed my panties almost in the same movement but with her other hand.

“If you think you can Baby…?”

Her fingers then evilly wrapped almost painfully around my cock until the aroused flesh was truly hard and then pulled it until my solidity was resting on her smooth folds as she chuckled critically.

“…Poor Violet, having to make do with this meagre little bit of manhood…”

I began to immediately uncontrollably gasp at her cruel aside because I knew what she was about to say before she said it.

“…Soon she will know what it is to take something many times this size…!”

In utter ignominy or abject humiliation I could degradingly see Zane fucking her in my deviant mind’s eye and then instantly produced a couple of miniscule drips of viscous spunk over the vaginal gateways as she sighed sarcastically.

“…I think its best if you stick to sucking and licking Baby with me and your wife…now get on with it because I’m truly bushed…!”

My collapse back to the floor was due to both male dishonour and physical exhaustion but I swiftly used the oral skills I had recently gleaned to bring this Demoness to heaven - or the hell where she had been created - before she was thankfully settled or sated as I rose up wearily before moving towards to bedroom and my wife but Sara stared me down then sighed.

“…Now change your dirty knickers and sleep on the settee in the front room…”

She shivered almost unnoticeably.

“…I’ll be staying with Violet while I am with you; to continue her training from a more experienced and informed woman’s point of view…”

I went to complain or object but she once more slapped my bottom with steely resolve - as was her developing and unfortunate habit - and snickered as if stopping me in my befuddled tracks.

“…It’s just for a few weeks until you win the money…so be valiant as you promised, Lenny, and stick to what has been agreed.”

Sara silently slipped on a short grey negligee, kissed my flushed cheek and shooed me into the separate tiny longue dismissively then unfortunately entered into the bedroom to be with Violet and promptly shut the door to exile me from my own wife.

I was outraged or furious at her treatment of course, but although I had cum so many times and was exhausted I still pressed my penis within new pink cotton panties a final time in foul passing instinct or for cold comfort but was asleep before I knew it.

The morning light woke me early and once I remembered where I was and why I was sleeping on the couch in the minute reception area my weary head also recalled the previous evening and to my disturbance became partially erect almost immediately.

My mouth audibly groaned lowly when I recalled the base thick moulded replica of Zane’s unreasonably big penis and the diabolical fact that somehow I had to work on my wife’s tight anal and vaginal entrances to make them accommodate such a gargantuan size.

It seemed such an imponderable inglorious task but under the vile command of Sara I would now have to expand Violet’s creases down below every free moment we had and hated the unfortunate but obvious discovery that this crude obligation perversely excited me so much.

I was hard already and furtively placed a pillow between my thighs and rubbed myself towards selfish primitive ecstasy to a multitude of sick mixed-up depraved thoughts in my increasingly debased imagination that made me close my eyes then ingloriously spurt into the crotch of the divine panties around me. 

When I opened my eyelids again unfortunately I saw Sara gazing at me in sympathy or curiosity and she smiled then teased me savagely,

“Oh Lenny…I can see what your doing Dirty Boy…I do think we are going to have to put you in chastity as you’re not to be trusted with Violet if I’m not around…”

It was merely a sick joke which I sensibly ignored while she had me follow her through into the bedroom and snickered at my wife because the growing wet patch on the knickers I had on was clearly pathetically visible.

“…I told you he got off on the idea of you being fucked!”

I flushed and blushed in unbearable shame but we thankfully ignored this minute elephant in the room and all quickly stripped before confusingly, as requested by Sara, Violet and I stood together in the large shower before our lofty tutor soon joined us - also naked - then thrust a slightly larger black dildo than the one I used the previous night in my fingers and exhaled in foul purpose.

“…Kneel down Lenny and begin to work with your mouth on, then in, both of her cute holes before using the liquid soap and water to make your wife extra slippery so you can subsequently proceed to fuck them thoroughly, as this is another clever method of how you will enlarge her tight passages.”

Violet gasped in dread as I reluctantly but obediently squatted down and started using my tongue in her bottom as she whimpered in her deviance.

“Don’t think badly of me Lenny because I have not lost respect for you…it was agreed between us that we would not judge each other but just get through this unbearable period as best we could!”

I was too busy or diverted by my oral attentions to reply but initially soaked or eased the passages before - with the abundant oily waters - my wife’s apertures became extremely permeable as I then began to guide this thicker but equally solid toy towards her pussy first.

She stood right back against the warm wet tiles as I slid the firm phallus inside her private sensual entrance surprisingly easily and held it still or fast as she pushed her hips impulsively against it with increasing energy but seemed to be in no noticeable rush to reach heaven as if relishing the sheer sensation of snugness.

Sara promptly took it from me, turned Violet around and pressed the devilish contoured apex at my wife’s anal aperture then twisted it tortuously while my wife bent over as it slowly but inexorably pierced her backside before I was told to push it this way or that way in extreme or frantic motion until she shuddered and shivered then groaned gutturally as she reached her sexual zenith.

Then, after washing the awful device, Violet suckled it depravedly on her knees before it was pressed and thrust back inside her gaping vaginal folds as she whimpered and whined to another obvious orgasm.

Then most ingloriously Sara took hold of my sopping penis and wiped the top of it and laughed whimsically.

“You’ve cum again Larry…and I will have to corral you eventually but in the meantime…”

She bent over just as my wife had done and placed the dildo in my shaking hand.

“…Do me as well, as I just love the sensation of brute force or hardness in my bottom…!”

The phallus slid inside her anus with barely any pressure or friction at all from me and she grumbled then closed her eyes tightly while I worked it as gently as I could but this was not what she needed as her mouth grunted in fantasy, or was it memory?

“…Oh Zane…fuck me…make me suffer…”

As her voice waxed, waned or meandered I reactively increased the speed or motion to a dizzying energy until inevitably she shook and shivered and spread her whole divine body against the saturated wall and gurgled.

“…Fuck I really needed that…”

She turned around and made me lick her visible and entreating bald female crack as she laughed.

“…Zane is such a Bastard and so unreasonable because he really does not fuck me nearly enough…!”

Somehow we all extricated ourselves from the compact shower cubicle and then dressed silently before sharing breakfast on the ground floor of the hotel where at the end of the short meal Sara addressed us both calmly.

“…Your flight is early evening and I will be returning with you both to your home for a few days to ensure that the correct course of preparation is enacted and then shall come back now and then as you can’t take part in the programme unless you are entirely ready.

Violet flushed up and put down the blueberry muffin she was gnawing at.

“You mean put that thick brutish imitation of Zane inside me…?”

Sara smiled without humour and nodded as my wife shook her delightful head and spoke confidently of the future.


“…Even though that is never going to happen with the real thing?”

Our Mentor merely shrugged her shoulders as if ambivalent to such an outcome.

“Yes this has already been explained to you both; irrelevant of what transpires your body has to be able to cope…”

She changed the subject concerningly for me.

“…But I can see that with Lenny then there needs to be some adjustment as he is far too excitable and unpredictable.”

She spoke about me as if I was invisible and I grumbled limply.

“What do you mean Sara?”

The girl glared at me as if I was stupid while her plump lips tightened around the rim of the coffee cup.

“I have told you to call me and your wife Miss until this is over…”

The edge to her tone was acid as she almost spat in rising temper.

“…Do I need to tell you again Lenny?”

I folded weakly and instantly mumbled contritely.

“No Miss…sorry, sorry I just wondered what you were referring to?”

Sara sighed and whispered directly as if once again I failed to spot the obvious.

“You clearly cannot relax or control yourself with regards to what we have to do and the endless ejaculations in the panties you now wear are getting particularly tiresome so, precisely as I mentioned in passing, a chastity device will be necessary when I’m not around.”

I could swear that most unexpectedly I could see just a faintest trace of a smirk on Violet’s sweet face as she took my hand while I groaned in acute mental pain.

“Be staunch Darling as I am trying to be and let’s handle this together.”

The weeks stretched out before me in a long endless cycle of days now but I was committed to continue as Sara chewed her pancakes and smiled brightly.

“You can walk around for a while and sightsee now as I am going to the office but I will be back after lunch when we will begin on some necessary manicuring for Violet and then….I would remind you…”

There was a moments silence while this devious girl purposely let the tension build as I waited for the bad news that my logical brain knew was coming.

“…That I will be joining you on the journey to set up the exacting routine in your home for a few days which must be followed precisely...”

She heard me groan almost inaudibly and sighed impatiently.

“…Is there a problem Lenny?”

I retreated physically or mentally from her and shivered slightly.

“No Miss…we will be pleased to accommodate you.”

With our early-day meal completed Sara went off on her way and Violet and I wandered around the many points of interest locally and while sitting on a bench eating an ice cream I mumbled to her in some developing anxiety.

“It’s not too late to withdraw Darling…we’ll pay them the money we owe if we have to and stop this if is too much for you?”

Her curt answer disturbed and surprised me in equal measure.

“May I remind you Lenny that you will call me Miss, while this unfortunate mission you began so ludicrously proceeds; just as Sara has commanded or I will not respond at all”

My tongue leisurely licked the chocolate cone but weirdly the taste was soured somehow by her attitude as I whined timidly because I did not wish to curry her displeasure.

“Sorry Miss…but if this is too much pressure for you?”

Violet stared then glared at me with clear meaning and more than a touch of anger.

“Do you doubt me suddenly Lenny? Do you think I want malevolent rakish Zane to take or fuck me in all of my openings...?”

I shuddered so much that I dropped my cold treat as she spoke scaldingly.

“…Then maybe I should; just to teach you a lesson…?”

To my despair she could see I was depravedly visibly aroused at her false threat and she snarled in ongoing temper

“…Sara is right…you just cannot control your inner demons can you…?”

There was a brief gap in the number of people passing by and she furtively pressed my small male protrusion and watched me squirm to unedifying sexual joy as she shrieked in humour.

“…Oh Lenny…you really are a Bad Boy!”

My face was scarlet but my wife just chuckled generously then told me not to worry and that she was just pulling my leg because whatever happened she was not going to let that Scumbag Zane seduce or ruggedly jump her bones and as there was nowhere to run we would have to bear the weight of what we had already agreed to in writing.

Once more I was in awe of her new found bravado or assuredness and we enjoyed some Dogs with ketchup and mustard - on the go - then were in the lobby of the hotel when Sara arrived at reception and was inside the room shortly afterwards when once more this bossy but capable young woman took charge.

We stood beside her before she snapped at me unreasonably because I had not said anything to earn this tone of displeasure.

“Place towels on the bed then undress Violet leaving not a stitch on…”

I scurried around like some frightened rabbit before my wife was eventually reposing on the white hotel towels as Sara took a stool which she placed it at the foot of the bed and pulled Violet’s legs and body down towards her until she was staring directly at my Love’s hairy bush.

Sara’s eyes scanned this secret place before she ran her fingers through the veritable forest and simpered.

“This is no good as is because the cameras need to see the cock entering this passage in graphic detail and most of this hair has to go…”

Sara handed me a small but obviously sharp pair of scissors.

“…Trim it down but don’t go too near the skin then I will shave her when the mass is thinner…”

My body seemed unsteady and my brain addled or confused but she just laughed then undid my trousers and pulled them off to find that my white lacy knickers were already disgustingly stained.

However, I was sordidly hard once more because she took my erection in her fingers and pulled it out until it hovered over Violet’s perfumed pussy while her soft voice rose in hilarity.

“…Cum over it while you can before it is lost to you forever…!”

As always to her uncalled for prophecies or sadism I reflexively produced thin spurts of white hot ejaculate that settled on the pubic forest which cleared my head momentarily and enabled me to use the shearing tools in my fingers and quickly but extremely carefully snipped most of the hirsute covering away.

When Sara was content with my creative work she made me collect the wasted hair while she brought a boiling hot bowl of frothy water from the bathroom and retook her place between Violet’s open thighs.

Then very gingerly - and with a small plastic-stemmed razor - her still hand let it run slowly along the thick soapy white foam already applied to my wife’s mound as she proceeded to shave my Love’s cunt while Violet murmured meekly and settled down helplessly into the mattress.

Once Sara had demonstrated the careful skilled movements she passed me the tiny tool and smiled pointedly

“…You do the edges but leave the sensitive area at the very centre to me…”

I laboured at a nervous snail’s pace - for obvious reasons - until most gradually clear skin could be seen through the ivory foam before Sara washed the voluminous cream off and then inspected our combined efforts as she stretched her fingers purposely.

“…Cover it again with the soap and go over these spots I have shown you.”

Without dissent or discussion I used the small brush to apply extra lather and then returned to scraping or snipping very tenderly and with real attention to detail until after half and hour - then a further wash - my wife was bald on her mound apart from a still fine but full line of dark down either side of the vaginal crack as Sara gurgled happily.

“…Very nice now let me finish her off.”

As I watched on in some trepidation this girl expertly and concentratedly let the razor glide seamlessly over this remaining covering before, just as she had predicted, Violet had the finest traces of hair either side of her pussy as I gasped instinctively.

“You look beautiful Darling.”

Sara saw my cock had regained relative strength and sighed wearily at my unfortunate unstoppable reflex.

“Go and get the larger phallus from last night and some others I placed in the same drawer then bring them here.”

I did so - as I knew precisely where I had cleaned and left the one used the previous evening - and when I returned, Sara was holding up a hand-held mirror between my wife’s comely thighs as she carefully inspected then patently admired the handiwork just completed and murmured in approval.

“I love this look Sara thank you it truly makes me feel…”

She shook her body almost unnoticeably.

“…Womanly.”

Our Leader in seduction or depravity smiled broadly and effortlessly turned Violet over onto her front then handed me a large bottle of thick liquid and whispered to her.

“…Lenny is going to rub oils into you just as Zane will eventually do and provide massage to all areas so you are familiar with this seductive tactile sensation.”

Violet merely whimpered meekly or weakly.

“If he must…I suppose I will just handle it along with everything else.”

She entered into some kind of limp daze while I smeared her back, shoulders and arms with the insidious heavy liquid then kneaded it into these areas before they were fully relaxed and slippery before then moving down to her toes, calves and thighs until only the shapely bottom was left untouched and untreated.

