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Incredibly but honestly I had loved Brooke, pretty much from the first time I saw her at University.

She was so, indescribably beautiful; strikingly tall and blonde with rich, dazzling green eyes and a firm, youthful, supple body to die for.

I was studying law and she was into journalism or something like that, with aspirations of being involved in the media I had heard; she would have undoubtedly made it into a normal job if our relationship then marriage had not subsequently and miraculously intervened.

Even now it seemed so incredible that she agreed to be my wife, given that she was so sensational looking and I was so ordinary, but sometimes in life you take a chance and I did with her, and from that point my life and eventually hers changed completely.

Rumours always abounded campus like STD’s and someone unknown told me that Brooke had been heard relating and confiding to her equally pretty friends, that if a man could make her climax while not wanting penetrative sex with her, she would marry them!

Puerile and stupid nonsense of course but privately and perversely my one party trick and special talent, other than being part of a wealthy family, which was also always a good in with girls, was I knew how to go down on them.

To be precise, I had somehow unbelievably learned to give and provide exceptional, oral sex; I could offer orgasmic Head, for want of a better description, and had done so frequently to various dirty, licentious, lascivious women! 

This education came initially from the au pairs that still looked after me through to my late teens, as my mother and father were forever too busy to give me the time, attention and care I really required.

These devilish, foreign girls constantly needed sexual relief as our sprawling and secluded house was somewhat cut off from local life and once the first girl, Leyla taught me what to do to relieve her, each subsequent young lady that came along was informed by the one leaving, of my developing skills then requested and required the same, servile, oral service from me.

I found out early on in my years that it seemed all females at whatever age loved to gossip and talk and somehow various local girls around my hometown found out about my special talent; soon they all wanted a cheap thrill with my busy, experienced tongue, without the possibility of pregnancy or being branded a Slut!

I was therefore in demand and spent copious amounts of time between various girls’ thighs and legs bringing them to acute, tremulous and various degrees of ecstasy with my ever more experienced and skilled, wet tongue and mouth.

It turned out that I was gifted, a natural and mostly eager at this slippery, tantalising, tactile game of life and became very popular and sought after with the fairer, but often unfair sex!

In all truth with all the orgasms I gave to girls, I never lost my virginity as I was not predatory and none of the selfish young ladies really fancied me and did not offer such a special treat in return for my services.

It seemed inequitable to me but I never questioned such delicate matters!

Now I was at university I buried and hid this questionable aptitude, as I longed to be laid more than I could possibly, reasonably explain and wanted to change to pattern of my previous, unfulfilling social life.

However with Brooke I instantly sensed things were different; I could literally feel it in my bones and I decided that if by exposing my particular, hidden skills helped me with her then I felt it was a chance well worth taking.

What did Kipling say about risking it all and then you’ll be a man? 

Well I never did actually like Kipling’s prose much anyway but it seemed like a tremendously good idea at the time.

I had dwelt and thought about it constantly for a few weeks but was unsure how to broach such a personal matter with her and then by sheer, questionable fortune we were both at the same Frat party. 

I was suddenly, unexpectedly and anxiously sitting beside her on the swing seat of the front porch as she was relaxing and catching her breath away from the drunken, debauchery and mayhem inside.

She was dressed in a mini, white, pleated, cheerleader skirt; a tight, white sweater top with USA embossed on it in red and seemed very happy, slightly inebriated and somewhat merry.

I drew in my breath and courage and nervously began my introduction and courtship with her.

“Hi…my name is, Peter…”

Her green globes stared as if incredibly unconcerned and unimpressed with me, and as if I was just another irritating guy, chatting her up.

“So?”

She was unsettlingly blunt and rude but I had already started and was resolved on my course of action so I continued and blurted out what had been on my mind for far too long now.

“I can make you come without intercourse, Brooke!”

Her dazzling eyes lit up and glowed in effervescent humour then amusement and she giggled at my insolence and effrontery.

“Can you indeed, now…Peter?”

I nodded, moving my head up and down far too enthusiastically and quickly.

“Yes, Brooke.”

She seemed pleased, irritated and annoyed all at the same time.

“How do you know my name?”

I looked away from her in genuine shyness and embarrassment, unsure why this question could cause such consternation when my direct and outrageous approach to her did not seem to bother me at all.

“Everyone knows you, Brooke…you are so gorgeous…famously so!”

She sighed as if she had heard all this before and proffered me an explanation of what I had been told and as if I had a right to know her intimate, private business.

“It was just a stupid joke to my friends in confidence…”

She chuckled in her private irony.

“…But nothing is secret or sacred around here and now…”

She exhaled so divinely as her firm, pointed, full breasts and taut, tight belly moved ever so slightly like the swell of an ocean wave.

“…Since I made that stupid comment…all the boys want to put their fingers in my knickers and fiddle with me…it’s disgusting and…”

Her eyes were so pure, virginal and dizzyingly, crystal green.

“…I suppose you do as well, Peter the Pervert?”

I shook my head vehemently and whispered words that were to set my course for the future in ways I could never have fathomed or believed.

“No, Brooke…I will make you come… I promise with…”

Her blonde eyebrows were suddenly raised in interest and patent curiosity as she waited in jovial anticipation for me to finish my promise and boast.

“…With my tongue!”

She instantly collapsed into giggles in hilarity and genuine surprise that I should offer such a base, foul thing so openly.

“Peter, you Bad…Dirty Boy…”

She absentmindedly and possibly interestedly or agitatedly, shifted her legs, then stretched them out in the dimmed, porch lights and I saw how agile, lithe, cream and perfectly formed they were.

“…You want to lick my Pussy, Peter…?”

She mused for a moment in contemplation and then chuckled at me mockingly.

“…Peter…Peter the Pussy Licker!”

I nodded enthusiastically but with more than a tad of humiliation even though I knew she was only gently teasing and playing with me.

“Yes…Brooke…please…please…please…let me show you…and prove it to you…I so want to!”

Her incredible body shifted forward and her pert mouth whispered enticingly in my ear, close to; she smelled so divine and heavenly and sent my senses into space and fragrant orbit.

“Meet me around the side of the house in 5 minutes, Peter!”

I was so excited and thrilled and instantly slipped unnoticed into the shadows at the back of the square shaped property and waited nervously in expectation for her, although I never truly thought she would actually return.

In a few minutes I heard a sound and turned to see Brooke with an even taller girl called Nell, also in the same mesmeric, evocative outfit, who I knew was part of the women’s, successful, basketball team and as they approached, my perfect, blonde, fantasy girl whispered enticingly to me.

“If you can do it to, Nell…then I will let you take me for a drink this week and we’ll discuss it, Peter the Pussy Licker…but if not…then…”

I gasped at my incredibly good fortune and chance to demonstrate my worth and abilities to her and gasped in my enthusiasm.

“No, no… OK… I will…I will!”

She laughed at my zest and zeal and I quickly kneeled down in the darkness as the statuesque girl with bright, red hair lazily leaned back against the solid brick wall and provocatively raised the delicate hem of her skirt as the beauteous Brooke just exhaled softly, watched on and gave instruction.

“Do it… through her panties, Peter…if you are so clever and special then show me how good you are!”

I fell to my knees placed myself between her thick thighs and began to lick this female stranger directly on the front of her cotton covered mound, right over the delicate, reactive nub that I knew was hidden tantalisingly below it and the girl shuddered immediately to my wet, oral touch and instantly moaned.

“Oh, Brooke….Wow…he’s a keeper…!”

Her fingers reflexively pulled at my hair as I sucked her and lapped her harder and faster until in escalation of our sordid adventure she swiftly pulled away the material separating my mouth from her most feminine treasure, and pressed her pure sexuality directly against me.

“…Lick it…fuck, fuck…I needed this…!” 

The smell of her was overpowering and to my shock and revulsion I realised she was full to the brim with salty, warm, sticky juices! 

Disgustingly I understood as I tasted quite distinctly the foul male juices upon her, and knew that this tall, red headed Whore had just been fucked and I was disgustingly cleaning her up!

I was obviously revolted and sickened but she held me fast with her powerful, strong hands until she trembled and shook and did not release me until the gripping flush of her climactic heaven had begun to ease and fade, and she ultimately sighed and groaned in final, gasping delight.

“…Fuck, Brooke…Peter, the Pussy Licker… is just perfect!”

Her teasing tongue twister made the divine Brooke laugh and her face was red with excitement, engagement and glee.

“OK, Peter, Tuesday night 7p.m…pick me up from my house…presume you know where it is and we’ll do dinner…”

She was very, very amused and entertained.

“…And maybe you can win the prize!”

I stared at her from the floor with my mouth and lips dripping her friend’s sticky, pungent juices and felt debased but strangely elated.

“I do know where you live, Brooke…I’ll be there at 7.00p.m!”

She ignored me and the two girls walked away engrossed in conversation and left me literally shaking on my knees. 

Nell smiled as she turned, looked back and muttered mockingly, as if to remind me of what I had just so degradingly done for her.

“We’ll do that again, Peter…I’ve never been eaten out after I’ve been screwed...”

She snickered wickedly.

“…I like it…thanks…see you soon!”

I was demeaned, thrilled, shocked and humiliated all at the same time, but I had won my introduction and date with Brooke even though it took a huge loss of face and self respect to do so, but I felt somehow it was a relatively small price to pay.

I hadn’t wanted to prostrate myself like this before her, but I had not overly minded performing my oral expertise on her lanky, attractive friend although I never particularly liked doing this when the girl was swimming with recently deposited semen.

The au-pair, who educated me in all of this deviance and decadence, was constantly being fucked and filled with sticky sperm from the thick prick of our sturdy young gardener, so I suppose I was shamefully used to it by now even if it was certainly no fun or treat.

But this was supposed to be a new life where I was the emerging stud and it frustrated me that once again I was being made to lick, slick, sodden slits of feminine flesh so pathetically and submissively.

The fact that I had a dinner arranged with my dream girl was a huge consolation to me however, and I was so enlivened and over the moon for the few days before our date. 

Finally the hour of my destiny arrived and I stood outside Brooke’s threshold in her halls nervously at 6.45p.m precisely and her fragile, petite, flatmate, Penny opened the door to the apartment and let me in.

She had long, dark, straight hair, was very slim and pretty with voluptuous, rounded breasts and she led me into the tiny lounge and called out to her taller flatmate and friend.

“Brooke, Peter is here.”

I heard her giggle and reply.

“Oh The Pussy Licker; send him into my room, Penny… please.”

The delicate, black haired girl directed her finger to Brooke’s bedchamber and gestured for me to go to her friend, pretending unsuccessfully she had not been amused at the coarse, disrespectful description of me and the crude reference to my personal, private, secret abilities.

I was always frustrated and annoyed that girls had to gossip, gas and title-tattle so much to each other; it was undoubtedly infuriating!

My hand nervously and anxiously knocked at the door and I head her sweet voice answer me.

“Come in, Peter!”

I entered and to my shock my divine date was sitting at her dressing table dressed in nothing but a tiny pair of white knickers and a matching tight, lacy bra that showed off her breasts so divinely.

He body was simply so flawless and unspoiled and I nearly passed out in my obvious hyperventilation but she just watched me and laughed mockingly.

“Peter…you are early so I am not ready…but really…”

Her beautiful head gestured to my tremulous, excited state.

“…Get a grip…you offer to lick my pussy to a climax and then you go shy because I’m in a bra and knickers…were you joking?”

I was off balance and simply gasped.

“No, Brooke…you are so gorgeous…like a Queen…I feel so unworthy of you!”

She stood up suddenly and became erect to her full, blonde height and arched her back theatrically and regally.

“On your knees then, Slave…before your Queen!”

I fell to the floor below her, she moved so closely beside me and I could almost taste her aroma and perfume on my sensitive pallet as she continued with her exciting, little charade that I had inadvertently begun.

“Kiss my feet, Slave…tell me you’re my Serf!”

I needed no more instruction to submit to her; my body bent forward and my mouth began to venerate her feet and then sucked her toes as I whispered my devotion and love for her.

“I am your servant, my Queen…I will do whatever you command or wish to make you happy!”

She smiled and let me prostrate myself for a few minutes, grabbed her high sided wicker chair and then sat, settled and relaxed back into it as I continued to suckle her delicious, delectable toes.

“Is that right, Peter…you truly wish to serve me?”

I looked up at her earnestly, timidly and weakly.

“Yes, Brooke…let me…let me!”

She opened her thighs a little and I could see the outline of her most special, female place and I trembled and shivered as she murmured.

“Kiss all of my legs and thighs…take your time, Slave… and then lick me through my knickers…and we will see!”

Instantly I worshiped her flesh with my mouth and lips drawing ever higher and higher up her calves until her legs were spread apart and my tongue was perched deliciously on her raised mound and her precious sliver of seamless flesh.

I was so nervous not to do anything wrong and I asked and whispered to her cautiously and respectfully before I took any unwarranted liberties.

“May I lick you now, Miss?”

She sighed and smiled.

“So polite, Peter…my little, Slave…I like you calling me, Miss…”

Her voice spoke expressively, regally and her thighs opened just a tantalising touch wider.

“…You may begin to lick me…”

She laughed softly.

“…Peter the Pussy Licker!”

My tongue slowly lapped up and down the full inverted length of her hidden crack and soon her pretty, cotton panties were soaking wet and she was moaning ever so incredibly softly.

“Oh, Peter…Peter…that’s so nice…lovely!”

I found her raised clitoris and started to work my magic as her breath began to shorten in reaction to my practised, oral touch.

“Oh fuck, Peter…that is divine…do you want to do it actually on my vaginal lips?”

I was utterly desperate to taste her salty flesh.

“Yes, Miss…please…please!”

My true love muttered and grumbled sweetly.

“Pull the material back, Peter, and tell my pussy that you will respect and love it forever but don’t touch it… don’t you touch it…until I tell and permit you!”

Shaking in a mixture of hormonal emotions I drew the white, sodden cotton back with my fingers and saw her incredible, slim line of feminine flesh for the very first, unforgettable time.

Her delicate slit was so clean, pink and perfect with just a trace of blonde down above the tip and top of it and I was overcome with admiration and longing for her, as if she was indeed the epitome of all womanhood

“You are so beautiful, Miss…let me worship you…I will do anything for you…I will respect and treasure and love you for ever…let me please you!”

She grunted and exhaled in heated breath.

“OK, Peter…bring me off…lick my Pussy and make me come…Slave…!”

My mouth fell upon her sodden, seeping crevice of flesh and my tongue flicked at her raised bud until her hands pulled my hair and pressed her hips to my downward pressure then cried out in pleasure.

“…Yes…yes…yes…you fucking, Slave…do it…do it…oh, Fuck that’s it…I’m there…there…there…!”

Her thighs snapped around my head deafening me for a second and she trembled then vibrated to her heaven; I continued to lap at her very patiently and gently as she sat back against her chair and stroked my hair as I continued my luxurious veneration of her most precious parts.

“…That was so good, Peter…”

She chuckled wickedly and darkly.

“…You still want to attend me… or was it simply a false promise? As all men seem and are so inclined to offer and make!”

I was still sucking her dripping, womanly juices and gasped my commitment.

“No, Miss…I meant every word…”

Her long fingers tugged my hair sharply and I winced in pain.

“Are you sure?”

I stared up at her meaningfully from between her milky legs.

“Anything, Miss…just tell me.”

The palm of her hand pushed and pressed my head away dismissively.

“Get a wipe from my desk and that hand towel!”

I rose up and got the box of wet tissues and the cloth she had pointed to, and kneeled down before her once more as she commanded me.

“Take my knickers off, Peter…then wipe and dry my vagina…”

She was so high, as if she had been drawing grass!

“…As you seem to like it so much…you can indeed serve it…”

Her clear opal eyes found me in wonderland.

“…Would you like that, Peter?”

I nodded instantly and enthusiastically.

“Yes, yes…Miss!”

Her tone was edgy suddenly.

“Well get on with it then…I’m hungry...”

I used the damp, hygienic wipes and cleansed every crease of her femininity; she just watched me and when she was absolutely pristine I took the towel and used the edges to pat her mound and crack until it was perfectly dry. 

Her arm pointed to her desk again.

“…Now some powder…quickly…Slave!”

I fetched and used the talc and when it was applied I could not help but kiss her incredible flesh lightly but reverently.

“You are so precious, Brooke!”

She ignored me as she was getting impatient now.

“Get a pair of knickers from the right hand drawer on the dresser…you choose!”

My trembling fingers entered her private, panty drawer and a pink, silky pair danced on my fingertips and I withdrew them, kneeled, then placed the underwear purposefully on her shaped ankles and drew them up snugly around her mound before I stared up at her pathetically.

“Is that OK, Miss?”

She smiled superciliously.

“Of course, Peter, now…pass me the blue skirt…hanging up…and a white sweater from that pile there…”

I quickly took hold of the clothing and she stood still like an ivory muse as I clipped the wrap around covering into place over her thighs and middle, pulled the soft top over her divine form, and then drew some pop socks on her dainty feet before pressing them in tiny, white trainers until she was done and ready.

Her hands patted my dark, short hair then she mumbled sarcastically and dryly in her patent, good humour.

“…Peter the Pussy Licker…whatever did I do before you came along…!”

Her green spheres glowed at me teasingly.

“…I suppose I need to see you now…pull your trousers and shorts down…!”

I was stunned and terrified but she did not release me from her steely, colourful gaze.

“…Go on, Slave…!”

Shivering, I undid my buttons and removed my jeans; she saw instantly that I had climaxed in my tight, black underpants as they were stained with grey spots of my excited juices and she clapped her hands excitedly.

“…Peter you, Bad Boy…you do like this game…”

I gasped in mortification and disgrace.

“Sorry, Miss!”

Brooke just laughed in her entertainment and glee.

“Not at all it’s a compliment that you get off so easily by serving me… now pants off Peter…let me see you…properly…!”

I was so embarrassed and reluctant, but I took the top of the material in my fingers, drew them to my thighs and closed my eyes in abashment as she shrieked in almost hysterical hilarity.

“…Oh, Peter….how sweet…it’s so small and wet…so lovely…I almost want to touch it…!

She walked the few paces to me and let her longest finger flip at my puny, dangling piece of flesh and to my equal delight and horror it pulsed to her lightest, slightest touch.

“…Very nice…but come on, do yourself up now… and we’ll eat… I’m starving!”

I dressed quickly in relief, thankful to cover my debatable masculinity, and then muttered to her sheepishly.

“I’m normally bigger than that, Miss but…”

I rattled on as if I was completely insane.

“…After I’ve come…I go very small!”

She nodded with the authority of someone that knew all about the male reproductive organ even though I was sure she was not studying biology!

“I understand….like most men…are you ready, Peter?”

I was fluorescent red and so unsure with her and nodded in my confusion.

“Yes, Brooke!”

She led me out and nodded at her flatmate as we left.

“Be back soon. Pen’…”

The small girls’ dark eyes stared at her in unspoken inquisition and my gorgeous companion just giggled in hilarity.

“…I’ll tell you later….interesting though…Peter, is very interesting!”

I felt so much out of my depth with these Alpha girls but here I was going out for meal after seeing and pleasing her most spectacular, private bits and I was happier and more elated than ever before in my life.

Finally things were coming good and together for me!

We hardly spoke until we reached the teeming, burger bar where we slid into the slippery, red leather, communal seating at a large, circular table in the corner.

Brooke smiled at me then sipped her complimentary water.

“How are you doing, Peter the Pussy Licker?”

I blanched a little to her insults.

“Do you have to call me that?”

She shrugged and her full bosom moved a fraction in a heavenly flow of wonderful, youthful, extravagant, female perfection.

“Don’t be shy, Peter…that’s what got me here with you…or have you forgotten and changed your mind… as all boys do…?”

Her lips were so plump, pink and perfect.

“…I can just leave, if you object to my treatment of you?” 

I quickly came to my senses.

“No, Miss…sorry I was just distracted…no I meant every word…”

She chuckled teasingly

“You wish to devote yourself me…?”

I nodded and she just unnervingly gazed and laughed at me.

“…Good…then order me a burger and some Coke!”

I organised the food and we ate; Brooke satisfied her hunger with a few large bites then picked up a long, thin, French fry and I murmured to her nervously as she played with it.

“Am I your boyfriend now, Brooke?”

She stared at me as if I was mad, deluded or both!

“No, Peter you are not…I have 18 months left at the Uni, and I can’t be tied down to any boy here…I want to have fun…”

I looked crestfallen and she howled in delight at my demonstrable discomfort and pain.

“…It doesn’t mean that you can’t be my personal attendant and please me, Peter…I like you and your soft, luscious tongue but…”

I stared at her with glassy eyes not knowing how to react.

“…If you want to assist me like that then no one must know…I am one of the sought after girls here and I like it like that!”

I was surprised but, to be open and honest, did not wish anyone to be aware that I was so subservient to her and I whispered as if someone might be listening and overhear our private conversation.

“So how will it work?”

Her mouth mesmerizingly sucked on the long, thin fry now between her plump, luscious lips as if deep in thought and her mouth formed a small vacuum as my penis jumped and pulsed in fetid reflex and reaction.

“You can be my Geeky Friend…all the girls have one…”

Brooke sniggered almost as an aside.

“…Though some of them are Gay…”

Her translucent globes stared at me suddenly.

“…You’re not Gay are you, Peter?”

I shook my head purposefully.

“No I’m not!”

She smiled distractedly but without concern.

“Good, OK…but I wouldn’t mind if you were…”

My mouth was opening and closing like a broken elevator door at her audacity.

“…So most nights you can come around the apartment and I’ll have things for you to do for me…we’ll see how we go…but…”

I glanced at her nervously; she was truly quite a girl!

“…Naturally I will do as I please and you…”

Spellbound I was still listening and somehow learning.

“…Need only to do as I say!”

She was laughing but I detected more than a trace of wickedness and expectation in her honeyed voice and conversation.

Boys swarmed around her like bees needing a lick and taste of sweet nectar and the fact that she was sitting with me seemed hardly to deter them at all.

I was introduced as a friend- specifically not a boyfriend- to any Alpha males from the football team that happened to pass by and she was invited to more parties in the half an hour we socialised after our food than I had been in my entire life.

We eventually left and I drove her home; to my delight I was unexpectedly invited up to her apartment then into her room but as the door closed she spoke to me sharply.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Peter?”

I was instantly shaken and rattled as I thought I had been doing so well.

“What do you mean?”

She sighed as if in frustration.

“You seem to get so quiet and envious when other guys approach me…?”

I flushed because I was and she could see it in my body language and written on my silly, pallid face.

“…I will be going out with other men…I told you…but…”

Her green diamonds flashed like true gemstones.

“…No one will have your privileges to my special places…”

Her soft voice explained expressively and meaningfully.

“…I want to be a virgin when I get married but…I am a cheerleader and obviously have to do what that entails at Uni…so if you can’t accept that then let’s just leave it.”

I dropped to my knees.

“I’m sorry, Miss…I understand…”

She nodded in acceptance of my deference to her.

“OK, Peter…you may undress me now!”

My fingers reached up, found the clip to her skirt and expertly undid it.

Her long legs were before me and I licked the front on her sensual, pink, panty covered mound and she shuddered instantly in base pleasure then stretched and arched her back like an agile cat. 

“…Am I the only one that can do this Brooke?”

She shook a little and whispered.

“Of course, Peter…if you wish to and, you will not insist on being so puerile and jealous!”

I was so in love with her; she was so utterly perfect.

“Sorry, Brooke…I won’t be stupid anymore…I promise.”

She stroked my hair in a gesture of something I mistook for affection.

“Good Boy…now lower my knickers and love me properly with your mouth…nice and slow, Baby!”

I drew them to and off her ankles and then pressed my tongue into her slimy crevice and licked and lapped at her in fury as she stayed tall, erect and incredibly still, apart from some almost undetectable shuddering.

Her spine was constantly moving and straightening as I pleasured her and then, as her legs began to weaken, she staggered back onto her bed as I crawled on my knees and followed her.

Her thighs were spread and her beautiful, virginal sexual lips were so wet and she scolded me softly

“Slower, Peter, make it last…little licks and caresses…!”

I adjusted my rhythm as I was being over eager in my enthusiasm; she then truly relaxed and let her body go delightfully limp as I treated her.

“…That’s it…mmm…lovely, Peter…”

Her phone suddenly sounded and to my shock she picked it up with her delicate fingers, brought it to her pretty ear and patted my head to continue as she spoke into the receiver.

“Brooke…”

She laughed suddenly.

“Hi, Joe…yes it was fun…”

She giggled in juvenile gaiety.

“Maybe…what time? What should I wear…?”

She emitted a gasp as her unexpected badinage and banter had put me off my stride whilst I was providing such intimacy for her, and I had stopped suddenly and completely.

“Hang on a second, Joe…”

She placed her hand over the speaker, sat up and her fingers pulled my hair, exceptionally hard!”

“…Don’t fucking stop, Peter…lick it if you want to keep your position in my world…!” 

Reprimanded, I quickly began again and she settled on her back once more and continued a mindless, numbing discussion with this boy who was obviously asking her out on a date.

At the very point of her climaxing she covered the mouthpiece once more, emitted a little scream and then collapsed onto the mattress and laughed at this suitor as if she had just sneezed and I just lamely carried on my attentive service in her totally, sodden, folds of flesh and wetness.

“…Yes fine then, Joe…6.45p.m Friday…of course…look forward to it…see you then!”

Brooke closed her eyes seemingly to find her meditation once more and made me lick her for another few minutes as she did so.

