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The wine tasted sweet and warm, perfect. I settled in my warm cosy armchair and looked at my husband, we were so lucky.

From our humble beginnings at the local comprehensive we had worked hard, passed our A levels and then worked our way up with the building society to gain established employment. Richard was training for management and I was now firmly entrenched behind the front desk at the busy centre in town dispatching my advice on mortgages pensions and insurance. People seemed to like me; I was told I was pretty, I was young and enthusiastic and liked my job.

Richard and I had been going out together since we were teenagers and we married when he was twenty and I was only nineteen. As I looked around our small but beautiful house on the new estate I marvelled at how far we had come in only three years of married life together. It was a testament to our hard work and love for each other. The building society helped with the mortgage and we ploughed every penny we had into the carpets curtains and kitchen until everything as just right for us.

Richard was ensconced in ‘Emmerdale’, he loved his soaps -bless him- and I was pleased that he enjoyed my Thursday night meal just as much as always. Thursday was our steak night, with lashings of chips and as I saw his buttons tugging at his white shirt I decided that maybe the apple pie needed to be stopped for a while. We didn’t have a salad night and as I thought about changing our meal routine I shuddered, change Tuesday’s lasagne to salad? Unthinkable!  I didn’t want to change it, Richard certainly wouldn’t, it would upset everything, things were just right as they were.

I felt sleepy it was lovely cuddling up in our own little bed, we always went at 10p.m exactly, work was important, our passport to the future and it was vital to be fresh for the mornings. Richard had his rich burgundy pair of pyjamas laid out on the bed next to my long feminine green gown, they were side by side, just like us and I hugged myself in my happiness.

Richard wasn’t handsome, he was small, a little chubby, with wavy brown hair and grey eyes, but he was kind and sweet, I called him, my little ‘Munchkin.’

“I’m going to get changed,” I said. 

He nodded at me hardly taking his eyes from the plot of ‘Eastenders.’

I washed and cleaned my teeth thoroughly, oral hygiene was a prerequisite with us and once I was satisfied they were sparkling and white I pulled my gown over my head and sat at my make-up desk to brush my hair. It was my best feature, long, thick, lustrous and blonde, it wasn’t just ordinary blonde but bright sparkling blonde and it had always made men notice me. I suppose I wasn’t bad looking; I had a small pert nose, blue eyes, some freckles and an endearing smile and men had chased me for as long as I could remember.

I looked at my chest bulging from beneath my night-gown, God, I hated it that it was so big; I’d always had big breasts even from early schooldays, why did men like these things so much?                 

I was proud that I had been a virgin on my wedding day, it had not been easy fighting off the lecherous boys at the school but Richard had always been so patient respectful and I remember that we were both nervous on first night of our honeymoon in Majorca.

Initially our sex life was difficult, Richard seemed to feel a terrible pressure on performing but eventually we consummated our relationship and lying in his arms after he had made love to me was memorable. Being sensible people we borrowed some books from the library when we returned and slowly we became more expert in our sex life, it was all about experience and practice anyway, wasn’t it?

I sometimes kept the books a little longer than I should have done; I was fascinated by the vast variety of sex as the authors described it, oral, anal?  What were they talking about? The very thought of someone doing what was described was disgusting but I had to admit it somehow fascinated me as well. Could women really enjoy sex like this? It seemed impossible to me, as was all this talk of an orgasm; it was a myth, surely?    

How could any woman degrade herself to take a man’s thing in her mouth and suck it? It was so demeaning, impossible, but sometimes just reading about it made me feel strangely, tantalisingly, uncomfortable. 

I heard Richard coming upstairs.

“It must be 10p.m,” I thought.

He took his pyjamas into the bathroom washed his teeth thoroughly and joined me in our immaculate bed. Richard removed his large glasses and placed them on the bedside table; he then turned off the side light until the room was encased in darkness and I felt his warm body sidle up to me.

“It’s Thursday Carol,” he whispered. 

I turned to him and kissed him gently on the mouth; I could taste the mint and mouthwash on his breath. 

“I’m ready darling,” I said.

I lay on my back and drew the silky green gown around my hips, I felt Richard move over me until he was on top and between my naked thighs. I reached for his penis and then found it; it was almost hard tonight and after rubbing it a little pulled it to my vaginal lips and then inside me.

Thankfully I had always got wet down there easily and I mumbled as Richard started to move. As normal I had a brief sensation of pleasure then the reality of something cold and sticky dripping from inside me. Richard buried his head in my neck and nuzzled it. 

“Was it good?” he said.

“Of course darling,” I replied, “It was just wonderful…love you.”

He leant over and kissed me on my forehead and whispered.

“And I love you too Pumpkin, it will be just as good on Saturday.”

Saturday was our other sex day. Richard rolled off me and was asleep in minutes, I was content with all things but had been strangely restless recently with this part of our relationship. Was it supposed to be like this? What was an orgasm? Was it real? Oral sex! I shivered and hugged Richard as he slept; no this was perfect just what I had always wanted.

I thought about my parents, they were so proud of me, my own house, job, money, they were even asking about children but I knew I wasn’t ready for that just yet. We had our lives ahead of us, to share and be together, there was plenty of time for children and just at the moment I would stay on the pill.

The morning came and after showering I put on my purple corporate suit for work, the skirt was short and tight accentuating my figure but I liked it, it made me look smart and I felt strangely empowered sometimes when I wore it. I would be dealing with hundreds of people today and everyday; I had lost count of the number of men that tried to come on to me, Really! Even married men talking about a mortgage with the family one minute then asking quietly for my number. 

“Some chance buster!” I thought, but as always had to be polite. I was happy, content, married, why didn’t the world know!

Richard was working in another city today; he would have to stay overnight as was often the case but he could drop me at the shop in town on the way and we were soon together in our yellow ‘Ka’ driving through our select estate towards the main road. 

I noticed as we rounded the corner of our drive that there was a delivery van outside the largest house on the road, it must have been sold for over £250,000.00 and I wondered who our new neighbours would be. 

“Isn’t that Wayne?” screamed Richard slamming on the brakes and opening the car door. 

“It is,” he said and called out to the broad black man carrying a huge chair into the house.  

I looked at the man, I remembered him from school; he was rude and ignorant; thought he was God’s gift to women. 

“He’s just unloading the van Richard,” I said irritated that I might be late, “Let’s meet the owners later.”

But it was too late and the man walked over to our car and smiled at us both, it was a broad, smile lighting up his whole visage. I looked away not wishing to acknowledge him or the fact he’d been in our class; he could not afford to be where we lived!

“Hi Richard,” he said and stuck his head through the window, “And Carol…lookin’ foxy Carol…as normal,” he laughed.

I turned to him, his face was still lean and handsome but older than I remembered, his body was still hard and strong and he was obviously well suited to unloading vehicles for a living, “Hi Wayne,” I said weakly without meaning.

“What you doing here?” Richard asked him “Are you working?”

The man laughed uproariously “Nooo….” he smiled, I’m moving in, I’m your new neighbour… in fact I’m having a housewarming on Saturday, I’ll expect you both…9p.m.don’t be late.”