Under Sara’s watchful stare my fingers then rubbed the slimy oil into the soft cheeks of her ass before my guide or tormentor placed some divisive but perfumed juice on my longest finger and murmured in rude direction.

“Stick it up her ass and when you’ve done you can do the same necessary thing with an oily tongue…”

My whole skin trembled but determinedly I twisted my extended stiff digit into Violet’s pert taut backside and watched it worm its wicked way inside as she wriggled like a fish on a hook but did not say a word.

I pushed this hardness in and out for a while before Sara poured some scented liquid on my tongue which then performed the same fetid duty in this warm wet place before eventually she pulled me away and held my obvious bursting erection because I could simply not contain it as she sniggered.

“…Now cum over her rear crease then put in the plastic penis and you will see that this toy from last evening then some of the others will now be accommodated with consummate ease.”

Virtually as she spoke I erupted with what sperm I had left in my small sac and balls which disappeared in blobs inside her dark crevice and - after Sara had rubbed it inside for good measure with her fingertips - I finally picked up the familiar dildo and placed it to the puckered entrance and whined.

“Sorry Darling but I have to.”

To my trauma, with hardly any real force or pressure it slid just within her rear entrance and then was improbably halfway inside - which caused my wife to finally react and grunt - but Sara would not let me fuck her with it just insisted that I continue to gently press the stiff object until it was fully inserted or compacted.

Then, with the solidity still tightly and depravedly wedged, Sara twisted my wife over onto her back and made me start the same purposeful viscous massage process until Violet began to whimper and whine, especially as I inadvertently teased her pert shapely breasts and puffy nipples with thick fluids.

This was before I worked on her feet, ankles legs and flat belly until once more the only place remaining was the most subtle alluring magnetic and appealing female vaginal line as Sara laughed softly.

“Don’t stop now Lenny, use your fingers then put more oil on your tongue and make the Bitch truly sopping wet.”

My hands then slipped or slid in and out of this divine sexual sliver before my salivating mouth feasted on these heavenly folds and when my wife was utterly dripping Sara placed another phallus that was even larger than the one I had just placed in her anus and patronisingly patted my head.

“…Push it in her pussy Lenny…she can handle it… stretch the cunt…push it inside the Bitch.”

As if possessed I pressed the tip of this huge dildo thinking it would surely never pass the sensual threshold but impossibly Violet’s vaginal lips drew it inside so smoothly or effortlessly before her internal muscles seemed to clench then welcome it while I forced or pushed the object until it was embedded improbably right up the hilt as she wailed.

“Oh fuck…fuck I’m so full…full…Oh…”

I could sense her whole being contracting around both invasive plastic dildos before most rudely Sara took a smaller toy and placed it in my wife’s gaping mouth and mumbled contentedly.

“…Now you’re getting it Violet…grip it and suck it and it will surely make you…”

My wife vibrated and jerked uncontrollably and sprayed me with a small pungent stream of orgasmic female ejaculate as our teacher in degradation snickered lowly.

“…Cum!”

Violet spread her milky thighs ever wider and moaned in delirium.

“Fuck me…move the cocks…fuck me…please…”

Sara grabbed the now mostly hidden device in her pussy and turned it fractionally as she wailed.

“…Don’t torment me Sara…fuck me….move them against me harder.”

Her torturer laughed.

“Which one?”

“Both…both use both!”

Sara guided my shaking hand onto the cock in her ass while she held on to the one in her slimy cunt and gurgled mockingly at me.

“After 3…fuck the Bitch…together…!”

Her eyes temporarily matched the madness in my own.

“…1…2 …3…and go!”

We both pushed and pulled at these terrible devices in perverse tandem until the two closely connected entrances were being taken in increasing then decreasing rhythms as the Violet I had known disappeared and some Whore I did not recognise weirdly took her place because she screamed in utter lunacy.

“Fuck my Ass and cunt…use me…do me Zane…do it….do it…do it!”

My Love went on and on as her voice rose then fell in energy or physical desire before finally she shook violently and fell back with the smaller phallus still between her pink pouting lips which my pure wife sucked like a foul pacifier as Sara sighed at me and withdrew the imitation cock she was using.

“Get it out and suck you wife’s precious pussy to let her know you understand the torment she is experiencing!”

I did everything she told me then let Violet sleep and recover while I diligently washed the various barbarous sexual toys and tried to forget what I had witnessed.

Then thankfully I realised this was just private sexual theatre, discovery or release for my Love and did not define or dictate the future path we were undeniably upon.

Without question my wife was still very much a Lady and a woman of the purest character or virtue and we were both entitled to some diversion or distraction during this agonising process when we were being bombarded by so many provocative and unsettling ideas or mental images.

When we finally dressed and left this surreal City of Angels - with Sara sitting sleepily alongside us - Violet was obviously back to being the demure or dutiful wife I had always known her to be.

We held hands tenderly as the plane took flight, naturally secure in the knowledge that our future would be in the union of eventual victory, riches and marital harmony.

We all arrived in our hometown in the late evening and as there was work for us in the morning Sara did not attempt to tire us with any more sexual shenanigans although she did sadly take my place in Violet’s bed while I was banished to the spare box room where I dirtily masturbated into the insidious provocative panties I still wore on a daily basis.

Then, for my wife and me, it was back into the strict routine of our normal lives - which did not faze Sara who had other matters to attend to in our town - and our training under her tutelage began once more after dinner on that first night when I was made to perform the exact same oily massage on Violet while she lay deliciously naked and slippery on our towel-covered bed.

Amazingly the larger sexual objects now penetrated all her slimy cracks and crevices readily then easily once more and disturbingly Sara explained that really the only larger-sized phallus to come in due time was the Big Black Zane replica cock.

That being said and - even with what had gone by to date - it was inconceivable that this obtuse object could actually fully enter my delicately made wife.

However with some huffing puffing and the sounds of orgasmic joy from everyone - Sara made me suckle her to bliss as well - another difficult evening passed by and then many more until it was late Friday night when Violet was stripped as normal and, after I had diligently oiled her back, our houseguest murmured softly.

“I am returning to L.A tomorrow morning and this precise pattern of preparation must continue each evening and multiple times on the weekends before I return in seven days time…”

To my utter dread she placed the largest Big Black Zane dildo with the others we had been working with recently and smiled slyly.

“…With one extra and slight amendment given that Violet is much more flexible and permeable than she was previously.”

Helplessly to what was about to unfold I worked on my wife’s increasingly velvety skin - the subtle oil was making it truly heavenly to touch - and after putting the usual thick objects into place within her body I was instructed to withdraw them before, as my wife kneeled on the bed, I placed the depraved apex of this brutal replica cock to the tip of Violet’s ass and pushed it forward as gently as I could.

Under Sara’s hectoring or crude direction or intention I then teased pushed and contorted this aberration continually until unbelievably it began its slow but inevitable journey inside her anal cavity and after five traumatising minutes it was impossibly but fully snugly in place as she visibly pulsated and writhed in frustration against the dark thickness - as I dared not move it - or probable private agony she must have felt.

It was hard for me to tell the difference by now.

After a few moments I withdrew then cleaned the toy and repeated the process with her fragile pussy but she was so completely saturated it slipped in far more easily and this time Sara gurgled quietly

“…Fuck her now she’s ready…just a couple of strokes will do it!”

Against any remaining better instincts I still possessed, my shaky hands pulled and pressed at the divisive toy - that was realistically but depravedly decorated with pumped up blue veins - as my Love spread her greasy legs, screamed in shame and grimaced.

“No, no…don’t fuck me…you Bastard…Bastard …Oh fuck!”

Her vaginal muscles were crazily contracting around this hard invasion as she came down from an obvious climax before Sara smiled wryly then slowly withdrew it with a plop and placed it gently in Violet’s mouth while I returned to suckling her gaping pussy.  

As my wife licked and drew the top of the disgusting exact copy of the real thing Sara stroked her hair and passed comment or compliment.

“You see what is possible, Violet? Now you must ensure that this is pushed inside you each and every night from now on and only then will it be assured that Zane cannot hurt you in any sensual cavity.”

My wife’s parted dribbling lips drew in the head of this diabolical toy and gasped while it was pushed deeper down her throat.

“I won’t let him fuck me Sara…I won’t!”

Her abuser just chuckled silently and nodded in understanding while she licked it for a leisurely while as I lapped at my wife’s streaming crack until she reached yet another hormonal peak.

Then at last our debauchery was over but my personal pain or humiliation was not complete because we subsequently gathered in our lounge with me just wearing red lacy panties and as I went to Sara - at her demand - I noticed to my despair yet another awful device in her hand as she pressed my seemingly eternal erection and sighed empathetically to us both.

“I am not able to leave Lenny here openly and so close to temptation because he clearly cannot control his sexual desire and as I mentioned I will now have to put him in a chastity cage until I return…”

Her delicate hand slipped inside my sheer knickers and she teased my cock then laughed at Violet.

“…Let me clear this last load and then closely watch how I place the clever restriction on him.”

Vainly I tried not to cum but Sara was surely a Bitch and looked at me then inside my dizzy dirty mind.

“…Think about that huge plastic cock entering Violet before Zane’s living flesh does…”

It was as if I could not breathe suddenly as my whole lower body jumped forward in agony or ecstasy and she gurgled as I spurted filthily.

“…Perfect…”

Sara then wiped me clean with the delicious material of the feminine underwear then slid the cruel plastic and Perspex pieces expertly over my genitals until I was corralled in seconds just before she chuckled at my fascinated wife.

“…See… it’s easy.”

Violet finally spoke up - I had hoped to save me - but all she did was murmured weakly but with some curiosity.

“I think I understand but demonstrate again please!”

By the time Sara left us in the morning, my wife had the shiny silver key of my incarceration around her neck and our regiment for each moment our Mentor was not around was pretty much laid out in veritable Perspex, plastic and the most unbreakable stone.

On our first evening alone together for quite a while, Violet lay naked on her front as I kneaded the top of the back then applied the heady lubrication to her shoulders to begin the massage while dressed only in white ruffled knickers over this awful prison around my penis as I grumbled pathetically.

“Can you not remove the chastity cage please Violet it’s so sadistic and no one would know?”

My wife merely murmured into the towel that was tightly against her face.

“Lenny please…we agreed to keep to the rules and carry this torment together…”

The oil was already sliding into the evocative crease of her bottom that I knew I would shortly have to place in tension once more with the gross enormous dildo as she whispered weakly.

“…I mean look at what I am going through and with respect, I’m not complaining to you am I…?

Her body became limp as if in preparation for a long meaningful session as she exhaled in expectation.

“…Now just get on with it as we have come too far to break the regulations Sara has demanded and…?”

There was a definite sense of some humour or possible devilment in her tone.

“…We need to stay the course and remain resolute because…there’s only a few weeks left to go!”

As always I genuinely personally admired my wife’s selfless character or inner strength because I tended her lovingly and when inevitably my fingers pushed the huge black cock in her mouth, ass and pussy - just like Sara had instructed me - I winced but ensured that her precious body was kept supple and the private unreachable places fully accessible to such a huge length of masculinity.

I suffered terrible feelings of inadequacy or guilt because the horrible restriction around my genitals was mortifying and prevented me becoming hard, but perhaps it was a blessing in disguise because my constant arousal to all this debauchery was privately but truly troubling.

In compensation I could settle safely with my lovely wife in our room again where I would - almost religiously - keep my puckered mouth tightly to her ass and sexual slit because it seemed to settle Violet’s often-heated blood and helped her sleep.

After a week Sara sadly returned just as promised and was delighted that my Love could more comfortably take the Big Black Zane now and as a reward this strident girl released me for the three days she was with us and allowed me to climax endlessly or dirtily in a selection of new pretty panties her firm had generously purchased for this unseemly purpose.

My partner insisted I thank Sara for such kindness or consideration by licking her aromatic pussy to order before visibly jerking in the different styles of knickers as a show of good faith, often right before Sara unfortunately retook her place in my bed.

Then our temporary guest left leaving the chastity cage back on and this is how things went on for three unbearable weeks with Sara coming in for a couple of days - now and then - to ensure I was sticking rigidly to the planned attentions she had decided my wife needed.

To my credit I did not miss a singular moment to honour my commitment until one unsettling night - just before she was due to fly back in the morning - Sara and my Love got prepared in outrageously short party dresses before Violet smiled at me genially.

“Sara thinks I need a regular Girls’ night out and friends of hers nearby are having a housewarming so…”

Her hem was so shockingly short I could actually see the salacious dark stockings and suspenders.

“…I’m sure you understand and don’t wait up because we’ll be late!”

This was further terrible news but as always recently I was powerless to prevent anything at all and I lay impotently in bed then waited until the small hours, and could not even masturbate because of the damn prison that held me, before thankfully they returned and my wife slipped into my darkened room then hissed at me.

“Make me cum Lenny quickly now…!”

I kneeled obediently as she hitched up the short dress then ground her slight hips on my tongue after drawing the panty material to one side and grumbled salaciously.

“…Fuck…deeper Lenny harder…fuck fuck…!”

Her divine slender body disturbingly trembled in female need before she bent down then kissed me and I found she had the weirdest acrid salty but familiar taste in her warm sweet mouth as she eventually gasped.

“…Thank you Darling…I sorely needed that!”

My wobbly head thought no more about this insignificant transient incident but the next couple of times Sara visited they had two more self- indulgent Girls’ nights out and on each occasion my Love insisted on the same demeaning late night service from me before leaving my mouth with the same mercurial scent or trace of something earthy or dirty on my palate.

Then there was only a week till the big day of reckoning and to my relief or surprise the regiment at home was relaxed and changed just to a half-hour massage each day when Violet was only allowed a single insertion of the pernicious toy in all of her treasured and vulnerable places that were apparently in such foul peril from the black monster called Zane.

However she became increasingly irritable on the subsequent days leading up to the divisive production but Sara was insistent that we not deviate from her instruction and - given that we had come this far - we both worked through any difficulties for the last few agonising steps of this journey to riches and just got on with what we had to do.