Finally I then gently washed and dried her most female parts and bent and sucked her toes because she indicated that she liked me to and, as she did so, there was a slight but obvious rasp and knock at her door.

Penny, her flatmate poked her cheeky head around the door and smiled as she saw me humiliatingly on my knees before her friend.

“Hi, Brooke…home now…Trey was a Bastard as usual…”

She giggled as they all seemed to do when they were talking about something sexual or dirty.

“…So can I borrow, Peter… as you promised?”

My blonde, true love simply laughed in delight.

“Of course Pen’, give us 5 minutes and he’ll come in and sort you out…!”

The girl nodded with excited, flashing, black eyes and shut the door; Brooke then stripped and quickly put on a covering, grey shirt, slipped into her bed and whispered to me in way of an explanation of my duties.

“…Go and do your thing, Peter… if you want to come here all the time then you need to be friendly with Penny; if I have a boyfriend here then I may need you to spend time in her room…!”

I was shocked but there was more bad news to come.

“…Put my dirty clothes in a bag and wash, clean and iron them… be here tomorrow about 8p.m and we can have a drink and a chat and chill out…if you want…?”

I did of course but there was such a huge price to pay to my self respect and pride and she could see I was visibly wavering.

“…Or just go?”

I spoke before I could think.

“No, Miss let me gather the soiled things up!”

I rapidly placed all the dirty items in a laundry bag and she stared at me pointedly a final time.

“Pull your trousers down, Peter!”

There was no point arguing and as I did, she saw that I had come again in my underwear and she giggled.

“Peter you are so easy…now go to, Penny and do a good job…Trey, that Bastard is so rough with her…!”

She mumbled and muttered as I left.

“…Turn the light off, see you tomorrow and you can leave when, Pen’s happy…don’t disappoint her!”

I flicked the switch, gently shut the door and then knocked timidly on the opposite entrance to her flatmate’s room and heard a soft, tired reply.

“Come in, Peter.”

The diminutive girl was lying on her pink, covered bed still in her clothing and seemed a little inebriated to me; she whispered quietly, almost slurring her words as she did so.

“Take my stuff off, Peter…”

She sighed dirtily.

“…Nell told me what you did for her…”

Her mouth spoke only in sullied expectation.

“…Now you can do it for me…!”

I lowered her zip and the blue dress slid off her easily, revealing her petite body that was only covered by tiny, white ruffled, panties that had a blue frill decorating the edges and was very pretty and girlish.

Penny rolled onto her back and spread her thighs in obvious and eager anticipation.

“…Lick me through the knickers then you can remove them and suck me, clean…”

I was horrified to be treated so disrespectfully but Brooke’s words, instructions and warnings were ringing in my ears and I kneeled down between her legs and gently started to kiss her wet panties.

She started to murmur and moan and cry lowly in pure surprise and delight.

“…That’s it…fuck, Trey’s such a, Bum…just fucks me and fills me over and over…it’s all too quick…fuck that it, Peter…lick me…lick me…nice…!”

She groaned deeply and in spite of my revulsion I slowly removed her knickers and began to lap at her line of indented femininity and to my horror realised that she was truly full of semen, as she had previously alluded to.

But I could not stop, and my tongue entered her saturation and drew the juices out of her as I pressed down on her special bud and rise of sensitivity until she was squirming and twisting her knees in rotation and delectation.

“…Oh, Peter you, Clever Boy…lick him out of me…he’s such a Bastard to use me…fuck he was so big… and he just took me…fucked me…yes ...yes… just….there…yes…!”

She shrieked loudly, threw her arms up to the foul, sexual Gods and vibrated to her orgasm before she fell back dramatically onto the soft mattress, as if all he energy had been removed and sucked out of her at a stroke. 

“…Heaven, that’s just fucking heaven…!”

She let me continue for many minutes then patted my head softly.

“…You can stop now Peter…I’m cooked…absolutely…basted and done…!”

I rose up tiredly, stood before her and her inky, shimmering eyes observed me curiously.

“…Brooke said I could do something for you…if I wanted…”

She smiled, kneeled then began to gently undo my jeans and before I realised they and my shorts were around my thighs; unbelievably she was staring at my small, erect, little penis and to my discomfort and consternation her high voice was joyous and unusually interested.

“…Oh my goodness, Peter…what a tiny one…Trey’s is huge by comparison… massive…all the black guys are…”

She chuckled mockingly and went on as if I was even interested in her drivel!

“…It’s a good job you can lick pussy, Peter…keep Brooke happy…she doesn’t go for the black guys…”

I was delighted to hear this; I recognised this girl was morally corrupt but did not object as she took my hard flesh in her slender, busy fingers and distracted me.

“…Doesn’t know what she’s missing but…it’s her choice…”

She stared up at me tantalisingly.

“…Do you want me to suck you, Peter…as a one off special treat…for doing a good job? I will if you want?”

I groaned and she took the tip of it in her soft, seductive lips and I squealed out like an adolescent girl.

“Yes, Penny…no one’s ever done that…oh fuck!”

Her mouth moved over my sensitive rise of manhood and I felt a woman’s, wet softness around my penile flesh for the first time in my life and, to my shame and dishonour, came almost immediately.

She spat it out on my belly then let me dribble on her lips and finally brought her face up and wiped her mouth on mine until, to my shock, they were frosted with my own semen and she just laughed at my confusion and distress.

“Lick it, Peter…it’s just what you’ve been eating out of me…but less and thinner of course…Trey is a real comer.”

My tongue wiped my mouth from side to side and removed the physical stain, but the experience of the whole evening and events were indelibly seared and etched into my heated brain.

She dismissed me tiredly with just a peck on my cheek and the promise that I could pleasure her again as she had been delighted with my efforts but, as I drove back to my dorm, I had to question if I was doing the right thing?

I understood undeniably that I was being used, humbled and humiliated but there again and in spite of the negatives, I had just had salacious intimacy with the girl of my fantasies and her beautiful flatmate, who had even sucked my little, virginal penis!  Whatever the downside, I concluded that this lurid adventure undoubtedly seemed like a huge leap in the right, social direction for me! 

My dizzy head was distracted all day at classes, a couple of the guys had seen me out with Brooke and I had a few well meaning slaps on the back as if for a job well done.

I never let on what our true relationship was, although in truth even I was unsure but it was clear that even just being around this girl was good for me in way I did not even contemplate or yet fully comprehend.

She was definitely a touchstone and my initial Kudos with my peers made my desire and intention to hold onto her all the firmer and resolute.

Fortunately because of my family’s wealth I rented my own flat in the block; it had its own private washing machine when I had reached my temporary home that evening I quickly put Brooke’s dirty clothes in the front loading door.

I noticed that a couple of pairs of her knickers were silk and needed care and to be sure that I did no damage to her clothes, I hand washed them and found myself being turned on by just the seductive sensuous feel of them as I did so.

I felt so excited and privileged to be handling the items that had been so near to her divine, intimate form and admired the brightly, coloured knickers as I worked.

There was a black pair with red trim and tiny bows and a white pair with tiny cream frills all around the edge and I examined them diligently and made sue they were completely pristine.

The same au pairs that had shown me the questionable beauty of providing oral sex had also shown me how to properly wash and iron, and by the time I reached Brooke’s apartment at 7.50p.m the following evening all her soiled items were pressed and immaculate for her inspection and use.

Penny opened up and smiled as she saw me.

“Hi, Peter the Pussy Licker…Brooke’s in her room…”

She giggled stupidly.

“…Trey’s coming over in a bit…so I might need you later.”

My eyes blinked vacuously and pretended I did not understand what she was referring to; why was it that all these promiscuous girls liked what I could provide so much more than they seemed to like me!

I knocked on Brooke’s room and heard her sweet refrain.

“Open…come in, Peter.”

I entered and shut the door with a click; we were alone and I saw she was lying on her large bed, naked apart from just a pair of slim, beige knickers and I attempted to remain as calm and unaffected as I could.

It was not at all easy and I tried my best to focus elsewhere and distract myself.

“I have done the washing, Brooke.”

She looked at the bag I was carrying and smiled sweetly.

“Good, put them away…there’s some more for you in the basket.”

I nodded, blushed and spoke like a mere servant.

“Thank you…I hand washed the silk ones.”

She seemed surprised.

“You’re good at cleaning as well, Peter, that’s wonderful…you’re a…”

Her pretty head searched for an appropriate word and then she found it.

“…Treasure…!”

Her green eyes followed me although I was trying my best to avoid her uncomfortable gaze.

“…Did you enjoy handling my knickers, Peter?”

I wished and willed for my face to return to its natural pale, pan colour but it was a futile exercise and I could not disguise my deviance.

“Yes, Brooke…I’m pleased to do it for you!”

The young woman laughed at my obvious uncertainty and dishonesty.

“I’m sure… you, Little Pervert…thinking about my Pussy, hey…?”

I was too flustered to speak and she just shook her head in fun at my expense and tried to calm me.

“…It’s OK, Peter…I quite appreciate you like that…it’s weird but honest and I can deal with that…and…”

Her green spheres flashed devilishly.

“…I have offered you full access to my most precious parts…!”

My mind needed distraction and I quickly and efficiently placed her clean clothes in the appropriate places in her wardrobe then filled the plastic bag with her new creased items.

When I returned my focus to her she was reclining in her wicker chair with a hard bound book in her long, delicate fingers.

“….I have to read a few chapters of this…so suck my toes as I do, and relax me…I like it when you tell me how much you adore me!”

I fell to my knees as she brought the intellectual, pretentious, French novel before her face that covered it, and also the vision of her pert, plump breasts; I took her agile, right foot in my hands and fingers and began to pant in strange devotion.

“I do love you, Brooke….I do!”

My tongue began to lick at her soles and then my lips twisted around the toes each in turn and I sucked them one by one and the only sound from her as she studied was a small, insignificant sigh of satisfaction. 

I spoke only of my devotion to her and from my lowly position I looked up at the front of her pink, transparent knickers, saw the outline of her fragile, virginal vagina and tried not to stare too intrusively although I was sure she observed and noted my tawdry compulsion.

It was hard, if not impossible, to miss something so obvious!

Under her instruction I rubbed some cream in her perfect, dainty feet and after about half an hour she placed her book down, got up from her chair, smiled and then spread out a large white towel on her bed and lay face-down upon it as she murmured.

“Cream my back, Peter…very slowly I like a nice, sensual massage.”

I took off my shoes, knelt astride her body and my fingers touched her velvety flesh for the first time; her skin was so silky and smooth and I lost myself in my excitement and intoxication as I gently kneaded every female muscle she had.

Suddenly we heard disturbing noises from next door; rhythmical knocking and slapping sounds before screams and wails of obvious sexual and physical distress and interaction that echoed and floated about this pretty room.

I paused for a moment to listen and Brooke berated me fiercely.

“Don’t you dare stop, Peter…it’s just Dirty, Penny getting fucked…”

She whispered surprisingly disapprovingly.

“…She’s a nice girl but such a Whore…letting all the black guys just use her…fuck her over and over again…”

She murmured weakly as I continued to press her strong, muscular back.

“…She has no self-respect or pride…none…”

I felt her body shudder in apparent, real revulsion and distaste.

“…None at all!” 

I wasn’t sure what to say and proffered my agreement.

“Yes Brooke…you’re a Lady…above such things…that’s why I hold you in such high regard….Penny is just a Slut!”

My female deity rolled over onto her back and I could now clearly see her tiny, pink nipples, rounded breasts and again tried not to stare, but the windows to the soul of the celestial object of my attentions were tightly closed.

She hadn’t even noticed my craving and desperation for her as if she was lost in her own separated, fantasy world.

“Lick me off, Peter through the panties…like a Dog…!”

I moved between her legs and she spread her thighs apart; my wet tongue began to work on her slit of already leaking sexuality and I could sense she was unusually agitated as she complained bitterly.

“…All the girls are getting fucked, like Penny…just lying there while some black stud puts his cock up them, fucks them and fills them with thick, dirty sperm.”

She was so saturated that her knickers slipped to one side and my sodden flesh met her own leaking sexual lips and I gasped at her in confusion and desire.

“You’re not like that, Brooke…wouldn’t let some black guy fuck you…you are so perfect, innocent and virginal!”

Her breath was now heaving almost in synchronisation and time to the screams from the room, right next door and I centred my educated pressure on her prurient rise of femininity.

“I am Peter…I am a virgin…my husband will take my innocence when I marry…I’m not a Whore….to just let any guy with a big, thick, dark cock…just fuck my pussy…!”

My mouth was working overtime as her legs widened then parted further and further as she grunted and growled in a strangulated whisper.

“…There, Peter…harder…oh fuck….that’s why I need you….lick it…suck it…harder...Harder, Peter…. fuck… fuck… oh my God…!”

As Penny wailed to her climax so did Brooke, but almost silently; her knees twisted and came together, her body vibrated and she shivered and shuddered in almost explosive release of her sexual tension.

I continued my oral service diligently as she settled and eventually regained her senses enabling her to speak again.

“…That was good, Peter…you are very useful…”

She sighed and spoke in justification of her outrageous, salacious actions.

“…I need lots of orgasms but… I’m not going to let my body be abused like the other girls…I’m not like that!”

I felt her most personal part on and against my salivating lips and became horrified at the thought of some other brutish man invading or defiling it.

“No don’t, Brooke, let me do this for you….you are special… pure…not for some crude, Black…or just any man to take!”

She began to whine and whinny again.

“Yes…no one like that will just stick their big penis up me and fuck me like a, Tramp…pump me full of spunk and thick, sticky sperm…Bastard…. Bastard… fucking me… that’s it, Peter…love me…love me!”

She moaned and muttered and cried in her own private, sullied reverie as I laboured and worked on her until finally she shuddered and climaxed once more as if she was a nymphomaniac which I was sure she was not!

I was pretty certain anyway!

But surprisingly she was not satisfied or sated and although I heard the front door slam as Penny’s boyfriend left I continued to pleasure her for a further hour until finally she was fully relaxed and settled. 

I wiped her slippery lips with a hygienic wipe then gently patted it dry with a hand towel before applying some talc until it was pristine, fresh and calm again. 

When it was all done and perfect I kissed the tip of her sexual flesh worshipfully.

“You are such a Lady, Brooke…I do love you!”

She looked at me and then disconcertingly, almost straight through me.

“Pass me that white slip on the cupboard door…”

I did so promptly and she pulled it over her then smiled tiredly; she was utterly spent!

“…Good, Peter….come here about 7p.m on Friday and you can help me get dressed for my date…”

I stared at her in perplexity and she shrugged in sudden and real irritation and frustration with me.

“…I did tell you…do you want to serve me or not?”

My body shook my brain back from dreams of romance and rainbows and realised what I had promised her a few days previously.

“No… yes of course…sorry, Brooke of course…7p.m, Friday!”

She slipped into her bed and gazed at me sleepily.

“Go into, Penny now…I said that she could use your spectacular talents as she did the other night…she said you liked it almost as much as she did…”

She snickered wickedly.

“…And she might give you a little treat as she did before…!”

I flushed blood red and Brooke just giggled at the fact that she knew about my oral present and misadventure with her promiscuous flatmate.

“…It’s OK, Peter…I don’t care and anyway…you’d never get that from me…I would never do that to anyone… under any circumstances…”

She shuddered and twirled her delightful head in apparent nausea and distaste.

“…Yuk…sucking a boy’s penis…disgust…ing…so make the most of it… if she offers…!”

She laughed and waved me away.

“…You nor anyone will ever get that from my mouth! Never, ever…never!”

My lips lovingly kissed her on the forehead and she was almost asleep before I gently shut the door of her room.

I stood outside Penny’s door and knew what was waiting for me inside and I cursed that all women seemed to gabble and gab and tell each other everything.

It was so fucking annoying!

The slight girl was lounging on her bed with a white, baby doll, lacy top bunched around her hips and her matching, almost, transparent knickers around her mound; they were strangely off centre so I could clearly see traces of her striking, defined line of female flesh.

I could instantly notice that she was literally smothered in sperm, both on her knickers and inverted creases, and my stomach seemed to flip in strange emotions as she murmured to me tiredly.

“Trey was very bad, Peter…I mean so naughty…”

She murmured and closed her drooping eyes.

“…Clean me up, Sweetheart…be a Doll…”

She seemed to groan and complain but they all did this.

“…Sometimes he’s so hard and rough and I don’t come…almost but not quite…that’s the worst…’cause then I’m just sitting on the edge…”

She giggled stupidly.

“…That’s why I need you, Peter…all girls, need a boy like you…to take their time and bring them off…it’s so delicious, divine…and luxurious…”

I bent my head to her crotch and she spread her thighs and the acrid aroma of recent copulation was overwhelming but, obediently and to her obvious expectation, I began to lick at the pungent, sticky mess as she whispered in her sullied delight.

“…That’s it, Peter…suck it all up…God, there is so much…he’s such a comer, Trey…all of my knickers…oh, Peter…lovely…”

She let me work on her a while then pulled the sensuous, light material to one side and I was then lapping at her dripping, slippery vagina while she pulled my hair and cried in building and voluminous pleasure.

“…Oh yes, Peter…Brooke doesn’t know what she’s missing… a big, black cock fucking her…and you cleaning her afterwards…”

My own flesh was rigid at her disgusting vision and I spat with my saturated, slime coated tongue.

“She’s not like that…she’s a virgin…innocent…”

The girl made a sound that was between a grunt and a laugh, simply pressed her slit ever more tightly against my puckered mouth.

Suddenly she shuddered and vibrated like an unanswered cell phone until she brought her hips and thighs around my head as if only to uncaringly crush me in her shuddering exultation.

Her body and mind eventually calmed and the selfish girl insisted that I continue for a while to placate her senses and libido completely until finally she was sated.

Humiliatingly I then wiped and dried her special slither, putting some talc on as I did for my girlfriend.

I thought about Brooke as my girlfriend but to be honest with everything that I had to do around her sometimes, I was unsure?

Finally the demanding, sexually gluttonous, Penny was composed and relaxed and she smiled at me teasingly and with some satisfaction.

“Pull your jeans down, Peter…let me see you…”

I was instantly excited as I had truly loved the oral experience of the other night and I lowered my covering to leave just my underpants on.

She saw they were stained thick with my juices and she sniggered in her normal, irritating hilarity.

“…My, you do like this game, Peter…now lower them and let me see your little boy…”

I pulled the black shorts to my knees and she laughed at my tame show of erect male power and masculinity.

“…So cute….it’s hard to believe that you and Trey are the same sex…he is so huge in comparison to you…”

I flushed in abashment and shame but she bent her head forward and took the end of my cock in the very tip of her lips.

“…One more time…but after that… we need to find a new way for you to come off, Peter…my boyfriend definitely would not like me doing this for you…”

I groaned as she provided a little pressure and suction on my agitated, hard penis and grumbled in complaint as she did so.

“…Anyway Brooke should be giving this to you…”

I cried out in her defence.

“She wouldn’t do this…ever!”

Her tongue licked my tiny balls and I was so enticingly close to ecstasy and she muttered.

“Stuck up Cow…thinks she’s too good to do the things all of us other girls do…but maybe she will…”

She chuckled in the irony of her self deprecation.

“…I never thought I would…but now I love it…”

She could sense I was so addictively near salvation or ruin.

“…Oh, Peter…are you thinking about your virginal Brooke giving Head…sucking some guy off… like a Whore…?”

I was gone instantaneously and jerked my essence over her closed mouth and as previously, she swiftly brought her face up to mine and I licked my semen off her pretty, pink lips as she smiled in a discoloured, white crease and mumbled.

“…I do swallow, Peter but not yours…this is just a little gift and pleasure… for doing a good job…but next time we’ll have…to get your rocks off in a different way…”

Penny was such a Bitch; I recognised this for sure as she tormented me.

“…And too much of a good thing can be harmful…!”

She pulled up her knickers tightly around her crotch, drew her bright, floaty, short gown around her body and slipped happily under the sheets and stared at me in whizzing pheromones that undoubtedly fuelled her good humour.

“…Shut the door on the way out, Peter and maybe see you Friday!”

Her eyes were twinkling and I knew that Brooke had told her she was going on a date and that I was to be getting her dressed and ready; how humiliating was that?

Girls really were so horrible, heartless and mean!

I returned home and tried to resume my university routine in the morning but, seemingly from the moment I had spoken to Brooke on that front porch, my attitude towards my academic work changed forever. 

I had always been gifted and intelligent but I now found it difficult to concentrate and would often enter some trance like state during lectures, mostly about Brooke and her distinct, feminine and delectable form.

However before I realised it was Friday and I was depositing her perfectly laundered washing in her room as she began to try on various, pretty, racy outfits which she would invariably discard and leave me to fold and then hang back up for her in her infinite wardrobe.

She finally settled on a pair of tiny, blue panties with a white lace trim, a wrap around short, blue skirt, a cut off tight white top that showed her thin nipples, as there was no need for a bra, and she pulled her hair back into a pretty, blonde, pony tail and chuckled childishly.

“It’s only the movies and a burger…but I always do have to look my best!”

I was overcome by her and so painfully jealous but tried to hide my understandable envy and be supportive.

“You look sensational, Brooke.”

She stood on the tiptoes of her Nike, white trainers and admired her reflection in the elongated mirror.

“You think so…will, Joe want to fuck me?”

I gasped in confusion.

“Of course but I thought…”

She only smiled vapidly at my patent concern.

“I’m not going to let him, Silly… but just want him to long to…do me…women like to tease boys, Peter…”

She shook her head in bemusement.

“…You just don’t understand girls do you?”

It seemed obvious that I didn’t and just nodded like a fool and spoke like one as well.

“Shall I leave now?”

She stared at me in genuine surprise.

“No of course not…wait until I get back…I will need you…Joe will be here shortly so we won’t be late…you can wait in Penny’s room…she’s not going out so she said that she’s look after you…”

She stared at her reflection and shimmied in vain appreciation of her beauty.

“…I will tell, Joe that you’re her Dorky friend…so stick to the story if he or anyone else asks you.”

She was so outrageously uncaring of my feelings but looked like a vision of loveliness and I just surrendered to her as always.

“OK, Brooke…OK…I did agree.”

She patted both my flushed cheeks as she went past me.

“Yes you did…so don’t forget, Slave!”

I replied almost in reflex to her authority.

“Yes, Miss…I understand.”

I sat waiting in relative silence in the compact lounge with her and Penny, who perched up on the arm of my single seat as Brooke took the larger couch as if in anticipation of her selected guest and date.

I was so agitated and covetous but tried my best not to display my feelings as the doorbell sounded and a tall, broad, handsome man with short, blonde hair and dazzling blue eyes came in.

To my patent discomfort, he presumptuously kissed Brooke directly and purposely on her soft, pouting lips.

Unaware of my unease, he sat beside her, far too close for my comfort and my true love spoke softly.

“This is Penny, my flatmate and her friend, Peter.”

He nodded uncaringly as if to indicate he was not really too interested in us and, why should he have been, when he had a night out with Brooke to look forward to?

They left within a few minutes then without any discussion and within the shortest period of time, Penny was relaxing nakedly on her bed with me performing my seemingly routine obligations and duties to her most private, slimy place with my tongue and mouth.

It was as though I had no say in such personal, primitive matters and had to provide what this girl and, presumably any of Brooke’s other friends, wanted and required of me. 

We had the whole evening as I knew Brooke would be out for a long while; Penny was in no rush as she let me extravagantly lick and lavish oral pleasure on her while she dozed and dreamed of who knows what.

She was obviously horny and always very tantalisingly near to coming but pressed or pushed my head to direct me to lower or lessen my speed if she was getting too close to heaven.

All the girls definitely liked to make it last!

After about half an hour there was a sudden hammering at the front entrance and we presumed Brooke had forgotten something; Penny quickly pulled on a white robe and went to the door and left me slobbering and dithering on her covers as if I had the effects of rabies or some other disease that made you slather.

She returned in a frantic second and whispered urgently and agitatedly to me and in real fear and tension.

“Trey’s here…get in the wardrobe and don’t say a fucking word…if he finds you in here… he’ll fucking kill you!”

Before I could say anything I was bundled into a slim, white cupboard and held the door tightly against myself and felt my whole being shaking in terror and upset, as I peered out through the narrow crack into the room. 

Trey, the black boyfriend was by now standing erect by the bed and he was tall, muscular and incredibly athletic; Penny was sitting on the mattress and had lost all of the arrogance and confidence she displayed in her dealings with me and was all girly, gushing and servile with him as he addressed her curtly.

“Was feeling bored, Pen’…thought what could I do…?”

He chided her dirtily and without the faintest respect.

“…Any ideas, Baby?”

Her hand stroked the front of his jeans seeming to enjoy his crude, suggestive conversation with her.

“Maybe, Trey…I’ve always got good ideas…”

In seconds his trousers and shorts had been removed and in her tiny fingers was the biggest penis I could ever have conjured up in my lewd, crude mind or imagination.

It was simply huge, solid like rock, incredibly thick and both Penny and I stared at it in wonder but for obviously, differing reasons.

I held my breath as she began to lick and suck it, drawing the steely, dark flesh in and out of her petite mouth as if it was an invasive piece of black rock and he stroked her head as if she was a mere dog and grunted.

“Fuck you’re good at this, Girl…”

He grabbed her long hair and pulled her back and forth on his lengthy erection forcefully and she gagged and gasped as he did so.