He walked away waving at us both and before Richard could see that I was shaking my head vigorously he nodded in acceptance of the invitation. 

“I do not want to go there,” I said fiercely, “Beside Judy’s coming, you know she needs some attention after her divorce.”

“Don’t get in a ‘tizz’ darling,” Richard replied, “We don’t have to go if you don’t want but it might be nice to see some of our old friends.”

“Old friends!” I thought, “Was he mad?” 

If only Richard knew that for the last year of school Wayne had plagued me, he was disgusting. “I’m going to fuck you Carol,” he used to say to me, over and over, “You see… I’m going to fuck you.”

He never did and he never would but I did not want to lower myself to mix with the likes of him again, I’d… we’d, gone past that.  

“How did he get the money to buy a house like that?” Richard cooed, echoing my own thoughts.

“How indeed?” I mused creating all types of drug running scenarios in my own mind, with Wayne always at the centre.

Work was soon upon me and after kissing my husband passionately on the cheek I was sitting at my desk before I realised how unsettled the incident had made me. I was hot and flustered and could not believe that Wayne Franks was on my estate, my upmarket estate, it was impossible! I put the incident out of my mind and concentrated only on mortgages, one of the husbands asked for my phone number whilst his wife went to the toilet and I almost exploded in rage with him. It was a sign of my state of mind and I was pleased to see five o’clock and to join the mass exodus for home.

As luck would have it as I walked up the winding road onto our estate Wayne was sitting on a tea chest in the garden sipping a mug of tea, looking a lot more weary than he had been that morning. 

“Hi sexy,” he said, “Want some tea?”

I wanted to ignore him but could not. 

“No thank you,” I replied, “And by the way I don’t think I can come on Saturday,” I smiled, “My friend Judy’s here and I…”

“Bring her as well,” he laughed, “’Blimey’… Juicy Judy,” he said, “I’ve not seen her for years.” 

He looked at me and I could see his large black eyes lost in thought. 

“D’ya know?” he went on “You and Judy were the only two I never had at school.” 

He spoke as if I was the least bit interested. 

“Well not yet anyway!” He laughed.

I was dumbstruck, it was like being back at Cornwall Comprehensive and I turned on my heels and briskly walked away from him.

“ I’m joking Carol,” he shouted at me as I rushed off “9 p.m. bring a… bottle!” 

Richard rang me at 7p.m exactly and I gushed with my concerns for Saturday. 

“Don’t worry darling,” he soothed me, “We’ll definitely not go.”

That should have settled me but it didn’t and it was only after a full bottle of Blue Nun and a midnight bedtime that I finally fell into a restless sleep. The alarm didn’t wake me and I opened my eyes to see the little hand on the nine and the large hand on the twelve, I was late, very late! I had no time to shower and called at taxi whilst I dressed as quickly as I could. The early rush had departed but I still did not get to work until 9.35a.m. 

I threw myself into the desk nodded my apologies at the manager who just smiled at me and I suddenly realised that the world had not stopped, the building society was still going, and I had not in fact missed a single enquiry. I was late and nobody had been in the least bit bothered, but me! It was a strange and weird realisation; nobody worried like me about work but me. Except of course, Richard.

I was euphoric all day, I felt that I’d been naughty and survived but I didn’t tell Richard, he would not have approved and I replaced the missing wine in case he counted how many we had left in our small cellar.

Judy came for dinner at 7p.m; she had been my best friend at school but we had drifted apart a little since our marriages. She had divorced about 3 months ago and I was amazed to see her looking so well and full of life as I opened the door. 

“Hi’ya” she gushed and threw her arms around me, “It’s so nice of you to ask me for tea.”

Richard was already seated around the table; he ate at 7p.m exactly and was already agitated that his day’s routine was affected by Judy’s visit.

“Hi Richard,” she said seating her-self straight away, “Let’s eat, hey?”

I was overcome by both Judy’s confidence and how she looked, she had always been attractive but her brown hair streaked with blonde highlights shone and her face and green eyes were alive with life. She was also dressed predominately in white, trousers, top, shoes- the only break being a bright silver belt.

Richard hardly spoke through dinner, even though he was my ‘Munchkin’ he could be somewhat of an ignorant pig at times and I was soon just seated around the table with Judy as he left to watch the television.

“You look great Judy,” I gushed, “I’m…”

“Surprised?” she said.

I nodded.

“I’ve had somewhat of a life changing experience,” she said, “It’s been…unbelievable.”

“What?” I asked earnestly.

“I can’t tell you Carol, it’s too mind blowing, even for me sometimes,” she smiled.

I turned to look at Richard ‘Coronation Street’ had just started. 

“Tell me Judy, please,” I begged.

“Can’t we go for a walk?” She enquired and I nodded.

“See you later,” I said to Richard but he was in another world.

“Be back for 10p.m darling,” he said not moving his podgy face from the television, “Remember it’s Saturday.”

I blushed, a little and Judy caught my look 

“Saturday is… sex day, Yes?” 

She laughed uproariously as we walked down the road.

“And Tuesday,” I replied suddenly feeling extremely stupid as Judy tried to suppress her mild hysterics.

We wandered down the road and she was just about to disclose her secret when we were suddenly confronted by hordes of people thronging around my new neighbour’s house.

“Judy,” a male voice screamed and Wayne came bounding over to us, “Judy and Carol,” he enthused, “I didn’t think you’d come.”

“I thought I was Juicy Judy,” my friend laughed and kissed him firmly on the lips in response to his initial greeting.

“You were and you still are,” he smiled, “You look cool, man.”

Judy smiled at him. 

“You know you said that you were always going to… fuck me?” she said.

Wayne laughed and let Judy run her manicured finger over his denim shirt. 

“Well I might just let you,” she whispered.

“Cool Judy” he replied, “And you Carol?”

I just blinked at him stupidly not believing what I’d just heard.

“See you later girls, ‘gotta’ mingle,” he said.

He disappeared back into the house and I pulled at my friend’s arm. 

“Judy,” I screamed, “What are you doing?”

She looked at me blankly. 

“This is part of the change,” she whispered, “I may want to… fuck him, he will give to me and me to him, it’s part of life’s big circle.”

I looked at her as if she were mad. 

“What? He’s always said he was going to fuck you and now you’re just going to let him. I don’t believe you, where’s your…your… self-respect?”   

Judy just smiled at me, it was a smile of superiority of confidence; it was as if she was in control of her life, she seemed to know what she wanted and it made me feel inadequate. We stood and chatted idly and I drank too much wine and saw friends from school that I had not seen for years. I looked at them all and judged them, didn’t they all know how well I’d done? How happy I was! I was better than they were, why didn’t they realise?

I looked at Judy, she used to think like I did, that’s why we had always got on, but now, she had lost her way, was no better than all the ‘slags’ that used to be at our school. She was happily married like me until a few months ago, what on earth happened? 

“No I must be wrong,” I thought, “She was joking. She wouldn’t let that bastard Wayne near her, no way!”