The time we had spent upon this worthy pursuit was indeed excruciating for us both but at last my wife and I flew alone - Sara was already in LA - to this Angelic celebrated city and rested in the hotel the night before the broadcast where I completed my final massage then vaginal manicure to Violet under the watchful eye of our tall female coach who was visibly delighted with my good work and sighed accordingly.

“Violet, I would declare, is well prepared or ready and I would confirm that you have each played your part productively and there will be no compliant or recourse if she succeeds then holds her feminine honour tomorrow…”

Sara gently kissed my wife on the lips and sighed sadly.

“…I will see you at the studio at 12a.m and will be genuinely sorry if this presumably will be the end of our acquaintance because…”

Her dark inky eyes stared deeply and intuitively at my precious wife.

“…There seems little doubt to me that Zane will not break down your resistance and I’m sure all will go just as you both want it to.”

I was thrilled to hear this wonderfully potent prediction and still equally positive - after a good night’s sleep - as I sat excitedly on the shadowy side on the small intimate set of the waiting empty infamous massage table before the lights would shine brightly and the sole cameraman would record for posterity the fact that my fearless and surely moral loyal wife would undoubtedly soon be the winning star of the show.

My cage was off forever and although I was still wearing a pair of cute pink lacy panties under my jeans - because I was simply used to the tactile and sensual feel of such finery by now - when the lights finally went down fully in the studio and the atmospheric music began to slowly build to crescendo, I sensed in certainty that when they gradually came back up, at last Violet and I would finally get what we secretly craved and more importantly what I fully deserved.

Violet.

The more I was involved with this debased misadventure - so foolishly started by my errant and juvenile husband - the more my dizzy but fairly inexperienced head was becoming progressively conflicted.

Obviously I was utterly horrified at the prospect of this gross but incredibly well endowed black man sticking his impossibly huge cock up and inside my various vulnerable or impenetrable entrances but, in saying that, I was secretly having extreme sensual sensations then actual unbelievable orgasms within all of this foul or filthy debauchery that I had previously thought were, ironically enough, merely female fairy tales.

Without question, due to various skilled fingers and my husband’s recently educated tongue, I knew with certainty that was no longer the case for me because most assuredly, a climax, when you have never had one or even come close before, was truly awesome and assuredly mind-blowing!

When I returned from that fateful last interview I not unreasonably felt uncertain or confused but privately definitely heady and silently intoxicated with lust - which was simply not like me at all - and I demanded then used Lenny’s sweet mouth on my raging pussy selfishly and with more than a trace of rare self-indulgent sexual craving or need.

As the transient multiple sullied moments passed and I fell deeper into this well of perversion I was at first loathe to readily admit the surreal but surprising fact that there were already many secret positives for me personally since this unedifying process had first begun. 

The main thing as previously mentioned I found initially delightful was, even before we had been accepted as true contestants, that Lenny was unequivocally denied access to my vagina and could no longer use me as some lifeless living marriage doll for his base swift and unwelcome sexual masculine gratification but then - within the shortest timeframe - there were innumerable other less obvious advantages or benefits as well to our new but temporary relationship arrangement.

When Sara began our direct training - at the hotel after signing the contract to take part in this Million$Muddle - it was without doubt an extraordinary experience because Lenny seemed to truly, noticeably get off on her humiliating him and, while she insisted on various lewd depravities we both be part of, my husband meekly accepted that he demean himself in various ignominious ways mainly servicing my front or rear apertures that so patently had to be expanded.

He would suck or lick my cunt or ass then use this frightening odious Big Zane phallus, Sara had brought with to initially shock us, and merely press the base object just on my sensitive edges - as I could never take it inside me - until I unnaturally reached lewd heaven against the rude pressure but then continued on under our tutor’s stern eye until she and I were fully satisfied but obviously in different ways.

She insisted Lenny rudely labour for hours on the first night until I was visibly limp from physical sensual and release then - while I relaxed deliriously in my room - made him pleasure her dutifully and orally as well which Sara boastfully told me all about in unfortunate detail when we unexpectedly shared a bed together.

It was strange at first to sleep with another girl - especially one who was so gorgeous - but the fact that we did further kept me away from Lenny’s dirty inclinations to ejaculate endlessly and I soon adapted to Sara’s presence because in the shortest time we cuddled or chatted as if we were BFF schoolgirls at a sleepover.

After suffering in silence for a year with my husband and his crude, filthy, unfortunate cravings below the sheets, what I enjoyed with Sara was all welcomingly innocent and was mostly just tender easy stroking or touching.

The following afternoon, after more educational or orgasmic fun - with these increasing large plastic penises - in the shower that morning, I was shaved down below under Sara’s delicate but educated hands.

She made Lenny do much of the hard work as well and when - after an hour - my female mound was smoothly sheared I looked in amazement at her handiwork and secretly adored the fine brave manicured lines of hair either side of my sexuality because it made me feel gloriously, deliciously feminine and daring.

But that was just the start of this new routine, now we were contracted contestants, because Lenny then massaged me with oils and used his limp tongue and even viscous drips or drops of his excited sickly sperm in my rear creases to make me especially slippery before - under Sara’s command - I had thick dildos tightly lodged in my anus, vaginal entrance and even one in my mouth as I squirmed then squealed in agony but then most unexpectedly and secretly in some unspoken delight.

This was because the mental or physical pressures and tension was surely mouth-wateringly unbearable as these solid lifeless cocks just remained there inside my fragile passages so frustratingly still and untouched until I could stand no more torture then insisted that Lenny or Sara pull or push them all to disgustingly fuck me which they proceeded to do until I spread my thighs then wailed and cried in crude need like some common Harlot or streetwalker.

The sheer degradation of my bottom and pussy being rutted at the very same time was indescribable but to say I did not gain private pleasure out of the raw experience would be untrue because when I reached glory I shivered and shuddered then vibrated as if I was being reborn as someone other than the safe sensible girl I had always been.

Perhaps in some manner I was being altered or possibly enlightened because I had never understood why some women spoke, or had presumed lied, about enjoying such base things but now I surely did and when we returned to my hometown I silently began to deviously relish these daily massages and base fuckings - that always made me climax- with the progressively bigger and thicker toys.

Very gradually and under Sara’s sound advice or admirable example I also began to progressively exert a certain subtle control over my emasculated husband and took some silent satisfaction watching his developing dishonour - by wearing pretty brightly coloured knickers all the time - when I remembered in bitterness what he had put me through for so long since our marriage ceremony.

I naturally realised - given his actions or sick sperm-related reactions - that the prospect or fantasy of me being fucked by another man unfathomably excited him because it was clear he was ejaculating constantly into the panties when there was any mere mention of what this black deviant Zane could or would do to me sexually.

Sara and I tended to discuss this all the time which weirdly enlivened everyone and added a certain sublime tension to our nefarious activities that I did not quite comprehend.

However in regard to my good nature I would comment that - even with the incredible discovery of a emerging libido I did not realise I possessed - I was most certainly not in the least interested in malevolent Zane, this crude game-show or being some cheap Whore for this black vulgar but well endowed Brute.

I knew without question that I would never allow such a base rough but patently virile man to fuck me so diabolically, although Lenny’s attitude or daily filthy unforgivable reflexes to this ongoing decadence were fascinating, troubling and - when the time went by - became ever more revealing as an insight to his unstable or filthy mind.

While Sara put us through our debased paces, naturally part of me wanted to feel abused or unfairly put upon by what our lofty lovely supervisor made us do but I would honestly confess I increasingly adored the seductive physical drama of daily massage and as my diligent partner worked on my skin then - eventually the parts of me he had never touched attentively before - my normally reserved or puritan brain started to surrender to unrecognised base desires.

In truth I reached the point - while being gloriously kneaded or worked upon - I often closed my eyes to secretly enter then relish an erotic world I was previously unfamiliar with.

It seemed as if I was constantly luxuriously dreaming because the aromatic slippery oil or the sheer sense of helpless bliss was surely intoxicating and to my shock, when Sara insisted ever more substantial objects were used to enlarge my personal cavities, I just complied then accepted them without comment or denial because I could surprisingly physically cope with them now as they gradually filled me up to capacity and always made me feel so incredibly dirty but unspeakably snug.

On the night before she was due to depart, Lenny performed an extra-special or intensive massage and because I had been so well prepared in recent days, and was so incredibly saturated, for the unforgettable initial time Big Black Zane was brought out and frighteningly - at first - then gingerly used on my fair body.

Sensibly I wanted to run or hide but was too feeble, exhausted then quietly euphoric to do so as my pathetic husband pressed it initially - extremely cautiously - to my sodden anal aperture then turned or pushed the awful moulded replica until after many agonising minutes it was piercing then spearing inside my rear walls as I kneeled on the bed and shook like a foul dog.

Mercifully he did not move the demonic phallus with any motion - which I sensed could snap me in two - but quickly withdrew the length immediately then cleaned it while I watched on as if stupefied before my deviant devious husband slid between my open thighs and purposely placed the tip of this base toy at my vaginal entrance.

Then, as I shivered in fear, his hands slowly, excruciatingly forced it inside my relaxed and slippery passage while I lay back in trauma then surrendered to such improbable sensations and unmentionable sinful primal instincts that ran through me like an out of control burning wildfire.

My womanly muscles - to my dubiety - seemed to scarily involuntarily grab the steely substance within me then bizarrely helped this unwelcome black beast drive its inevitable cruel way inside my dark recess until improbably I had consumed it fully and, at this tipping point, thought I could merely pulsate silently then just adjust or perhaps privately savour the improbable moment, but sly Sara clearly had other ideas.

She made Lenny disgracefully fuck my slimy cunt - with this gargantuan obtuse exact copy of another more superior man’s cock - then cursed me as he did so until something pure or virtuous seemed to snap in my giddy naïve head because I cried out while grinding my petite form against the terrible power or force while fantasising outrageously that it was the real thing.

Impulsively or possibly shamefully I quivered or juddered to an incredibly deep and desirous climax then settled back in confusion with my thighs spread-eagled and this terrible toy wedged so tautly or rigidly inside me.

When I had recovered, and as if drunk on lewd hormones, almost without realising I sucked it leisurely, almost casually - as if I was still in some filthy reverie - and suddenly without introspection or abashment then wondered unwisely for the first time what it felt like to suck a real living erection because an appendage this size undeniably commanded unspoken respect in a way that my weak husband’s diminutive girth or measure certainly did not.

As I went to bed that evening with Sara, and in some obvious fatigue I would add, I could not stop myself asking my friend - she seemed like much more than a mere companion to me by now - what it was like to be truly taken by something so big that was living or vibrating inside your sensitive womanly body only waiting to explode in passion.

In response this elevated but impish young woman dirtily made me lick her pussy that looked so much like mine now and murmured - as I discovered a new talent or sexual interest for other girls - that I should try to be patient and all would become clear in due course.

However by late morning the following day unfortunately my wicked new sleeping companion left Lenny and I all alone - by returning to LA - and to my disbelief by the time that event transpired, unexpectedly or unbelievably she had placed my poor hapless husband in a cute clear chastity cage.

I could not and did not object during this unexpected process and eventually stared at it in furtive wonder as I recognised this was the first time we had actually been alone for a while and given what had been happening finally accepted that - without meaning to - I now enjoyed tangible true power over this pathetic man that had previously mistreated then taken me for granted and, just like that, my attitude to him began to permanently alter like the fickle dangerous winds of change.

Definitely not in a good way for my deviant partner!

I was sterner or stricter almost immediately then used my wavering spouse just as another sexual device - along with the others - and made him keep to the precise same regime of massage laid down by strict Sara with the use of these insidious toys, including Big Zane of course, and ignored him completely when he begged meekly for release from his penile prison on the logical and reasonable basis that we had both agreed to share the suffering.

My moral head sensed I was still suffering but as the days drifted by in some sexual sleazy haze it was becoming an increasingly confusing and imponderable question to answer honestly.

What I knew for certain was that when Lenny purposefully licked my ass or saturated pussy and pushed the fake cocks into precious places - where he was most assuredly denied access - it made me feel incredibly female and powerful; as did his painful obligation to call me Miss which, perhaps to my discredit, I also just adored.

It was undeniable that to blatantly enjoy this depravity or decadence could be dangerous but I knew my own mind and - given that something so salient or pride-driven like my head would never allow me to fuck Zane in real life - decided I would to use this unique opportunity to understand everything I could about my amazingly sensitive body as well while I was able.

Therefore, as the period leading up to the show unfolded, I began to genuinely relax in my distinct pattern of work during the day then massages in the evening and noticed with some barely hidden pride that my skin became like velvet while my taut formerly childlike apertures were definitely far more accessible than ever before.

My ass and pussy reached the point after three dizzying weeks that Big Zane could be well placed within my internal passages and Sara - when visiting - would make Lenny carefully fuck both entrances with me in all types of rude but interesting base positions for such unreal imaginary copulation.

The approach I had to my husband was temporarily but noticeably ever more distant because I patently appreciated him being in a chastity cage and secretly tried to prevent Sara releasing him when she stayed over but this overly-generous girl thought I was being a tad unfair and that my perverse husband was entitled to cum now and then in the cutesy panties he always wore.

Soon it was hard for me to remember my sedentary oppressed life before I was enjoying luscious orgasms each day and the divine fact that I did made me more dauntless or inquisitive until I started to pester Sara for information when we lay more and more closely together in bed and inevitably began experimenting more freely.

She had mentioned that many of the girls enjoyed teasing or pleasuring each other - without being openly lesbian - simply for kindness or comfort and our initial foray into me licking her delicious pussy had escalated into more intimate and primal exploration.

Then late one evening, Sara put on a thin black strap-on around her firm but slim hips and made me kneel on the floor in exciting role-play as she whispered in domineering character.

“Suck my cock Bitch…there’s $50 in it for you…”

Instantly I loved this little innocuous fantasy and suckled the thin but hard phallus in earnest while she stroked my long silky hair and cooed, still in her role of a wealthy arrogant man.

“…That’s good Baby, nice and slow…make it last.”