After a while he pushed her on the bed and she removed her robe and kneeled dutifully before him; I then watched in disbelief as this monstrous cock was dirtily, incredibly and no doubt painfully, slowly inserted, actually into her tight asshole and she cried out in helplessness and apparent shock.

Before I realised he was fucking her; he gripped her slim hips with his enormous hands as he rammed into her like an energetic, black piston firing on all cylinders.

The battering ram was withdrawn and then inserted into her pussy and once again he fucked and rutted her as she simpered, whimpered and squealed until finally his handsome face contorted into a look of furious agony.

He juddered, shuddered, held her steely still and released his viscous fluid inside her petite, shivering, quivering body.

He collapsed beside her on the bed and she slid down to his groin and began to suck his weeping, shrunken flesh although even in that state it was still 3 or four times bigger than me, even erect!

And I was stiff; horribly, uncomfortably, inexplicably solid at being forced to bear witness to this impossible debauchery.

I knew if I touched myself I would come but I didn’t want to in case I made a noise and I just continued to voyeuristically gaze in wonderment at the vision of Penny providing a perfect, sloppy, blow job to the fetid penis of this black, Man Beast once again.

Her mouth was used to take him to the very edge of his release then she spread herself on her back submissively and stroked his balls until he spurted his thick, rich essence and virile ejaculate all over her, slippery bald vagina with just a tantalising trace of black down above it.

He groaned tiredly and for a minute and much to my concern, I thought he was going to stay and sleep but thankfully he did not and just grimaced rudely at her.

“Fuck, Pen’…you are such a Whore…so good on the Bone… Girl…!”

He raised himself onto his strong, shaped, muscular legs and laughed in his selfish, sordid gratification.

“…Gotta go…will sleep good now…see you on Sunday after the game, Pen’…”

He leant down and kissed her firmly on her soft, salivating mouth.

“…Love you, Babe…see Ya!”

And with that tentative expression of adoration this mercurial, monster of a male and louche example of masculinity had gone, leaving Penny naked on the bed and literally dripping and sloppily covered everywhere with visible sweat and sperm.

After the door had slammed she murmured softly.

“Come out now, Peter…it’s safe…”

She giggled ironically.

“…From him…anyway!”

I pushed open the wardrobe and staggered out into the light from the lamp by her bed and squinted to adjust to the brightness after the intense blackness of my hiding spot.

Her granite eyes fixed me in anticipation.

“Did you like that, Peter…?”

Her gazed settled at my stiff, raised crotch and she laughed.

“…Obviously…take your trousers off, Peter let me see…”

I was so shaken and weak and complied immediately until my hard, little man was pointing directly at her and she was so amazed and amused.

“…Wow, Peter you Little Stud…we need to lose that then you can clean me up…don’t want any accidents do we…?”

She was laughing quietly.

“…You can see why I love, Trey…he’s so gross and powerful…when he fucks me it’s just so insane!”

I was so close to coming and all I could think of for some peculiar reason was Brooke and gasped out stupidly.

“He called you a Whore…Brooke would never do that…be so easy and cheap!”

Her eyes just sparkled like burning coals to my insult.

“Pick up my knickers by your foot, Peter…look at the crotch…”

I bent and took them in my fingers and they were so fine, delicate and wet and I opened then up until I saw the soft, stained gusset from her leaking juices.

“…Put it on your cock Peter and rub it…”

I shook my head.

“No please, Penny!”

She was insistent however.

“Fucking do it or you won’t stay here with me or Brooke…she can’t let you without my permission…so just place it on your penis…!”

It was so acutely humiliating but as I put the soft sensuous material onto my aching flesh I felt a shot of incredible, electrical pleasure and elation and she could tell.

“…That’s it rub it, Peter…rub it hard and think about what you saw...Trey fucking me…a real man fucking and using me…and his come all over my knickers.”

I closed my eyes and tried to think about Penny being taken so outrageously, but to my shame and unease my mind and imagination didn’t actually recall her bent over and being fucked up the ass at all.

To my horror the face I saw skewed in rapture and delight was my sweet Brooke’s, and as I visualised her in my mixed up head, my hand pressed my flesh and my body shuddered and ejaculated.

Disgustingly, I then jerked blobs of my sperm into the soft, sensitive crotch of the knickers and exhaled in my disgrace and foul depravity.

Penny’s hand then applied more pressure and the moisture spread until it completely infused the panties and she smiled exceedingly dirtily.

“…Put them on, Peter…then lick me off!”

I tried to argue once more.

“Please, Penny not wearing them.”

Her tone was firm, specific and commanding.

“Put them on, Peter you’ve come in them now put them on…do it…now!”

I placed my ankle in each hole and drew the tight, miniscule knickers around my crotch and to my surprise they fitted snugly, moistly and weirdly comfortingly, around my genitals.

In seconds I was between her thighs once more and licking the sperm that literally covered her completely, until eventually she was clean and then I concentrated on her clitoris for seemingly hours as she continually reached her loud orgasms and climaxes over and over again.

Our interaction was broken only by the sound of the front door opening and then voices in the lounge; it was clear that Brooke and her unwelcome date, Joe were back!

Penny pulled on her dressing gown, led me to the door and we peeked out as they sat on the couch and she whispered to me.

“Watch this if you think your girl is so innocent!”

The blonde boy sat close to her, was whispering in her ear and suddenly they began kissing and his hands were pushing and caressing her shapely body through her clothes as he gasped.

“You are so beautiful, Brooke let me touch you…make love to you.”

Her tongue was kissing him with passion but she somehow managed to remain cool and under control.

“I told you I don’t do that, Joe…you understood.”

He was desperate though

“Please, Brooke…I’m so hard…fuck…so hard!”

Her voice had an uncomfortable, for me, excited edge to it.

“Do you want me to jerk you…hold it, Joe?”

He was twisting and squirming like a maggot on a fishing hook.

“Yes…yes…please!”

Before I realised she had undone his jeans and his big, erect, white cock was being gripped in her fine fingers as she muttered seductively.

“Oh, Joe…you Bad Boy…wanting to stick this thing inside me!”

He was nearly crying in tension and desire

“Yes, let me…or suck it…please!”

She chuckled in her barbed, bated breath.

“I don’t do that, Joe…and no one fucks me but my husband…but you can come in my hand…oh Joe, you are so near!”

I jumped as I felt Penny’s palm on my wet crotch through the knickers as she discovered my own erection; I then watched on in dismay and she murmured softly as if intent on making me suffer even more.

“And you are so close as well, Peter, watching your girlfriend…giving a hand-job to her date…it’s her party trick…does it with all the boys…”

I bit my lip and hopelessly and although I tried to stop myself, perversely pumped more fetid fluid into the already stained centre as she snickered quietly.

“…Oh you do like this, Peter the Pervert!”

My eyes had closed momentarily and to my distress when I opened them, Joe was grunting and groaning and his penis was jerking juice all over Brooke’s dainty, creamy hands and delicate, painted fingers.

As I still looked on mesmerized, My Girl quickly cleaned him up and he was gone with some promise about another date next week and to my disconcertion, Brooke came directly over to Penny’s room and purposefully opened the door.

Brooke stared at me in the sodden knickers and then gazed at her friend in puzzlement; they just laughed out loud and Penny spoke in vague explanation.

“It just happened, Brooke Babe…and they do seem to suit him!”

She quickly explained about Trey and the humiliating fact that I had reached orgasm as I had voyeuristically watched my fair sweetheart foully handle her date to his dirty completion. 

Brooke seemed extremely amused, said her goodbyes to her flatmate and then took my hand and led me swiftly and eagerly to her room.

Quickly I stripped her, hung up her clothes, separated the items for washing, and when I had her moist, blue panties in my tremulous fingers she whispered to me with a definite edge to her tone.

“Put my knickers on, not Penny’s…you’re my, Slave…so you wear my things…not hers, the Bitch…that’s it…!”

My hands that had already removed the dark, sodden, stained pair off her hips obediently placed the thin, pretty item around me as she lay back on her bed and spread her naked thighs almost squat and observed me in curiosity.

“…Bring me off, Peter…I always get horny handling a cock…he was big…”

I bent down and my tongue licked her slippery, tight slit as she sighed and groaned in base pleasure.

“…I used to have to masturbate myself…but this is so much better…nice and slowly…!”

I suckled and venerated her feminine slither and she teased me.

“…So you saw Penny, fucked, did you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

She inhaled and held her intake of air in tension.

“Where did he fuck her?”

I mumbled though my sodden, saturated lips.

“In the mouth, Miss, the pussy and…”

She wailed as if she was in a sullied dream and waited breathlessly for my continuation.

“…In her ass, Miss…he fucked her up the ass…!”

She was squirming and turning now.

“Was he big…was he…is he?”

I had to be honest.

“He was enormous, Miss…huge…stuck his giant, black cock up her ass and fucked her…I don’t know how it got inside!”

She reached out to the sullied sexual Gods with her hands and fingers, vibrated and shivered to her orgasm and as she did so I spurted my own release into the crotch of her panties as she grunted then slowly returned and came back to earth.

“That girl is such a, Whore…!”

I had to agree, Penny was not like my girl, Brooke at all; my love was most definitely a Lady and a Pure, Perfect Princess!

She moved her head and I eventually rose up and she saw that I had soiled her deep blue knickers to navy in the centre and she giggled.

“…Those are a good idea, stops you spurting everywhere…keep them on…clean them with my other stuff…but I like you wearing my underwear…”

She shivered even though she was so hot.

“…It’s like you belong to me…!”

Her mind seemed to wander into introspective thought suddenly and she stared at me with her large, green, innocent globes.

“…Is that how you feel, Peter…like you are mine?”

My head nodded stupidly but also because that was indeed how it seemed; somehow I sensed that I belonged to Brooke completely and absolutely.

“Yes, Miss of course.”

She sniggered happily.

“Well you can wear them all the time when you please me and my friends…only my knickers now…it’s the mark you are my property!”

She was contemptible but I knew this was just a silly game and we were both tired; I was sent on my way with an instruction to come Sunday at 3p.m in the afternoon as she was out at a dance on Saturday.

With another man no doubt, but I didn’t bother to ask as I probably would not have liked the answer.

I didn’t argue or question her; there seemed little point and our further appointment gave me something else to dwell upon and look forward to.

When the flush and rush of adrenaline and pheromones had washed out of my system, I cooled and contemplated what I was doing, part of me wanted to stop and run from her and this insanity.

To be a servant, clean her clothes, wear her knickers and worship her body with my mouth was so humiliating and debasing but there was also something so compulsive and addictive about it as well.

In all private honesty, having such intimate access to her precious vagina was intensely thrilling, especially knowing I was the only one allowed such a privilege!

Whenever I questioned myself, I knew that what I had with Brooke was special and I could never walk away from her so easily.

On the Saturday I laundered all of her clothes and decadently wore a pair of her white, lace knickers to bed and had debased, sordid, confused, mixed up, sexual dreams about her as I masturbated teasingly and spoiled the tantalising panties many times.

In the morning I cleaned them by hand and as always, felt queasy touching her smalls; it was such a luxurious sensation to feel the materials dance on my fingertips knowing they had adorned my love’s special parts.

I arrived at the apartment on Sunday 15 minutes early and I was relieved that she was in by herself.

I put her clothes in the cupboards and she made me strip and put on small, pink, frilly knickers around my genitals before kneeling and providing her with oral sex as she told me about a date with another guy on the previous night.

I climaxed as always just to her words and stories and the sheer depravity of what we were doing and when we were finished I dried her lovingly as normal, and dressed her in a short, pink skirt, white panties and a resplendent, loose, linen top.

She then smiled and stared at me.

“The girls will be over in a minute…having a drinking and social session…Nell, Penny, Trish and me…so you will serve drinks and do what is…required…!”

I realised that I was still in the dirtied, brightly coloured frilly knickers and she saw my understandable concern.

“…Just put your jeans and top on…no one will know…what you’re wearing…I’m not that cruel, Peter…just relax…and realise that you’re so lucky that I trust you to do this for me and us!”

I swiftly dressed to cover my shame, put out some snacks and when the girls arrived I served them wine and then inevitably as they began to talk and drink their defences lowered, libidos raised and the tall, red haired Nell began first with her demands.

She sat on the single, soft chair raised the short hem on her blue dress and I could obviously see she was not wearing panties as she whispered to me.

“Peter the Pussy Licker…I said we’d do it again…but there’s no boyfriend first… this time…!”

She smiled stupidly.

“…Sorry, Peter…but off you go!”

My eyes looked at Brooke for escape but she was already merry, and obviously on board with all of these shenanigans; I therefore understood immediately this was what was expected of me and was between her tall friend’s thick, white thighs in an reluctant instant.

I began gently and slowly but was soon providing increasingly more stimulation as I went to her most erogenous and sensitive centres.

Her fingers pulled my hair but she continued to talk and drink to the other girls as if what I was performing was a mere trick or distraction.

“This is such a good idea, Brooke…fuck…Peter is such a find…mmm…such an Obedient, Good, Good Boy!”

I performed like a trained and physical lapdog until she trembled, vibrated and came and then she just sat there as I continued just to suck and lick at her deeply as if I had nothing better to do.

Finally she seemed satisfied, sighed expressively and looked at the new girl who I had not seen or met before; she was tiny, with brown hair, a rounded bottom, an unmemorable face, and somewhat stocky legs and thighs.

“Your turn, Trish; don’t be chicken!”

I wanted to speak, object and prevent them treating me so disrespectfully but I had already agreed to all of this.

The girl initially feigned disinterest but before she protested too much, Nell and Brooke had pulled her denim shorts off and my head was between her stocky legs and she grumbled, murmured and complained as I began to lick her thin, scented, yellow, cotton knickers.

“Don’t tell, Danny…he would never do this…not experienced it before!”

My girlfriend chuckled cheekily.

“Relax, Trish…it’s a girl’s secret and Peter the Pussy Licker is not going to tell is he? Relax it’s lovely!”

I sensed her start to settle and soon her fingers withdrew her covering material to reveal a mound covered with thick, brown, pubic hair and my tongue searched through the tangle for her special spot and when I found it she squealed and shook and squeaked the place down like a demented mouse!

“Oh Fuck…suck it, Bitch…do me…fuck, fuck…Oh, God this is so nice…yes just there…there…fuck… I’m there!”

She pulled my hair roughly and then sat back, gasping and vibrating in her seat as if she’d been hit by a truck and spread her thighs even wider to display her forest of tangly hair.

“Oh Brooke, I want him…do it again and again, Peter…I simply adore this!”

I returned to her leaking, dripping, slippery crack and this time it took much longer to get her off but she eventually came, as they all did, and only then did my ultimate debasement really and truly begin.

Brooke made me strip down to my frilly panties and they each had a single press of my little stiffness to see who could make me spurt into the crotch; the horrible, little Trish won the salacious, degrading contest and made me shudder and climax as she sneakily licked the material covering my erection, with her rasping tongue.

It was getting late and they had obvious to me that they had all enjoyed a wonderful time; eventually it was just Penny, Brook and me and after I had tidied up and cleaned, I went into Brooke’s room and I could immediately see she was annoyed and displeased with me.

“You don’t have to do this, Peter!”

I was bemused and confused.

“But I did what you asked of me!”

She shook her head purposefully.

“But not with a good heart…I thought you were going to embarrass me and refuse Trish the pleasure I had promised her…!”

She was genuinely angry.

“…That would have been so uncomfortable for me!”

I was frightened to lose what I had with her so suddenly.

“I’m sorry, Miss…sorry I was confused.”

She placed her pretty nose high up in the air.

“Well don’t do it again…all my friends are entitled if I tell you to…you must do it without question.”

I was withering and dithering.

“Yes, Miss… yes, Miss.”

She smiled as if in appreciation and gratification of her patent omnipotent power over me.

“OK, now…suck me and my toes off, dress me for bed, take the dirty clothes and go…I’ll see you Tuesday about 7p.m…”

She laughed evilly at my lack of any masculine pride.

“…I have another date!”

I just had to ask.

“With, Joe?”

She shook her head sadistically in the black humour of my suffering.

“No, as if…I’m here to have fun and explore!”

I prostrated myself, pleased then illuminated her in sexual light, undressed then dressed her, like a perfect, magical, fragrant doll; finally I kissed her on the tip of her soft head and took the dirty items for launder.

As I drove back to my dorm room I knew that I was crazy; but I was indeed mad for Brooke, would do anything for her and in truth I had brought off 4 gorgeous women with my tongue and had the most bizarre but incredible afternoon of my life.

I mean who would have believed it!

And so my life rolled along; Brooke dominating me completely and involving me in her life in every way apart from declaring that I was her boyfriend.

Such a prize and commitment from this irrepressible, enigmatic girl seemed beyond her.

My tongue and mouth were in constant demand from her and all of her BFF’s and I could never complain or refuse; I only hoped that eventually she would recognise my love and devotion to her and elevate me to be her true partner and life companion.

This arrangement had been in place for nearly a year, causing endless disruption and distraction to my studies and with finals approaching in a few months, I recognised that I would have to take a serious step back from My Girl, to concentrate on my struggling education.

I had meant to broach the subject with her one night when we went out to share a rare date and a burger but it seemed that she had also been thinking and spoke to me immediately with some trepidation and concern.  

She played with a French fry in her lips as she always did when she was distracted and whispered quietly as if she would have preferred to remain silent.

“You know I have been seeing a boy called, Daniel…?”

I had seen them making out, and her sweet hands bringing him off many times and I nodded like a fool as her green eyes looked away as if she was unable to face me but her voice continued anyway.

“I think he’s the one, Peter…I’m sorry!”

I stared at her and the food that was in my mouth fell out unattractively onto my plate.

“No….no, Brooke!”

She drew up her shoulders however and spoke only with decisiveness and intent.

“Sorry, Peter I tried to resist him…but sometimes love hits you unexpectedly and I have fallen for, Daniel…he is so handsome and well connected.”

I was burning with ire, envy and sudden, irrational anger and asked her the first thing that jumped into my mind.

“Have you…”

She stared at me in her own virulent fury.

“Of course not…he’s very respectful, Peter…and I wish to save myself for him… as he has for me…so I cannot have you serving me like you have anymore.”

She looked pained suddenly and very unusually for her, as if she actually had empathy or a conscience.

“I am sorry, Peter…!”

I was mortified and tried to speak but was too overcome and she tried to sweeten the pill but only made the situation more distasteful, unpalatable and sour, with her demeaning offer.

“…You can still do the girls if you want…but not around me…I can’t see you anymore, Peter…sorry!” 

I gasped in realisation that my world was falling apart.

“I only did it all for you, Brooke…I love you.”

She stared and smiled vacuously in absolute, total, uncaring ambivalence.

“That’s life, Peter…sorry…but I sense this is my destiny!”

Before I could argue, cry or beg she had risen to her dainty feet, deposited a soft peck on my head and left me flailing and wailing alone with my half eaten food.

After all of my efforts, my life with the delectable Brooke had come to nothing and I was distraught, devastated and utterly inconsolable.

My day to day existence then dissipated into a twilight world for months, just drinking and trying to study and ignore the stupid women that came onto me just to get my tongue between their legs and thighs!

They were revolting and I swore I would never pursue that discordant, unpalatable route ever again.

The next relationship I had would be utterly on my terms! 

I did in fact go out on a couple of dates but one of the presumptive girls immediately asked for oral sex with no strings and the other girl was simply boring.

Either way I was still hung up on Brooke.

I would see her now and then roaming around Campus or the nearby town with this good looking, dark-haired guy on her arm who was no doubt still Mr Wonderful.

Then fatefully one night, just a couple of months before we were all due to graduate, I found myself sitting on the front porch at yet another endless party getting high on beer when I felt someone’s weight beside me.

I turned to look and to my shock it was Brooke, looking resplendent as always but I detected a trace of something different about her as she whispered to me somewhat apprehensively.

“Hi, Peter…saw you were here and I thought I’d say… hello!”

My heart was frosted and cold towards her; she had hurt and upset me too much to ever forgive her and I was icy, as water in the bitterest winter.

“Hi, Brooke, how’s the, Destiny going?”

I saw a trace of a tear in her perfect, green eyes and absurdly felt the onset of a possible spring.

“Not too good…he was just like all the guys!”

She spoke as if I should be interested; I was interested!

“Oh, why is that?”

She gazed out in the darkness and emptiness that seemed to swarm all around the bright lights of frantic life in the house.

“He just wanted to fuck me…all the guys do…but you, Peter…you were the only one that treated me with respect!”

My mouth moved and spat in anger borne of terrible rejection and frustration.

“And where did that get me? On my knees… licking pussy for you and all of your lousy, selfish friends!”

She flushed in unusual shame and regret, for her!

“I’m sorry Peter, I was younger then…was very foolish…you were very nice and kind to me.”

In spite of my humiliation at her hands I sensed myself inexplicably warming towards Brooke once again but I did not trust her.

“Well it’s history now…so let’s forget it.”

She stared at me with an unspoken message in her mystical, divine spheres

“Do you want to forget it, Peter? I do have feelings for you!”

I was understandably cautious and unconvinced.

“I could never go back to what we experienced, Brooke, never!”

She surprisingly nodded in agreement and caught me completely off guard.

“I have grown up, Peter…if you want to go out for a meal sometime then I will pay… and perhaps we can have a proper relationship!”

This was music to my ears or was it the sound of seductive, dangerous harpies on the rocks of existence that would draw you in only to crush and destroy you.

“No if we went out then I would have to be fully in charge…from the start!”

She shrugged and conceded as if in defeat.

“That would be fine, Peter….but the only condition is no pressure for sex before and if we get married.”

I was harsh and brutal with her.

“Are you crazy after what you have put me through…I’m not sure if I want to marry you, Brooke…I can’t trust you.”

Her eyes were still moist but I genuinely had no pity for her; she had put me through too much misery and began to walk away from me.

“I understand, Peter…it’s nice to see you anyway…Bye.”

It seems often lives reach a moment in time when true destiny hangs by a thin dangling thread and this was such an instant!

I spoke before I realised in the reflex and realisation of not wishing to lose this final opportunity with her.

Something inside me still cared for her in spite of my remonstrations which were more for my own self preservation than anything else.

“OK, Tuesday at 7p.m, dinner…tell, Penny if you see her that there’s none of what had gone before…those days are over!”

She drew her lips into a dry pout and in the acceptance and recognition of the new master in town.

“Of course, Peter…see you then…thank you…I am genuinely sorry!”

As if to punish and test her I did indeed let her pay for our meal on the Tuesday of our date of renewal, and laid the law down with her on any vague prospects of us getting back together.

Miraculously I was in command of all things and she was agreeable completely and to everything.

The second outing and dinner I purchased and on the way home we stopped and kissed for the very first time and in spite of my reservations, my brain literally exploded in dazzling passion for her.

Brooke even offered to provide me with a hand job but I felt that if I accepted such a tempting gesture then I would be like all the other men she had transiently dated, so I refused. 

I didn’t want such a tawdry gesture and desired only to be different and special; if she could wait then so could I!

Unexpectedly and unbelievably through the previous craziness and debauchery between us, a new sensitive and mature relationship was emerging, with me in the leading role and Brooke as my subservient mate and intended wife.

Incredibly we were in love and we married 6 months after we graduated, at a sumptuous wedding on our family estate overlooking the ocean and my beautiful bride looked simply divine in white silk and taffeta.

Given my new authority I even insisted that she signed a humbling pre nuptial that gave her a mere few hundred thousand dollars in the unlikely event that we divorced and she readily agreed and put pen to paper with hardly a murmur or a single objection.

I was indeed a revelation in male and masculine form! 

Throughout the ceremony, extravagant party and the flight to the Maldives where our 3 week honeymoon awaited, it seemed that I was master of all I owned and purveyed.

We arrived late into the night at our hotel; we were both tired and slept beside each other like innocent children not wishing to be impatient to share our special moment to lose our virginity together.

I awoke first in the early light and stared at the gorgeous girl in my bed and felt that I truly was the luckiest man in the world.

She was lying naked just across the white duvet and the blonde hair on her perfect head matched the thicker hair down at her mound; I caught myself suddenly in my mind as I had the strangest compulsion to lick her there.

I quietly pulled all the covers off her pure body and her beauty overwhelmed me; she was so incredible and sublime and instinctively I took her agile foot in my hand and kissed it very lovingly and gently.

I felt her stir and her green globes fixed me with adoration as she spread her thighs to me to display her perfect folds of tantalising, female flesh.

“I am your wife now, Peter…take me and make me belong to you, Darling!”

My cock was already pointed and hard; I lay beside her, we kissed passionately and I placed myself between her open thighs and stared down at the virginal slit of feminine exquisiteness as she encouraged and egged me on

“Do it, Peter…take me…fuck me!”

I kneeled in the position of dominance and placed my erection to the sliver of moist, pink, wetness in readiness finally for my rite and passage into manhood.

I steadied my nerve, then pushed but to my eternal horror as my hard flesh slid just inside her salivating lips I trembled, climaxed and spent my drops of seed all over the soft skin, as we both groaned spontaneously in overwhelming disappointment.

To my surprise she only stroked my arm lovingly in womanly sympathy and understanding.

“Don’t worry, Peter…it’s the first time for us both…we have 3 weeks here and all our lives to enjoy…let’s have breakfast and we’ll let nature take its’ course…from there…don’t fret or worry.”

I was profoundly rattled and upset but relieved at her reaction and we ate lightly then took our places around the beds laid out on the wooden piers outside the rooms overlooking the becalmed, azure Laccadive Sea.