I realised that I was alone and I looked at my watch and shuddered, it was 10.10p.m way past my bedtime and it was Saturday as well, I had to get home to my husband. I jostled my way through the crowd; I had to find Judy; it was time to go. She was no where to be seen and in desperation I went upstairs and angrily opened all the doors, in search of her. 

The last door opened revealed her to me and I gasped in surprise, she was kneeling down on the floor in front of Wayne with his large black cock almost fully inserted in her mouth. 

“Hi Carol,” he smiled stroking my friend’s soft hair, “Gonna join in?”

I was almost speechless but somehow garbled. 

“I’m going, Judy, are you… coming?”

My friend shook her head and Wayne smiled again as he pumped his penis back and forward into her small mouth. 

“She’ll be coming later,” he laughed, “Much later!”

I literally, ran out of the door and back to the beloved safety of my own sweet home.

“How could she act so outrageously?” I thought. 

I could sense my whole body was in shock I had a terrible tension in my stomach and lower areas that I’d never sensed before, I felt as though I had been attacked, abused, I was so confused! I changed quickly when I got into the house; Richard was already in bed and looked at me sternly as I walked in our pretty bedroom where the rose patterned curtains matched the bedspread.

“You’re late darling,” he scolded. 

“I’m sorry darling,” I stuttered, “I was caught up with Judy.”

“That girl,” he said exasperated, “So common and disrespectful no wonder her marriage failed.”

“Why did it fail?” I asked him quietly.

Richard shrugged. 

“She just seemed to go off the rails.” He laughed,  “Her husband obviously couldn’t control her. Not like us chicken… now come here.”

I lay beside him and sensed as sudden rage bursting through me, 

“Control me? Who does he think he’s talking to!”

Without thinking I raised my gown and opened my thighs and Richard rolled on top of me, I suddenly realised how wet I was, I was saturated with my juices and Richard’s small erection slipped inside me almost without me noticing. 

“You love this darling, don’t you? I can tell, you seem extra excited tonight,” he said.

He came within a dozen strokes and I grimaced as I felt his semen inside me, I felt sick, I was angry but worse of all I had this terrible hunger from my sex, a terrible need and desire that I had never experienced in my life before.

“That was wonderful darling,” Richard cooed. 

He rolled off me and I hugged my pillow and said nothing.

“I’m looking forward to Tuesday,” he whispered. 

He rubbed my back before going to sleep; I soon heard him gently snoring and the more I tried to sleep the more irritated and irrational I became, all I could see was my friend’s mouth around Wayne’s cock, the look of dirty pleasure on her face.

“She’d be coming later!” 

His words span in my brain, he would be making love…fucking her now! God I couldn’t believe I even thought that word let alone speak it. I could see his cock, it had been so big and black, powerful; it was in and out of my friend now, he done what he said and fucked my friend, was I next? Is that what I wanted? I felt my juices still flowing uncontrollably and longed for this terrible tension to cease.

I threw myself in the shower and turned the dials to blue and was relieved as the icy blast shook me out of my train of thought; I threw on a towel and went downstairs to make some chocolate and try to get my head together. It was now 3a.m in the morning; I was in my own house, I had a good job and I was happy, well most of the time I was happy! I sipped my hot mug, I was not happy tonight, Richard had been smug and horrible, was he horrible? It was all too confusing and I lay back on the settee and tried to let the whole disturbing evening wash over me.

No matter how I tried I always came back to Judy. 

“What had happened to her to change her? Why was she so confident and happy? Why wasn’t she safe, timid, scared… miserable, like me?” 

I couldn’t believe what I’d said to myself. 

“It was Judy that had a problem not me, what was I thinking?” 

I closed my eyes again and thought I was losing my mind.

At about 6a.m I heard Judy’s car start and withdraw quietly from our path. 

“The dirty bitch,” I thought, “I bet she’s been fucked all night.”  

I vowed that I would never speak to her again, she had betrayed my trust our friendship; she had given herself to that bastard Wayne, she was dead to me now. The ache between my thighs had returned with the sound of Judy’s engine; it had brought back instantly the realities of her sordid acts.

I tried to ignore it and for 2 long days I immersed myself in my work and tried to bring my life back to normality. It was an impossible task, things that only a few days ago made me proud now embarrassed me, Richard started to get on my nerves, the television soaps, the routine the dreaded routine. 

“Why had Judy changed?” 

The question ran in my head over and over, it was impossible for me to ignore and finally on Monday evening I picked up the telephone and dialled her number.

“Hello?” 

It was Judy’s voice.

“Hi Judy,” I whispered not wanting Richard to hear me.

“I thought you weren’t talking to me,” she laughed; that confident laugh again cut me like a knife.

“I need to see you Judy,” I said “I have to know what’s happened to you, it’s driving me mad.”

“Ok Carol, Ok, relax I’ll meet you at the pub around the corner in half an hour,” she said, “Don’t bring your snotty attitude with you, hey!”

The phone went dead and I quickly walked to the pub, bought myself a scotch and a gin and tonic for my friend who appeared shortly afterwards in a short white skirt and white blouse, she was not wearing a bra and I wanted to chastise her. Judy picked up her drink and read my mind. 

“If you want to be critical then I’m going now,” she snapped, “Now shut up and I’ll tell you about what a wonderful life it can be.” 

I took a large gulp of scotch and sat back in the furthest recess of our alcove and listened as my friend began her tale.

“It happened by accident,” she said, “I was unhappy with George anyway, he was always golfing, or eating and he was so… boring.”

She sipped her drink. 

“ I saw an advert, it was a new philosophy almost a new religion and I went along just, for a laugh. It was there I met Guru-San, he changed me, made me realise what was possible, what my way was and… I embraced it.”

“But what is your way,” I stuttered, “ You’ve left your husband, you’ve let that bastard,” I lowered my voice, “Fuck you like a tramp, what way is that?”

Judy looked at me calmly and I saw that her clear green eyes were sincere. 

“Look at us,” she said, “Who is it that is content and who is sitting there looking like a junkie in need of a fix?”

I shuffled uncomfortably in my seat the description was accurate, I had been like a lunatic since that evening just a few night ago.

“And by the way,” Judy smiled, “I didn’t just fuck Wayne, I fucked his friend Paul as well. They were great, big black cocks fucking me, filling me, I had a great time; look at me Carol can’t you see I’m happy… I mean really happy.       

I did look at her, as if for the first time, she looked radiant, beaming with energy and health.

“I can see,” I said, “You look great…But don’t you feel bad…guilty?”

“About what?” she said, “Being fucked, sucking cock?”

I nodded feeling, completely stupid.

“No,” she said seriously, “In retrospect the only time I ever felt bad about sex was with George-bless him.”

“I still don’t understand,” I said quietly.

Judy nodded at me. 

“It’s difficult to explain Carol, if you want a new way you really need to speak to Guru-San himself, he can explain it clearly. He’s looking for new converts all the time.”

I looked at her again she was so sure, so confident, I wanted to be like that.

“Will you take me Judy,” I whispered, “I need to understand, but I don’t want to do anything, just to listen, is that Ok?”