Holding and drawing Big Zane in my mouth for so many weeks now had developed my capacity for this crude type of base interaction and inflamed my devilish side as well because I whined then licked this toy fanatically.

“I want to try the real thing Sara could you…”

It was as if I was compelled to ask the trickiest query.

“… Arrange it?”

She glanced down at me in dry amusement or curiosity and just laughed dismissively.

“No you’d back out and run home!”

My tongue flipped the divisive pointed tip of this apparently useless, lifeless toy and groaned in frustration.

“I won’t I promise…I need to taste sperm, Sara…to hold a sturdy strong man’s hard penis in my mouth while awaiting the provocative moment…”

I had this phallus at the very back of my slippery mouth and grunted in foul imagination.

“….He ejaculates down my throat…”

My eyes stared up at her hopefully and sighed.

“…Please Sara…just once for fun because all this preparation and teasing is literally driving me insane!”

She countered circumspectly.

“And what about your poor husband?”

My lips and tongue suckled the insensate cock once more and hissed coarsely.

“Fuck him…he’s the one that got me into this crazy mess in the first place and he can stay in the pretty jail you have corralled him in or just cum into the sticky knickers he wears; I don’t much care which!”

I harassed or harangued her endlessly until we slid into bed where she bent me over then gently fucked my pussy from behind - the rough motion always got me off - which was undeniably sordid but definitely addictive and helped me to keep my vaginal channel supple as her voice simpered.

“You really want to suck real men Violet? That’s truly easy if you do because with a sublime face and body like yours they will cover and smother you with thick male cream for money as well…”

My brain was already in latent heat and my breath was rhythmically groaning or moaning now while the shapely active form - it was attached to - lurched on the cusp of yet-another heavenly climax as she held my hips and pressed forward then completely still to purposely drive me mad.

“…They can’t fuck you Bitch because that would be in breach of the contractual terms but maybe it is time you should sample some real male pungent essence because Lenny is certainly no Stud is he?”

Disloyally I nodded and then shrieked in selfish glory as I fell over into luscious orgasmic bliss and murmured again in utter ecstasy because the sensation of this continual sex and sensuality was forever a new discovery or delight.

“No Sara…he’s not and if I only use my mouth…”

I giggled as if I was high on drugs or perhaps it was surely embracing an unanticipated decadent life.

“…I’d be safe with you… I’m only innocently receiving a bit of semen on my skin and… it’s not as if I was being unfaithful….is it?”

Sara removed the device - just used so productively - then slowly pressed the leaking lower parts of her lithe athletic body on my salivating lips so I could return the orgasmic favour and laughed softly if not accusingly.

“What you say is not entirely true because maybe the unfaithful part….”

She shivered instantaneously as I found the familiar special female clitoral button that made Sara’s luscious form bounce then grind down on me while her tone steadily rose to the highest most voluble pitch.

“…Is yet to come!”

The following night, much to my husband’s chagrin, I put on an exceptionally short red dress over luxurious black lingerie, then painted my pretty poker face to make myself look like someone other and more provocative than my normal demure self, and left Lenny for dust as Sara and I went out to have our Girls Night Out because she explained categorically that I needed some vacation or distraction after the tortuous pressure of recent weeks.

The delicious irony of leaving him in my fragrant wake - precisely as he had since we had been first married - was not lost on me and I enjoyed an overwhelming sensation of invulnerability because without doubt the balance of dominium had changed between us perhaps irrevocably.

Sara and I had colourful drinks at a busy brightly-lit bar and fought off many pushy - but ordinary - admiring men who tried unsuccessfully to ply us with more booze, then eventually moved on to a popular but patently degenerate club on the seedier side of town that was full of sluttish girls dressed in scanty outfits like ours and a vast multitude of striking muscular black males.

However in saying this I felt weirdly comfortable as we hung out for a while and intermingled with the bustling young crowd until, after a few hours, I was dancing - or in truth gyrating - against a tall powerfully built dark male who let me press my warm giving body against his obvious hardness while we shared slow French kisses which made me incredibly wet and succulently horny.

Eventually we sat on some padded curved seating - at a recessed shadowy table - where Sara was with an equally handsome specimen of male flesh while this presumptuous guy Vinnie - close at my side - stroked my upper thigh and murmured to her before glancing back at me

“So Sara, is this one of your new girls…?”

She nodded unreasonably in the affirmative - because I was no such thing - but I did not interrupt because his fingers were teasing the front of my tiny knickers which gave me indescribable sensations of sublime arousal as he grunted unkindly.

“…How much to fuck her?”

The girl that was my supposed guard or protector simpered and kissed the plump mouth of the pumped up man that had his uncovered heavily-tattooed arm around her fragile shoulders.

“You can’t do Violet as yet Vinnie…”

She then leaned over licked my lips as well and merely sniggered at his unreasonable enquiry.

“…This girl is pure like the driven snow and may soon be very famous because she is the next competitor and probably only ever winner in the Million$Massage…”

His face dropped in disappointment but then she continued with an apparently better solution for us both.

….But you can fuck her warm wet mouth and cum over as much as you want for $100?”

Obviously filthily encouraged by this surreal information the man teased his most invasive finger just inside my irrationally dripping vaginal lips while his striking friend beside Sara chuckled as if also impressed by such news.

“Fuck is she really? Then her price will truly go up after that…”

He leered disgustingly at me - as if weighing up my worth - then whispered equally depravedly.

“…What about $200 all in, as she’s so divinely comely and sweet, and can warm me up for you as well?”

The base sick bargain for my pouting painted mouth was concluded far too quickly for comfort as the unknown male unfortunately palmed over some notes before I looked forlornly at Sara to save me but she just gurgled sarcastically.

“Well you did ask!”

My nearby admirer then kissed my lips purposefully to let me savour his velvety tongue again while a second stiff finger teased my slimy female line and - as I pressed in reflex against the subversive pressure - he grunted at Sara.

“Let me fuck her…she’s gagging for it.”

In answer my luscious companion leaned over, gingerly undid his zip then proudly withdrew a firm strong length of thick black cock that was nowhere near the size of Big Zane but still impressive enough as she snapped at me.

“Get on with it Bitch…they’ve paid so do a good job…!”

Subsequently I held his iron flesh in my tremulous hands and instantly thrilled to the depraved touch of illicit male pulsating life then realised that thankfully or hopefully no-one could see us.

Therefore I moved my face much closer to the rock-hard erection then inhaled the unnerving masculine scent of a virile man and licked the tactile tip of the bulbous head then the rest of the evocative hard flesh as Sara pressed my head lower and laughed drolly.

“…Start to suck Baby…that’s it…move it up and down.”

I should have been scared or ashamed to perform like some cheap Slut but in mere sordid seconds I no longer cared even if I was being observed because the foul act was surely demeaning but instantly compelling and in this dark debased place my immoral actions were anonymous because I had already seen various forms of unbelievable depravity being enacted in the gloomy light as I began to relax then play with my stocky man while simpering almost in the guise of a Tart.

“Is this OK Vinnie?”

He grumbled and further moved his luxurious firm digits in and out of my pussy as he sighed at Sara for permission.

“I can finger fuck her can’t I?”

Sara snickered and I saw excitingly that she patently had the steely broad cock of her man in the open palm of her hand now as her voice mumbled disgustingly.

“Sure, and her tight ass as well…but be very gentle as she’s still being prepared for the show”

The man stroked my long dark hair and smiled greedily or expectantly as he callously pulled my head down to his crotch.

“Suck my balls Bitch…then I’m going to cum right down your small sexy throat!”

I was lost to normality or respectability as I drew his huge round testicles with my quivering lips and sensed the sperm building or washing unnervingly in his heavy sac before I opened my mouth extra wide and then took him fully inside me while whispered in tension but also a tad of definite female craving.

“Do it then Vinnie let me taste you; fuck my mouth you Bastard…use me.”

Amazingly I could veritably sense his vulnerable but fertile balls and body instantly tensing or contracting to my fetid encouragement as my brittle cranium moved ever faster or more erratically before he pulled at my black silky strands then ejaculated endless streams of hot devilish spunk inside me as I swallowed and felt it slide sickly into my belly while he groaned in delight.

“Don’t let go…take it all!”

To his command my lips held him tightly but obediently until he had finally stopped producing sperm and was about to try and revive him physically when Sara tugged my giddy head up and dragged me and her male admirer to the rear of this debased venue - where the light was at its lowest level - before pushing me to the inky floor and hissing in direction or desire.

“This is Samuel…now make the guy solid and you can watch him fuck me…”

I had not officially met this huge imposing man properly but suddenly his gross penis was unfairly inside my already semen-coated mouth and without self-regard or option I worked on this second active cock that expanded quickly to my oral attentions until it was suitably granite before needy Sara then leaned back against the hard brick wall, lifted her short dress, bowed her knees apart and whimpered in primal yearning.

“…Stick him inside me Violet…quickly I need to cum…!”

As if in some sexual nightmare I obediently pulled her tiny panties to one side and promptly aided this stiff flesh to enter my engaging but far too accessible friend in her bald pussy as she squirmed while rapaciously absorbing the rude male girth then groaned fiercely at me.

“…Lick his balls as he ruts me…I want it hard and quick like this when in these dark and dangerous places…!”

Sara had trained me to instantly obey her every order by now and I obediently suckled at this stranger’s vulgar earthy testicles as he moved his powerful hips and fucked my friend almost violently.

I tried to orally keep up with his frantic pace, which went on and on then on, until eventually he tried to impossibly slowly literally screw or pin her physically against the static wall then shivered in foul gratification, placed his weeping cock back in his pants, and walked almost nonchalantly back to our table presumably to refresh himself.

Sara merely leaned back in unashamed relish as if needing the firmness to hold herself up and grumbled coarsely or dirtily.

“…Lick him out of me Bitch…taste it fresh while the semen drips from my cunt…!”

My tongue demeaningly lapped at her sexual centre in the relative blackness and immediately but unmentionably adored the foul essence and taste of the mixed juices as she ground against my gentle subversive pressure and groaned.

“…A bit harder…there...fuck, there…!”

She convulsed in further orgasmic glory then muttered wildly in prescient warning.

“…Take care Sweet Violet or one day I might be doing this to you!”

We ran to the toilets to make ourselves presentable or decent again - as if that was conceivable - then leisurely returned to our dates as if nothing much had transpired at all before we danced and drank far too much champagne, in-between me giving both men head again and ingesting all of the slippery produce, as if I was improbably developing a taste for such primitive male produce.

Then with a final flurry of both black men ejaculating over my astounded face in the alley, while Sara flagged a taxi on the street, I took my leave of our predatory boyfriends for the evening and sat beside my guide into promiscuity who wiped the thick sperm off my dazed face and upper chest - above the clingy dress - as I exhaled wearily.

“How did I do?”

She gurgled in humour, took my hand and purposely placed it under her short hem then inside the soaking panties to show me she had been fucked again as her voice sighed luxuriously weakly.

“Suck me out when we get back and I’ll tell you!”

My whole female libidinous spirit was soaring into and above the stratosphere as I questioned her as always.

“Did you charge him for letting him fuck you?”

She howled at my ongoing virtue, purity or possible stupidity.

“Only $500 as I was into him and it was out of L.A!”

I gasped in bewilderment or shock at her unbridled fecklessness or immorality.

“How does it feel to be a Whore?”

Sara gazed at me with intuitive dark eyes and in slow motion handed over two $100 notes - one at a time - and sighed drolly.

“Why don’t you tell me?”

It was then that I recalled or realised what I had just diabolically done but I was far too full of heady pheromones to be practical or critical and decided to blame Lenny for my abject fall into debauchery because - when I reached home - I slipped off my scarlet dress, black panties and proceeded to make him lick me to a much-needed climax because all of the terrible teasing, poking and insidious sperm had sent my female craving into outer space.

When I was sated - partially - I kissed my disturbed husband deeply; simply so he could sample the slight sour taste of other men in my mouth and murmured drolly and without a care for his sensibilities.

“Thanks for understanding that I do need time to go out, Lenny…”

My tongue licked his again to ensure he could definitely sense the coated residue of warm fresh spunk on my palate and assuredly to punish him for my own bad behaviour while whispering strangely and without a scintilla of guilt or shame.

“…Because I think this might become a regular thing!”

I was disoriented for many reasons when I spoke then left my legal partner but, after quickly licking or suckling my sleepy female bed-mate free of all the juicy congealing sperm on her female folds and still leaking out of her subtle vaginal crevice - in spite of my understandable horror at how I had acted - without doubt I wildly wanted to repeat the whole decadent and depraved experience all over again.

Before I exhaustedly surrendered to the ether I made this promise to myself that this would be the case and Sara and I did venture out twice more over the next couple of weeks which was a welcome break from the daily ritual of endless massages with Big Zane - to keep me pliable - and made me realise that I veritably enjoyed strong wealthy black men in a way I never understood or appreciated before.

In the light of day it was difficult at first to justify the fact that I would let predatory males simply pay me for base sexual services but in the end I employed a clever mental trick to subsequently view this sordid interaction as a way of them showing appreciation for my female beauty while I happily liberally supplied whatever tactile or oral delights they required.

In my own private recognition, after all the teasing or pressing in recent times, I sorely appreciated the coarse touch of a skilled man’s hands and although they could not fuck me - because of this absurd depraved programme - I relished unknown fingers slipping in and out of my secret dark cavities then always reaching foul ecstasy to their tortuous pressure either before or after they had released rich heated sperm down my always accessible throat.

In some ways I honestly wanted to feel badly about my rude unethical actions but in all truth the more I indulged in such derangement the more I thrilled to the primal interactions with such virile men and - with Sara always in tow to keep me mainly sensible or safe - I had the most sensual, sexual, depraved but amazingly enjoyable days of my formerly timid and unworldly life.

Then impossibly there was just a week to go until the main Million$Massage event was to go live online and then everything changed at home because the sessions from Lenny were made very frustratingly brief and the large gross Big Zane toy was pushed into place for merely practicality purposes then removed promptly to ensure I received no erotic pleasure at all from the transient insertion.