Brooke was in a tiny white and gold bikini and looked sensational; as she dozed and reposed I could see how her mound raised so deliciously in the closely fitting bottoms and I sat beside her in my black trunks and whispered gently to her.

“It’s very hot, Darling…let me put sun cream on you.”

She smiled and took the tube from me and began to rub the white juices all over herself and I stared at her in perplexity and confusion as she explained. 

“It’s not necessary for you to serve me, Peter…just chill, you’re my man…my husband and master…I’ll cream you…!”

She massaged the lotion all over my body; her touch was so loving and divine and she noticed the little bulge in my shorts; we were so isolated she slipped her fingers teasingly inside the material and gently coated my erection with the cold, heavenly liquid.

I gasped to her caress and she giggled sweetly.

“…Your first hand-job, Peter…oh my… you are quick…!”

I had spurted into her fingers and she withdrew her palms reactively and chuckled.

“…Love you, Darling!”

We slept and relaxed in the brightness then shade and after lunch we retired to our room to avoid the hottest part of the day.

Brooke provocatively removed her bikini to reveal her oily, glistening body and I could see her slit and crevice so dark, pink and defined.

I longed to suck and lick it, inexplicably given what else was on offer; she came to me naked, pulled my shorts to the floor and took my hardened but diminutive flesh in her slimy, sensitive, sensual fingers.

“Come on, Peter…let’s lie down…I’m so slippery…!”

I settled close beside her and she pressed her marshmallow bottom against my hard flesh and murmured softly.

“…Push it inside me, Darling show me how it feels to be taken like all those dirty girls I’ve listened to being fucked, all of my life…”

The smooth, cool, velvety skin on her bottom slid against my cock and the friction caused me to immediately gasp on my very, salacious, extreme edge.

As if she sensed she would be denied again she quickly pulled my enraged flesh to her rear, vaginal lips and as my tip felt her softness and incredible folds I instantly trembled, then shot and released my sperm over her female gateway once more.

She sighed in more audible distress and annoyance but held her temper as I looked down at the small mess I had made and once again had the awful, unworthy desire to clean her with my tongue and mouth.

“Sorry, Brooke…so sorry.”

Her lips only formed an uneasy smile, her shoulders shrugged and she was the bigger person once more as she provided me with warm, ongoing words of hope and encouragement.

“Never mind, Darling…it’s been a long time to wait…we’ll try again, later!”

My wife was incredibly patient and we did try in the afternoon, the evening then the following morning and afternoon then evening; on and on all with the same terrible, limp, listless, unfortunate, jerking result!

Despairingly for her and humiliatingly for me, at the end of the week we were both much too well rested and unfortunately still virgins!

Brooke however remained calm and ever positive; she still looked appetisingly gorgeous and treated me with utter respect and adoration and tried her level best to keep her good humour as she spoke in suggestion to me.

“I think it’s best if you come on to me for sex when you are ready, Peter, maybe I’m rushing you…so when you are ready, Darling!”

I stayed away from her for a couple of days and then on the third evening as she was dressing for dinner I got a real flush and urge of hormonal, male power; obviously I acted upon it, leapt upon my wife but again pathetically ejaculated over her bottom while she was bending forward to receive and accept me.

I was so utterly distraught and the more understanding she was, the further upset and inadequate I became until I just could not even get stiff or hard at all anymore.

By the end of the second week it finished with me almost too nervous, scared and fearful to touch her.

We sat out one early evening when she was in yet another tiny, killer bikini in black; her skin was becoming bronzed by the warm breeze and the sun and she fixed me with her green eyed gaze.

“It seems that sex is too difficult for us, Peter…”

She was kind enough to use the word, us, which in its own way was even more of a putdown on my lack of masculinity and ability to play my primal male role and part in our marriage.

“…But…don’t you worry…we’ll just be partners until we find the sexual key…no pressure, Darling…so just relax and enjoy yourself.”

I spoke weasel words that had been forming since the first day on our honeymoon.

“Can I just…”

Her eyes were emerald, glowing embers.

“What Darling?”

I stared at the darkened wooden floor of our walkway and balcony in apprehension.

“Lick you off…you deserve some pleasure!”

She shook her head immediately and forcefully.

“No, Peter you made it clear that you were unhappy with that…and you were quite right… you’re my husband now… not my Slave!”

I went quiet because I knew she was correct, but she was wrong as well; I had secretly loved serving her, I would just never admit it… until now!

I said nothing further and just watched as she covered her lithe, gorgeous body with aftersun and simply wished it was me rubbing it into her skin.

But she would not let me worship her like that in any way at all anymore!

The food was sumptuous but I found it hard to eat and we danced along with the other loving couples that were there and on the surface it all seemed so wonderful, perfect and romantic.  

When we reached our bed she changed into a short, white, flowing, chiffon negligee and smelled heavenly and overpoweringly delicious.

I took her in my arms and kissed her but our recent oral connection had lost all the previous passion and when I tried to mount her open thighs all I did was weakly squirt my weak blobs of juice over her slit of female flesh once more.

My head bent in submission and failure then automatically kissed her belly; before I could stop myself my mouth moved to her vaginal, pulsing lips and began to suck and lick them and she snapped her legs shut and screamed at me in fierce annoyance and raw anger.

“Stop, Peter… I told you…I can’t let you do this servile work and treat you like a husband…you would be a Slave and you swore that was not what you wanted…!”

She sighed in her patent annoyance and frustration.

“…You can’t fuck me…I can accept it…”

She was shaking in her fury and lambasted me.

“…If you can’t…then let’s get an annulment and I’ll take the bit of money I have coming and we’ll call it a day!”

I was shocked; everything was all going so wrong but I sensed if I could bring her off with my tongue then I could make it right again.

It surely was all tantalisingly on the tip of my tongue.

“Just let me, Brooke.”

Her voice was exasperated and cutting.

“No…if you want that then we’ll go back to what it was…everything or nothing!”

I bit my lip in sudden stress.

“No I can’t do that!”

She was understandably, demonstrably, extremely irritated and cross.

“Well stop being fucking stupid, Peter…go to sleep…no serving me unless you mean it…and I mean, really mean it completely…you change your mind like a girl!”

She purposefully turned her back on me and I tried to relax but my compulsion to touch and please her was overwhelming and consuming me. 

I tossed and turned and tried to think what would happen if I lowered my head and reawakened my oral talents; she was my wife and could I just serve her like this all of my marital life?

It was a dilemma and I tried to be sensible and rational but the sheer craving and desire to feel the excitement of her soft slit under my tongue was excruciating, irresistible and constantly confused my senses. 

I just longed and yearned to serve her and have her lie with her thighs apart as I felt her react to my most sensitive touch and bring her to ecstasy and satisfaction.

My mind could not rest, only wrestled with my thoughts and when I did sleep I woke early and knew that I couldn’t go on like this.

I realised that I had to somehow persuade her to allow me to love and pleasure her as I had before. 

My eyes stared in covetousness at her perfect, dormant body and in recognition of my decision I put out her bikini for the day’s relaxation; it was plain and white with very slim bottoms held by string that hardly contained her pussy and the top was large cups with thin, fragile, shoulder straps.

As I stared at them my penis pumped in heated blood and I accepted whatever the consequences I had to devote my life to her like this.

I walked out to where she would sunbathe and placed out her cream and oils with some water and then lay her blue wrap on the bed to complete what she would need for the day.

When I returned though the sliding door into our room the bed moved and I heard the sound of her curious voice and she was staring at me from under the light, white covers.

“What are you doing, Peter?”

I inhaled and spoke words that had been forming for far too long in my perverted, raging head.

“Preparing your wardrobe, my Queen!”

Her eyes danced but she stared at me dismissively and with a touch of infuriation.

“Don’t be silly, Peter…this is not what you want…you have told me often and so many times…made me feel guilty and horrible about mistreating you!”

I remembered what I had said and apologised.

“I’m sorry, Miss…I was wrong…I need to serve you.”

She was still unconvinced and suspicious of my motives.

“Prove it, show me and swear it…if we do this I will treat you so badly, Peter…make you suffer…as I am!”

My body was naked; I kneeled down on the floor with my penis hard and excited and pledged my eternal devotion.

“I swear I will never argue with you, Miss…you are my Queen and Princess let me attend you!”

She sat up, removed the covers off the bed and stared at me.

“We’re married so if you do this then you will do it forever… this is how it will be between us!”

My cock teetered on the precipice of sexual release and told me how much I wanted and craved this.

“I realise and know, Miss…I will serve you each and every day and forever!”

She stretched her arms and legs as if to awaken her body and seemed to go quiet for a moment.

“If I allow this then there is no going back, Peter…you will be my Slave and husband…I will manage without sex…but you will also bear the heavy burden of doing my bidding, provide and pleasure me…exactly as I wish!”

I was grasping and desperate for her approval and acceptance.

“Yes, Miss…I understand.”

However to my distress she stood up, dismissed and ignored me, my depraved ideas and my tiny, pointed, useless flesh

“You’ll change your mind…I know you!”

I was crestfallen to be rebuffed once more and she showered, put on the bikini and ate her breakfast, agitated and alone on our terrace. 

Her prurient rise of sexual flesh danced before my eyes all the morning as she laid out in the sunshine and worked on her ever deepening tan. 

One of the native managers came to speak to her and she cheekily got him to rub some oil on the lower parts of her back she couldn’t reach.

As his dark fingers touched her ivory skin I became aroused and hard again and was annoyed she had not asked me, her husband, to spread it on her body; when he left us I whispered in envy and resentment.

“Why did you let him do that for you?” 

Her lips twisted cruelly.

“To show you that if you were truly my Slave, other men will touch me intimately…I won’t fuck them, as you know…I could never do that…

The flat of her hand stroked her belly slowly and right down to her crotch.

“….But I still need some passion…kiss them and bring them off as I used to…”

Her body shuddered and shook like a small feminine earthquake.

“…I liked it…feeling a proper cock…and the semen…”

She drew in her breath excitedly.

“…Not your little man, Peter…and I comprehend that would be so difficult for you…”

Her eyes were so innocent and testing.

“…I mean you would not be happy with me doing that as your wife…letting other men intimately caress me…acting the Whore…maybe as you watched?”

My logical mind was too mixed up to think straight; I was so craven and desperate to lick her and do what I did best.

In truth I was past and beyond the point of caring anymore about my pride or what was possibly to come and thought only about my immediate, pressing desires, compulsion and urges.

“Please, Brooke…I will happy to be with you like that…I swear it…please…let me…I swear it…forever…I will…accept you going out…being with another man…anything…let me serve you…Please!”

Her back settled on the luxurious bed and she raised her foot in the air and laughed sweetly as she used to.

As if this was a first sign of the beginnings of her consent to my pleadings I moved beside her, took her precious, bronzed ankle in my hand and began to kiss her toes as she watched on in her secret thoughts and thankfully, she did not pull them from my lips or grasp.

“Is this, what you honestly want, Peter the Pussy Licker?”

I nodded and relished her foot as if is was chocolate and I had not had anything sweet for months!

“Yes, Miss…my, Queen…please…please…more than anything I desire only to worship you again.”

She shrugged as if she had lost the will to argue and deny herself this deviant satisfaction any longer.

“Then use your mouth on me, Peter…”

She chuckled in her own compulsion and fetish.

“…Before you spend your life sucking my pussy!”

I kissed then drew on each toe and then she lay back in relaxation and allowed me to venerate her, before she pulled herself up and sat with her thighs wide apart and her hands balanced on her shapely knees.

“Lick me then, Peter…lick my bottoms then…”

Her voice seemed to have a trace of devilishness in it.

“… Bring me off!”

I was shocked and looked around me.

“Here? Outside?”

Brooke, apparently like me, was past worrying about propriety.

“Who gives a fuck…no one’s about and I need to come…on my honeymoon…I’m entitled….I’ve waited long enough…get to work, Peter!”

My knees settled on the floor and I promptly placed my head between her legs and began to lap at her covered crotch as she grunted and moaned until soon I had pulled the clingy material to one side and was finally sucking at her pussy that I had privately craved and coveted for so long all trip.

Her lower body firmly pressed against me and in no time she had vibrated and shivered to her first climax since we had arrived, and she screamed into the soft breeze at it blew in from the panorama of ocean expanse all around us.

In glorious release she rolled her stretched back onto the large, comfortable sun-bed and whispered lazily.

“Do it again…Peter the Pussy Licker…again and again…!”

Brooke trembled in the sunshine and the teasing zephyr whilst I sucked her to further climaxes and heaven until finally after a few hours she was sated, happy and smiled in unexpected delight at me.

“…Oh this is such a good idea…and you’re hard again, Peter…you Dirty Pervert…this gets you so excited doesn’t it…?”

She pulled her bottoms down a little and showed me the sodden, lined, white gusset.

“…Get your cock out… and ejaculate in here…come on…”

Ignoring any unknown voyeurs in the near or far distance I knelt on the bed, drew my roused and excited penis out of my shorts and, as it met the divine material of her bikini crotch, I jerked into them in sullied, unsavoury reflex.

Spontaneously I groaned in the exultation of orgasmic release as she laughed ironically and with her own trace of madness and sadness.

“…That’s like real sex for us, Peter!”

We retired tiredly on our own beds for a while and when we eventually reached our room again I removed her clothes and I sucked the sloppy, slimy juices out of her female crease and she came once more, then dozed selfishly whilst I tidied up and ran her a bath.

Bizarrely and in some strange way we were more like a couple again and the thrill and flush of our respective orgasms made the weight of the world fall from us both.

She was happier than she had been all holiday and I equally so; I selected a beautiful, linen, light, white dress, blue tiny knickers and no bra for her to wear as I wanted my wife to look divine and to proudly show her off to everyone.

After she had finished her soak I quickly bathed and as I went to put on my trousers she stared at me coolly.

“Haven’t you forgotten something…?”

I was confused and looked at her blankly.

“…You wear my knickers now under your clothing…it is your obligation, mark and sign that you belong to me!”

I flushed and selected a white thong, pulled it over me, then dressed and we ate in the elegant but quiet dining area.

To my surprise a young couple approached us afterwards, when we were drinking champagne on the terrace and gazing up at the incredible display of stars above us, as if this was the first night I had even noticed such a spectacular, privileged view.

The young man was brown haired and tall and the girl, blonde like Brooke, but a little darker and less pretty; her shape was a touch fatter and of course a less perfect example of womanhood!

I was obviously proud, of course, that I had the more attractive and desirable wife and the man spoke to us politely.

“Can we join you…you’re on honeymoon like us, aren’t you?”

Brooke nodded in agreement.

“Yes of course…it’s wonderful here.”

She was definitely back to the confident, outgoing girl I knew.

The couple sat, we drank and chatted and as the alcohol lowered inhibitions the talk referred to sexual matters and it was soon clear that Neil and Yvonne had been fucking like rabbits since they arrived and it made me feel uncomfortable for very pertinent, obvious and unmentionable reasons.

I lied and brazened my way through of course, and made out I was screwing Brooke every hour of the night and day as they were and seemed incredibly impressed at my boasting and bravado.

Thankfully my wife did not immediately embarrass me by revealing my inadequacies and I thought I was on safe ground when suddenly the drunken Yvonne slurred her unexpected words to me.

“We knew you were adventurous sexually, Peter…I mean we saw you together today on the bed…”

She waved her wrist back and forth in front of her face like a fan and giggled.

“…It was so hot!”

Brooke laughed suddenly, enthusiastically entering and adding to the conversation with unnecessary information.

“Yes, Peter’s an expert on going down on a woman…he likes to provide pleasure with his tongue…I share him with my girlfriends!”

Our new female companion was absolutely amazed…as I was equally humiliated and embarrassed.

“No really…OMG…you are both so amazing…Neil’s not too good at that…”

She flushed in good humour.

“…Says it’s a bit demeaning to lick me out…although…”

Her voice lowered unexpectedly as if we were being overheard.

“…He still expects a blow job from me!”

I knew what was coming; just knew it like I knew that the weather would be hot tomorrow and, as expected, Brooke spoke softly, and made a suggestion as if she was offering for me to teach them to swim!

“Would you like, Peter to show you, Neil…?”

He seemed less surprised and shocked at the suggestion than I expected him to be.

“Would he…”

His mind was turning over.

“…But he can’t screw her!”

My wife smiled and I blushed in our secret, private irony and my private, personal hell!

“He understands that, obviously….why don’t you fuck her first then he can show you how to clean up as well…”

She snickered wickedly and I was so debased and mortified at her partial truths.

“…He likes that…we do it a lot!”

Yvonne’s hazel eyes shone like torches and eagerly nodded in her primal, female enthusiasm.

“OK, thanks, Brooke…do you want to watch? I don’t mind!”

My bride shook her pretty, sun bleached hair.

“No, Malen, one of the managers said he’s have drink with me so I’ll just have a chat and chill…go and have fun and send him back when you’re done!”

My life partner was such a Bitch once more, but I remembered I had literally begged her to let me serve her at her whim and request and now was forever bound by my word.

To her credit she had not exposed me in all of my inadequacies and frailties; let me keep the illusion that I was fucking her and if fact the couple I was now following back to their room thought I was something of a stud!

In all fairness and recollection, Brooke had spoken only of complimentary, positive things about me!

When we reached the room, Yvonne quickly removed her short, pale dress and was soon down to a small, pink thong and provocatively spread her suntanned legs as she lay on the bed and muttered dirtily.

“Show us, Peter…show my husband what exactly to do.”

I placed my face to her crotch and began my educational lesson to her man, Neil, who looked on in amazement and more than passing interest! 

Once her pretty panties were pulled to one side I purposely demonstrated all the areas on her bald vaginal line and sensitive lips to flick and press to provide the most pleasure.

The girl was soon saturated and slippery, came like a bucking bronco under my talented tongue and, as she did so, Neil pulled me away from her, stuck his thick cock inside her sodden pussy and proceeded to fuck her with such force and masculine energy that almost took my strangulated breath away.

He did not last long and fell away leaving his slimy, white residue leaking behind him, and as it spilled out from between her thighs I licked it up and sucked the juices off her saturated flesh.

Neil tried to follow and watch as he recovered from his exertions, and saw how I attended to his wife’s special slit until she loudly climaxed once more.

I thought I was done but to my shock, although this man was not that particularly well endowed, he was a repeater and his erection promptly recovered; he then proceeded to rut and take his wife twice more which then provided me more and time consuming work to tidy her up, so to speak.

Finally they were finished and becalmed; I showed him how to professionally finish up and settle her salivating, sexual lips with wipes and talc and only then did the plump, selfish Yvonne looked up and smiled in patent happiness and appreciation.

“Thank you so much, Peter…we have learnt a lot…”

She spread her portly thighs and sighed meaningfully. 

“…Brooke is so lucky to have a husband like you!”

The man whose semen was now washing on my tongue shook my hand in gratitude and I left their company feeling more elated, confused and sickened than ever before in my existence.

Even an ordinary, every day, innocuous male like Neil had no trouble fucking his wife but me, who could bring so much pleasure in such an insidious and degrading way, could not master his own woman and I truly was disturbed, disgraced and devastated.

I walked to find Brooke but she was not at the restaurant or bar and I could not see her or find her anywhere.

Then I observantly spotted some movement on one of the abandoned beds in the far darkness and walked towards the flash of white colour that was her dress.

As I approached unseen I realised she was disturbingly not alone and to my horror she was kissing the manager Malen who was whispering urgently and somewhat noisily to her.

“Oh Brooke… let me fuck you…you are so divine…so sexy!”

She groaned as she always did when she was playing this perverse, divisive, little, sordid game.

“No, I’m married…no fucking or sucking…I don’t do that, Malen…but I will bring you off with my hands!”

I heard him gasp and I knew instantly she had his dirty, stiff penis in her delicate palms and she teased him with her lewd, crude words.

“You are so hard…come for me…let me see and feel your semen…cover me and…”

She grumbled as if lost in her own fetid needs.

“… I might do it every day until I leave!”

My hand reflexively went inside my trousers, onto to my crotch and I climaxed disgustingly into my fingers just before he reached his orgasm; I then grunted almost silently as I did not wish her to hear me then slipped back into the dark shadows so my shame and depravity could be kept private.

Soon after, I saw them separate and Brooke headed back to our room; I considered if I should confront her with her unfaithful actions and decided against it at this stage as I had agreed and almost encouraged her to these indiscretions.

Obviously I did not wish to embarrass her, would let it pass for now and waited a few minutes in the blackness so she could wash and get peacefully into bed before I returned.

To my shock when I did go in to our room she was sipping wine, listening to loud music, looked elated and on some sort of emotional and physical high.

“Hi, Peter; have a good time?”

I flushed red in consternation.

“It was OK!”

She wasn’t listening and I wondered what lies she would tell me about her evening but to my utter shock she simply told me the truth as if she did not care at all!

“I had a blast…met, Malen…that local, native, handsome manager here…”

She giggled and continued as I stood open mouthed at her lack of morality and propriety.

“…And he kissed me on one of the open beds…”

She sucked in her flushed cheeks in recall and delight

“…He wanted to fuck me…of course…”

She looked up to the ceiling and closed her eyes as if she was relishing, reliving the experience.

“…So I gave him a hand job…it was so lovely…not done it for far too long…he was so thick and excited…my fingers are still covered with him…”

She shivered and shook in her sordid reminiscences.

“…Strip me, Peter…remove your clothes and lie on the bed…”

I followed her direction and she laughed when she saw the tell tale stains of my disgrace on my knickers and once I had placed myself flat on the pristine covers she knelt over me, straddled my face with her thighs, and lowered her dripping, feminine, slippery line onto my tongue and exhaled lewdly..

“…Bring me off, Peter…I enjoy this…having men desire me again….feeling hard, thick, masculine cocks…but knowing that they can't fuck me…”

She was so tantalisingly close to her sexual edge and release.

“…And you here to suck me and bring me pleasure as I need it…like a Good, Little Slave…Fuck…Fuck!”

She shivered, quivered and vibrated and leaked into, then onto me, and it took her only moments to recover. 

As she did so her back arched and her vaginal, salacious line settled purposely on my face as she made me repeat again and again until thankfully Brooke rolled off me and, after a quick friendly peck on the cheek, descended into the much needed separation of sleep.

I wanted to feel terrible, angry and mortified and I did, but I was so full of a concoction of sensations and feelings that all I could do was surrender exhaustedly to my own evening’s adventures, attempted resurrection of my relationship, and surprisingly slumbered well!

The final few days of our honeymoon were busy, confused and involved much of what occurred previously, with interaction with our new friends and Brooke’s daily sullied, secret association and assignations with the manager.

He had his eager bits rubbed numerous times and she delighted in consistently telling me all about it but eventually, and with some tears and upset one morning, a car was taking us to the airport, the 3 week honeymoon was over, and our new life as a married couple had begun.

My family had bought us a splendid house, I had a job with a small, local law firm; the larger one’s would not take me because my grades were not as good as they should have been when I graduated.

This was all due to being distracted by Brooke at university, as I had previously explained, and I had to live with the consequences each day.

However I was generally happy, my new wife was going to try and break into television and on the surface we seemed to have everything going for us but understandably I was still concerned.

On the flight back home she gracefully, sipped her wine and stared at me in cold, calculated and measured seriousness.

“Peter…do you still want this marriage?”

I looked at her beautiful face and kissed her delicate hand.

“Yes, I have told you I do…have I not proved it?”

She was forceful and pressed her salient point.

“I do want children, Peter….not yet but I will.”

I blushed, bright red, felt so inadequate and useless and spoke up more in hope than expectation.

“We’ll find a way…I might recover and be able.”

Her eyes were green slate; hard and unimpressed with my groundless optimism.

“You are a Slave, Peter…a Pussy Slave…can you accept that?”

The cruel, descriptive words cut me like a raw blade, but somehow in my heart I knew things would work out; I loved my wife so and did not want to lose her.

“I do and can consent to it, Brooke… I am your Slave…my Queen…as I promised.”

She shrugged almost dismissively and smiled wryly.

“OK, remember I did give you the chance many times to back out of our agreement…but now this is the last time…”

She repeated to be absolutely clear.

“…The last time, Peter…if you do not tell me otherwise…you will now permanently be my servant and Pussy Boy!”

I held her hand to display my concurrence as she stared out of the airplane window and I knew that this was just our little, harmless game and I would play along with her; it was actually quite fun and I could cope and deal with it as long as she was forever mine!

Brooke indeed was my partner but when we returned to actual life the realities of our marriage began to weigh upon me immediately and ever more heavily.

From the first week we settled in our splendid new home she began to treat me ever more disdainfully and disrespectfully.

I had to wash and prepare her clothes all of the time, hand wash her underwear and even the cleaners were not allowed to touch them at all!

She made me lick her vaginal lips constantly as she was always horny, and I seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time buried with my wet tongue wiggling between her delectable, creamy thighs.

I had to wear knickers daily under my suit to work and if her girlfriends came over, then I was expected to provide to them oral duties as wished or dictated by Brooke, expertly of course, as they talked, drank and used me as some worthless, inanimate, inadequate, sexual toy.  

My life partner would not look for ordinary work, wanting only to appear magically on the television and spent her time mainly in the gym or occasionally seeing old boyfriends where she would date them, kiss them and bring them off in her educated fingers as was her propensity and predilection to do so.

I was always excited and begged her for the chance to prove that I could make love to her but she would never allow me to try, saying that she could not be disillusioned or disappointed any further by my pathetic efforts.