“That’s fine Carol,” she smiled at me, “Guru-San will be your guide only if you wish to start the path to understanding yourself and the world around you.”

We had a couple more drinks and although I tried to glean more information about the Guru Judy would only talk about the sex that she’d had with Wayne and his friend. She told me that she was going back tonight and I could join her if I wished, but she went quiet as I reverted to type.

“Go to him, let him fuck me, me! I’m too good for him, I…” I looked at the disapproving glint in Judy’s eyes and kept quiet. 

“No thank you Judy, Wayne’s all yours!”

Judy promised to phone me the following day and infuriatingly I returned home and spent all evening fantasising about what she was doing in Wayne’s house down the road, I heard the music from ‘Emmerdale’ and wanted to run there… screaming.

But I had my pride, my self respect and I knew that once I heard Guru-San I would realise that my true happiness lay here at home. I went to sit next to my husband but he was trying to unwrap, some chocolate and gently pushed me away.

“Please darling,” he said, “Wait until tomorrow.”

He thought I wanted sex with him, I laughed to myself… at him! 

“ Five, stroke wonder…Why wasn’t Wayne fucking me?” 

Oh God I was so wet again just thinking about, him and Judy phoned me early next morning after another sleepless night. 

“Guru San’s has text me… he can see you at Midday,” she said.

“But my work?” I gasped.

“Do you want a life changing experience or not,” She said exasperated, “You’re very lucky that I could arrange it so quickly, but if you don’t want to I’ll…”

“No, No,” I said, “I’ll come.”

“Good,” she laughed, “I’ll be there at 11a.m to prepare you.”

Before I realised the phone went dead and I went upstairs and started to rub my stomach and groan. 

“I can’t go to work today Richard,” I lied, “I’m ill… tell them darling please.” 

My husband placed his podgy hand on my head. 

“You seem fine now come on we’ve…”

“I’m ill.” 

I screamed at him and he jumped back as if I’d slapped him. 

“Now tell them!”

Richard nodded and dressed quickly pretending that he was more interested in my wellbeing than the money we would lose by me not working. The door slammed and I jumped up and showered. 

“Prepared?” I thought, remembering Judy’s comment, “Prepared for what?”

My friend was early and breezed in through the door like an express. 

“You have to look your best, Carol, he has to like you,” she said.

She led me upstairs and laid some clothes out on the bed for me to wear, white-pants, a short yellow skirt and a blue tight top. I looked for the bra but Judy shook her head.

“We must have as few restrictions to our form as possible before Guru-San, it is disrespectful otherwise,” she said.

I noticed how my large breasts and small nipples could be seen through the tightly fitting top and tried to object.

“One more word Carol, and I’m gone.”

I bit my lip and watched as Judy applied makeup to me until she was finally happy.

“We must always look our best, at all times Carol.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror, I had been transformed; I looked like a sexy teenager not this professional person that had been going to work at the building society each morning. My breast seemed to bounce as I walked, I hated them, but I felt attractive, alive I was ready to meet the great Guru.

On the way to the appointment Judy told me all about her escapades last night; she had sucked Wayne’s cock, then rode him for an hour pounding his penis inside her. One of his black friends came around and they took it in turns to fuck her until late into the evening. 

“It was unbelievable,” she enthused.

I hated her and shifted in the car uncomfortably unwilling to admit the story had made me wet and my juices were already staining my knickers. 

“How could she do this?” I thought “It was all a dream; a nightmare?”

The car stopped and I jumped in panic.

“What was I doing here?” 

I questioned myself as I was led into this small dark house in the centre of the town’s African quarter. The house seemed innocuous amongst along row of similar terraces and I was instructed to sit and wait in a small dark reception room where there was a faint smell of damp and decay.

“They’d never raise a mortgage on this,” I thought and I remembered work, my lies and sensed I was beginning to lose my mind.   

I was thinking of leaving when a small blonde girl opened the door and whispered to me respectfully. 

“Guru-San will see you now.” 

I followed her and saw that she was dressed only in a pristine white leotard, I also noticed that she was heavily made up, possessed a wonderful figure and was extremely attractive.

The room we entered was dark but much larger than the waiting room; the sense of decay had gone and I could smell the sweet aroma of incense. There was a multitude of candles adorning the room like flickering stars and they bathed the room in light and pale shadows.

I stood motionless as the girl that guided me walked to the centre of the room and kneeled at the side of a black man sitting in the Lotus position seemingly in deep meditation; his eyes were closed and he seemed separated from the world. There was another girl on the other side of him and I blinked twice when I suddenly realised that it was Judy, she was also dressed in only a white leotard and although I tried to catch her eye she glanced only at the dark floor.    

I stood in front of the man uncomfortably switching from one foot to the other, the room was quiet and serene and I waited not wishing to be rude by breaking the silence with a question. 

It was hard to see the man in the darkness but his head was completely bald and his face was clean and handsome. He seemed to be wearing only a white tunic and even though it was baggy and loose fitting I could tell that he was strong and powerfully built. 

He opened his eyes suddenly and two coal black shining spheres burned into my own eyes, making me shudder. 

“You were patient,” he said in a soft velvet voice, “That is good.”

I nodded at him sensing my whole body surging with excitement and energy.

“Please,” he said, “Be seated.” 

He gestured to some cushions directly in front of him and I sat on them quickly and untidily and he shook his head.

“Like this… is better for your posture and energy,” he whispered, spreading his hand dramatically over his own sitting position and instinctively I sat erect and placed my own body in the same, Lotus position, directly in front of him.

I somehow already felt compelled to follow his direction and I waited for him to speak. Judy passed him a long thin cigarette and its’ red tip glowed in the darkness, her eyes had still not strayed from the floor and he placed it to his lips and inhaled.

“Please” he said, “Smoke.”

I shook my head, “I don’t smoke,” I said politely.

“This is not an ordinary cigarette,” he told me gently, “This enables you to step outside yourself, enables me to see you, for you to see yourself.”

He passed it to me and although I didn’t want to, I drew it to my lips and following his direction drew a small amount inside my mouth.

“Good,” he smiled, taking the glowing object from my hand; he inhaled again and passed it back to me. This time I did not object and drew the sweet smelling vapour inside me again; I was now sensing my head starting to swim and gripped my knees tightly with my hands to steady myself.

“Now,” he said, “You are relaxed, and happy?”

“Yes,” I said feeling my body starting to glow.

“Why have you come here?” he said.

I looked at him. 

“I don’t know,” I stuttered.

He smiled and his voice soothed me, wiping away all my fears. 

“You have come because you are confused, you want to know the way.”

“Yes, Guru-San,” I whispered, “I am confused.”

“Ours is the way of physical and spiritual release. Is that what you want?”

I could feel my body surging my sex pulsing with every word the man spoke.

“Yes Guru-San,” I said.

“If you want to be with us you have to forget all you know, what you have been taught, you need to be at one with the life energy.”

I blinked at him. 

“I don’t know if I can,” I muttered.

“Close your eyes,” he said, “Feel your body. Can you feel the energy there?” 