Obviously my husband was still in his male restriction but was now also prevented from using his mouth or tongue on my body because Sara explained directly that -simply to be fair to me - I needed to come down from this sensual plateau I had been upon for many weeks and to importantly settle back into the more usual Violet who was determined to win the grand prize still very much on offer.

Naturally I could understand her reasonable, empathetic and thoughtful perspective because she obviously recognised that I did not wish to be some shameless woman and obtusely turn into some Whore like the rest of the low girls in or around this debauched production.

Of course I comprehended that she was right to firmly correct my overly indulged feminine senses because - absurdly - I had truly developed a worrying penchant for all types of teasing physical pleasure and after her timely intervention in many ways genuinely wanted to return to the sensible girl I had previously been.

This initially sounded like a laudable and admirable ideal but then quickly and somewhat scarily I discovered that without the daily rush of an orgasm my body became needy as I began to sorely become moody or unbearably cranky with absolutely everyone.

I could privately have pleasured myself but I had never been drawn to masturbation - even before I knew what it was like to be played and raised to sexual heights by others - and would not go down that unseemly self -indulgent path because my shaky head assumed or wished that whatever sensual female cravings I had would mercifully soon pass.

However, in all unmentionable frankness, I secretly suffered in an ironically inverse manner to when this crazy journey had first begun because my very being sometimes ached agonisingly for comfort, release or something filthy or crude while Sara - although she still slept beside me - would not provide such admonishment and, as already recorded, kept my husband at extreme arms length as well.

For my own self-esteem protection and personal dignity of course!

So the final seven days up to the divisive show was something of a rare trial in itself but I accepted everyone was trying to act only in my best interests and by the time I reached the City of Angels once more I sensed or concluded that I had in some part returned to the prudent principled woman and faithful wife I had always been.

My soul was then surely set or determined to put the undeniable perverse mistakes of the last few months behind me as I realised that by defeating this odious Zane and his big cock - I had become so familiar with through the unedifying toy - I would courageously retake my place on the highest mountain of feminine honour and virtue once again.

Sara slept with me in the hotel on the last night before the surreal production, which began in the early afternoon to go live worldwide, then held me close - not in a sexual way - and sighed evocatively.

“I will miss you Violet…it’s been such fun to be together as we have, but I must mention that I truly don’t think you are cut out for this life under Zane’s dictatorial and sexual rule or to be one of the many girls he employs.”

Most bizarrely I felt almost insulted and responded in agitation because the lack of physicality or sensuality of recent days had uncomfortably left its mark.

“Yes, yes…I don’t want to be some Cheap Tart like you and the other women…”

I bit my lip and exhaled in pain or apology for my uncalled for discourtesy.

“…Sorry Sara…you know I love you…but perhaps you’re right and it’s all been a bit much for Little Old Innocent Me.”

She chuckled, stroked my ditzy head then smooth long fragrant hair before kissing my lips softly as hers simpered kindly.

“Just one thing you should know Violet…we may indeed become Whores for a while under Zane’s dictate or rule but…”

Her voice laughed in confidence and certainly.

“…I make more money in a week with him than I ever did with my lousy useless husband over a whole year…”

Sara moved away from me and turned over then muttered, as I realised silently and with some real poignant regret that this could be our last night together, because emotionally I sensed the real loss of someone special.

“…So maybe I am a Whore as you say but Baby…”

She gurgled and shrugged her shoulders happily in her already dreamlike state.

“...The girls and I are never cheap!”

That night I slept badly and was driven to the studio in some moody haze just with Lewd Lenny - who had ignominiously aesthetically prepared my perfect pussy expertly that very morning before the show - alongside me and holding my hand for support while I weakly assured him that whatever happened that Black Bastard was not going to fuck all of my precious places in front of the watching universe.

He seemed subdued but outwardly confident enough for us both before there was a warm welcome from the girls we both knew when arriving, along with food or drink which I tried to eat but could not take anything in as I just shivered or shook with understandable anxiety because unsurprisingly I had no appetite at all.

Then with a few minutes to go my pathetic husband automatically stripped me completely - like a trained maid or drone - before gently washing my body in the shower, drying the speckled skin then finally slowly pulling the regulation tiny orange panties up my smooth legs and over my subtle flat folds.

This was before I lay shaking noticeably on a spare table where he gently rubbed my back for some support or comfort while spouting what he must have presumed were soothing empathetic words.

I would mention in passing though that his cage of incarceration had been removed by Sara - in the early dawn before she had departed - and I could sorely, increasingly sense the return of an unseemly arousal in his tone and an unfortunate twitch in the tight blue jeans he was wearing.

“I believe in you Violet…and that you’ll never allow this Barbarian to fuck you in the mouth, pussy …”

My partner groaned instantly while his lean emaciated body twisted in agony - as if struck by a bullet - and I knew Lenny had disgustingly cum into the pretty knickers he still wore constantly like some sick badge of mucky immorality.

“…Or ass!”

In my last desperate hour of true need he had deserted me once more and I turned then snarled at him in irascible temper.

“Fuck off Lenny this is all down to you and your blind greed or idiocy….”

My mind was utterly unstable and equally furious as I spat at him in utter uncontrollable ire.

“…I won’t fuck him of that you can be sure but be well aware it will not be out of some misguided loyalty to you…”

He drew away from me in some visible concern as if I might bite his head off at any moment and I howled in logical explanation while he ran for his useless life.

“…But merely for my own personal pride and female sense of worth!”

At last I was alone with my scattered thoughts but could barely organise or dwell on them because since this surreal escapade had started all had been some constant current carrying me along like some helpless branch in a raging stream which was now something of a torrent leading to a huge terrifying plunge down a vast waterfall where I could not see the bottom.

There was a robe which I lazily if not absentmindedly placed on for modesty - because these garish knickers were my only covering - before Sara and Lucy came in wearing tight comely leotards with black nylons below and hugged me warmly while the smaller girl whispered and spoke reassuringly.

“Please relax Violet…we were all nervous at this stage before the unreal event begins but just ignore the lights, butterflies or drama, allow Zane to relieve your stress because if you ask any of us girls that are still working here in this company…”

She squeezed my arm firmly but affectionately and kissed my cheeks as if she cared about my future.

“…Not one of us would now go back under any circumstances to the hapless men we were with or where we came from so, whatever happens Violet, don’t stress because you will be a winner either way to us all.”

Strangely the three of us had a surreal spontaneous group embrace - as if I was already an intimate part of this seedy team - but then terrifyingly imposing Zane was before me and, as the other girls rushed off to their various positions around the set or studio, he held out his large but deceptively gentle hand and smiled respectfully while shaking mine, when it rose up limply or merely to be polite.

“Thank you Violet…Sara has told me all about what a genuine and lovely person you are and how you have admirably stuck firmly to the rules or disciplines she has laid down and I would confirm…”

The dark Stranger drew breath and I saw he was wearing the same but naturally larger covering robe that was on me - with presumably nothing underneath - as I looked up to him feebly and listened to his softly spoken refrain.

“…That should you win tonight then you will certainly receive the million dollars available without complaint and…”

His voice sighed almost wearily.

“…And in some ways I would confess, should that be the case, then it will be a relief because I am feeling unusually jaded recently and I think to lose to such a beautiful, generous person like you would be good for everyone.”

As he said the words a most absurd response counted in my giddy unbalanced brain as it screamed at me in unanticipated panic or warning.

“But would it be so good for you Violet?”

He kissed my cheek very lightly, worshipfully or almost reverently, explained once more he was not there to injure or damage me and that although his hands and fingers would touch my now sublime soft skin or creases everywhere, the laws of the game and the land were clear and that his penis could not touch or enter me without my specific verbal consent.

Which I knew was never going to happen!

Finally this undeniable Wicked Predator walked away silently - after saying he would call for me when the broadcast went live - and I was scarily alone where I felt somewhat comforted but weirdly confounded by not only his kind considerate words but also the many past or recent experiences and conversations with the other gorgeous girls.

It went without saying that I did not want or wish to let this Demon fuck me and take my female pride in such a humiliating way but what remained of my deductive brain pondered alarmingly of what would inevitably happen when I won this fortune and my lurid husband took charge of my life again as - given the blessed relief from his obnoxious dominance in recent times - that specific scenario was starkly and equally unappealing.

There was no time left for examination or reason though because my name was announced loudly and frighteningly on a speaker and I slowly, fearfully walked out onto the artistically illuminated waiting set where Zane introduced me then my husband to the cameras - who took his expected walk of shame to disrobe my body, apart from the florescent knickers - then carefully laid me out on the towel-covered bed as if I was something of value to him.

I increasingly privately doubted that I was; apart from my mercenary dishonourable role in acquiring the financial prize on offer that I increasingly felt was exclusively for his sole benefit.

This ritual of disgrace was all undoubtedly part of the debased theatre specifically for Lenny - as my husband - who needed to be seen as risking his supposedly precious wife for monitory gain but after learning what I unfortunately had about him in latter times I knew there were many more reasons for this awful conclusion of our quest than mere avarice going on in his fevered and unattractively filthy head.

I was on my front and literally shivering while Zane quietly and unassumingly told the audience about the rules of this nefarious game but it was all incidental because everyone knew the proverbial score.

Then - as the lights lowered fractionally - there was a soft roll of electrical drums for further dramatic effect before the large clock above began to tick rhythmically as the hour of purgatory for me to survive in one piece and take the lucre or money began with the gentlest most innocuous caress of his dark powerful hands on my bare ivory shoulders.

My eyes were already tightly shut with trepidation but to make matters worse I could tell or sense for sure that he had removed his robe and was stark naked because - after my secret initiation with the other males in the clubs with daring Sara - there was a certain unmistakeable heady musk in the heightened air that was instantly most unsettling but also mercurially secretly appealing as well.

Almost inaudible music could be heard playing gently or lullingly in the background and although I was, as described, incredibly anxious for many reasons the instant when he started to gently oil then stretch my muscles with his refined fingertips most unexpectedly my whole being started to slowly settle - while his voice sounded out almost hypnotically - which only added to the unique sensual ambience because an ongoing commentary from him appeared part of this sullied unworldly spectacle.

“Violet is such a wonderful girl…her skin is simply like the softest creamiest butter and I must admit that merely to touch it is indeed a privilege…”

In my separated trancelike dreamlike state the sheer terror that had utterly consumed me then dissipated almost immediately because the smooth sound of his tone or the luxury of such fragrant talented hands were just what I needed after being without sensate touch for so many long days and I increasingly nestled into the soft warm towels and listened to him pass glowing comment as if I was strangely a mere spectator in my own selfish sensual indulgence.

“…Oh Violet how perfectly delicious you are…”

Zane used the thick sweet aromatic viscous oil liberally until my concave back was literally smothered and by now I had long forgotten all about any possible audience and was lost or somehow high in sheer physical heaven as he pressed me so expertly and passed such wonderful compliments on my good-character, grace and form.

He took special detailed time on my ankles, feet then calves - as if there was no rush for more primal places - before inevitably expansive palms were on my shapely bottom while his voice murmured in rude appreciation.

“…Is this not a peachy perfect ass…?”

The warm soothing liquid was generously tipped onto the sheer material of the panties which exposed me ever more as he squeezed the cheeks of my firm rump and very slowly pulled the fine saturated fabric down to reveal the dark recessed anal entrance before applying copious amounts more slimy fluid to this puckered aperture and sighing in satisfaction while his longest finger slid inside the crease and then within me far too readily as he murmured in contentment.

“…It’s so fuckable but as we know the rules are that divine but innocent Violet has to request such an unlikely invasion…”

The dark digits rutted me cruelly causing my mouth to bite down on the rough but sustaining towel below my lips to stop myself groaning in somewhat lunatic and uncalled for desire as he inadvertently tormented me.

His hands then purposely drew the soaked knickers a little lower to outrageously reveal the tip of my rear vaginal crack but did not touch it at all - as if he was uninterested in such a provocative point - causing my ass wriggled in unacceptable but involuntary reflex as the lone digit moved in an out of my anal hole so disturbingly easily while he continue to ignore this fact while chatting calmly to the camera.

“…But that sadly is not going to take place tonight because without a doubt, in precious Violet, we have a delicate and admirable young woman of the purest most virtuous nature and…”

I could not prevent a small unintentional squeal because my libido that had been suppressed over the last week - and I never actually new I had until recently - started to awaken from its dormant sleepy state to rise or rear up dangerously as he praised or predicted my questionable moral fortitude.

“…That being the clear unequivocal case our beautiful contender Violet’s sexual surrender is hardly liable to happen…”

His lifted the lower part of me up as if merely to show my pert backside to the world then turned me over - as if I was some limp lifeless doll - because I felt impossibly weak in his aura and was unnervingly malleable in the strong powerful grip while he handled or twisted my body with such abandon.

My eyes opened and blinked in uncertainty because the few lights that were spotlighting me were immediately dazzling but I saw enough in a second to realise that this Monster was indeed dangerously unclothed and that his black cock was very much erect and the disturbing precise double of an insidious huge toy that I was so unspeakably familiar with by now.

Because of this fact I had a sudden secret terrible urge or instinct to take or touch it - as if I had a right to do so - but sensibly and circumspectly I promptly closed my eyes again to any possibility of foolish temptation or trouble while Zane took hold of my head and stroked my shiny hair almost without touching me at all, as if he did not wish to spoil the shape of it with the perfumed slimy essence on the fingers.

However the sensual tips of these digits ran over my forehead, nose and cheeks then pressed my plump salivating lips extremely seductively softly until almost reflexively these impulsively opened allowing or admitting - without meaning to - a long fragrant finger to slide so noiselessly and inadvertently inside my mouth as he chuckled pointedly.

“…That’s it Violet…its not as if you’re sucking my cock is it….?”

I wanted to scream out loudly that I would never do such a deviant thing but then I drew him with alarming passion while his other hand unfairly confused me more by oiling and kneading my defined clavicles before it tenderly pressed my arms, hands and wrists then rested impossibly softly on my puffy but stiff little nipples as he simpered.