She acknowledged she was still my wife and intimated perhaps there may be a chance at some stage when she wanted children but, as she had been forced to accept a life without normal sexual relations, then so would I!

When we went out she was often short and disrespectful to me and after 6 months consistently between her legs and under her authoritarian rule, I knew that my wife was such a hard and selfish, sadistic Bitch!

My only ray of sunshine during this period was at work where I had been promoted and I had my own understudy, Robyn, who I was training with the cases and files that came upon my busy, but tidy desk.

My firm was unusual, specialising in divorce and business affairs for women, and it had a 9 female staff and 2 men, one who was soon retiring and the other was of course, me!

Mrs Ellen Breisner ran the firm; she was about 60 with short, dark hair and was strict, efficient but fair; she seemed to like and respect me and obviously wanted to raise my position and profile to balance this female only organisation.

I was doing well and was content here although occasionally regretted missing out on the more prestigious law firms and sometimes privately rued that the divine but divisive, Brook had turned my head to such an extent.

My wife and life was a conundrum and enigma that I could never quite square in my misshapen mind.

Robyn had become something of my confidante as although I worked her very hard for her own good, she often noticed my disquiet and I had revealed and mentioned that all was not so good with my marriage.

My female assistant was much smaller than me; quite petite and mousy in fact, with red hair and an average body and looks; she was undoubtedly attractive however in her own freckled way, as smart as a button and very empathetic.

Sometimes when I was especially stressed she would stroke my arm or helpfully massage my shoulders and I would complain about my wife and she would just listen patiently, silently and be a reassuring shoulder to cry on.

On one particular morning I was very distraught, as Brooke had told me that yet another old boyfriend was coming to take her to dinner and she wanted me to get home early to prepare her for her extra special date!

I knew that I would have to make her come with my mouth, then bathe and dress her sensually and provocatively all in the cause of her spending the whole evening tonguing her old admirer, no doubt holding his dick and disgustingly bringing him off.

I was utterly at the end of my tether with my spouse and in spite of my spoken promises and vows, I was sick of this awful life and to be honest equally fed up with my awful wife!

I hated, Brooke suddenly and wanted her to endure distress like I was suffering all of the time and unusually for me, I had a thirst for revenge; I only longed and was desperate for her to respect me once more and to be allowed to be the man in our marriage as I once was.

It seemed that I had conveniently forgotten how I had begged her to emasculate me so forcefully; but what we now had was too much for any husband to bear!

Robyn walked into my office and saw my obvious distress; she immediately walked over to me, ruffled my hair and began to massage my shoulders and soothe me.

“Is it, Brooke again, Peter?”

I sighed then luxuriated and bathed in her emotional intelligence.

“Yes, I can’t handle or control her.”

Her words were always carefully considered, chosen and extremely wise in keeping with her role as an upcoming lawyer, but she was still very sympathetic and comforting all the same.

“She doesn’t appreciate you, Peter…you can divorce her?”

I shook my head meaningfully; I wasn’t ready for such a gigantic step and had not honestly thought about life without her. 

“No I still want to try and make it work… but I want her to respect me.”

Her fingers kneaded my neck making me flush in electricity and an equal build up then release of tension

“She should, Peter…the woman is your wife…you support her… there should be mutual respect!”

I wanted to tell her everything but did not, for obvious personal and somewhat humbling reasons.


“It’s complicated, Robyn…you’re young… and not married yet…so you wouldn’t understand!”

I knew I was being patronising but I was fed up being nice all of the time to everyone and she was only my junior after all, and thereby couldn’t and didn’t react to my curtness and she replied agreeably.

“You’re probably right, Peter…but you need to do something to show her how good you are to her; make, Brooke realise your true and incalculable value.”

I patted her hand and suddenly there was a brainwave of an idea that came into my brain as if a switch had been turned on and illuminated my mind with inspirational, bright light.

As Robyn left me to return to the small office just outside my room I picked up my Mont Blanc pen and wrote down all the things my wife hated and detested.

She disliked being touched, manhandled, treated like an object; Brooke definitely abhorred being told what to do, what to wear and being spoken to disrespectfully and with contempt and disregard.

Brooke loathed roughness, crudity and most of all she despised black men that treated all women like whores and I realised as I mused and analysed my notes that incredibly and through Robyn’s insightful almost accidental aside, incredibly I had my answer.

If I could provide for her an experience that brought all of these awful things to bear then it would definitely frighten her, scare her and shake my wife up and down, and inside out!

Then…possibly and only then, would she come running back and honour, respect and the love me, for who I was, what I did for her and finally we could work on our marriage going forward.

It was such a safe, simple and foolproof plan!

Wasn’t it? 

Brooke was constantly looking to break into television although she really had little idea how to do so; I worked out that if I could find someone suitable that would give her a mock interview and upset her cosseted, safe, little world a little then I had a chance, and entirely due to my cleverness, would finally have what I wanted and yearned for.

A beautiful, attentive, loving wife that, admired, regarded, respected and valued me more than anything!

I stared once more at my written words and deductions and smiled inwardly; incontrovertibly I was a pretty smart lawyer after all and I went through the intended processes again.

Only when I was convinced I had covered every conceivable angle did I then set my mind on finding a suitable person to interview my wife.

Robyn came back in and I spoke to her casually.

“Do we know any clients or ex clients that has an in, to television for Brooke?”

Her grey eyes stared at me curiously but did not ask unwarranted questions as she was my assistant and trainee after all!

“I’m not sure but, Mrs Breisner might be aware of someone…she knows everyone!”

I instantly agreed that clever Robyn was right, and over the lunch break I went in and my Boss courteously gave me a few moments of her valuable time. 

I spoke to her nervously and explained that I wanted to introduce Brooke to some agents that could get her into media work and did she know anyone?

Her eyes were forever dark and searching.

“Your wife is very pretty, Peter…I do have contacts but it’s a dirty business…you won’t believe what some girls have to do the get into and onto the small or large screen!”

I flushed uncomfortably and instinctively, but felt sure that she did not pick up on my reaction and tried to provide a rational explanation. 

“She has a dream of reporting on the news and especially the social, melting pot in our fine city!”

My Boss was very quick; almost too intuitive and perceptive.

“An interracial angle, hey…?”

I was red faced and nodded but she continued anyway.

“…OK, I know a couple of agents for media and stuff but my advice to you is, don’t send her there, Peter…it’s a rough business…pretty girls don’t get well treated…”

She scribbled some name and numbers on a piece of paper and smiled acidly.

“…The guy at the bottom is a real scumbag but he has proper connections…if she really wants to break into this business he can help, but…”

Her black, alarmingly, intelligent spheres were full of hidden thoughts and concern as she handed me her note.

“…I would not recommend she does…but if you decide you must…then mention my name and he will assist you!”

I thanked her politely; found that my hands were trembling as I left the room as I knew that this was a perfect plan.

When I reached my office I placed the post it with the names, on my desk and read the one at the very bottom.

Isaak Johnstone was his title and instantly, reactively, I picked up the phone, dialled his number and it was answered immediately.

“Yeah?”

I was taken aback at his abruptness; this was so incredibly, suddenly real.

“Mr Johnstone…I have been given your name by my boss, Ellen Briesner…may I come and speak to you about a private matter….please!”

The line went quiet and he spoke brusquely.

“Come to Guy’s Bar tonight about 8p.m and… you can ask!”

The line went dead and I recalled mercifully Brooke’s date was picking her up at 7p.m and I would be free; I knew of Guy’s Bar as it was in the seediest part of town where men went to drink and entertain themselves.

I’d never been of course but I had heard about it.

Brooke was already bathing when I reached home at 5.30p.m and after tidying up, she came into the bedroom in a white, silken robe and the ritual of serving and preparing her divine form, she had placed upon me since we returned from honeymoon, began.

I wiped her dry with a small, hand towel then massaged and creamed every spot of her soft, sensual, aromatic skin.

She always wanted and demanded sexual, servile, oral service from me and after sucking her toes separately and diligently for many minutes I took my normal place between her rich, pale, open thighs as she mocked and teased me as I did so.

“Should I let James fuck me, Darling…?”

I began to lick her urgently; she was always so spitefully cruel to me nowadays!

“…He wants to… all the men do; want to fuck your wife, Peter…”

She muttered darkly.

“...Lay over me and fuck me…!”

Her words were forever degrading and tormenting.

“…How does that make you feel?”

I mumbled in my humiliation and impotency as normal.

“No, Miss…I can pleasure you…release you…please don’t allow anyone to do that…I love you…

I was sucking her slimy crack intently and expertly now and she sighed in ongoing bliss as I pleaded for her faithfulness.

“…I so love you, Brooke…love you!”

She pushed her hips firmly against my tongue and gasped.

“You know I wouldn’t let any man have me like that…but you make me come… like a Good, Little Boy…so I am never tempted…

She grunted and groaned as she neared and scaled ever closer to the summit of her physical mountain peak.

“…I’ll just kiss him passionately and rub his thick cock till he jerks and comes in my fingers…not my Pussy… oh, Peter…Good, Clever Boy just there….that’s it…oh fuck…fuck…!”

She trembled and squealed as she always did to her climax and I was about to carry on as usual but she tapped my head lightly to stop me.

“No…enough…clean me now…then dress me…I don’t wish to be late.”

I perfumed her body and pussy then drew the tiny, black, frilly panties around them before she stood erect and let me help her into a short, clingy, soft, sensual dress.

She sat on her stool in front of her gold, decorated mirror on her desk, brushed her shining hair and finalised her make-up.

When she was satisfied with her reflection she stood up, selected her purse for the evening and smiled at me warmly.

“How do I look Darling…?”

She laughed in her obvious, forced irony then tortured and beguiled me equally.

“…Good enough to eat?”

Brooke simply loved to rub my nose in the fact she was going out with another man even if I knew she would not be screwing him but I could not be unkind to her.

“You look wonderful, Miss…just perfect!”

She shimmied like a dancer in the reflective glass and laughed mockingly.

“Peter…my Little Pussy Licker whatever would I do without you…I’ll be back…”

She raised her eyebrows as if only to torture me ever further.

“…When I’m back…see you later!”

There was the sound of an expensive car horn and then the hate but love of my life was gone in a whiff of exotic, expensive perfume for her date and assignation; it was undoubtedly going to be another familiar, painful evening for me.

But thankfully I now had an intention and a course of action.

I was set and determined that I would and could wreak my revenge and soon hopefully, my wayward wife would come back to me on her bended knees. 

After suffering her own humiliation and uncomfortable reality she would be bound to appreciate and value me once again and ultimately beg me to forgive her uncaring, feckless ways.

Which I would eventually, of course! 

But first I reluctantly had to teach my reckless, unfeeling partner a lesson she would never forget; I simply had to hold to my course and realise that sometimes in life you undoubtedly just had to be barbaric and cruel to be kind!

I drove to Guy’s Bar, parked on the wasteland opposite and hoped that my tyres would still be on my Chevy when I came out;  but I had to take my chance, this was undeniably make or break for my marriage.

Fearfully I entered at 7.50p.m precisely and was amazed immediately at how busy the place was, it was dim, dark and bustling; waitresses were moving about everywhere in their tight leotards and black tights and were carrying small silver trays in their agile, balanced hands.

I spoke to one with a huge, false smile and bright, platinum hair.

“Is, Mr Johnstone here?”

She smiled and displayed, dazzling white teeth.

“You mean, Isaak…sure Honey…he’s sitting over there.”

She pointed to an innocuous, stocky, black man who was seated demurely at a small circular table watching the mayhem that abounded all about and speaking animatedly into his small, ebony phone.

I approached him and spoke softly so as not to interrupt him.

“I’m, Peter…I spoke to you earlier…reference, Mrs Ellen Briesner.”

He pointed to a chair and finished his call then fixed me with dark, piecing, dangerous eyes that seemed to see right through me like sharp, incisive daggers.

“Well…What can I do for you, Peter?”

I had no choice but to explain to him honestly that my wife was somewhat of a Bitch; that she had spoken about wishing to get into television and the media, and I wanted to use this ambition as a way to teach her a lesson.

He never spoke at all as I rambled on about wanting him to interview her, but humiliate her any way possible; make her realise that her place was not here or on television but at home and naturally with me!

I yearned for her to be grateful for me, her husband, and appreciate all the good things I did for her as my wife.

When I finally finished he simply gazed at me with his inky, sparkling globes as if I was completely insane.

“You’re asking me to assault your wife?”

I shook my head in denial of such a terrible, odious thing.

“No…no….no….just to frighten her, a little…just a little bit…”

I looked around at all the girls freely displaying their wares so cheaply and knew Brooke would be so repulsed at such a thing she might never even make it to any meeting with this repugnant, Mr Johnstone.

“…my wife is unfortunately, spoilt…needs taking down a peg or two…learn about what some girls…less fortunate than her… have to do to make a living!”

He sneered dismissively at me.

“You do it!”

I shook my head sadly and confessed the agonising truth. 

“I can’t… she doesn’t listen to me!”

His face was cold, impassive and unresponsive; he was mature and not good looking but he had a dark, crude aura of masculinity that was undoubtedly menacing and intimidating, exactly what was required for this dark venture.

I comprehended almost immediately that he was perfect for the harsh lesson I wanted Brooke to experience.

“OK, I get the picture…what does, the Broad look like…?”

I showed him an image of her on my phone and he smiled.

“…Pretty but I need to see her figure…If she’s a Dog I won’t waste my time…she’s gotta look like I could actually employ her here.”

I looked around at the brassy, common women that seemed to flow across the dark ocean of space, like brassy, painted ships and knew Brooke would never contemplate or consider lowering herself to display herself in such a seedy and degrading establishment.

“My wife is gorgeous.”

His eyes were unimpressed and remained dispassionate, glassy, shady and cold.

“I want to see all of her; her ass and shape…all of it… and then I’ll send you an appointment only… if I like her…”

I nodded because I had no choice but to acquiesce and agree.

“…And I want an email from you…confirming what you have just told me...don’t want any legal comeback…and …” 

It hit home suddenly and I realised that this was going to be more difficult than I thought; and I never expected it to be easy!

“…I want $1,0000.00 now…if I decide go ahead or not…Now…!”

The horrible, small, black man was wickedly laughing at me and my obvious discomfort and distress.

“…Credit card will do…”

He waved to one of the debatably delectable, passing girls and she brought a familiar charge machine to our table and within a few seconds and the touch of a few buttons I was sweating and $1,000.00 poorer.

The mercurial, black stranger called another petite, pretty blonde girl over and whispered something into her delicate ear then addressed me and passed me his business card.

“…Send me the explicit pictures or video of your wife…to the e-mail address there…confirm your instructions as I have asked for and…”

He chuckled from his superior, advantaged position.

“…Bernice here will provide you with a little something for your money…and deposit…”

He patted the girl’s nylon and Lycra covered ass, disrespectfully.

“…They all work so willingly hard to get into television and the movies…”

His black spheres focussed on the young lady as if in direction.

“…Go and show, Peter how one of my staff performs… please!”

She smiled and nodded at him agreeably.

“Yes of course, Isaak.”

Her red fingernails took my shaking hand and I rose in reflex to her touch but this man’s evil gaze still held me almost frozen still.

“Send me what I have requested and I will see your Brooke, but consider carefully, Peter…”

I was so stunned by him and listened as if mesmerised and hypnotised.

“…You do not understand women, Peter…they are not the innocent angels you think they are...even the best of them…”

He scratched his flat nose distractedly.

“…They will get down and dirty to get exactly what they want…so if you bring your woman here then things might not go quite as you expect!” 

I laughed at him finally; he really was such a fool thinking he could possibly understand my wife better than me and spoke confidently!

“I’ll take my chances, Isaak…you do your worst…you don’t understand who your dealing with.”

He was still smiling and snickering as I walked away and before I realised the girl had taken me to a rear room and immediately began to undo my trousers; I was too surprised and stunned to stop her.

“Why do you do this, Bernice?”

She giggled and explained as only a young woman’s logic could

“Because I want to get into movies, Isaak is powerful and has connections and I meet producers here all the time and…”

My erect penis was drawn into her mouth as if it was no more than a snack or a savoury, welcome treat.

“…I’m making contacts and new friends and getting interviews…”

I gasped as her mouth suckled me expertly.  

“…And I’m good at this!”

That fact was already plain to me but as she laboured, inexplicably I thought uncomfortably about my Brooke being such a whore and performing the same trick to other man, and I exploded unworthily and instantly between her slippery, lascivious, slurping lips. 

She swallowed in small gulps and I was zipped up then back in my, thankfully untouched vehicle, before I had hardly blinked.

Although I had just ejaculated, in all honesty, I was still so excited with what had happened and my penis was hardened once more even before I arrived back at my house, 

When my wife eventually arrived, I submissively sucked and licked her to 2 orgasms as she told me about her familiar pattern of intimacy with her date’s kisses and other more tactile, disgusting habits namely, using her fingers on his cock as she enthusiastically rubbed him off. 

The tales were always overwhelming to listen to and I quickly gasped and then came myself in the pretty knickers she always made me wear. 

I was tired and shaken but I knew that things would change once Brooke had experienced the seedy life at Guy’s Bar and Isaak’s special treatment that I had outrageously organised for her!

She just had no idea what was in store and as she had put me through so much misery I did not feel sorry for my partner at all!

In the morning as I dressed my wife, I secretly took photographs of her semi naked in just her skirt and bra and sent them from my office with an email confirming my instructions to him.

He had my number on the message and informed me immediately by text that he wanted the pictures to show all of her; specifically her ass, pussy and tits; he was so uncouth and crude as he made it clear that the intimate pictures I had sent were insufficient for him to act upon!

He was simply unbelievable!

However, I replied that I would forward more over the following morning and apologised to keep the peace; I had ample access to her naked body so more revealing images would not be a problem.

Surprisingly I never questioned or thought about the horrible deceit or immorality of my despicable, questionable actions. 

The day passed quickly, Robyn was her normal efficient self and she was indeed a marvel for putting me on the right road, but I never told her she had, obviously!

What would she have thought; I mean give what I was doing, what would anyone have thought of me?

However I had no time for such introspection; I knew Brooke liked a full massage most evenings and I set my phone up on a shelf and the video captured and recorded every divine inch of her as I stripped, massaged, and worshipped her until she shuddered under my talented tongue.

Not wishing to seem more deviant than I already appeared, I tried to delete the part where I dutifully sucked her pussy but was unconcerned what Isaak thought anyway, and sent it to his mobile almost straight away.

I realised from his instant text reply that obviously I had not cut out the record of my cunnilingal service and, humiliatingly, he had patently seen me prostrate myself before my wife in the most demeaning of ways.

His message confirmed an appointment for tomorrow night at 6.30p.m; I was to bring her and he also pointedly noted that he observed I had hidden talents!

My remaining pride ignored his barbs and was just delighted, that after the following, fateful evening, Brooke would appreciate me more and we would hopefully have become closer.

I mentioned the arrangement to her cautiously and casually as we readied to sleep; I did not wish to arouse her suspicions of my intricate Machiavellian arrangement or duplicity.

“I have made you an appointment with someone that has connections with television, Darling…will you go…I’ll join you…come with!”

She sighed as if it was too much effort to even consider.

“No…I’m sorry…not tomorrow!”

My heart fell and I instantly attempted to persuade her.

“Please…I have gone through a lot of effort for you…Isaak, is very influential…said he could definitely help you!”

Her exhalations were heard once more and to my surprise she reluctantly changed her normally, stubborn mind 

“OK, OK… if you must make a fuss but I’m not having any crummy job…I want and expect to go straight into the news…primetime!” 

I released my breath in relief and lied, as I was becoming all too proficient at!

“Yes…I’m sure he will do it for you, Brooke…I’ll pick you up at 6p.m and escort you there.”

She never even thanked me before she slumbered, or showed any appreciation for my endeavours on her behalf and I felt that these machinations that I was putting in place were just in time to save us and what we could ultimately share together in out future marriage and relationship.

I was at work before she awoke and I was so excited that I actually revealed to Robyn that I was taking my wife to see the man recommended to me by our Boss but she did not ask or interrogate me, just wished me all the best and told me that she hoped it went well.

Brooke was dressed in jeans and a white shirt when I arrived to pick her up at home and we never spoke until we reached the bar.

My spoilt wife was surprised and somewhat aghast when she saw how seedy and shabby the place was and I could tell by the look of disdain on her pretty face, but to her credit we went inside anyway.

The redoubtable, no doubt disreputable, Isaak noticed our presence straight away and walked over to welcome us. 

“Hello, Peter this is your wife, Brooke?”

I was immediately concerned as he was instantly being too nice to her but I said nothing, naturally.

I needed to keep up my pretence of not knowing what was going to happen; my spouse nodded and spoke sharply to him.

“I can speak for myself…yes my name is, Brooke.”

Her flashing exquisitely coloured eyes were watching the scantily dressed girls, all waiting on and interacting with the customers and her face flushed in what I could only assume was anger.

She spat sarcastically/

“Are these your clients?”

The man was poker faced and calm.

“Some, Brooke…not everyone can get a media job just like  that…they have to eat as well…and learn to know how to use their feminine assets to their fullest advantage…”

She went to continue but the man rudely interrupted her.

“…You would like me to help you get into television is that right?”

She was glowing crimson red now.

“Yes.”

He was cutting with her.

“Yes please, Brooke… respectful gets it all the time.”

I expected her to walk out instantly, as this was exactly the lack of respect and sarcasm with her she despised, but to my amazement she gritted her teeth and answered him.

“Yes…please!”

He smiled dryly and condescendingly made her know exactly who was in charge.

“That’s not so hard…now come into my back office and I will talk to you…you do want to be interviewed to get work?”

Her eyes were glinting and burning with barely repressed annoyance at his tone and attitude but she held her temper.

“Yes please!”

He nodded at her words of compliance to his authority and led us through the busy club to the rear where it was emptier and brighter than the front; Isaak then opened a door and we entered into his private domain that was surprisingly neat and tidy with a large white desk on the side.

He then spoke to my wife directly and sharply.

“Wait here, your husband must move to another place…our discussion needs to be private…of course!”

Brooke was ambivalent to me as normal and this diminutive, black, overbearing, dominant man took me into a side room then nodded his head towards the window that looked into his office.

“It’s, one way glass, Peter…you can now see and hear what is going on for your money…”

He laughed meaningfully.

“…You have told me to be tough with her haven’t you?”

I nodded because that was my fervent wish, enabling me to finally get some payback; prophetically I could almost feel and sense it approaching and coming!

“Yes, Isaak!”

His eyes glinted in unreadable emotion.

“I will lock this door until we are finished…so you cannot change your mind or interfere…”

He chuckled happily in his own mysterious delight.

“…What happens from now is entirely down to your choice and design…so make yourself comfortable and enjoy…it may take a while!”

I was committed now and it was too late to argue or ask questions; he closed the door, fastened it and, although I was unsettled at being contained like a prisoner, I focussed my attentions on my beautiful wife through the silver, concealing mirror as the dark, mercurial man returned to join her.

Brooke sat opposite him as he placed his body behind his simple, bright desk and as I drew my breath in excited anticipation, the inquisition began.

It was less of a question and answer session but more of my wife telling him what she felt entitled to and wanted and, as normal with Brooke, her expectations were very lofty and high.

The man listened attentively then rose up from his seat and stood at her side, pulled her gently to her feet and murmured softly and quietly.

“Raise your arms above your head, Brooke please…I want to see your exact form and shape.”

My wife just shrugged, raised her slim hands into the air as if she was giving up, and to my shock, Isaak expertly and unexpectedly slipped some, silver handcuffs around her wrists and connected them to a small suspended black ring hanging, previously unnoticed from the ceiling.

Brooke immediately shook herself and screamed at him.

“What the fuck are you doing?” 

The man stared at her threateningly and snarled aggressively.

“This is a sound-proof room, Baby…so your cries will not be heard…”

His smile was icy and cold and I shivered in excitement and expectation; this was just too perfect!

“…Now we’ll have a proper interview… you stuck up, Bitch…who do you think you fucking are…?”

His hand stung her denim covered backside and she howled in pain and humiliation but he only grabbed her long, flowing, bright hair in his copper fingers as she winced in fear.

Instinctively I wanted to go and rescue her but the door was locked; no one could hear or was able to assist, and I had to just watch on spellbound.

“…If you keep moaning and crying like this I will pull it out… now shut the fuck up, Bitch…you’re not hurt!”

She reduced her wails to a snivel and he relaxed the tension of his grip as if in reward to her submission.

“…You want a job on television?”

She blinked and nodded her head.

“Yes…I do?”

He snapped at her candidly.

“Then you have to learn to work what you have, Bitch…all the girls here would sell their bodies and souls for a gig like that… but you think you can just waltz in and claim it by right…!”

His hand slapped her bottom again but not so hard this time.

“..Men like tits and ass, Bitch, you want to get on… then you gotta give something to get something!”

She cried weakly and pathetically and it gave me a flush and a sudden jolt of electrical charge as she did so.

“I can’t, Isaak!”

He pressed her crudely.

“You want to work, Bitch?”

She squirmed and twisted on the handcuffs and squealed in genuine fear of him.

“Yes…but…”

He chuckled evilly.

“No buts…now…”

I watched and almost passed out as my breath was held so tightly.

“…Lets see what you have to offer!”

To my disbelief he began to slowly undo her shirt, button by button, starting at the bottom and working upwards and she gasped in shock, disgust and dread of him.

“No, please…please!”

He grabbed her hair tightly again and she winced in obvious terror and, for some diabolical reason, my penis was harder than I had ever known it to be.