I did as he said and could feel myself on fire, my sex lips pulsing.

“Yes,” I gasped “I can feel it.”

“Good” he whispered, “Now embrace it, tell me what is troubling you?”

“I’m bored,” I cried as if years of frustration had suddenly spilled out from me, “Fed up with my life, my job…my husband, since the man moved in over the road and I met Judy again I have been in turmoil.”

“This man, is he a Prince?” 

He directed the question at Judy and she looked up at him meekly and nodded. 

“Then,” Guru-San smiled, “You must have him.”

“I can’t,” I stuttered “He’s so foul and then… my husband… I can’t.”   

“You must let go of what you are and what you know… if you wish to find contentment.”

I shook my head slowly but listened intently on his every word.

He lifted his hand and I sat still. 

“This is your choice, but it is also our choice, to join us you need to let go, and I have to accept you.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked.

“Firstly bright colours are an abomination.” 

He gestured gently with his wrist to my dress and top.

“I want you to discard them from my sight and as you remove them to remove your doubts as well.”

“You mean my clothes?” I gasped.

The man looked at me impassively, his eyes seemed to will me to do as he instructed; he was right these colours were gaudy, an abomination! I removed my shirt and let it drift to the floor allowing my breasts to hang loosely in front of me; I could see how erect my small brown nipples were. I then undid the clip at the back of my short skirt and stood up, allowing the article to fall around my ankles leaving me naked apart from my small white pants.

The Guru nodded and the small blonde girl collected the discarded bits of clothing and took them out of the room, presumably to where I first came in.

My mouth was dry and I could sense my vagina pulsing, I was naked before this mysterious man but I didn’t care I wanted to embrace him, wanted him to accept me.

The man stood up and I saw that he was naked apart from the robe draped around him. 

“You are very beautiful,” he soothed me.

He stood inches from me and I could smell the sweet aroma emanating from his body, he moved his hands and I visibly shuddered. He did not place his hands upon me however and after cupping them together let them part and, starting at my hair let them run either side of me only a fraction from my skin.

He stopped at my pants and I could feel my juices flowing into them, I wanted him to touch me; it was as if I belonged to him. 

“You have ferocious energy,” he said quietly, “I can sense the longing inside you.”

I gulped, he was right; I was desperate for him.

He returned to stand between the two kneeling girls, opened his robe and I gasped as I saw his enormous erection, it was thick, black and long with deep blue veins. 

“This is the life God,” he said, “It finds your appearance pleasing and is willing to accept you.”

I felt as if I had lost my mind. 

“I just can’t let you… make love to me,” I said.

The man smiled. 

“You need not worry, you are not yet a hand maiden, I am unable to touch you until you are, you are acceptable but have much to prove.”

I tried to mask my disappointment. 

“What do you want?” I said.

“No,” he said, “What do you want? Do you want to change?”

I nodded.

“Then I will explain,” he said.  

He touched his penis lightly with his hand and I shuddered again, as it seemed to swell more as he sat back down on the floor. I sat as well, forming the Lotus position as I did so; my thighs splayed open so he could see my white knickers and crotch. 

Judy placed a wooden object in front of him and I jumped as it clipped against the floor, it was shaped like a large cock, perfectly proportioned and it was black, coal black!

“This is your God now,” he said. 

“You now… if you wish… may serve the Princes…black men, black penises, the life force. You may serve them and then alone if you wish to be finally accepted as a hand maiden.”          

I could feel how wet I was. 

“I can’t,” I gasped “My husband… what about my husband?”

The dark eyes burned into me again. 

“He takes your energy, he destroys you, he is no more.”

“I can’t,” I repeated, “I can’t.”

“You must go to the Prince opposite you and give yourself to him, give yourself willingly, without remorse or guilt, by giving you will understand,” he chanted.

“Understand what?” I said, “What?”

Guru-San breathed in. 

“To give is to receive, to receive is to give.” 

He said the words quietly and slowly, but dramatically and as he did so the two women in front of him repeated the words. 

“To give is to receive, to receive is to give,” they murmured.

“I don’t understand,” I cried but the Guru just smiled. 

“You will,” he said, “You must give yourself freely to this man and any Prince that wants you, with vigour, with the energy you feel, only then will you understand.” 

He stood up and beckoned me to do the same; he drew his white gown to one side and I could see his erection again. 

“This is the life God,” he said, “Show me the vassal that serves it.”

I understood immediately what he meant but kept still. His eyes burned into mine, forcing me to his will and I stood up and grabbed the top of my pants with each finger. I closed my eyes pushed them down to reveal my pink vagina surrounded by my thick blonde pubic hair. I had never shown myself to any man, ever, even Richard!

“This is the vassal that serves, Guru San,” I said embarrassed. 

But I wanted to serve to belong; I wanted him to accept me. He looked at me and smiled. 

“You will understand soon…Do you wish to be a hand maiden, to serve me?”

I nodded meekly; I wanted to feel him inside me to give myself to him. He handed me the long black object that had been on the floor and I took it in my hands gingerly.

“What is that?” he asked me.

“That is the life force,” I responded, “And I am the vassal, I am here to serve it.”

“Place it by your bed, each night,” he whispered and chant, “To receive is to give, to give is to receive.”

“But this man,” I questioned “He will treat me… talk to me… badly, terribly,” I complained.

“Good,” smiled the Guru “It will help you to understand.”

I went to question him again but he raised his hand until his palm was flat to me and I remained silent. 

“Enough,” he said, “I have spoken and told you the way, further instruction will be on your next visit only if I deem your actions worthy.”

He placed his hand under Judy’s chin and she looked at him adoringly. 

“She will tell you anything further and will bring you back here, if appropriate. I must now go and meditate.”

He stood still and one by one the kneeling girls kissed the tip of his penis and bowed their heads until he had left the room. 

I raised my underwear back around me and felt my wetness stain them again, the small blonde girl escorted me back to the small room where my clothes were waiting. She had removed £100.00 from my purse placed the black, wooden penis in a bag and handed it gently to me, “Please wait for your friend outside” she smiled, “She will be with you shortly.”

I sat in the car bemused, confused, slowly coming to my senses, but was I? I had ever been so excited, turned on, I knew that I would have let he Guru, have me if he would have wanted. But he didn’t want me? I wanted him to want me; I wanted to serve him.

Judy did not come out until half an hour, she smiled as she got into the car. 

“You did so well, Carol,” she gushed, “He really liked you.”

“Did you have sex with him?” I stuttered hardly able to contain my frustration or jealousy.       

“I’m sorry Carol,” she said, “A hand maiden cannot discuss such things about the Guru, If he wants us we are there for him, it is a blessing to receive his life force. He does not dispense his favours lightly but he did say…”

“What, what did he say?” I said anxiously.

“He said that he hoped that you would succeed, he wanted to see you again,” she said.

I was pleased, he liked me; I so wanted for him to accept me, but Wayne, how could I give myself to Wayne, it seemed impossible. 