“…Such great tits…just scrumptious…”

In reaction to this sensual assault on my stoic resistance to him I could not help but squint briefly and subsequently saw him wipe fluid on his long tongue and then - to my abject despair - this languid pink wet flesh licked each teat making me gasp and suckle his finger improbably hard as he puckered his sweet mouth around the small areolas and made me squirm in aching need before mercifully relaxing the pressure and coming up for air.

“…She is so ripe…the sense and touch of her is so miraculous…”

My hips pushed up slightly but unnoticeably although I spread my thighs involuntarily and sensed the slender subtle womanly part of me leaking uncontrollably as his finger gently fucked my mouth and this Bastard’s bass voice sounded suggestively.

“…Are you feeling it too Violet? Don’t worry I’ll be licking you there soon…”

Then his cruel hands moved away from my flushed red face and mouth as my dripping lips searched for a solid pacifier because it seemed that my skin and erogenous zones were burning all together as he carefully moulded my feet, legs then warm limp thighs and ultimately rested his clever creative fingertips on my heaving belly as his tone softened and sounded bewilderingly like syrup.

“…Only forty minutes to go and you can win the treasure Violet…”

He gurgled almost accusingly and whispered with a touch of sadism.

“…That is what you want isn’t it…?”

His flat palms were soon on my taut stomach as I tried determinedly not to open my legs any more but then inevitably the massage began on the outer then - impossibly sensitive - inner thighs and when he unfairly pressed the extremely yielding flesh they drifted further apart almost of their own accord as I showed almost proudly to the world what a wonderful job Lenny had done preparing my barely covered cunt.

I was breathless but the sheer pleasure of his caress was undeniable and indescribably exotic or electrifying as I longed for him to touch my vaginal centre but the Brute purposely let me dangle most helplessly and callously while stroking my body almost randomly as my pussy pulsated erratically and privately longed to be full.

Then his intuitive fingers ran lightly from my neck straight down to this rarely used and scented pussy where he teased and tweaked the now greasy lips to the vulva very gently and sighed.

“…Do you have something to say to me Violet; we can all see that you are an extremely wet and horny girl and you know you can take me…?”

The fingers slipped inside my pussy and I could not contain a whimper as he tormented my soul

“…You only have to ask, Violet; you don’t have to be strong any more when it’s so obvious you desire to be fucked…!”

With increasing alarm I felt his body behind my head then the malevolent shadow of this Devious Devil bending over me as Zane’s face and hot mouth was between my legs where he gurgled expressively.

“…Shall I sample you…I mean you won’t lose the game with just a lick!”

This was more than I could bear as I gasped pathetically as if sensing my former impenetrable walls of decency or high standards crumbling away to dust.

“Yes…yes…yes!”

Each of his massive spread hands were pressing on my open thighs as his tongue rested lightly on my crease and he grumbled and drove me to distraction while my sexual urges were already released from containment and persecuting my perverse brain to find some resolution.

“Say please, Violet; didn’t your husband teach you to be polite?”

The mention of Lenny instantly riled me as I groaned in unrequited craving.

“Please….please lick me.”

The sodden flesh dangling dangerously from between his thick lips then purposefully ran along the insanely needy length of my vaginal crack - then inside deeply for a disturbing second - and out as I jerked in crude impulse before feeling his cock on my cheek, because of the strained shape of his male body over my female form, but I bravely turned away from this divisive male appendage and the terrible impulse to hold or suck it.

Zane drew up from my unstable wet pussy and licked my tingling nipples then my chin extra disgustingly slowly until he was disastrously rolling his tongue on my mouth as he teased me so completely unfairly and not at all like a kind considerate gentleman would have done.

“Kiss me Violet I know you want to.”

I went to speak and deny him but as my lips parted to do so our tongues naturally embraced as my pussy became utterly liquid while what salient mind I had remaining dissolved into heated water as I realised he was truly no gentleman!.

However in unfortunate truth the mere aroma or delicious taste of him was secretly ecstasy and I wilted ever more when he stroked my arms then aching small breasts or nipples so utterly divinely and lightly before exhaling with a tinge of admiration or possible regret.

“I won’t press you Violet because you are far too precious and perfect for that…but I would declare that I very much want to suck your pussy again but this time you must take me in your pretty mouth as I do so…”

He simpered in reason or possible resignation.

“…Otherwise given the time restraint upon me I will just let you relax while admitting defeat and allow you to return to your husband intact, your gorgeous head held high and with the wondrous prize.”

My hand stroked his closely cropped head and I suddenly knew I did not want my old life back because I whispered in the faint hope that no one would hear me.

“No Zane…lay over me as you did and I will suck you…”

I knew I had to ask but felt compelled to go on.

“…Please...put it in my mouth.

His iron body leaned forward just a fraction allowing his soft smooth warm lips to kiss my belly then lick the pale unblemished taut skin leading down to my vaginal crease before mumbling the painful truth.

“But you know, Violet; that in itself is by no means enough!”

My pale silky thighs were trembling uncontrollably while the slippery nagging female sliver between them was aching unbearably and craving the most fetid attention which was sorely driving me crazy as I whined.

“I can’t, can’t…can’t let you have it all!”

His tongue formed a small circle to stop its decent as if he had calmly accepted my resolution or rejection as his voice dropped an audible tone.

“That’s fine Violet…I understand…I’ll…”

The weight over me lifted a fraction and in the reflexive female panic of losing what I so desperately required my hands grabbed the gross black cock near my face - I knew exactly where it was by sheer feminine instinct - and squeezed the masculine power hard as I groaned.

“…Go back to where you were, Zane…let me suck you…I want to!”

This man presumed to hover over my stomach and lower belly while his mouth returned to the tip of my prepared but unstable pussy as the head of his solid prick moved ever closer to my lips before - with just a sly lick from me for encouragement - he was inside my salivating mouth as he gurgled.

“That’s so good Violet, but you don’t have to.”

Once I had taken this step there was no way back as I pressed the stiffness with my oral muscles and gasped without thinking about the inevitable repercussions.

“I do have to Zane; I do…fuck I do!”

His hips then moved towards and away from me as the erection slid effortlessly before I began to suck it and at that point he gurgled in delectation.

“…Oh Violet…Bad Girl…do you want your reward and then my creamy treasure?”

I juddered as his long tongue licked then flicked my clitoral button and unreasonably evoked a critical spluttered response because the brutish flesh in my mouth left no room to converse too much.

“Yes you Bastard…you know I want to cum and then draw you to bliss.”

The soft sensual oral action on my crease was impossibly evocative as he punished me so agonisingly or deliberately until I feebly submitted to everything he required.

“I want your ass and pussy as well.”

His enormous prick was fucking my mouth by now while the huge balls dangled precariously on my dribbling chin signifying how I craved his ejaculate as I squirmed without energy or force.

“Don’t humiliate me, Zane.”

Immediately this Predator’s lips pressed tightly and insistently to my vaginal crack while his tongue entered deep inside my cunt as I suckled the cock madly and sensed a celestial imminent explosion until he gasped also in the anticipation of heaven.

“I am your Master, Violet, and just like your sublime soft mouth; don’t you desire your sweet ass and pussy to be full and thick with my warm white essence?”

My unbridled libido was so susceptibly close to the precipitous unstable edge as he eased his pace on my sodden cunt until finally I could handle no more of his insidious torture and surrendered absolutely to him.

It was as if I could not fight an unwinnable battle a moment longer and made a declaration without terms.

“You know I do…fuck just take me Zane make me cum and I’ll be your Whore exactly as we laid down.”

His hips moved with more agreeable force as he murmured in satisfaction.

“Stroke my testicles Violet very gently and agreeably with your warm delicate hands and I promise we’ll reach our first orgasm…”

I did so eagerly and impulsively knew how to increase his rapture by holding the fetid but incredibly warm tactile sac and balls tenderly as if wantonly entreating the spunk to erupt while he returned ecstatic pressure to my clitoral nub and inner walls because then we were surely, unstoppably headed on a climactic collision course.

My dissolved brain or listless body found hormonal ecstasy first because my head lit up in garish neon light or flashing primary colours just as streams of sickly but delicious sperm flowed into my mouth and down my accommodating throat.

The shock to me of his considerable ejaculation was truly debilitating but I resolutely held him fast and rapaciously took his heady seed or viscous load while a veritable fountain of my own womanly cum sprayed his handsome copper face while he continued to suckle me so inexplicably gently as if to merely let me revel in the abounding wonders of his male produce or oral talents.

His fingers purposefully spread the plentiful juices into my anal aperture while his precious mouth worked on the already flowing opening as he finished his previous sentence with perfect pathos and timing.

“…Together…”

This undeniably Superior man - or perhaps it was time itself - seemed to stand still for a luxurious few moments before his low voice sighed as if re-gathering his energies.

“…Keep sucking, Violet…and make me hard again…!”

I had some developing experience now that such masterful men like Zane could improbably reach their male zenith multiple times and while he intentionally teased the puckered entrance on my bottom I reassuringly felt his penis start to gain power then obvious form before - in the shortest passage of seconds - he was miraculously iron again as my oral muscles contracted around it once more.

But there was no time for him to tarry as he withdrew it from my mouth and lifted off my body before his wicked but skilled hands turned me over onto my front with my plump assuredly vulnerable behind facing the camera.

Then he stood behind me and wiped his weeping mouth - so full from all of my sexual fluids - before sounding off so softly and admiringly.

“…So peachy perfect and already stretched so accommodatingly…”

His longest finger then slid up inside the apparently still-taut entrance and pulled me up ambitiously onto my shaky knees.

“…You do want me to fuck it Violet fuck your sweet and virgin ass?”

I had not the strength or womanly will to deny him or myself any longer and simpered pathetically.

“…Yes Zane fuck; we both know it deserves to be fucked…!”

He had me and knew it and pressed me in my eternal shame.

“…Well wriggle it for the audience and confirm this is the first time!”

My cheeks seemed to flex by themselves as I whined in vain defence of my departed honour.

“Apart from the toy…this will truly and diabolically be the initial occasion.”

His hands held my fragile hips as this Barbarian ignored my false feeble complaints then clambered onto the table - until he was right, tight behind me - and pushed, twisted and turned his living black weapon past the opening and deep into my anal passage until it was firmly inside and only then did he laugh easily but loudly enough for all to hear.

“For you watching girls the toy our heavenly Virginal Violet refers to is Big Zane at merely $50 including packing and postage and, as our lovely contender will confirm, it’s a real bargain because used properly and gingerly in preparation it enables any woman to eventually enjoy this…”

This Fiendish Black Ogre began to slowly rut then fuck me as I simply bent my head in ignominy and subjugation then, in this obscure state of overpowering but equally divine feelings of sensual weakness, I became a mere female vassal for his irrepressible masculine vim.

At this point I could not subsequently suppress a gravelly scream as he held his motion for a second and sighed outrageously at me.

“…This may be the first time, Violet, but do you really wish it to be the last time we do this?”

Impulsively I pushed my body back is if intent on restarting the foul movements and whispered depravedly and in keeping with my new position in his universe.

“I don’t know, Zane…but I’ll be a Good Girl…and bend over when you ask me to...”

His savage primitive energy was building once more while the sensation was overwhelming and overrode whatever remaining common sense existed in my dissolute head as I drew closer to my own dirty ecstasy.

“…Or beg you to take me just like we are now….Oh Zane…Zane…you Bastard, Bastard…I am…”

I shivered to such perverse bliss as he spewed more sticky white cream inside me forcing me to close my eyes and endure not only degradation but also such inexplicable divine sensations of sullied pleasure which made me confess out loud an awful but unfortunate truth.

“…Corrupted…I am entirely corrupted!”

He pushed then pressed against me to ensure all of the spunk entered my soiled ass and then sat on the bed before pulling me onto the floor between his open thighs where he handed me some hygienic tissues with fresh hand towels while Lucy came onto the set in her comely outfit - and did a quick twirl - with a bowl of warm soapy water which she set down right by my hands before withdrawing back into the shadows as he looked on my defeated prostrated form and grinned.

“Clean my cock, Violet…make it shimmer then shine and become fragrantly firm once more then…”

My weary hands were already complying as I laboured diligently on his genitals until they were perfumed pristine and stiffening up as he stroked my matted hair.

“…You can sit on it while I relax on the bed and finish your free passport to this new and more fulfilling life for a year…”

I no longer concerned myself about the viewers, cameras, my husband or my faded and soon to be lost good name because I concluded that just possibly all I needed at this fateful moment of my existence was here, as I rubbed scented oil on his cock with my fingers then my greasy tongue - which I had anointed with the evocative fluid - until he was truly wonderfully hard.

Then as promised he lay on the towel and left his forever disturbing but irresistible ebony erection pointing vertically to the sky before I was kneeling astride and over it as he teased my female folds and smiled toward the glowing lights. 

“…When Violet sits on my cock, under the laws of the show she is mine…”

I lowered my hips without any undue introspection or thought as this gross but addictive flesh ultimately filled or defiled me - almost without stopping along the way inside my cunt - before he abruptly stopped my movement when I neared completing my ultimate journey and sighed meaningfully

“…Tell me you are mine Violet; admit this and explain to the audience that they can come and visit you on the website!”

My head shook as my hair swished in reaction before I pressed down with unexpected force then drove wildly against this redoubtable steely man and his sumptuously filthy cock that had undoubtedly mastered me as my voice groaned in some understandable delirium.

Without dispute I had indeed been through a lot but now wanted to be a good loser and play my sordid part as I fucked him then whimpered.

“Yes come and see Violet…I’ll be working here…just another working girl…another Whore…”

My pace against his invincible rigidity or irrepressible character was relentless as I glared in vitriol or hatred at Lenny and spat unkind demented words at him.

“…Better his Whore than an unhappy oppressed poor wife who never knew what an orgasm was…”

My base Conqueror was so divinely static and blissfully unbelievably stony as I trembled to heaven and swore crudely.

“…But fuck…I do now…I do now!”

Zane had not released his ejaculate and he violently span me around until I was on my back with my legs stretch apart so the similarly depraved public could see my once pure and unused cunt being brutalised, stretched and pounded while I screamed in grief or gratitude as the clock ticked to a within few endless seconds before the end of the given hour.