“Shut your fucking mouth, Bitch…I mean it… I will beat your ass…!”

She bit her lip and he fully opened her white shirt to reveal her plump, firm breasts covered by a lacy, white bra and he cupped them in his huge palms and squeezed them roughly.

“…Nice tits Baby…Men like to hold and suck them…”

He pulled the front of the material to one side; her tiny, pink nipple was rigid and pointed and his long wet tongue licked it languidly and she pulled her knees together and moaned lowly.

“…Like this, Bitch…you have got nice tits, Bitch!”

Brooke groaned weakly and seemed to just hang as if suspended on nothing as he incredibly and outrageously began to unbuckle her black belt and then the buttons on her jeans as she wailed pathetically at him.

“No, no please, Sir…don’t rape me!”

He laughed dryly in amusement.

“I ain’t going to rape you, Girl…but if you wanna job… then I gotta see what you have to offer…can’t come for an interview in trousers can you, Bitch…not to get what you want!”

Her jeans were suddenly around her thighs and she only had on a tight pair of slim, white panties with pink lace on them and although she tried to wriggle out of his grasp he grabbed the top of the material and drew them gently down and they settled in the crotch of the trousers.    

To my horror Brooke’s body was now naked and utterly accessible to him; instinctively I ran to the door to protect her and screamed in my nightmare but I was trapped like she was!

This odious, little man was a Devil but, to my shame, he was only doing so demonically well exactly what I had asked and paid him to do.

I returned to watch and reflexively pressed my pulsating, pointed dick in my trousers as he stood so tightly, near to her and whispered in her delicate ear.

“If you offer this then you can get work, Baby…anything you want…!”

She complained without energy.

“No…I can’t…can’t…”

He scolded her.

“Just letting your husband hit this Pussy…what a waste!”

To my utter embarrassment, horror and trauma she revealed our hidden secret too easily; far, far too easily.

“He doesn’t…no one does!”

He moved his hand to her ass and ran a single finger along the dark crease of it.

“He don’t fuck you, Bitch…not your cunt or ass?”

She was so uncaring and faithless as always.

“God no…no one has!”

His finger slid into her anal crevice and she gasped in obvious revulsion and distaste.

“Baby, I can definitely get you work…but you gotta give this up…”

His finger slipped inside her anal crevice and she screamed in voluminous shock.

“…Your pussy, ass, mouth all of it…”

He sighed dirtily.

“…I’m gonna fuck your ass, Baby, bend you over my desk and fuck you…teach you how to sell yourself…!”

Brooke whimpered like a caged animal but pulled her body forward on her restraint as he pressed his fingers more invasively inside her.

“…Who fucks you?”

She was so humiliatingly honest suddenly.

“No one, I told you…Peter, just licks me…to make me come!”

His voice was terse and excited and his fingers moved to her vaginal lips.

“What do you do for him?”

He was teasing her pink, sexual entrance and she suddenly, surprisingly, stopped struggling, stood firmly on her toes, opened her creamy thighs and confessed the world to him.

“Nothing…I just kiss other guys and bring them off with my hand now and then, and tell him about it!”

His fingers were teasing her most sensitive button now and he muttered darkly.

“You are a Stuck up, Prick Teaser…kiss me, Bitch…show me…!”

Her mouth found his and their tongues licked each other as his fingers roused her higher and higher until she tensed then vibrated, squealed and went limp and I knew undoubtedly, impossibly in these incredible circumstances, she had come!

I looked down at my crotch and to my shame I realised that I had climaxed in my knickers at the same time as well!

He wiped the juices all over her sexual lips then spread them into her anal cavity and fucked it with his longest finger as she bent forward instinctively

“…If you want me to find you work then…when I release you… show me how you rub a guy off…jerk me over your virginal, pretty pussy.”

His muscular arm stretched up and released her from her bonds and I expected her to be aggressive, fearful and run but unbelievably she reached down, removed his trousers and shorts and then gasped as she saw the size of his mammoth penis.

“Oh Fuck, Isaak…what is this?”

He chuckled confidently and boastfully.

“Just a cock…now show me what you know!”

She took it into her grasp and began to rub and draw it towards her and the sopping crack and creases between her tremulous, shaking legs.

“I just rub them like this, Isaak and they come in my fingers…then my husband, Peter licks me off to keep me sane…oh fuck, Isaak you are so huge!”

Her body was shuddering as she ran the rigid pointed tip of him along her vaginal line and spoke words I did not believe.

“Fuck me, Isaak…fuck it!”

He grabbed her hair forcefully and she shivered in his steely, masculine grip.

“No, Bitch… you jerk me over you and make your, Pussy Husband lick me off your skin then, if you are back here at 7p.m tomorrow looking like a sexy girl that wants to work what she has…then I’ll fuck your ass and show you what to do…!”

Her hands were moving ever faster; providing and giving friction like working pistons as he went on.

“…Make him lick your ass…and I’ll take you…fuck you, employ you and give you what you want, Bitch!”

She was rubbing him with fury.

“Yes, Isaak…yes…fuck…oh my, God…fuck!”

He literally exploded his torrent of semen, ejaculated all over her pussy, knickers and belly and as she collapsed to the floor in shock he grabbed her bright hair once more and thrust his leaking penis to her lips and grunted.

“Whores know how to suck cock so learn, Bitch!”

She tried her best to get free but he was too strong and right before my eyes my wife opened her normally, sharp, acidic mouth took the tip of his cock inside it, then began to draw and suckle his flesh until it became hard once more.

His big balls slapped against her lips and suddenly she started to get into a lascivious motion; I watched as the granite, black flesh moved effortlessly in and out of her as he stroked and played with her hair.

“You’re gonna be doing this all the time… you Prick, Teasing Bitch…open wide and swallow…open…that’s it…!”

Brooke bent her head back and he roughly grabbed her straight tresses ever harder, shoved his penis so deeply inside her oral centre, and grunted in primal urgency as his essence released and washed down her ready throat.

As he released her she dropped onto the floor and curled up in the protected position of an unborn child, as if he had just physically attacked her, and I realised that to my disgrace my panties were full and swimming in my own sperm.

The fact that he actually had completed the task I had set for him was to his credit, although the truth that I was such a deviant was undeniable, and also that this whole bizarre, humiliating experience was my entire, stupid fault!

But thankfully it was now over and matters between my wife and I would settle into a more amicable and respectful course.

The man did up his trousers and whispered to Brooke as she began to recover.

“…Gonna get your husband…you, wanna job then do as I tell you…get him to lick you out everywhere and suck your ass…”

He smiled demurely as if this was everyday business.

“…Be here at 7p.m…and be ready to go!”

He took a strong drink from the side, left my wife with some bottled water and exited the room to come and get me.

In spite of my distaste and revulsion for his terrible, diabolical actions, undoubtedly he had done what I had requested and instructed him to do and I spoke in gratitude as he walked in.

“Thank you, Isaak…it was obviously cruel and hard for me to watch but you have definitely taught her a lesson she won’t forget!”

He shook his head in wonderment at me.

“You sure don’t understand the Ladies, Man…go and get her…see you tomorrow!”

I stared at him as if he was idiotic or insane.

“Are you crazy? I know my wife…she’ll never come back!”

He laughed and shrugged.

“OK, Man…see you…just go…got work to do!”

I walked in to retrieve Brooke, expecting to find her distraught and dissolving but to my shock she was dressed, smart, well presented and smiled at the black man right beside me.

“I’ll think about what you said, Isaak!”

He chuckled and caught my eye as if confirming my lack of understanding with regards to what had just transpired.

“You do that, Baby…see you at 7p.m or forget it…you won’t get another opportunity…with me!”

She flushed in uncertainty, wiped her mouth that could still have had a trace of his semen on it and stared at me.

“Let’s go, Peter!” 

We drove in silence and I obviously couldn’t let on that I had seen what just happened to her and I knew that she would certainly not tell me; it had indubitably been too humbling and mortifying for her.

As we approached the safety of our large home she held my hand and squeezed it warmly and appreciatively.

“You are so good to me, Peter!”

It was as if the sunshine had returned to my life again and I sensed things were going to get better but unfortunately as Isaak had warned, I truly did not actually comprehend women in general, or my wife, Brook it seemed, at all!

I realised that things were not as I thought when I remained downstairs to have a brandy and she went straight upstairs, I thought to shower and wash that Black Bastard off her, but when I went to join her she was still dressed and looking into the bedroom dress mirror almost in a trance and as if she had gone completely mad.

She stroked her long, resplendent hair and smiled at me.

“Do you want to know what happened, Peter…?”

I blinked as I was not sure what to answer; I already knew but her question was unfortunately rhetorical!

“…He asked me some stuff…stupid, silly information then he came to me and tied my hands above my head as if I was just meat…”

I watched her body shudder in her recollection and her voice was strained and edgy.

“…Then he undid my shirt, Peter…held my breasts and released and sucked one of my nipples…”

She said the word again as to emphasise her disgusting point.

“…The Bastard sucked it…told me I had great tits…!”

Her sweet hand moved sensually to her breasts and reactively stroked her sensitive skin and stiff, rubbery, pink points of sensuality.

“…Do you want to know what your so called connection did to me…?”

She saw that I was extremely, depravedly flushed.

“…Take your trousers off, Peter the Pervert…!” 

Reluctantly I did so; she saw my stained panties and laughed hysterically.

“..That’s not sperm, Peter…this is sperm…!”

She lowered her jeans and displayed her dry and wet, spunk caked, pretty, white knickers and grimaced.

“…He made me bring his huge, black cock off over them…told me to make you suck him out of me…so do it…it’s your fault… so do it, Peter…do it…do it…do it…!”

She was out of her mind and perhaps so was I as I kneeled between her thighs and began to lick her.

The knickers first then, as they became cleaner, she lowered them and cursed as I sucked up the thick, grotesque, creamy, pungent mess all over her.

“…The Bastard made me suck his gross, thick, black cock…grabbed my hair and made me swallow him, like a Whore…”

She groaned and grunted in her apparent pain and agony.

“…It was so huge and solid, Peter… said he could get me work but I had to use my assets…my mouth, pussy and ass…let men fuck me and use…is that what you want for me, Peter?”

She suddenly cried and trembled to her emotionally charged climax and I screamed at her in my remorse; this was all my foolish doing!

“No Brooke…no…I’m so sorry!”

But my wife’s brain seemed to be floating; as if it was lost in another, separated, distant, sullied world.

“That’s it, Peter, suck Isaak out of me and then…”

She sighed deeply and dirtily.

“…Lick my bottom, Peter…he told me he’s going to fuck it…instructed me for you to lick and make it wet and soft for him …so suck me you, stupid man…!”

She removed all of her clothes then kneeled on the bed, bent over and showed me her perfect ass cheeks.

“…Suck my ass-hole, Peter, lick it and make me slippery and wet…oh fuck, he was so huge…so fucking huge!” 

I had no choice but to do as she requested and demanded and we stayed like that for many mortifying hours.

I served her pussy and bottom, bringing her off innumerable times until finally she could take no more and as we took refuge in our bed I snuggled beside her and whimpered weakly.

“You’re not going back, Brooke.”

She mumbled almost silently.

“To be a, Whore and get fucked in the ass and to suck cock…”

She drew her breath as if she was dying.

“…What do you take me for, Peter?”

I was delighted, kissed her on the forehead and realised that the perversity of what happened had overheated her blood and libido temporarily and she was back to normal now; we would be fine I was certain we would be OK and things would get better.

It was clear however that my idea had not worked in the way I had expected and I cursed myself for being so unbelievably naïve and puerile.

Somehow I slept and in the morning left for work before my wife awoke, and was busy with early meetings and hardly spoke to Robyn at all.

I then received a text from Brooke about midday to tell me to be back at 5.30p.m and that she had decided to return to the bar!

I was traumatised and spoke tentatively to my assistant about the merest fraction of what had gone on; she listened and dispensed further good advice as I knew she would.

She was such a clever girl!

“Maybe she’s just trying to test you, Peter…go along with it...if Brooke’s as you say she is then she’ll soon come running back to you.”

I nodded as I understood she was correct; in all honesty this young woman was more intelligent than me, was always right and had given me new hope with her expert analysis of my situation.

Leaving early I reached home just on 5.25p.m and to my surprise my wife was dressed in nylons, suspenders, a tiny, black skirt and a black, satin cut off top; she looked like a pervert’s, dirty dream and spoke like a Tramp.

“Lick me off, Peter…I need to come…!”

I kneeled before her and she raised her hem; she was so agitated she came almost to my first licks on her slimy, pussy lips and gasped excitedly.

“…I have to return, Peter…I want to work and he was only joking about fucking me…and what I’d have to do…oh fuck, Peter…lick my bottom now!”

She was trembling; I had never seen her like this and I did, as she pressed backwards towards my tongue until she was utterly saturated in her puckered hole and we left soon afterwards so as not to be late.

We reached the club early, Isaak was in a meeting and we had a drink as my wife looked at all the girls mixing with the customers and whispered agitatedly to me.

“How would I look in that outfit?”

I told her the truth.

“Divine Darling… but I know you’d never lower yourself like these other girls, Brooke!”

She flushed and suddenly Isaak appeared, sat closely beside my wife on the curved seating and, disrespectfully right in front of my eyes, he slipped his hand underneath her skirt, then muttered something privately to her and smiled.

“OK, Baby…good choice in clothing… come to my office…both of you!”

I entered into his personal space and he excused himself for a moment and my wife spoke to me urgently.

“He said I wasn’t wet enough…lick my ass again, Peter… quickly!”

She bent forward over his desk and I promptly applied copious amount of oral juice to her tight, virginal hole and knew the Black Demon was in fact watching me and my servitude to my wife through the one way mirror.

He was such a diabolical, untrustworthy, devious Bastard!

When she was fully sopping I stopped and she rose up and stood trembling like a leaf; Isaak returned stood beside my wife and his fingers outrageously went under her skirt and he laughed delightedly. 

“That’s better, Bitch…Peter, go next door…same place as before whilst I discuss things with your cock teasing woman.”

I was looking on in seconds through the transparent glass; Brooke was close against his taut body entwined in a passionate kiss and she tried to persuade him to settle things on her terms.

“I’ve come back, Isaak but not to be a, Whore!”

He smiled, stroked her head, then gripped the blonde strands and she was instantly on her knees before him as he scolded her.

“Take my cock out, Bitch…I told you what would happen!”

She winced as she withdrew his enormous penis from his trousers and as she held her mouth closed to refuse him he caught her nose in his fingers, and as she opened it to breathe, he slipped his hard, erect flesh inside her wet, pink, dripping lips.

His hands drew her back and forward but she shortly needed no real assistance as she began to suck and lick him until he was so stiff and solid as he murmured in base, primal pleasure.

“You enjoy this…you, Dirty Bitch…suck it….Whore!”

My wife did so eagerly and ever more expertly until he held her head and selfishly spurted his seed inside her as she choked and swallowed in large, gasping gulps.

I had already come as I watched and Brooke did not stop her work; he then made her suck his black, solid rope continually until he was rigid and primed once more then picked her up effortlessly and placed her face forward on the front of his desk.

She was so weak and helpless, like a rag doll, and I longed to go to her aid but what could I do? 

I was utterly helpless and could only simply watch on as my beautiful wife was about to be fucked and defiled by this devilish, black monster.

He raised her hem, lowered her dark, silk, thong panties and her perfect bottom was framed only with black stockings and suspenders.

His cock pushed against her sodden, puckered hole and slowly and inexorably he pushed his iron flesh against her as she cried and screamed but could only accede to his power and total command of her body.

Suddenly he was half way inside her rear cavity and although Brooke was wailing for mercy, his black hand settled on her ivory cheeks and with a couple more presses and gentle thrusts he was stuck and thick within her tightest passage and grunted in the delight of conquest.

“Sweet Baby, this is what you have to do and give to get on in this life…get the idea, Bitch?”

He was slowly fucking her now and she groaned and muttered in ongoing capitulation to his absolute power.

“Yes, Isaak…yes I understand…oh Fuck… I understand…oh fuck!”

His iron body was firmly taking her now and she spread her legs as if accepting her place in his world; my wife the Innocent, Perfect Brooke has suddenly, right in front of me, become his Whore!”

He fucked her anal cavity then withdrew and then used all of her for his perverted satisfaction, until every orifice she had was fouled and debased.

Finally he then took his sweet, selfish time until eventually his flesh released inside her pert, rounded, shapely bottom.

His copper fingers then expertly stripped her and made her stand nakedly by his side with his seed dripping from every hole she had, as he took calls or had other girls or employees come in and speak to him.

It was quite clear that his actions were all about control and my formerly, virginal wife, Brooke was now his!

When he wanted her, she sucked him again or he fucked her without regard for her feelings or pleasure, and my previously, innocent partner was simply open female voids for his use and primitive, outrageous, self serving exploitation.

After many hours he finally allowed her to dress again and then sat beside her on the cream, leather settee he had at the side of the room, as she drank much needed fluid, to rehydrate herself.

“So you want me to find you work, Baby?”

She whispered in confusion.

“Yes…Isaak…you know I do!”

He laughed and stroked her breast and she no longer resisted any touch or demand from him.

“You need more training, Bitch…I’ll come for dinner tomorrow…stay the night…”

He moved his hand under her dress once more.

“…Keep you moving forward…do you understand what you were designed for, Baby?”

She gasped suggestively as his fingers were in her knickers.

“Yes…sucking and fucking…”

He laughed in her developing appreciation of her new role and hidden talents.

“That’s right…you stuck up, Bitch… if you suck and fuck then we can get things done…Capiche?”

To my ongoing dismay she bent her head to his crotch and before I realised she was sucking him again and garbled her words to him as she did so.

“I understand…fuck I love this, Isaak…love it…”

She worshipped his penis and balls like a common girl of the night until he jerked and came one final time and, after he had enjoyed his depraved pleasure, he left her to recover and re-dress.

He came to me, took my address and told me that he would see me at 7p.m the following night and I stared at him stunned and in disbelief as he just chuckled uncaringly.

“I did tell you not to start, Peter and now…”

His eyes were mesmerizingly, inky black.

“…Now it’s too late for you!” 

I walked in to get my wife who was unsteady on her feet and completely disoriented; my arms held her protectively and she whispered tiredly to Isaak.

“See you tomorrow.”

He walked to her and patted her bottom condescendingly.

“Make sure your husband cleans you and creams you…you need to always be moist and ready now, Brooke.”

She groaned in exhaustion, dozed in the car and when we reached home she made me strip her, then suck and lick every crevice that she had; her glorious body was so infused and full with semen and spunk that it was impossible to believe it had all come from one man.

As I worked diligently she murmured hopelessly to me.

“Don’t let him fuck me anymore, Peter; he screwed me so much…fuck he used me like a Whore…I am a Whore…don’t let him debase me anymore, Peter!”

She vibrated to her final orgasm then immediately fell asleep; I patiently, caringly washed her as she dozed and whilst she escaped and took the refuge of slumber from this unfair, unbelievable world.

I showered and cleansed myself of my own dried ejaculate, but somehow I could not do the same with the stained memories of the depraved, unedifying evening.

This situation was all completely out of hand and it was obvious that although I had started this terrible process it had to stop; somehow it had to stop, now!

I was in work early as normal and spoke to Brooke by phone and told her not to worry about tonight, that I would sort things out and make everything all right again. 

When I arrived back she was very patently nervous and anxious about the prospect of Isaak coming to our home; I even had to give her 2 quick, but deep, climaxes to settle her nerves and then lick her ass purely on the basis that she suddenly seemed to weirdly like it!

Not wishing to be rude or discourteous, my wife, always the hostess, had prepared a cold buffet of salad and lean meat and I dressed her in a short strappy, lemon dress, white underwear and stockings for the impending arrival of our unwelcome guest.

Isaak walked in about 15 minutes late, carrying a small bag and before I could speak Brooke politely offered him some chilled, white wine.

However, as she came near to him he kissed her fully on her painted lips and she backed away from him a little in fear, confusion and reticence.

I spoke to him sharply and very much to the point.

“My wife doesn’t want to carry on with this charade!”

He stared at her and she seemed to wither under his intrusive, dark inquisition.

“Is that right, Bitch?”

She confusedly moved her head from side to side aimlessly and he went to stand close beside her and laughed very softly and seductively.

“That’s why I’m here, Baby…you get mixed up…and the simple truth is…”

He had a malevolent grin on his face

“…The more you’re fucked the clearer it gets…and…”

His crease of a laugh expanded to an expressive smile, demonstrating his sharp teeth like a tiger’s, about to bite, eat and devour her.

“…I’m gonna make it crystal clear for you, Baby!”

He moved behind her and bent her over and forward; I desperately wanted to act and stop him but seemed to be frozen and ineffectual as normal.

My wife mumbled and moaned but with hardly a movement her dress was raised with his agile fingers and her white panties lowered and eased down.

Mesmerised I just watched on helplessly and realised his cock was suddenly pressing and sliding into her rear pussy; he held her arms straight behind her back as he tormented and mocked her.

“You want me to stop, Baby?”

She was gasping as if for her very life and stared at me weakly.

“Yes…oh fuck…fuck… NO!”

He was beginning to take her harder now in powerful, forceful but rhythmical thrusts as he held her so rigid and fast with her straight arms; she whimpered and moaned as he fucked her like some base, dumb, female animal.

“Want me to stop, Baby…change your mind?”

She squealed at him pathetically.

“No, you Bastard… fuck me, fill me up…take it…oh fuck I’m coming…coming!”

She shuddered as he dispensed his slimy essence deeply inside her then dragged her to a chair and laid her over his knee like the weak flesh she was.

As the semen slipped down her thighs, he slapped her hard on her naked bottom and she just lay there limply as he whispered and scolded her menacingly.

“You’ve been a Prick Teaser for so long you don’t know when to stop…if you refuse me then you will get beaten…!”

He pushed her to the floor, almost spat at her, grabbed her hair and dragged her to his sodden crotch.

“…Lick me clean, Bitch…slowly… I like to see you work your spiky, barbed tongue.”

He forced her onto his leaking penis and she initially, aversely suckled and soothed it; then, to her increasingly prurient attentions, amazingly it began to glisten and quickly expand to reach its full potential as she did so.

His rough hands pulled her head back and forth now on this thick, solid skin she had so expertly created, as she gagged, moaned and served him.

Then he jerked, his dark face contorted into a look of pain, and his seed literally flowed into her mouth and covered her lips and face with sticky, white, viscous semen.

He exhaled in pure, deviant, depraved pleasure and patted Brooke’s pretty head and laughed demonically.

“I think you’d better tidy your wife, Peter…all over, Boy…lick it up…quick now!”

I could visibly see she was incredibly saturated and coated with his seed and in spite of my loathing both for him and this awful situation, in abject humiliation I bent down to her obediently.

My mouth then diligently sucked the fetid juices from her vaginal folds and licked him off Brooke’s sweet most precious lips as though I had no pride or self respect remaining.

I tenderly then wiped and cleaned her sensitive, feminine centre as if it was just privately the 2 of us, and once this was completed we all re-dressed, ate and had our prepared meal as though everything in our debauched world was normal.

The longer this situation went on the less I understood my wife; she claimed to hate being used and abused but when Isaak treated her like a Whore she seemed to relish and simply revel in the debased processes.

It was all very perplexing and confounding.

After dinner and whilst I tidied away, my wife was sitting beside him in our beige, decorated lounge and he was squeezing her parted thighs playfully as she sipped wine and got even more open and available for him.

He was extremely jovial and happy and when I rejoined them he spoke in contented terms to us both.

“I have left the outfit for Brooke to wear at the bar…she will start tomorrow, 5 nights a week…I will arrange interviews for her and once she is properly trained I doubt whether breaking into the media will be much of a challenge…”

He chuckled in his private irony and vast experience.

“…Films are a lot more difficult!”

I tried to defend her and find a way out of this nightmare.

“But, Brooke’s not like that…”

I stared at her for support.

“…Are you, Darling?”

She shook her head but Isaak had already risen and was playfully pulling her up the stairs towards the bedroom and she had a weird, forced, strained, mock, terrorised look on her face.

“Save me, Peter…save me!”

The black man just laughed, dragged her more firmly and stared at me in instruction.

“Bring some wine and water up, Peter…after tonight she ain’t gonna deny she’s a Whore… any more!”

By the time I took their drinks upstairs, Brooke was over his knee being spanked; her eyes were closed and her voice was weak but so very sexually and sensually alive.

“Oh, Isaak…I do adore sex…I do…I try to deny it but I do!”

She kneeled submissively on the bed for him and he fucked her in every crack and crevice she had as she timidly surrendered her body and soul to him, and seemingly this new, debased, dissolute way of life. 

All I could do was observe them hopelessly for a couple of hours but by then was getting weary, even though her lover was still going with foul energy that must only have come from the very devil himself.

He was utterly demonic and extraordinary.

The screams and moans from my wife went on nearly all night and deep into the morning and when I took them coffee, just to be civil, he had begun to fuck her again and again until finally she sucked him, swallowed his fluid, and they were done!

I think!

He staggered up, quickly showered and then looked at her resting, exhausted, receptive, newly educated, gorgeous, female form.

“Be there at 5.30p.m, Bitch…exactly…be dressed in your outfit and look sexy…”

His eyes were shining like gleaming, black marbles.

“…We can do well together.”

She returned his glare with her own as if finally to challenge him!

“And if I don’t come?”

He laughed as if it was an extraordinary, ridiculous thought and focused on me.