No it was a fantasy; I had embarrassed myself, that was all. Me give myself to all the Princes? What rubbish, that wasn’t me, it couldn’t be me!

I still looked however at all the black men as I drove home, I imagined making love…having sex… fucking them, them fucking me. Even thinking about the word or the deed inflamed me, how could it be possible?

When we arrived home I had some tea with Judy. 

“You’ll enjoy it with Wayne,” she said, “But don’t forget that you have to give yourself to any Prince, you’ll enjoy being a whore.”

My face coloured red. 

“I will not,” I screamed, “I’ll never do it, I’ll never…”

“That’s up to you, Carol, stay as you are or find the true way like me. Let me know because the Guru will not accept you until you have committed… completely. To receive is to give…?”

“To give is to receive,” I replied without enthusiasm.

Judy picked up her bag and walked towards the door. 

“Let me know when a Prince has fucked you and then I’ll see if you’re ready for the Guru, again... See ya’”

Judy was gone and I sat in my kitchen all alone, My body was still tingling and I opened the bag and looked at the phallic object inside. Did I really want to worship this?

My stomach and sex were turning cartwheels and the desire to insert the thing inside me made me realise that a big part of me already worshipped it.

I tried to cast the tension from my mind and busied myself with dinner; it was Tuesday, beans on toast on Tuesday, to save money! And I had spent £100.00 today on …nothing!

Richard arrived at 6p.m exactly and was annoyed that I looked so well. 

“You could have gone to work after all, “ he said and went to turn on the television for the evening.

We ate in silence, I always hated beans on toast anyway.

“I’ve got to go away for a few days,” he said, “Glasgow, I’ll be back on Friday night.” 

“Ok,” I said, “I’ll be fine.” 

Instantly Wayne appeared in my mind, he was…having sex with me… fucking me, calling me the most terrible names and I could feel myself getting aroused again.

We went to bed at 10p.m and as normal Richard snuggled up to me; he was cross when he found that I had not raised my green gown. 

“I don’t feel well, still,” I lied.

“Please Carol, It’s Tuesday, I look forward to it,” Richard said impatiently.

“You are an energy taker,” I said almost without thinking and turned my back to him, “I’m tired, go to sleep.”

“What?” He stuttered.

I pretended to be slumbering, ignored both his protestations and pleadings and eventually he gave up and I listened to his soft snoring. I couldn’t sleep; my body was surging, as each minute passed I wanted to give myself to a Prince more and more; I wanted to stand before the Guru proudly and be welcomed into the group. I remembered how I had stood before him naked, I had been embarrassed, but I saw how he admired my big breasts, I was pleased that they were big and he liked them. I thought about his penis, and could feel my wetness just at the thought of it; I wondered what it was like to be fucked by a Prince, not by my weak pathetic husband.

I remembered lowering my pants, like a young girl, showing all of myself, white, the pure colour, he was the life giver and I was the vassal, my vassal was salivating, I felt I was losing my mind. I wanted to do it all again to feel that rush of energy and peace that he gave me, to stand before him naked hoping he would accept me, he was a spiritual man, my Guru, showing me the true way.

Richard left early for the north and I arrived at work on time, I was charged with energy and seemed to sail through the day. Every black man that came in fascinated me, they were the life givers I wanted to embrace them all, I undressed each one imagining the life God underneath, I was aroused all day.

Richard phoned at 6p.m to say he was safe and I kept the conversation brief, I had plans tonight and they did not include him. All I could think about was Wayne, he was a Prince, the Guru had instructed me; I had no choice but to obey him.

I showered and looked at my naked body, I could see my pretty pink vagina and blonde pubic hair, I could sense a black cock inside it and I pulsed in expectation. I looked at my breasts, Wayne had always teased me about them; they were so big he was going to squeeze and stroked them. He always said that he’d fuck me and now he would, I wanted him to but I knew that he would make me suffer.

I drew the phallic black symbol from my drawer placed it on my dresser and kneeled before it, “To receive is to give, to give is to receive,” I said to myself.

I drew my white pants around me then a light blue top and a white skirt before slowly walking over to Wayne’s house; I was pulsing with every step of the way and although I wanted to turn back I was compelled to carry on.

I knocked harshly on the door and saw Wayne’s face suddenly beaming at me. 

“Hi Carol,” he smiled, “Want some sugar?”

“No,” I said, “ I just fancied a chat,”

“Sure,” he said, “Come in but… I will warn you that I’m going out.”

My heart dropped and I walked into his elegant lounge so different from the mess of the other night, I sat on the settee; he sat next to me and placed his arm around my back in a friendly way.

“You look cool Carol, your tits look great as always,” he said.

I blushed, I was not wearing a bra and my nipples could be seen through the thin material, “Thanks,” I said.

I let my legs open and my skirt to raise up my thigh exposing my legs to him.

“Carol,” he smiled, “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were coming on to me.”

I said nothing and did not object as he placed his hand on my naked thigh. 

“I always said I was going to fuck you,” he said.

“Yes you did,” I whispered.

He put his lips to mine and I let his tongue explore my mouth. 

“You are horny girl,” he said.

I felt one of his free hands on my breast and. I moaned softly; he was a Prince, I was a vassal I had to give myself to him completely.      

Suddenly his hand was under my skirt then on my pants and I gasped as he pressed his fingers against my vagina. He raised the short skirt and I felt him looking at my crotch.

“I want to see your cunt,” he said, “I’ve waited so long to see it, I’m going to savour it.”

He pulled the thin material down to my thighs and I could feel his eyes burning into my most private parts. I then felt his finger run along the length of my sex lips; he could see how wet I was and he suddenly leant down and inserted his tongue inside me and I listened as I groaned loudly in pleasure.

“I knew you were a whore Carol,” he said raising him-self from me “…Now I’ve got to go out; I’ve got a date.”

I was so wanton; I wanted him to fuck me! 

“I thought you wanted to… fuck me?” I whispered shamelessly.

“No” he said, “I told you I was going to fuck you, you stuck up bitch and I will… later.”

“Richard’s away,” I gasped not believing what I was saying.

“Fine,” he said, “I’ll be at your house at 12a.m and I’ll fuck you on your own little bed.”

He pulled up my knickers and led me out of his house and I walked back around to my own hardly being able to walk on my quivering legs, the need within me was just too intense. I showered and not having a white gown put my normal green one on, I sat in the lounge and watched the clock go round. I was just a vassal waiting for my life force.

Midnight came, then 12.30p.m; he was not coming and disappointedly I went to lock the door and go to bed, as I turned the handle I saw Wayne’s large frame reflected in the glass. I jumped but opened the door and he walked quickly inside; without speaking he lowered the straps of the gown and released my large breasts that he began to tease and lick.

I could only stand and moan and he picked me up in his big powerful arms and climbed the stairs two at a time before throwing me onto my small double bed. I lay back weakly and watched as he removed his clothes and released his erection; it was long and powerful and I shuddered; I wanted it inside me and opened my thighs involuntarily.

I felt him kneel behind me then raise my gown until my bottom was naked in front of him, his fingers went inside my vagina and he felt I was already soaked. I sensed his cock on my bottom then at the lips to my rear vagina then, suddenly, forcefully inside me, filling me up completely.