Then this complete Dastardly Rogue turned directly to the camera and snickered meanly as if in summation of this rude unforgivable episode and my obvious and recorded slide into decadence and sinfulness.

“So Sweet Violet is defeated and will soon be another gorgeous and available girl in my staff or perhaps a fresh and welcome companion for my valued members to visit as and when but…”

His fixed grin was sly and probably evil but I was too wasted to care.

“…If your trusting husband is brave or confident and thinks he has a wife that can beat me at this illicit but assuredly interesting game or test of wills and life then…”

He held motionless for a just a breath then jerked copious amount of magnificent sperm inside me before stepping away so the entire universe could see his white sickly cream leaking from all of my holes as I closed my eyes in relish or dismay then listened to the merciful close of this odious and impossibly immoral production..

“…Make an application to win the Million$Massage but husbands be warned and be extremely sure of her true virtue or purpose because…”

His fingers slipped inside my flowing ass and captured vagina so full of his spunk as he chuckled - I sensed - simply for theatrical effect because I acknowledged or accepted already this was show-business after all, even as grubby as it appeared.

“…If you are not extremely careful the perfect girl you put on the highest moral pedestal might just end up like this…!”

Then at last the lights went low and it was over; I felt deflated or undone but to my surprise Zane got up and came to me - most caringly - then gently used the towel to wipe my perspiring skin and then the slimy mess between my legs while he smiled almost in abashment as if he was the innocent and not me.

“…Well done Violet you were just perfect and precious and although you don’t believe me at this precise second I promise that you will not regret the choice made today…”

While he spoke most kindly and consolingly - in some inherent base impulse - I leaned up and took his spent penis in my hand and squeezed it tenderly as he whispered

“…You are part of a winning team now.”

Instinctively, as he looked down without a trace of judgement in his dark eyes for my inexcusable sexual tendencies, I took his warm wet flesh in my mouth and murmured up hopefully or possibly salaciously then dropped to my knees as if this was a natural or acceptable place to be when he was around.

“Can I do this just once more?”

He leaned back as if savouring the victory over my spirit or body while I glanced in passing at my husband and realised that without a doubt in my mind I no longer loved or was concerned for him.

Without question that very afternoon I had behaved abominably or inexcusably but during our time together Lenny had in truth acted far worse and, as I sucked this wondrous penis that swelled up so magnificently in my mouth, I knew that my marriage was irredeemably over.

There could be no immediate sadness or regret given my raging powerful pheromones or hormones during this further debasing sexual act and as Zane shortly inevitably smeared my lips and face with a final production or fluidic flourish of sublime spunk I looked again for my partner in passing but he had already disappeared and I did not wish or want to go after him.

My new Master for the year to come then departed with the briefest kiss on my creamy mouth and as I came down from my precariously heightened state I suddenly crashed into tears and personal recrimination while lovely Lucy and soaring Sara held me close, wiped me dry and provided necessary support, experience or empathy then allowed me to cry buckets of tears.

The tall competent girl with the dark dependable eyes stroked my sperm smeared hair while I sniffled and murmured as she whispered

“Don’t feel badly Violet…we must tell you that Zane only lets women play this perverse game who are particularly susceptible to eroticism, sensuality or sadly exist in a bad marriage and relationship just as we were…”

My libido was levelling off a little as was my ability to think more clearly; because it had been surely skewed by the divine destabilising sex as she went on cautiously given my obviously traumatised state.

“…As you will find out, after the sheer powerful shame or undeniable bombshell of the actual show the rest of what we do is fairly painless and very profitable for us all…”

Lucy chirped up as I looked at her cute comely outfit with wide opened eyes and wondered most bizarrely how it would suit my petite figure.

“…And if you’re not too devastated and maybe feel up to it…Zane sleeps with the new girl for a few nights if she wants…to help her settle in and adjust…?”

My eyebrows rose as if in interest or the possible fact I felt insulted while she drew back and muttered as if unsure of which way I would go; given each of us knew that the female of the species could be extremely explosive or capricious now and then.

“…But if it is too much too soon, Violet, we understand?”

Involuntarily my vibrating but increasingly relaxed hand took a towel and aimlessly brushed the last of the now token masculine white poison that had covered me and I sighed dryly as if my friends were as naïve as I used to be.

“Well, if that is the normal procedure and I am now one of The Girls…”

A definite notable wry grin emerged on my twisted debased lips that illuminated the dim room because suddenly the entire world seemed extraordinarily brighter and full of unknown possibilities as I whispered while trying to keep a straight face.

“…Then just maybe I can manage with his company and suppose I should just suck it up a little longer merely to do what is expected!”

The two of them laughed at my patent duplicity and we hugged impulsively once more like the closely knit group we had become while I cried again - but in joy - and weirdly sensed as if had come home!

Lenny

Is was hard if not impossible to put into mere words how the agonising hour spent watching my wife being invaded then subjugated by this Black Beast during the course of the live coverage of the ever more divisive Million$Massage process impacted me. 

When the original idea or possible inspiration had come into my dim head like a questionable brainwave it had all seemed so seductively easy because with Violet’s virtuous nature and loyal character I knew for certain she could never be sullied or soiled by anything so dark and despicable.

During the whole of this depraved experience I had therefore stayed steadfastly by her side and borne unbearable shame or humiliation, while following the many unreasonable rules laid down by the duplicitous Sara until, within the shortest period of time, I was perhaps not shown in the best of lights in my wife’s adorable brown eyes.

But from my perspective this was a communal disgrace which we had agreed at the beginning to share and, if I did not judge Violet for her obvious tendency to find some physical delight in the many sordid things we had to do, then I felt she would graciously understand that my impulse to occasionally become excited at the deranged idea of her fucking someone else was just an innocuous passing phase.

As was my increasing penchant for wearing frilly panties or performing oral sex on her or Soaring Sara and then unfortunately acting like some weak vacuous maid that took secret pride in dressing then undressing my wife and ensuring that her once hairy pussy was manicured and lovingly cared for by me as if it was some personal veritable living garden of Eden.

In truth there was much I did or was forced to endure in the many weeks leading up the this unfortunate show that I was not proud of but in my defence I gave Violet every support, allowed her to even have Girls’ Nights out - much against my better judgement or instincts - with Sara when she came to visit and simply gritted my proverbial teeth and carried the heaviest weight of my life to date all in the name of the admirable cause regarding our hoped for joint prosperity.

Violet understood that our very future was on the line; it had been a spoken pact between us to share the burden of this journey until we could face the final hurdle of the actual broadcast where she would inevitably retain or regain her honour and we would win the colossal fortune and life could return to what it had been but - obviously - with a lot more money.

To be honest I was looking forward to it because I had a lot of celebrating to share with The Guys - who I had not seen for the longest while - and intended privately to party extensively then make up for the lost and recently wasted time.

Given the pressure Violet was under there had been some strained undercurrent of tension between us but I sensibly took a step back, adopted a docile role around her and just played the part of someone who enjoyed appearing as the second fiddle to a bossy, demanding wife when below the surface that was not the real me at all.

When the music began and the lights dimmed on the set of this rude production - after I had ignominiously unwrapped my petite wife in front of an unknown huge audience as my final act of compromise or humiliation - I was serenely confident of the outcome to this unfair match and I might mention as an aside…once I had my hands on the money?

Well let’s just say that my wife and I were sorely destined to have a pertinent little chat that would bring precocious Violet promptly to heel then set our marriage back on a more stable, enjoyable and of course - given the fortune I was about to inherit through my innovative inventive mind - a profitable future primarily for me!

Everything started so well at first; the impossibly virile and instantly extended Zane - he was immediately worryingly uncovered - spoke about my wife in such glowing and admiring terms when he initially touched or massaged her back extremely lightly, delicately and with such notable respect, as if realising finally this was the purest most virginal girl that was way out of his league.

There seemed no obvious rush - while the hour ticked past on the huge white clock - for him to immediately try and press or turn my wife to the dark side and even when she murmured in an unseemly refrain of sly pleasure when he began to explore her most secret or sensitive places I was not in the least bit concerned.

My erratic mind reflected as I watched - while trying to mask the unfortunate fact I had just spurted filthily into the white and pink silk panties around me - that this was just another aspect of the whole debased theatre of this decadent production.

Stoically I took no abashment in this sullied instinct  to ejaculate like some foul dog because the sight of Violet being teased or touched like this was unquestionably incredibly arousing and if she was gaining some enjoyment then it seemed only fair that I could or should be allowed some hormonal latitude as well.

The hands of the clock spun frustratingly slowly while the universe also turned or spun before we were almost half-way though this perversion and in definite sight of the winning post when this Dark Bastard bent over Violet to lick her patently wet vaginal line - as I had been doing daily - and at this delicate stage of proceedings I recognised by this rude presumption that he had gone way beyond what was permissible because he slowly pulled up at my wife’s obvious negative body language that said so clearly so far and no further.

His voice sighed and vocalised an admission of impending defeat because he stated that no attempt would be made to suckle at this delicious permeable entrance unless he could place his gross deadly cock in her sweet mouth at the exact same time.

Which I felt certain was never going to happen meaning I flushed in physical or fiscal anticipation and felt invulnerable for a luxurious delicious moment because quite patently the overwhelming love Violet felt for me would never allow my admirable wife to disgrace her husband or herself in such an unforgivable manner.

I’d won…in that second I knew I had won and I was unstoppably, assuredly about to become wealthy all due to my ability to understand the world, people around me and seize the day!

Then quite dramatically or unexpectedly and, as if I was caught in the eye of the Perfect Storm where everything was temporarily still calm and peaceful, I saw and heard Violet relent and actually unbelievably ask out loud for this Big Zane’s living pounding, beating prick to enter between her soft, plump, painted lips.

He tormented my wife sadistically by asking her to repeat this unreal request but she spoke again to confirm this obtuse decision and only then did the iron black flesh slide disgustingly inside in her small soft wet mouth before the metaphoric winds blew along with the grey storm clouds that gathered in my boiling brain, as Violet’s descent into decadence then depravity became unstoppable and unbearable to witness.

But the camera still focussed sadistically or unerringly on my captured and pained reaction while my faithless wife was coarsely, crudely fucked then taken in each and every cavity that I had worked upon so diligently.

This had been just in case this impossible eventuality took place which now unedifyingly it had leaving me utterly overwhelmed and distraught.

The worst part was I could visibly tell my Love was increasingly enjoying the whole vile interactive process as she purposely ground her body against him over and over again while handling his gargantuan male equipment - as if it was golden - while surrendering to his undeniably masculine power utterly then absolutely.

To my eternal disgrace I reached my own secret climaxes multiple times into the already saturated gusset of my knickers because - as much as I wanted to look away - I was compelled to watch every fevered fetid motion or nuance of their diabolical copulation because the cutting caustic sight of his outlandish dark spear excruciatingly penetrating her tight creases and crevices literally drove me sexually insane.

Violet’s loud crazed reactions or interminable screams of agony or pleasure, as this debacle went on endlessly, I knew would always haunt me, and when this debased spectacle was thankfully over I was understandably spent or furious then felt that I would never be able to forgive my disloyal wife for her indiscretions and for showing me up so outrageously badly as she had.

However at that charged heated moment I was prepared to bravely discuss the matter with Violet - as the partners or adults we were - but to my ongoing outrage she visibly seemed not to wish my understanding or forgiveness because her earthy eyes glared at me in real fury or hatred while she kneeled then suckled Zane’s remarkable repeating cock once more - even when there was no need to do so - as if simply to express her dire and dangerous but unreasonable feelings towards me.

At this final insult from her I could suddenly take no more abuse and ran from the building with my own powerful sense of inequity or injury and took the provided car back to the hotel then decided that, as or when Violet condescended to leave her brutish black lover and join me, I would indeed have my say and perhaps it was then time when she might physically feel my wrath.

I would add that there had been never a period when I needed to hit her - although sometimes I wanted to - but perhaps this was the provocative day of destiny in which I needed to reassert my authority.

Such are the actions necessary sometimes when a husband has been so outrageously disgraced by his lecherous, treacherous and untrustworthy wife.

The shower called when I reached the room; to wash away the seedy grime of the afternoon and when I saw my sticky female underwear - as I came out of the cubicle - in terrible guilt or anger my shaking hands picked up the stained proof of my shame and threw them into the trash with the rest of my collection of knickers because I knew I would never wear such demeaning on damning things again.

As the hours passed agonisingly by I tried to maintain the angst and sense of injustice but my body was already weary and I felt both physically or mentally tired while my bleary eyes watched the hotel clock - as I had earlier that day but for different reasons - then just wanted Violet back because we had a flight in the early morning and suddenly my heart craved her company again.

I had no appetite but ordered a burger on room service and found I could not eat it or most unusually drink the two bottles of beer requested as a matter of course - I did bravely manage them though - as suddenly everything in my life seemed bland or tasteless.

Then, while the television tried to lull me to sleep, most wonderfully the door sounded and I tried to prepare myself emotionally to appropriately start scolding my promiscuous unworthy wife but - to my shock - it was Superior Sara that was standing above me with a huge black security guard at her side as if she was unsure of my fragile state of mind and needed protection from something perhaps unexpected.

It was at this precise moment I knew with absolute certainty she had never actually fancied me at all which became increasingly manifest as she spoke.

“Violet will not be returning here and I have come to pick up her things…”

My muscles tensed in preparation to stand and fight then deny her access but the black man glared before I promptly resisted this unwise and precarious urge to do so, then meekly let him pack the case he was carrying, under Sara’s ever watchful eye.

It took then less than ten minutes for them to take what my wife had brought with her on this trip and eventually she looked down on me while I lay helplessly out on the soft chair as if I was unable to think or move.

To my further confusion her delicate fingers passed me a slim starched cheque and I glanced at the figure of $25,000 in bewilderment as she murmured.

“…This is the compensation mentioned in the contract…”

In truth I was not anticipating any money and had never really read the convoluted document properly in the first place.

“…Violet has signed over her share of this to you so go back home with some prize Lenny and I hope it helps to buy you a better life.”