“Then, Baby…you have a good life with your Pussy Boy…you won’t get another opportunity with me… and you’ll never have a life or get on television or films that you say you want…”

He was so diabolical and outrageous in his crude, cruel remarks and assumptions.

“…And with your assets and developing experience, Girl…believe me…you can go far…!”

He stood up to his full, less than imposing height, smiled at me in superiority and stretched and arched his back in the process.

“…See you later…Alligator!”

He disappeared almost as soon as he spoke and Brooke and I were alone; she stared at me and sighed in barely, disguised good humour.

“Thank God he’s gone, Darling…!”

I looked at her suspiciously as I never knew what was forming in her mercurial head or coming out of her perfectly formed mouth.

“…I’m literally dripping…so get to work…!”

I worked on the male essence all her creases were pungently swimming in as she settled in the mattress and trembled inperceptively in delight.

“…I’m sorry, Peter…but I do like being fucked…it’s so exquisite to be used like that…”

She giggled quietly and with some amazement in her tone.

“…I would never have believed it…even though the other girls all told me endlessly!”

She groaned under my tongue and I did as well in bleating, prurient harmony.

“You’re not actually going to work in that bar?”

Her voice was squeaking in short breaths as it always did when she was about to climax and reach her sexual heaven.

“No, no…and be a Whore…suck cock and let men paw and fuck me…oh God no…no…”

She trembled, screamed and reached out to touch something wonderful but there was nothing there, only empty air.

Her folds and crevices were so still so full of wet and dry semen and I was licking furiously as she laughed and teased me.

“…There’s too much for you, Peter…I’ll shower…will you get that bag from the hall he left for me…please…”

It was quiet at the office today and I knew I could be late; as she bathed I took the smart, white carrier she referred to and brought it to the room.

Curiosity got the better of me and I laid the items out on the unmade bed and my penis felt as if it would explode when I saw what I had exposed.

There were tiny thongs, black panties, black tights, a black leotard with shiny, sparkling insets and a sharp silver belt; it was indeed the outfit from the bar, Isaak had referred to and I recognised it was purely for my wife to prostitute herself in.

I wanted to feel revolted and repulsed and I did, but to my eternal shame and dishonour I felt incredibly turned on as well; I recalled the girl, Bernice, who had provided me with a blow job and knew with certainty the same things would be expected of my, Brooke.

My cock was so stiff and rigid it almost hurt me and to make matters worse my wife came out of the bathroom smelling and looking divine and obviously feeling frisky and strangely flighty.

She seemed unusually and incredibly energised and dare I say, happy!

Her manicured fingers examined the outfit excitedly and ran her hands lightly and eagerly over the divisive, sparkly leotard.

“Would you like to see me in this, Peter? Parading my assets and wares and being a, Little, Bar Slut…?”

Her eyes stared at my crotch and could see how disgracefully erect and aroused I obviously was.

“Oh, Peter, you really are a Pervert…you want me to…pull your trousers down…let me see it…quickly!”

Pathetically I drew them to my knees in my madness and helplessness; I was wearing a blue pair of her knickers and my cock was pressing out meaningfully against the fine, sensual material.

“…If you come in your panties, Peter…then you can dress me in this uniform…prepare your wife for working, as a Whore!

I groaned and tried not to go over the edge but her words undoubtedly titillated, seduced and beguiled me.

“…All those producers and agents wanting to touch and fuck me, Peter…you do like to see me fucked…fucked…fucked?”

I gasped and my stupid, unreliable penis ejaculated and she squealed in childish, juvenile, delight.

“Oh you, Bad Boy…dry me properly and then you can see me dressed up.”

I was shaking and humiliated but desperate to see her in this provocative guise; I attended her pussy as normal then pulled on the panties, tights and finally helped her into her clingy suit that fitted her perfect curves like a spandex, taut glove.

When the straps were pulled up on her shoulders the whole material stretched and pulled the crotch tightly around her sexuality, and made her look like a young man’s, wet dream.

I gasped in shock and she smiled at my sullied, lewd reaction.

“Like it, Peter…”

She placed her hands on her hips then wiggled, giggled and shook in her excitement and got lost in her imaginary world of fantasy, female sexuality and decadent play.

“…Would you like a drink, Sir…touch my ass, Sir…I’ll suck your cock, Sir…for a job, Sir…of course…”

She flushed in depraved agitation.

“…My husband won’t mind…!”

To my disbelief I was erect again and she howled at me in her amusement and feigned outrage.

“…Peter, you actually want me, to be a Whore…go and fuck off to work…be here at 5.30p.m and I’ll tell you if I’m going…or not!”

I went to speak but she waved me dismissively away and I was in a terrible state all through the morning; Robyn noticed but sensibly ignored my unsettled state initially and then spoke to me over a lunch break.  

“If you want to unburden yourself, Peter…then feel free to tell me…we all need a friend now and then…”

Her fingers squeezed my arm and hand and I felt comforted by her as I always did.

“…I will not judge you!”

I wanted desperately to offload my burden to someone, but I could not simply reveal how my marriage was disintegrating and what a sexual deviant I had become; I therefore simply made a feeble excuse in my reply.

“It will be fine, Robyn…marital ups and downs that’s all!”

She smiled as if she knew better and working here, dealing with relationship breakdowns each and every day, she undoubtedly did!

“Well see it doesn’t affect you…that big promotion is coming up soon and you’re a shoe in…  Ellen likes to promote men in our small group of Ladies to provide balance…”

She sipped her drink, stared at me innocently with her pale, grey eyes and spoke deceptively softly.

“…Would you mind if I put my name forwards, Peter…I obviously won’t get the position with my lack of time here, but I would like the experience.” 

I nodded at her with good grace; she really was a sweet and intelligent girl and this seemed a good idea for her future, junior management prospects.

I somehow made it through the day and to my dismay when I reached home Brooke was already dressed in the divine outfit and she smiled as she saw my agitation and disintegration.

“I can’t refuse this opportunity…”

She laughed nervously.

“…Isaac did say I was made and designed for sex…do you think so, Peter?”

I stared at her in the delicious, divisive uniform and then flushed and nodded like an idiot.

“Please Brooke…not this!”

She just laughed, disinterested as always in my feelings and sensibilities.

“It’s too late now, Darling Peter…lets go and I’m sorry…”

I held my breath as to what she was going to say; how much worse could it get and why on earth had I tried to be clever when I was obviously so stupid! 

“…I don’t want you in the bar for a while…I need to find my feet…”

She was still chuckling in her trepidation, my discomfort and the incredible, hidden, debauched irony of it all.

“…Or my knees!”

She placed a coat around her to hide her heavenly outfit and show; I dropped her off on time and she told me that she would catch a taxi home. 

Then she was gone inside the tinted glass, front doors to sell her body and humiliatingly I had to stop the car and masturbate into my knickers as she walked into the sleazy, sullied venue.

My wife was whoring herself out and I had manufactured and created the whole mindless scenario with my stupid, insane, ludicrous idea! 

Brooke returned late that night, reeking of semen and sweat, and made me clean her everywhere as she told me about the contacts she had made and the fact that men found her irresistible.

She was shameless and unconcerned about my reaction as her husband, and I licked her pussy as she mumbled about the further appointments she had agreed to, and offers she had been promised and was going to get.

This went on for a fortnight and then to my further horror one evening, she brought a tall, black man back for dinner who she informed me was supposed to be a very important producer. 

Right in front of me, Brooke fed him, paraded herself in various outfits and negligees to demonstrate her ample assets and once he was on her feminine hook, which seemed too easy for her fishing talents, she took him to our bed and fucked him energetically, furiously and loudly for hours.

Once he had departed I snuck inside and she was soaked and strangely elated as she mumbled in delight.

“I think he’s going to get me an interview for a job on the local, KEYC station… possibly in the news!”

I sucked his semen out of her as she grumbled contentedly and wittered on in her depraved reverie.

“…He was such a nice man…really helpful…Isaac was so right…I really am making terrific progress!”

This event was repeated over the subsequent weeks with the same, then different men and after a month I was at the end of my tether and did not know what to do with her or myself any more.

Brooke would still not allow me to go into the bar and my imagination was working overtime as to what she was doing and getting up to. 

The situation was becoming more than I could bear and late one afternoon after Robyn and I had finished a case file, I sat in my chair and felt I could not go on like this and whispered my exasperation to my most trusted and loyal friend.

“I’m thinking of divorcing, Brooke, Robyn!”

Her grey eyes registered nothing; there was no surprise at all.

“Well I knew things were difficult…I’m sorry, Peter.”

I felt as if I had the weight of the world on my shoulders, something snapped inside me like a rubber band, and I whispered words I had longed to say for weeks now.

“Can I speak to you, Robyn?”

She shook her head very slowly as if in thought.

“No, Peter…we are professionals so if you confided in me then I would have to do my job and be forensic as if I was preparing you for separation…it’s how I work I’m afraid…!”

Her face showed concern but her point was clear.

“…We cannot just have a casual conversation about this.”

I was in an awfully bad way.

“Please, Robyn…I need to tell someone and you are so good at your job…I rely on and trust you implicitly… and could give me good advice as you always have.”  

Her eyes were compassionate and understanding but so cool, mercurial and cloudy grey as well.

“If you want me to involve myself, Peter then will have to ask you extremely personal questions…it will be embarrassing for us both…”

She sighed in frustration.

“…So find someone else!”

I knew she was only being sensible and procedural but I was so needy and had a terrible compulsion to confide in someone; I was in fact and truth so utterly desperate to tell her!

“Please, Robyn…I rely you…I will tell you everything…ask me what you will!”

She stood up and pointed to the senior position I was sitting in behind the shiny, wooden desk.

“Then I need to have the main seat…it is psychologically easier for you to talk if you see me as a superior rather than your assistant…”

She smiled disarmingly and seemingly so innocently.

“…You do understand, Peter…?”

This made absolute sense to me and I rose as she took her position in the padded, black leather, swivel chair and the desk instantly became the barrier separating me, as the person with the problem, and her as the professional with the solution.

As always it seemed that my feelings were paramount in her mind and she whispered a final, thoughtful, gentle option to me to change my mind. 

“…Are you sure, Peter? If you lie or do not tell me what I ask then I cannot do my job….I have to be very thorough…!”

I nodded but she scolded me.

“…Call me, Misss Press…it’s more official…we have an hour… so tell me about what went wrong in your marriage, Peter!”

I flushed and tried to enter the spirit of our professional arrangement; she was doing me a favour after all!

“Yes, Miss Press.”

I inhaled, closed my eyes for a split second and I then began to unload my anxiety but only told her vaguely about Brooke’s possible, recent indiscretions; how could I reveal the rest and our chequered history together and keep my self respect?

She listened and took notes then spoke softly.

“How do you know she has been unfaithful…?”

I went bright red and she snapped her book shut in demonstrable agitation and temper.

“…I knew you would clam up, Peter…go and see another lawyer!”

I was devastated and knew that I had to come clean or stop.

“I’m sorry, Miss Press… you are correct, I am not being entirely honest…sorry…I will tell you it all…ask whatever you wish.”

Her grey spheres instantly focussed all their energies directly on me.

“Last chance, Peter…now what makes you think she is being unfaithful.”

I closed my eyes in shame but spoke the disgraceful truth. 

“Because I lick the sperm out of her!”

Her voice did not flicker or react at all.

“Is that vaginal or anal?”

“Both, Miss Press.”

She inhaled almost silently

“I see…how long have you been licking women’s vaginas, Peter?”

I went quiet and I could see she was becoming impatient with my dithering and it made me confess the whole, lengthy, sorry story from the beginning, and I blurted out and told her absolutely everything! 

Well almost everything!

She was listening and writing diligently and intently and as I concluded my lurid and sorry tale she then smiled at me sagely.

“It’s not so terrible or unusual, Peter…do not be so embarrassed. You have a submissive nature, fetish and have cuckold tendencies…becoming aroused at the thought of your wife fucking and providing sex to another man is not so unheard of or rare nowadays!”

She seemed so knowledgeable for someone that appeared so shy and demure.

“…Often such men wear clothing from their wives…”

I was beetroot and she smiled knowingly.

“…What do you have on of, Brooke’s?”

I was so ashamed but was compelled to reveal all.

“Her knickers!”

She blinked and commanded me.

“Show me Peter...”

I was mortified but pulled my trousers down anyway and she saw my erection covered in beige cotton, frills and lace and commented accordingly.

“…You like to come in them, don’t you?”

I nodded as if demented.

“Yes, yes…yes!”

Her voice had a sudden edge to it.

“Show me, Peter…come in your panties…come on!”

I was so heated on edge and confused I jerked almost instantly and the juices stained the pretty underwear before I retreated and sat back down into my chair feeling utterly humiliated. 

Strangely however, I somehow seemed better now that I had spoken to Robyn about my fetish and dark, strange impulses and cravings although I was embarrassed.

“I’m sorry, Miss Press…sorry I’m a bit strange!”

She did not smile but looked on me kindly, with compassion and empathy

“Not at all, Peter…we all have, our fetishes and sexuality to carry and bear…your story is not so unusual but what do you want to do…divorce?”

I blinked in alarm at the obvious question that I had juggled in my brain most each and every day and night.

“I’m not sure…”

Her advocate’s hat was on her delicate, ginger head.

“You have told me you have a pre-nuptial but I warn you…they can be challenged nowadays and your story of her infidelity… well that would help your case…but it is only hearsay…you have no real evidence!”

I spoke out immediately and loudly in my rashness.

“I need someone to get into that place where she works and find out…so I can use it against her if the time comes…”

Her grey spheres glowed but her mouth stayed silent and I had an inspiration, yet again!

I never seemed to learn!

“…Would you do it, Robyn?”

Her face flushed and she laughed in incredulity.

“Me!”

I nodded eagerly and stupidly.

“Yes I could get you an interview…you could just go on a trial for a few days…if he accepts you…”

I recalled Brooke’s initiation and lied.

“…It’s not too bad!”

“Did you see it, when your wife was interviewed?”

I was still such a little fibber!

“No…Miss Press.”

She chuckled in almost hilarity

“I don’t think so, Peter…you would lose respect for me…”

I shook my head as she pondered but she was right as always, and I probably would have thought less of her agreeing to such depraved things; she murmured suddenly and her words surprised me and took me off guard.

“…Perhaps if I was your senior then it might be easier?”

I was unbalanced, shocked and exclaimed in panic.

“The new, Senior, Managerial position?” 

She shrugged as if the new job had escaped her attentions.

“I hadn’t thought of that…but you wouldn’t like me being your, Boss…!”

Her unreadable, grey eyes found me in my desperation and despair.

“… Would you?”

I was utterly fraught and dug deeper into my pit.

“I wouldn’t mind, Miss Press…you are clever, bright and pretty.”

She blushed as if abashed at my compliment.

“That is inappropriate, Peter but as I am sitting in your chair…I will continue my investigation into your case…if you would like me to…?”

I nodded as I indeed felt better talking about my emotional and previously, deeply buried problems.

“…Do you kiss your wife’s feet…most submissives do…?”

She seemed to understand everything and she knew my answer by the look of surprise at her insight, written all over my puerile, ruddy face.

“…I told you, do not be ashamed, Peter…in fact I want you to show me; for the record…show me…you will see that it may be cathartic for you…!”

I walked to her and knelt down at her feet, removed her patent shoe off her right leg and gingerly licked the end of her black, nylon clad toes. 

As I did so I saw that her legs were spread a little in the tight skirt of her dark suit; I could see her white, rose decorated, panties and she noticed immediately and gasped at my outrageous actions.

“…Peter…you little Pervert…you want to lick my pussy don’t you?”

I moved my gaze and focus quickly.

“No, Miss Press…sorry, Miss Press!”

She sat upright then rose from my seat of managerial power that strangely seemed to suit her and muttered seriously

“Well I’m not going to be your spy, Peter…”

She teased and tantalised me, almost by way of a joke.

“…Not as your assistant anyway…I’ll see you tomorrow!”

I left the building soon after and was shaken but weirdly empowered that I had at last had the courage to tell someone about my troubles and thought no more about such matters as if the act of sanguine confession had been good for my soul.

However after a further night of licking my wife’s pussy free of other men having their sullied, dirty way with her then the possibility of clever Robyn as my superior didn’t seem so terrible after all!

In all honesty she had been carrying me for months as I had been so distracted by Brooke’s antics, and she was definitely far more intelligent, resourceful and confident than I was.

And I was simply and utterly desperate for my revenge on my uncontrollable wife, get some proof of her unfaithfulness and then I would be free of her, if that is what I ultimately wanted!

I was not sure any more exactly what I did need or require, but all I knew was that I just couldn’t go on like this!

In the morning I went in to see Ellen, recommended Robyn for the promotion and to my surprise not only did she agree but by 10a.m my former assistant was sitting at my desk for real as my new manager.

In genuine good feeling I brought her a coffee and smiled at her warmly.

“I told you I would do it for you, Robyn!”

Her eyes were impenetrably, glassy grey and her voice monotone.

“I think, Miss Press will suffice, Peter…we need to be professional in the office!”

I was dumbfounded and bewildered.

“But…but…I thought you said…the bar…you’d check on, Brooke?”

Her lips twisted into a wry smile.

“I said I would consider it, Peter…I was entitled to this position…your work was getting slack…wasn’t it?”

It was an undeniably true observation.

“Yes, Miss Press.”

She was official and officious suddenly.

“Take your remaining stuff off my desk and finish the file on my table; be here at 12p.m and we’ll discuss this little matter with your wife once more.”

She was authoritarian, unnerving and suddenly I could hardly focus or even talk; I sensed she’d tricked me or had she?

My head wasn’t sure about anything anymore!

I tried my best with my work but it was patent that I was distracted and when I returned to her office, my old office, at just before midday she was talking to Ellen who smiled endearingly when I walked in.

The Managing Partner of the firm was quite a striking woman, given her age, and still cut an attractive shape in her expensive, beige suit with silver jewellery pinned on for decoration and she addressed me.

“I’m pleased you had the idea for Robyn, Peter…very realistic and impressive of you….I had noticed a change in you over recent months and I think, in all honesty she will provide that bit of discipline you need.

I flushed and tried my best to agree to this further examination of my tolerance and ability to endure and suffer.

“Yes, Ellen.”

She stared at me unusually.

“Robyn thinks that junior staff should refer to senior managers more formally…so call me, Mrs Briesner now, please, Peter.”

I seemed so useless; even at work now!

“Yes, Mrs Briesner!

The woman laughed and turned to my new mistress with the bright, red hair.

“You are correct, Robyn it is a lot better like this!”

She left us and I stood before my new boss who was dressed in a sharp, navy suit and suddenly looked a lot smarter and well presented than I remembered her to be.

“Get me a coffee, Peter.”

I provided one promptly and she bade me sit opposite her and sipped the inky, thick liquid.

“I never agreed to do this with your wife and the bar, Peter?”

I knew that was correct I had been too hasty in my eagerness to find out about Brooke and providing her with such easy access to my job; I had no alternative now but to plead with her, and that is exactly what I did.

“Please, Miss Press…please!”

She closed her eyes and seemed to be lost in thought.

“Come and massage my shoulders as I used to do for you… and tell me what this adventure entails...”

I stood behind her and pressed my slim fingers on her slender clavicles and she began to settle and relax.

“...What is involved, Peter?”

I picked my words carefully as I did not want to overly concern this young lady or frighten her off.

“I can ring, Isaak, tell him I have someone new that is looking for work and then….”

I was already hitting trouble; I really had not thought it through.

“Then what, Peter?”

I was struggling in ever deepening water.

“He will want to see pictures or a video of you…intimate pictures so he can see if you are worth his time.”

She was so incredibly quick witted.

“As you sent of your wife?”

I confessed my shame.

“Yes, Miss Press.”

“Let me see…!”

I handed her my phone and she found the video, watched it and grumbled contentedly as I pressed her neck softly.

“…You are a Bad Boy, Peter doing such things secretly it could get you…mmm… that’s good… into a lot of trouble…”

She sighed so incredibly femininely and gently.

“…She is very pretty, your Brooke…it must be difficult to know other men are fucking her ass and pussy so much?”

I gasped and sensed my raging erection.

“It is, Miss Press.”

Her voice was silent for a moment then she spoke almost in unusual uncertainty.

“Perhaps I am not attractive enough and he would not want me?”

She smelt of talcum powder, lemon shampoo and her perfumed fragrance was undoubtedly affecting me.

“No you are pretty as well, Miss Press; but maybe in a slightly different, understated way to Brooke.”

It seemed that she suddenly required reassurance.

“You think I am desirable to men, Peter?”

I was enthusiastic and honest.

“Yes, Miss Press.”

Her mind was whizzing, I could almost hear it whistling and spinning.

“You could take a video of me in the toilets whilst I changed for the gym this evening…we have luxurious, Ladies restroom in here …you could hide in the one of the cubicles and film me …to send to him…”

She was so deeply lost in her own ethereal world.

“…But I’m not sure…”

She looked up and stared at me with pure, grey, sparking eyes.

“…if I was, Brooke…how would you persuade me, Peter? I’m just not sure!”

I was so stiff and uncomfortably aroused and words came to me instinctively without almost any thought; which was not too unusual for me!

“I’d beg her, Miss Press…literally beg her…she was always so difficult and made me plead on my knees.”

She pressed a button on her desk and I heard the unmistakable, uncomfortable sound of the door click and lock.

“Then convince me, Peter… exactly… how you please and serve your wife, and perhaps I will agree to do this foul, demeaning thing for you!”

I moved in front of her, prostrated myself and picked up her small foot covered by a black, flat, shiny shoe.

“May I remove it, Miss Press?”

She shifted in her chair and her short, tight skirt, raised up a fraction and perversely I could see her pink panties below.

“Yes, Peter…you can show me how you venerate your wife!”

I gingerly removed the shoe and began to suck her petite, nylon clad toes and she sighed, nestled and settled in her seat as I did so.

“Please…Miss Press… help me…please…I will do anything!”

She murmured as if contented and appreciative of my devotion.

“You want to be free of that Bitch, Brooke?”

Suddenly that was absolutely what I wanted.

“Yes…yes…yes!”

She pulled her hem and then seductively spread her pale, but pleasing thighs a little.

“Why, Peter…why…tell me!”

I was consumed by my sordid lust for this woman and just stared insanely at her delightfully open, but prettily covered crotch.

“Because I want to serve you, Miss Press.”

I sucked her toes meaningfully, stared up at her in adoration and admiration and she muttered expressively.

“Say that again, Peter!”

She opened her legs ever wider and my compulsion to kiss and lick her mound was overpowering and overwhelming.

“I want to worship you, Miss Press!”

She gasped as if she was being beguiled and seduced by this sullied game.

“Take your trousers off, Peter but remain on your knees.”

I pulled them down and she clearly saw my stiff, little man in a pair of my partner’s tiny, black panties and she pressed her nylon clad toes to my obvious rise of flesh and I squealed pathetically to her touch.

“Dirty Boy…if you serve me then I will do this awful task for you…I’ll go and find out what your Whore of a wife is doing…”

She was inexplicably so horribly sadistic and cruel.

“…who’s fucking her ass…?”

Her foot provided divine, delicious, tension and pressure and I reflexively spurted into the knickers holding my male bits; as I did so I then moved and shuffled right in-between her thighs as she watched my compulsion, craving and perversion and simply laughed.

“..So persuade me then, Peter…persuade me!”

I wanted to please her more than I could comprehend and let my tongue lick on her knickers and along the distinct, feminine line of her aromatic pussy.

“I will idolize you, Miss Press.”

She groaned in pleasure and I pulled the thin cotton to one side to reveal the most perfect, little pussy set in fine, bright, ginger hair.

“You want to serve this, Peter?”

“Yes.”

“Swear it.”

I was utterly overcome with her.

“Let me revere you, Miss Press…oh fuck… I love you!”

My tongue found her sliver of rich wetness; she gripped my hair roughly and I lapped at her like a dog, invading every inch of her luscious, delectable flesh until I was pressing on her most sensitive, little spot and she was vibrating and squirming to my oral touch.

“Oh, Peter…you are good at this…go on harder…just…a little harder… there oh fuck…yes…yes... yes!”

She shuddered, grabbed my hair and held my head in her fine, scented, delicate hands and, as she came down from her sexual and hormonal high, I continued to suck and lap at her slippery flesh until she was recovered, sated and only then did she playfully push me away and murmur.

“OK, Peter…5p.m in the toilets; hide in one of the cubicles as we discussed… it needs to look like real and subversive filming…not to raise his suspicions…video me as I change for the gym!”

I pulled my clothes up and tried to readjust my heated brain but it was almost physically impossible to do so.

“Yes, Miss Press.”

She was already showing no signs of our recent indiscretion as she was looking perfect and demure once more and just dismissed me casually.

“Do your work…I’ll see you later!”

As I staggered out of my former office my mind was simply a bog and a quagmire; when I thought about what I had just done it seemed to me that all these girls lusted after the same thing, an easy climax without any consequences!

In my mind I knew I now hated Robyn; she was duplicitous and untrustworthy but I recalled for that fateful second, when the call of her femininity grasped me and threw my spirit about like a libidinous tempest, I had adored her as well!

Part of me hated her but loved her, and she reminded me for an uncomfortable moment of my wife, Brooke!

I reconciled myself to the probable fact that in my enthusiasm to get the information on my wife’s exploits and to get even for as yet unknown, ways and purposes, it had made me denigrate myself to my former assistant in ways that were unpalatable and unreal. 