I groaned in shock and surrender, I was giving myself to him, but I was receiving as well, as his cock thrust roughly in and out of me, I suddenly understood. 

‘To give is to receive and to receive is to give.’

“I told you I’d fuck you Carol,” he moaned ”Here on your husband’s bed… what a little whore you are!” 

He slapped my bottom hard and pushed the thing in and out of me in earnest, my breath started to quicken and my head seemed to explode in pleasure.  I’d had an orgasm, the thing I thought was a myth, it was real and I groaned in satisfaction, I understood, I seemed to understand everything now.

Wayne was still inside me fucking me; he turned me onto my back and watched my face as he drew his cock in and out of me, I was beaming in pleasure. 

“Like being fucked Carol? You’re the last of your class… I’ve fucked you all now.”

I didn’t care, the more he abused me the more I loved it, I could never dream that sex could be like this, it was beyond my wildest expectation. He withdrew from inside me and kneeled over my face and grabbed my head roughly until I opened my mouth and let it enter me. I sucked him amateurishly as he played with my breasts, I’d never done anything like it before in my life, but I was there to please him; he was a Prince!

He held my hair tightly then increased his pace against my mouth until he tensed and I felt him groan and release his semen inside me.

“Swallow it,” he said.

I gulped the sticky liquid down until there were only traces left. He lay beside me, pulled off my gown and lay next to me exploring my body.

“Feeling guilty?” 

I should have but I did not, I felt happy and alive and watched as he played with my breasts and pubic hair tracing his fingers along the crack that he had penetrated earlier.

“I always knew you were a secret whore Carol.” 

He smiled at me and his face widened into a broad grin and I grimaced as his fingers slipped inside me.

“What will Richard say?” 

We were both tired and drifted off to sleep temporarily satisfied with each other and I awoke with a start hardly daring to look at the stranger in my bed. I suddenly remembered who I was and what I had done the night before and was ashamed, how could I have acted so disgracefully?

It was early morning and the light was just creeping into the room through the slits in the curtains and I realised that Wayne was stirring, I had to get rid of him as quickly as I could. He opened his eyes and I looked into the blackness there. 

“You have to go Wayne,” I whispered earnestly.

“In a minute, girl,” he said and I instantly felt his rough hands upon me, caressing first my breasts, then nipples, belly and then finally my sex lips. I tried to push him off but I was wet in seconds and as I sensed his body arch over me I remembered the Guru. 

‘This is the life I wanted; this was the way.’ 

As soon as his cock entered me I started to groan and moan like a common tramp, he pushed me up until my head was against the wall along side the bed and raised my legs until they were on each of his shoulders. He then started to pump me, harder and harder until I thought I could stand no more, I came and then seemed to orgasm again and it was fully half an hour of being fucked before Wayne tensed and I felt his semen pouring into me.

It was hard for me to believe his power, sex with Richard seemed ridiculous compared to Wayne, pleasure like this was an unmissable opportunity and once again I realised that the Guru was right, by giving, I was receiving so much.

Wayne snuggled next to me and I felt him wipe his weeping penis on my ass; he stroked it and his finger worked its way into my hole there. 

“I think I’ll try it up here next, Carol,” he said, as if I didn’t have a choice.

I was too happy to worry about my pride and pushed my bottom against him demonstrating I was a willing vassal for him, he was a Prince and I wanted to be a handmaiden, I hoped the Guru would be pleased with me. We both dozed for an hour and when I awoke Wayne had gone and only the glow between my thighs reminded me of my night of shame.

I showered and tried to eradicate the guilt feeling that still hung over me. 

“How could I have let Wayne, fuck me?” I asked myself but as I sat demurely at work in my smart purple uniform I realised how much I had enjoyed it.

I started to look at all black men in a different way, undressing them all, wondering about their sexual power and the size and length of their cocks. They were all Princes, I wanted to serve them as Guru-Sam had instructed me, I wanted to be accepted as a hand maiden, in fact I never sold a mortgage all day only thinking about sex.

As I caught the bus home I decided that I would go in and see how Wayne was, Richard was not back until later and I knew that Wayne would be happy to see me. I knocked on the door and I saw his shape through the frosted glass. 

“Hi,” I gushed, “I just thought I’d…”

“What do you want Carol?” he said coldly, “I’m waiting for someone, you’re not my girlfriend you know!”

“Oh,” I replied somewhat taken aback. 

“All right,” he said, “I don’t want to hurt your feelings.” 

He took my hand and led me into the hallway, then upstairs and before I knew it I was in his bedroom. He casually unzipped his jeans and his limp erection was released, he continued undressing until he was naked and eventually stood beside me. He placed one of my hands on his cock and I gulped as it pulsed to my touch.

“I never would have guessed you were such a dirty girl Carol.” 

He smiled and I said nothing as he pushed me to my knees so I could provide oral pleasure for him.

“Use your tongue, bitch,” he growled.

I extended it to lick him as instructed, I was so turned on my panties were saturated, I was acting disgracefully but loving it. I started to sense how his penis reacted to my servicing; it would pulse then extend and contract a little I raised my eyes and watched as he groaned in pleasure, no longer conscious or embarrassed at how easy I was for him.

He stroked my hair and placed his hand under my chin. 

“I’m going to fuck you up the ass now Carol, you’d like that wouldn’t you?”

I just looked at him blankly and he withdrew his cock from inside my mouth and made me kneel on the bed. I felt him undo my rear zip and pull my skirt up around my waist; his hands were now on my ass and in a single movement he pulled my black tights and white panties to my knees, leaving my bottom exposed to him. I felt so helpless and as soon as his fingers met my cunt he laughed out loud. 

“You horny devil Carol,” he said.

He spread the liquid into my ass, slapped my bottom hard then slowly excruciatingly forced his long penis up its tight passage until finally it was lodged inside me and I screamed in pain and pleasure. He drew back then forward again, very slowly until his cock moved freely.

He then started to fuck me and I nearly fainted from the mixed sensations overpowering me, I was putty to him and he seemed to have endless power as he took me. Over and over he pushed his prick in and out of me; I seemed to have one orgasm after another until he grabbed my breasts fiercely and released his sperm inside me.

My head was spinning and I didn’t realise that suddenly Wayne was bundling me off the bed and without a word into one of the large wooden cupboards at the side of the room.

“Don’t say a word,” he ordered as he shut the door.

I could still feel his semen dripping out of me, my pants and tights were around my knees and my skirt around my waist and I looked through the gap in the cupboard doors to see what on earth was going on. A tall white girl with long dark hair and a stunning figure had placed her bag on the bed and was stretching her lithe body and arching her back as she did so. 

“Wayne,” she screamed jokingly, “Where are you?”   

Wayne came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around him looking completely innocent of the fact he’d just been fucking me.

“Hi babe,” he smiled and kissed the girl on the lips passionately, I wanted to scream in embarrassment and frustration but for some reason kept quiet, lay still as he had instructed me and watched.