I threw the hard paper down and sounded like a spoiled infant.

“What about my wife?”

Sara sighed meaningfully.

“That is up to her Lenny but I know from my own sometimes awful experiences that the often damaged girls that come to us never go back to their old lives, so sadly I would expect the worst news from her…”

My head shook so hard I thought it might fall off my shoulders as her voice carried a touch of empathy or pity that on reflection perhaps I did not actually deserve.

“…You have played an illicit, duplicitous game and lost Lenny…although you are young enough to pick up the pieces if you can attempt to learn from your errors but if I were you…”

My head stopped thrashing about wildly as I focussed on her last words and sensed my eyes becoming moist.

“…I would not rely on Violet being part of your life to come!”

With that she left without a genial handshake or small promise of encouragement before I picked up the discarded cheque and - although it was a small fortune to me - I began to cry uncontrollably.

To console my despair I ordered more beers then liberally drunk myself to sleep but somehow still made it onto the flight in the morning because I wanted to escape this so called City of Angels -  it was truly full of Devils and Witches - to finally reach the sanctuary of home where I thought things might be better for me.

But the apartment was tragically empty or lifeless and soon my so-called friends that I knew undoubtedly had seen the broadcast in all its debased glory then proceeded to tease or torture me relentlessly - given my previous boastfulness or predictions of my impending wealth - and I quickly became emotionally undone then entered into the worst most destructive period of my existence.

Violet, as I began to understand, was and had been my only genuine achievement or actual hope in the world and I rang her incessantly or left messages but she would not take my calls while I drifted through my work or days like a living Zombie.

What sexual drive I had remaining in my listless body subsequently fell off and over a yawning cliff and down so deeply into hell or damnation I doubted it would find a way to crawl back up to solid ground.

The legal letter on the impeding divorce arrived after a month of my purgatory and came as no surprise; but I had neither the energy or will to contest it.

We had no children and, in monetary form, only possessed the windfall picked up in L.A - it was still in a bank - which Violet had already passed over to me meaning there was no need or point to argue or fight about anything as I depressingly but dutifully signed what was asked of me.

In desperation however one night I went on the odious website on the Million$Massage and after joining for $500 found my wife’s pretty provocative picture in a divine full tight black swimsuit and clicked upon it to discover that she was taking private viewing at $100 per minute.

Another couple of clicks to pay for ten of these precious sections of her expensive time got me through after a short wait and - given I had secretly used seamy sites like this before - I was naturally expecting her to be undressed and willing to perform some unspeakable sexual act for money and my gratification.

However when Violet appeared on my screen she was wearing a pretty short black skirt with a strappy cream top and looked utterly glamorous and - dare I admit - positively radiant.

She could not see me but I could view her in beauteous detail but my wife seemed to know who I was anyway as she smiled unexpectedly in welcome.

“Hi Lenny how are you doing? I saw it was you from the credit card.”

I was still unspeakably angry and wanted to shout but there seemed little productive point as she told me that her present existence was not perfect but still mostly enjoyable and she was making some friends and progress in the world when in all honestly her previous life with me had been so pointless.

The criticism I resolutely took on the proverbial chin because unfortunately this was more than partially true.

It was privately wonderful to see her and the seconds flowed by in a relative flash before she confirmed that the divorce was nearly through and for me to try to be pleased for her and not to squander my energy or money on this wasteful enterprise of paying an inordinate amount for access like this.

However once I had this method of talking to Violet I connected each day when there was an available slot - my wife seemed very busy - and during our limited conversations she explained that, as sullied or unworthy as the game show undoubtedly was, the actual business where she now laboured was mainly based on quality companionship or other commercial side-ventures and she was not obligated to filthily serve any man simply for money.

Violet seemed genuinely as content as she appeared, mentioned that her life was often innumerable meetings with interesting people and was relishing her year working for Zane although most disconcertingly whenever she mentioned his name her face flushed up like an open-bar radiator.

I never thought to ask and she never bothered to tell me about their undoubtedly continuing nefarious relationship but I knew instinctively that the Black Bastard was still fucking her and the reality that he was still drove me to drink because when I tried to sleep at night the base thoughts of what they might be doing along with such brutal raw memories kept the glowing ashes of my anger fresh and alive.

As a member of this Million$Site I had full access to the old tapes of all the programmes and would sometimes revisit over and over again - on HD video - that sorrowful harrowing night showing Violet’s utter disgrace while masturbating my weak body to oblivion until after month or two the $25,000 had disappeared, my monthly fee could not be paid and the electrical pathway to my now ex-wife had been terminated forever.

Violet had advised me many times to simply move on or forward but the internal rage still glowed or burned and for uncountable months I purposely tried to keep the scorching flame alive while I drank excessively then kept up the same inept irresponsible lifestyle that weirdly helped to sustain the often inebriated ire of how the universe had so unfairly turned against me.

However such futile resentment or hopeless hatred in the end dissipated, faded then unexpectedly turned on the one stupid, feckless, ignorant and juvenile person that was really responsible for this entire mess and that in the end - without any possible question or doubt - had been solely me and me alone!

I looked around and saw that it had tragically taken me nearly two years to accept this disturbing humbling fact but one fateful gloomy morning finally I did and in my regret or cloying shame I awkwardly re-examined my present situation as well and accepted that - to change things for the better - I needed to make a start and actually do something to help myself.

Firstly I stopped my developing addiction to beer then recognised the obvious fact that I truly hated my job and - given I enjoyed computers - enrolled at a nearby night class to take an engineering course as a way of taking a step toward a brighter future.

Most agonisingly I then threw out all of Violet’s old clothes and faced the painful truth she would not be back to claim them - as if finally trying to let go of the awful past - and when I had done so felt better and worse all at the same emotionally difficult time.

I happened in passing to look into her empty personal side-drawer where unexpectedly I discovered an email address of Sara on a scrap piece of paper and without an underlying trace of bitterness I sent a message - to pass on to Violet - expressing my sincere regret for so much I had done in error and asked her forgiveness as I expressed my love and best wishes for her future happiness.

To my surprise Sara answered a few days later to inform me that Violet had accepted my apologies but that she should mention our parting was not all my fault and my former Love honestly hoped that by now I had now moved ahead and onwards.

The message also informed that amazingly quickly she had married again to a young handsome doctor, had a small child with another one the way and prayed I could find just a small trace of the contentment she had discovered.

Sara did not go into any detail about how such a wonderful but extremely normal event had taken place but I recognised that apart from the obvious debauchery of the actual Million$Show the rest of the depravity had been mainly in my particularly unstable mixed-up head along with the other mindless men that watched it as a lewd rude boorish escape from their empty lives.

She wished me well and suggested I contact her in a year or so because Violet did not want to see or hear from me again unless I could openly accept her good fortune and had noticeably made some positive moves regarding my own lowly position in the cosmos.

As always Sara had provided concise advice or information and I did not reply but, as if inspired, in a mere six months I passed my course, had moved cities - there were too many bad memories in the old one - and was setting up my own company repairing electrical stuff and working on some new innovative security systems.

My social life had been basically over since the awful unforgettable afternoon at the old building on the outskirts of L.A and perhaps not surprisingly I had no interest in another relationship as I threw all of my energies into my burgeoning business venture then worked like a Trojan both day and night to make some progress.

There were the odd evenings off when I had a rare beer and took some time or pleasure with female company but the trysts were unmemorable, brief and unfulfilling until in the end I took ever more solace in developing my little firm that had premises now where I could productively spend some if not all of my free time.

Then, as if in some surreal dream, it had been nearly five years since the pivotal hour of my wife’s deflowering, although not a solitary day passed when I did not think about what had divisively taken place.

This was because without question the event had left its indelible mark on my heart and soul but fortunately for me I had lost my vitriol or vexation long ago even though always - often achingly - the insufferable sounds or awful graphic images in my head remained solidly, immovably fixed there.

One Sunday in early May - when the sun was shining and the fragrant colourful flowers were in full bloom - most unusually I broke my normal working obsession and took a tiny detour from my secluded life to walk around the small scenic park in the centre of town which was full of many people enjoying the afternoon.

It was all a little hectic for my taste or usual moody disposition and I took a quiet path near the ice cream vendor and was about to leave when I caught sight of a slender pretty girl about my age with short fair hair who was sitting alone on a bench and sensed a strange but immediate affinity with her.

It was not merely that she was attractive which drew me or made me look so closely in her direction but there was a distinct tangible air of melancholy or sadness around her pretty eyes that I recognised because it was part and parcel of the same wearisome affliction that still continued to hang around me like some unwelcome spectre on my shoulder.

Completely out of character, because to be honest I had lost my false bravado or confidence with girls just after leaving school, I purchased two cones - chocolate for me and strawberry for this mystery girl - and brazenly walked to where she was seated all alone and murmured quietly and very respectfully.

“Sorry for disturbing you Miss but I took the liberty of buying you an ice cream.”

Her incredible blue eyes looked up with irritation as if they had been unfairly disturbed or awoken from a dark reverie and she drew back and then glowered at me in the same ruby colour of the cold treat and twisted her lips then shuffled on the seat in visible discomfort.

“Thank you…strawberry is my favourite.”

Our conversation was already strained but I felt compelled to ask.

“May I sit?”

She shrugged ambivalently and licked the centre of the chilled sweetness that was beginning to melt and sighed heavily as if not wishing to be rude.

“It was a nice gesture Sir but I must declare that if you wish to win me over for the price of this cone you are to be sorely disappointed…”

Her pale dewy eyes regained that faraway essence or flavour again as she winced in her obvious grief.

“…I’m a broken product of a bad marriage to a husband that was a philanderer and a thief before then making subsequent terrible choices in other partners…”

She sounded alarmingly like me.

“… And to be cold and frank…”

Her arms and legs were crossed in obvious defensive body language as she scowled.

“…I’m completely off men at the moment and probably…”

There was not a scintilla of humour in her words.

“…Will be for life!”

To her obvious surprise at her spontaneous admission I relaxed completely onto the hard wooden backrest because in truth I was privately delighted that I had been intuitive enough to pick up on someone who perhaps had shared similar suffering to me, while for a moment savouring the exquisite taste of my own icy slippery cone.

I then glanced across at her and sighed quietly.

“My name is Lenny, I’m really pleased you were honest even though you don’t know who I am and if you have some time on a Sunday can I tell you my tale?”

She almost smiled as if barely believing someone had the audacity to woo her with some potential sob story that was sorely unlikely to be more woeful than her own but then gazed into the distance and sighed wearily if not sarcastically.

“Sure Lenny…I’m Jessica…tell me your story that will magically make my own problems fade into insignificance…you have twenty minutes!”

My head went down towards the floor and I began at the beginning of my epic soliloquy then did not stop until the whole sorry unbelievable saga had been told or expressed in a way that only I could.

Then I did glance up - as if waking from a nightmare to see the light once more - and even though an hour and a half had gone by she was still sitting there with her mouth hanging open in visible shock or disbelief.

There was a trace of moisture in my eyes that matched her own but she softened just a fraction, as if the veritable frost within her had melted a little along with the creamy treat, while her soft voice gasped in some empathy.

“I know your not joking but…”

Her divine azure eyes were wide in amazement. 

“…You are joking? Aren’t you…?”

I rose up because I felt that somehow or somewhere in my confession I had finally cleansed or exorcised my soul and felt grateful to this unknown girl but also that I had possibly taken up far too much of her time in my self-indulgence disclosure but, as I made a polite farewell, she took my hand gently and whispered.

“…I come here every Sunday at the same time Lenny.”

Needless to say the following weekend the weather was fine and Jessica and I met up, shared some coffee and conversation before this became the comfortable slow pattern we both needed that in due time led to a date, then a dance until by some unreal twist and turn of destiny we fell in love and were married in the following spring.

Obviously I had learned my lesson and there were no adolescent Boys’ Nights out or any of the other foolish or selfish childish behaviour on my part to spoil or sour what we had discovered and now shared.

A boy called Josh followed our joining soon afterwards and as my business soared to improbable heights, my marriage to the heavenly Jessica was joyous and better than I could ever have believed possible.

Both of us had long lost the gloomy clouds that used to suffocate our heart or spirits and although there were challenges as a matter of course; we knew and trusted each other implicitly and, with the experience gained in our lives, could or would overcome any hurdles or obstacles that came along the way.

Sometimes while lying in bed she would hold then tease me and whisper whimsically about this bizarre improbable little story I had impulsively told her so long ago as if only she could believe or understand what had taken place

“What would happened if the show was now the TenMillion$Massage; would you take the chance on me and see if we can defeat Big Zane?”

I would always lean back at this familiar sly query and sigh thoughtfully as if pretending to again consider the rude fantasy for real.

“No…I think we’ll leave it until it’s the Billion$Massage…then we’ll have a go!”

We’d both laugh happily or easily as if recognising the lunatic youthful mistakes of the distant past while hugging each other tenderly and with the certainty that no amount of money was worth risking what we had.

Then Jessica would sleep warmly and comfortably in my arms while I mused privately for a while on what happened during what seemed to be a faded or parallel universe because without question had I not applied for precious Violet and I to take part in this illicit misadventure then - as strange as it seemed - we would never have ended up where we now were. 

I was nearly thirty - much wiser than before - and had concluded that some men develop quickly, some slowly while some have the potential or capacity to unfortunately never mature at all.

As if only to eventually save me, perhaps my unseen guardian Angel - ironically in the City of Angels - had made me suffer on purpose because undeniably, without my blind greed and stupidity in what I had so foolishly undertaken with the Million$Massage, I would definitely never ever have grown up.

In conclusion, just as we were warned, both Violet and I were surely much too young when we got hitched - as so may other couples are - and if you feel your particular immature marital relationship is going quickly the wrong way or speed downhill and you get the rare opportunity to gain a fortune by risking it all on a chance depraved game of pitch and toss called the Million$Massage?

Then read this cautionary story again from the very start and run for your lives because - believe me - after such a decadent inadvisable venture, no one else could subsequently prove so impossibly lucky as Violet and I had been!”

The End
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