Undoubtedly, given my strained circumstances, I deducted that I was using Robyn far more than she was utilising me; I was telling lies for my own devices and when I had what I wanted I would dismiss her from my life like a bug and the unworthy person she undoubtedly was!

Just before the office began to close for the day, Robyn came out and gestured for me to hide in the lavatories and wait for her; I went promptly and locked myself in the confined space of the cubicle, furthest from the door.

To my horror, by the sound of their voices, I realised two other female members of staff came in before my new Boss arrived, and I just kept silent and shivered in case I was discovered; I mean how would I explain being in the ladies toilets?

Undoubtedly it would be an offence that would lead to instant dismissal and as my heart beat in ever louder volume I sensed that I was living life on the very edges of my existence.

The room emptied and I could tell Robyn’s arrival by her unique, light steps and her pretty shoes; in keeping with her pretence of not knowing I was there, she began to undress as I kneeled on the tiled floor, bent my head under the door and began to surreptitiously video her with my phone.

I had obviously seen her intimately earlier that day but it did not prevent me being mesmerised as she removed her jacket, shirt and skirt until she was just in her black holdup stockings, pink bra and knickers.

She stretched and posed from every angle to give me good sight of her slender but tight body, it was not like Brooke’s but it was lean, taut and appealing although her breasts were smaller and less pronounced.

Strangely this girl seemed more attractive each time I saw her and I longed for her to remove her knickers and let me see her lovely, bushy covering once again.

However she covered her hips with clingy, gym shorts and a tight, black, sports bra and I was pretty sure that Isaak would like and want her for an interview and I was enthused and elated.

I turned off the recorder and whispered enthusiastically.

“It’s OK, I’ve got it!”

To my surprise Robyn picked up her clothes, covered herself as if in protection and squealed in apparent shock when she looked down and saw me.

“Peter, what are you doing there?” 

She screamed and ran out and I was bemused at her performance but she was seemingly taking no chances about being associated with me in the toilets, and I obviously I understood her sound reasoning.

Well I presumed I had anyway!

I thought no more about it and when I reached home my wife needed pleasuring and then dressing and I did my duties as usual, vowing only that soon I would have some revenge on her and her uncaring, dissolute, feckless ways.

I dropped her at the bar and as I was not allowed inside I asked the girl at the door if I could speak to Isaak; she made a phone call and he came straight out and shook my hand when he saw me.

“Hi Peter…sorry you can’t come in…Brooke is insistent but…”

He chuckled dirtily.

“…She is doing very well…is so suited to this life…and having numerous interviews for jobs…!”

I flushed as unfortunately my tongue well knew how promiscuous and depravedly popular she had become.

“…What can I do for you?”

I picked up my phone from my pocket.

“I mentioned to a friend of mine about what you can provide with your contacts…she would like the chance of a job…would you see her?”

I quickly showed him the video and he smiled with interest.

“Red and ginger girls are always popular, Peter…not bad…I will give her a look; bring her tomorrow about 8p.m and …”

He smiled wryly.

“…I will allow you visitation with her without telling your wife…just for the one evening as a favour…see you then…”

He was chuckling and laughing and just for once I wondered what it was like in his world of command with women; I had never experienced such a privilege!

“…I should put you on commission…for finding me these, willing girls!”

Brooke came home brimming with viscous, male fluid all over her as usual, and after cleaning all indents and crevices with my mouth we slept; Brooke immediately and deeply through fatigue and me fitfully, due to stress!

I realised that a divorce was becoming inevitable and more than ever wanted some evidence against her; I was so reliant on Robyn to get inside the bar, then her help to inform me and provide usable proof of what was going on.

My head dozed and disturbingly all I could see in my imagination was her pretty, red pussy that I had loved so worshipfully and, even in my exhaustion, I still pulsed in lewd arousal.

Robyn was already at work when I arrived, as there was a big divorce case on and we were both under pressure; I told her over a sandwich that I had arranged for an appointment with Isaak tonight and she nodded in confirmation although we did not discuss it further.

I had told my wife that I was needed at the office until after she left for her evening’s sordid obligations and I planned for my new boss and me to have some dinner, and then go to the bar together.

However Robyn ordered a Chinese take out and we finished our work finally at around 6.20p.m when we were the last people in the building; we then sat, had something to eat and drink and relaxed as it had been a full, intense day.

My red haired companion was hungry and as she swallowed her rice and meat I spoke of my gratitude to her.

“Thank you, Miss Press, I do appreciate this.”

She drank some water and smiled innocently.

“When your wife went for her final interview…tell me what did you do for her…to prepare her?”

I nearly choked on my noodles!

“I…I… I licked her ass then dressed her…he told me to!”

She seemed unsurprised and unfazed.

“Than you better do the same for me, Peter…don’t you think? Finish up…!”

The food was soon dispensed with and I stripped her of her business suit and then crawled on my knees and lapped at her small, tight anus and she crouched forward and groaned weakly.

“…Do you want to lick me, Peter…make me wet at the front as well…?”

My tongue answered for me by suckling her red slit from the back in answer and I quickly brought her expertly to a climax as she stroked my head in relaxation and real, selfish, female need and gratification.

“…My bag’s there, Peter, dress me and we’ll go.”

To my shock the clothes she had brought to wear were black stockings, suspenders and a garter belt; a short, black skirt and a cut off black top and, with a bit of heavy rouge, she was prepared and ready.

She looked like a dirty call-girl, not the professional woman she was, and I whispered in admiration of her.

“You look gorgeous, Miss Press!”

She chuckled softly

“You can call me, Robyn…it’s out of working time!”

Before I hardly blinked we were at the downtown bar and as I waited in the side room looking on as I had with my wife, I realised that I was incredibly excited and already fully aroused.

Robyn was seated and Isaak was cushioned behind his flat uncovered, uncluttered desk and he began quietly.

“What can I do for you, Robyn?”

To my shock she was blunt with him and almost honest!

“I am a professional woman…make good money…I just want to dress up now and then and…”

She giggled completely out of her normal character and in mock childishness.

“…Have some fun!”

He smiled and nodded in understanding.

“We have a lot of girls like that…married women mainly, wanting some entertainment and fucking!”

Robyn laughed and smiled at him and I was more and more astounded at what a fantastic actress she patently was.

“I prefer women, to be frank… but some male flesh now and then is OK as well…work can get…so monotonous!”

He smiled and those sharp teeth were displayed once again!

“How did you get to know about us?”

She nodded to the one way window; she knew I was behind it although she could plainly not see me!

“I work with, Pussy Boy…he licks me out now and then…he told me!”

They both smirked at my expense and Isaak instructed her.

“Stand up…take your clothes off, Robyn let me see you…”

Without reticence she removed her top and skirt but left her stockings, bra and knickers on and his black coals invasively roamed over her delicious form.

“…We have clients that like to see girl on girl action… interested?”

She flashed her grey, dancing spheres.

“Who’s the girl…?”

He picked up the phone and to my shock in an instant, Brooke was standing right beside him in her delightful, tight, body hugging uniform as he stroked her pert, silken covered ass.

“…She is…are you game?”

Robyn grinned emotively

“Definitely…count me in!”

Before my eyes Robyn and my wife began to kiss passionately and make out and, as if matters could not get any worse, they sucked his black cock together before he fucked them both in their asses over his desk as if in a show of who was indisputably in charge and in control within his premises!

Only when he was finished did he send them off to freshen up and be entertainment for his other clients; it was all simply, outlandishly depraved and utterly unbelievable!

Finally he unlocked the door, came in to see me and spoke kindly.

“You have to go now, Peter…thanks for the girl…”

He was always seemingly amused by me.

“…Any more stock then let me know…Brooke will be back later as normal.”

Literally I ran out of the bar in trauma, drove home and sure enough, as Isaak had indicated, my wife was back as normal! 

Later than normal in fact and to be exact and specific; smelling of booze and ever more salty, slippery, insidious sperm and semen.

Ever more I simply hated her and could hardly wait to get into work tomorrow and get the evidence against Brooke to rid her from my life for good and at the same, cheap price that was on her prenuptial agreement with me.  

I was in especially early and the only other member of staff there was Ellen Briesner and I thought it unusual that she was so punctual; she saw me walk in and promptly and somewhat worryingly, escorted me directly into her office.

She sat heavily in her chair and looked sternly at me as if she was the bearer of bad news; and she was, for me!

“Peter, you were in the ladies toilets taking videos of women, last night…how could you…and in my offices as well…!”

I was aghast and dumbfounded but she gave me no chance to explain; I mean just how could I have explained?

“…There are secret cameras in there just for that purpose…you, Little Pervert…you are disgusting…I should call the police!”

I just stood shaking like a leaf in a storm and spoke like a child.

“I’m sorry, Ms Briesner.”

She shook her elegant, immaculate head.

“I don’t know what’s got into you, Peter…your works gone south and now this…I will have to let you go, Peter…you’re, finished here… fired!”

I went to speak and did so.

“Was it, Robyn?”

She looked suitably stunned.

“No, you Stupid Boy, she has only supported you…it was the camera and three other women saw you go in…it’s appalling, Peter…I want you out of the building in 5 minutes!”

I was metaphorically evicted from her room then the building in seconds and I did not even get to see Robyn, although I phoned her later that day and she spoke to me briefly. 

She informed me that she was sorry I had been fired, even worse was that she actually had the evidence against Brooke but now she could not pass it to me because of this unfortunate event and a possible conflict of interest with the firm.

So I was cast out like a miscreant and a reprobate and then, as if things could not get even more disastrous for me, they did!

Brooke, after weeks of her outrageous behaviour, one night turned up with a stocky, rough, black man that had supposedly just given her work as a weather girl on yet another one of the small, local stations, and took him to our marital bed and he did not leave.

He remained with us 3 or 4 days a week and I had to suffer them copulating everywhere and very energetically and noisily to boot as well.

She appeared soon after on this television news program in a short, red dress reading the weather report badly, like a Brainless Bimbo, and I knew I had reached the end of our relationship and my marital road with her.

This final straw she had placed upon my back had finally eroded my tolerance and patience and I filed for divorce on the basis of our prenuptial arrangement.

Days passed and as we temporarily lived together still, Brooke asked me if I would talk to her attorney and, as I confidently knew the agreement I had with her was airtight, I had no reason not to.

In my mind there was nothing to fear as I was still something of a legal eagle after all, and I agreed a meeting with her and her representative at a hotel in town; anything seemed permissible to smooth and speed the process of finally divesting myself of this woman!

I was sitting at a large, square table by myself in a meeting room when Brooke appeared at the door and then I caught and held my bated breath in shock; with her, unbelievably, was Robyn dressed in a smart, black suit with silver accessories!

They sat silently, gracefully opposite me and my former assistant smiled humourlessly.

“Hello, Peter I’m representing, Brooke!”

My blood ran cold in sudden panic and I spoke like a juvenile not the professional advocate I always thought I was.

“She signed a prenuptial…$300,000.00 that’s all!”

Robyn smiled then spoke and still looked so delicious even though she was undoubtedly such a Bitch!

“That was before the enticement into prostitution, the videos, the deceit, the emails, unfaithfulness, and of course that unfortunate event at the office where they fired your ass for depravity!”

I gasped in disbelief this was not how it was, it was just…how it appeared!

“That was your fault, Miss Press…your fault.”

She shook her head animatedly.

“No it was all, your fault, Peter…so…”

She sat back in her chair and seemed so superior and arrogant.

“…We reach a deal or then we go for everything and…”

Her eyes were icy cold, winter grey and cruel.

“…Call the police get you debarred and imprisoned!”

I was heaving and trying to breathe.

“You wouldn’t!”

She laughed and her globes were transparent, icy, granite.

“Try me, Peter…you know me…so try me!”

Instinctively I knew she would, as I recognised that she had all the videos I had made, the emails sent to Isaak, copies of the phone calls, evidence of me watching from the mirror in the bar, the incident at the office and if she used it all, I would indeed be ruined and imprisoned as she said.

“What do you want, Robyn?”

She was still, then spoke very quietly as if this would mask her unbelievable, outrageous words.

“Miss Press, Peter, please…”

I flushed in anger and something else familiar, yet indescribable as she carried on turning the proverbial screw.

“…We estimate your wealth to be around $20 million so we want $12 million and the house…and!”

She smiled as if enjoying her work.

“…We want a signature now…and…”

She giggled as if she recognised she had already won and we both knew that she undoubtedly had!

“…Brooke wants you to kneel, say you’re sorry properly… and kiss her goodbye.”

I stood up to leave but then sat straight back down as I had unfortunately nowhere to run or go; I was done for and pleaded with her but she was an educated, clever iceberg and within minutes I had indeed signed most of my fortune away on the pre-prepared contract.

My soon to be ex wife laughed then rose up and sat on one on the large, leather chairs raised the front of her dress and I saw she had no underwear on at all.

“I knew you’d fold, Peter…you always did…Harry fucked me before I came…he’s a proper director and producer…I’m going to LA to get into films…so I won’t see you for a while…”

She snickered stupidly.

“…So say goodbye to me, Darling and no hard feelings… Peter the Pussy Licker!”

She spread her thighs wide in expectation and I submitted to the inevitable and brought her expertly to heaven as I had foully and submissively done so many, many times before.  

I would like to say I hated it but that would not be true; Brooke was still utterly gorgeous and delectable, horrible but divine and it was just that I was as perverted and screwed up as she was!

It turned out that my soon to be ex wife was not so bad, as she allowed me to remain in my house when she left the next day and said we’d sort it out when she came back and that she trusted me!

All these women were so cheeky, conniving and impossibly diabolical!

There was now nothing for me to do, the divorce was being organised quickly on the basis of the fact that the marriage had never been consummated; money had been transferred, as were the deeds on the house I was wandering around, utterly crushed and lost in!

Frustratingly I wanted to work but could not as my old firm would never provide me with a reference and in all truth I was not up to much as a lawyer anyway.

I mean look at what I had allowed happen to my own money and situation; therefore how could I be entrusted to care for other people’s lives? 

My mind did not dwell on Brooke, as my feelings for her had long departed; she had played me from the first moment we met her but in truth I had mainly thrown myself into the snake pit rather than having been pushed in by her fair, soft hands.

So much was my own fault and down to my own inclinations, propensity, stupidity and sordid compulsions.

Those disturbing instincts seemed now to focus on Robyn; I knew that she also had used me and treated me like a fool, but there was just that something about her that I found hard to dislike or hate. 

Nearly a fortnight after the fateful meeting at the hotel I received a call on my cell and my heart jumped and then fell from an enormous height as I realised it was my old assistant and former Boss.

I pressed the button and held my breath.

“Peter…it’s Robyn! How are you?”

I couldn’t help but bite her… metaphorically speaking of course.

“Penniless and homeless… thanks to you!”

She chuckled and whispered.

“Ah, you are still upset with me, Peter…so that answers my question?”

Reflex again got the better of me; she was leading me as she always had.

“What question?”

“I have the final divorce document here…everything else has gone through…”

She was so fucking efficient and I hated her; didn’t I?

“…I thought you may like to come in and sign it…or I’ll post it…?”

She sighed in that gentle, feminine, wonderful way she always had.

“…Yes, if you’re upset then I’ll post it….it’s easier and less painful!”

Everything I seemed to now do happened almost automatically, and without me thinking; in retrospect I wondered if it was it ever any different?

“When…?”

“Tomorrow…early about 8a.m…but…”

I fell as always.

“What…?”

Her easy breath could be heard evocatively once more.

“…I need to be sure there will be no trouble…and must insist you call me, Miss Press, Peter…I’m sure you appreciate my concerns?”

I understood her too well and wanted desperately to tell her to fuck off and stick the contract where the sun doesn’t shine, but all I said was.

“Yes…Miss Press…8a.m thank you!”

My thumb bluntly cancelled the call are realised that I was pathetic and there was no hope for me!

Immediately I wanted to ring her and swiftly back out of such a humiliating confrontation and I knew that I could, but in all honesty, although I was loathe to 

admit it, I was truly desperate to see her again!

I slept intermittently, since the advent and upset of divorce processes beginning, my libido had faded to nothing and it made me struggle to relax properly; I knew that I wasn’t the norm and I suppose I never had been really.

Since my dismissal I had also found that I had lost the ability to get up early but this particular morning it was as if I was going to work again and I was infused with strange energy, showered thoroughly, and even put on a tailored suit.

Before I hardly blinked I was sitting opposite my Nemesis in my old familiar office; she was dressed immaculately in a tailored, navy suit and I felt like a nervous schoolboy again on his first tentative interview.

Robyn was calm and efficient as normal and smiled as engagingly as she could under the strained circumstances and our recent history.

“You look well, Peter…get me a coffee would you?”

My submissive reflex was on automatic and I placed a neatly poured, inky black drink before her without remembering that I no longer worked there and she laughed and my ability to respond to her instruction.

“Old habits die hard, Peter!”

I flushed in embarrassment but she just ignored my childish petulance and discomfort as she placed a neatly presented document on the desk before her.

“OK, sign here and you can then go… and everything is done…you will get the court’s papers in due course!”

She pushed the contract to me and I signed on the proverbial, dotted line without even bothering to read it; there was no point to try to contest anything, I was a beaten man and just looked up at her sadly.

“Is that all, Miss Press?”

She took the papers, made sure everything was in order; then sat back in her chair, stretched out her slender, nylon covered calves and focussed her dreamy, grey eyes on me.

“What else would you like, Peter…?”

Once again my reactions were instinctive, I stared at her lower legs, bit my lip to try to suppress my compulsions and she sensed the overpowering need in me.

“What, Peter…you wish to take my foot… and kiss it?”

I flushed and blushed scarlet.

“…Then act upon your craving, Peter…venerate me…I like it when you do…”

As normal, instinct overwhelmed my ability and capacity to reason; I moved and prostrated myself, removed her expensive, high heeled shoe, kissed the back of her ankle and then worked up to her silken clad toes.

“…Good, Peter…I wondered if you still wanted me… or if your feelings had changed towards me?”

I groaned in hopeless, helpless passion.

“I love you, Miss Press…worship you.”

She settled back, as if savouring my admission and attentions then chuckled and murmured in attempted conciliation and encouragement to me.

“I hoped you did, Peter…you wish to serve me?”

My answer was amazing, heartfelt and clear cut.

“Yes!”

She seemed pleased but surprised.

“Absolutely and without question?”

I meant every word and, as I sucked her toes, my enthusiasm and natural deviance was captured by the opening forming under her tight skirt.

“Yes, Miss Press…let me adore you.”

Her voice was calm but increasingly strained and tense.

“Take your trousers off, Peter, and…”

I removed them and my shorts- I no longer wore knickers since my divorce- and was dutifully on my knees before her; she took her sole and then pressed it onto my crotch and massaged my erect penis with the delicious, sensual material.

“….Come on my toes, then lick it off and… then you can suck me…!”

Her crotch was more open now and I could make out the black underwear beneath her skirt; the aroma of fragrance and musk was irresistible and instantly I jerked blobs of semen over the tips of her moving, teasing, perfect foot.

My tongue bent down and licked up the juices until the nylon was wet and then I looked up at her and she had in her fingers a small, plastic contraption.

As I watched on in wonder she leant forward, wiped my dripping cock and then gently placed the device around my limp, male flesh; she then smiled at me, as she waved a small, shiny lock and a tiny, silver key directly under my nose.

“…If you want to serve me, Peter then this has to go on now; so you accept you are my Slave and bow to my authority…”

Her voice made that wonderfully expressive sigh once more.

“…I will control your orgasms now if…”

She waited patiently, as if for my consent and agreement.

“…This is what you accept and want…as I do?”

My compulsion and desire for her was simply too strong and I closed my eyes and welcomed her ultimate, complete domination of me.

“Yes, Miss Press…yes…please!”

I sensed, then heard the lock click into place and when I opened my eyes I was hers; she pushed her body hard and fast back in the chair then parted her black, silken clad legs and creamy, white thighs.

“You want to lick me, Peter…adore me?”

“Yes, yes!”

She was also excited but not like me; I recognised we were the same but so different as well and she murmured almost in apology for what she’d done.

“Even though I have deceived you and mislead you, Peter…”

She seemed to be incredibly agitated and aroused at the thought of her mischievousness and duplicity.

“…I so wanted to break you and make you mine…take you from that Slut, Brooke!”

I pushed her thighs apart and impulsively licked the very front of her fragrant crotch.

“Yes, Miss Press…I don’t care anymore…I just want to love you…!”

I licked her harder and she trembled and shuddered.

“Your Girl was such a Whore, Peter…all the men fucked her at the bar…but we got friendly and…”

She heaved in her sullied, sordid heaven and her slim stomach seemed to ripple like a small, delicious wave.

“…Well, we all know what happened…the firm got 25% above what you agreed with her on the prenuptial…so everyone was happy…”

As my dripping tongue found her slimy slippery centre, beyond her panties, suddenly I genuinely wasn’t upset or bitter any longer about my abject humiliation and financial loss.

“…But you! So how can you love me, Peter?”

She was grunting as I directly pressed her mysterious, hidden bud of heaven and pleasure and I gasped in inexplicable reply.

“I just do….you, Bitch…I do…I love you…want you, wish to serve you…oh, Miss Press you’re coming…I can feel you!”

Her body trembled, shuddered and vibrated under my sodden tongue and if I could have come I would have but I was held and constricted by the chastity device and the torture it provided me, was just a uniquely humbling, exquisite experience.

Vainly she fought to regain her heated breath as I continued to suck and lap at her flowing, salivating juices.

“I hoped you would feel like this, Peter…I sensed our connection a long time ago…and…”

Her body was so limp and lifeless.

“…I have an idea where you could work for me…us… at the firm…”

Robyn gasped, giggled, muttered and murmured onwards as I found and pressed her precious spot once again and then she squealed in libidinous delight.

“…We just need to focus on what you’re good at!”

She had unbelievably and presumptuously prepared a contract of employment for me and I read it and, after suspending disbelief, I signed it on a fortnight’s trial.

I knew right there and then when I put pen to paper that I’d be going to hell and damnation forever but I was past concerning myself about such far off inconsequential things!

It had felt like that, right here on earth for longer than I could remember so the afterlife could take care of itself!

At midday I walked into Ellen Briesner’s office with Robyn and she smiled at her only superior now in the firm; my former, double dealing but brilliant assistant had made it right the way to the very top and summit of this excellent, little organisation.

“Peter is fully, contractually employed now, Ellen!”

The mature lady nodded, smirked and, as Robyn left, she locked the door with a flick of a hidden button, elegantly removed her trousers and white knickers, sat on her seat of power then opened her thighs to display her pink, dark haired, trimmed, clearly defined, perfect vagina.  

She made me remove my own trousers and she chuckled and laughed softly as she saw my humiliating restraint and mark of my place in the world.

“Such a clever girl, your, Robyn…always thinking laterally…such a clever, clever girl…!”

I knelt down between her thighs and began to gently but purposefully lap at her increasingly moist, large sliver of female flesh and she moaned reactively, almost silently and immediately, in her appreciation of my educated, oral expertise.

“…Such an intelligent girl…Robyn, this is indubitably a good idea. All the girls here…get stressed and the some of our clients as well…”

She grunted and moaned in erotic, exotic, rising pleasure. 

“…Oh, Peter…you Precious Boy and Little Devil…you will be so useful and…”

She pressed her hips firmly against me and began to work and build to her first climax under my talented tongue and I knew undoubtedly there would be many, many more to come as she groaned in the impending expectation of ecstasy

“…We all need that bit of relaxation and release at work!”

Epilogue

It had been nearly 10 years since that fateful morning; my temporary position became permanent and I was soon dispensing my special favours to everyone in the, all female office, as and when they were required!

Often I would escort Ellen on day or overnight trips, do the driving and attend to her in every, servile way imaginable.

She would often sit in a comfortable chair and read as I suckled her precious, demanding vaginal line and it always settled her and helped her to relax, focus and concentrate. 

I was always contained safely in my cage of submission and chastity and it enabled all the women I pleasured to trust and relax with me absolutely and completely.

Occasionally Robyn would release me and treat me to various, humiliating, fantastic, exquisite orgasms if I was good; and I was always good, with and for her!

Nothing was too much trouble for me and under her influence and direction, my oral aptitude and abilities were used to great effect by our firm and the female clients and money simply flooded in.

Surprisingly, some might think, Robyn and I eventually married, but I loved her absolutely and mysteriously she also adored me. 

Although she did occasionally have liaisons with other men or women they were always brief distractions that did not affect our increasingly unbreakable bond and relationship at all.

In some ways it made our partnership stronger, as did the brown skinned, male child she conceived and gave birth to, although I never asked who the father was.

Brooke never returned from LA; she actually, eventually made it onto the big screen as a sexy waitress and a prostitute, good roles for her, and the last I heard about my ex wife she was on her 3rd marriage and her 2nd child!”

She outlandishly sold me my own house back and Robyn and I lived there contentedly, satisfied and reasonably normally, given that particular descriptive word meant different things to us!  

Looking back some would question the decisions I made, where I eventually ended up and what I was doing, but to be honest, once I accepted my fate with Robyn I was actually happy, extremely fulfilled, contented and enjoyed my life. 

As a great sage once said, “If you have a special skill then it is surely unwise not to use it to its fullest advantage!” 

Or in other words if you have a natural talent then make best use of it and, given what I had suffered, been through and learned, who was I to argue with profound and sound advice like that! 

The End

cover.jpeg