The girl was dressed in a navy uniform, with a silver pair of wings on her lapel, she was obviously a stewardess and she threw her small hat onto the bed. She undid the towel covering Wayne and grabbed his penis as it became exposed. 

“I’ve missed this,” she said and rubbed it hard until miraculously, considering his attentions to me, it became hard again.

She removed her jacket then her skirt and clothes and lay on the large white bed with just her grey panties on, she opened he thighs and teased them down a little exposing the tip of her vagina. 

“Come and fuck me Wayne,” she said dirtily.

By the time Wayne had joined her on the bed the knickers had been discarded and soon the girl was receiving a hard fucking from the man; she groaned and screamed with each thrust and in spite of myself I began to be turned on by the spectacle. Eventually the noise grew into a crescendo and the girl grabbed Wayne’s back and held it fast until they both collapsed onto the bed.

“Oh I needed that,” the girl cried with relief, “Those stopovers can get so boring.”

“I missed you,” Wayne lied.

She kissed him passionately and they snuggled together and I thought about my own husband and felt slightly sick. 

“What was I doing?” I thought.

The room eventually got dark and somehow I fell-asleep still in a near state of undress. I was awoken suddenly by bright light suddenly cascading onto me; Wayne pulled me up and led me to the bed. 

“ Thanks for keeping quiet, Carol,” he said.

I blinked at him realising that my crotch and pubic hair was still open to him. 

“I am grateful,” he said and I felt his tongue lick the whole length of my crack.

“You can’t treat me like this,” I groaned but started to stroke his short spiked hair as he licked me again.

I knew I was wet already and opened my thighs as far as my clothes would allow me to do, “I’m very grateful Carol,” he continued and I grunted as his cock powered inside my vagina.

I raised my thighs as he slipped between them and just groaned submissively as he fucked me gloriously to another orgasm. We both seemed to climax at the same time and I could feel the flood of his liquid inside me again, staining me on the inside and on my creased clothes.

I opened my eyes and the hands of the small clock told me that I was already late for work and I just groaned in frustration. Wayne was already in the shower and as he finished I then cleansed myself as well and decided that it was now too late to return home to change.

I went to work still in the same creased clothes I had worn yesterday and although I looked presentable if not untidy from the outside, from the inside I felt dirty. Terribly, deliciously dirty!

“See ya’ later,” Wayne said.

I left and I shuddered, surely I had now done enough to satisfy the Guru. I realised however as the long day slowly drew out that perhaps I hadn’t yet done enough to satisfy myself. It began to dawn upon me that I was receiving as much as I was giving, the Guru’s predictions were correct, I had to commit all of myself to serve the Princes and a each second of each day went by it was becoming clearer and clearer.

I even managed to bring a sense of proportion to Wayne’s scandalous treatment of me last night, of course I wasn’t his girlfriend, he was entitled to live his life, we were giving and receiving from each other. Richard rang me panicking as to where I was and I calmly told him that I would speak to him later at home, I had already made up my mind, the marriage was over I was ready to commit to the Guru completely.

I arrived back at the house before Richard and showered, I pulled on a white pair of pants, white top and short beige skirt, I felt nervous but calm, I was in charge of my own life and knew what I now wanted.

Richard sat and listened to me; he was incredulous. 

“You want a divorce?” he screamed.

“Yes,” I replied “You take my power, I need to be free, unencumbered.”

Richard’s emotions ranged from, upset to angry, to eventual silence and we stared at each other blankly. 

“Have you been unfaithful?” he asked.

“Yes,” I nodded not wishing to be untruthful.

“Have you enjoyed…sex with another man?”

“Yes,” I said not wishing to be cruel

“We have to live our own lives now, I want you to move out.”

“No way,” he snarled.

“I have some money saved, I’ll buy you out,” I suggested.

“No” he raged, “I’ll stay here until the house is sold and you come to your senses.”

“That will never be,” I smiled, “I am to be a hand maiden.”

Richard looked at me as if I were mad and shook his head sadly, he turned on the television just in time for Eastenders; it was obvious that the loss of me was not so great after all.

“I want you to sleep in the spare bedroom,” I said quietly “And please remember that we are now living our own lives and I did ask you to leave.”

His eyes never wandered from the screen and in spite of my knowledge that I was happy and committed to a new life I felt sad and uncomfortable in our little home and walked out into the darkness to escape the leaden atmosphere. I wandered down the street and found myself outside Wayne’s house again, I rang the bell without thinking and he was soon looking at me with his familiar teasing smile.

“Ok, Ok” he said, “Come in. God there’s no stopping you now Carol is there?”

I sat in the lounge on his white leather settee and felt my short skirt ride up high on my thighs, Wayne came in from the kitchen and placed a glass of white wine in my hand. 

“You’ve got great legs Carol,” he smiled.

Without asking he lifted my skirt and pressed the white material of my knickers against me pushing it until it teased against my crack. I sipped my wine and murmured appreciatively opening my thighs as he played with me. 

“You want fucking all the time Carol?” 

I was now highly aroused and could only nod and let my free hand press against the hardness in his trousers. I unzipped him and gasped, as his erection became free, I needed to see it, to touch it, to feel it.

I put my glass down and placed my mouth over his cock consuming the elegant flesh, I was becoming expert with my tongue and let it run the length of his penis. I kneeled in front of him and he lay back lazily on the settee as I served him and I became lost in what I was doing. I never heard the front door open until a gravel voice called out. 

“Who’s the Ho’?” 

I wanted to jump up but Wayne held my head and I could do nothing but suckle him and listen as they talked about me shamelessly.

“This is Carol from over the road, she’s discovering sex, black sex and she loves it, don’t you Carol?” 

His hand was stroking me and holding me at the same time and I jumped as I felt my skirt being raised at the back and my soaked, pants lowered to my knees.

“No,” I tried to say but the man behind me was already running his fingers inside my crack and opening my thighs in readiness for…him fucking me.

Once his fingers entered my soaking vagina; I stopped pretending that I cared anymore and thrust my ass back to him in readiness for something hard to counter the softness and desire that consumed me.

“This is Robin,” said Wayne, “One of the brothers, he’s going to fuck you Carol, you are so lucky.”

I sensed the tip of his cock at the lips of my rear vagina and then in a single thrust he was inside me and I could only suck Wayne’s cock more forcefully as a response. I could feel the strength of his thighs pounding against me and he slapped my bottom playfully as if, I were a mere animal. I was being abused, disrespected but even as I was enduring the exquisite pain and agony I recalled the Guru’s lesson. 

‘To give is to receive.’ 

I was giving myself but receiving so much pleasure from these men, the Guru was right, the Guru was always right. 

I could hear myself groaning louder and louder until my head seemed to spin and the man fucking me, released his semen into my womb. I felt his penis shrink inside me and I placed my hand under Wayne’s balls, pushing and teasing them until I could sense them swell with semen as if to their limit then spontaneously release it through his cock and deposit it in my mouth.

Each ejaculation I experience was a never-ending wonder to me; I enjoyed the taste, the suspense, the sensation; the terrible degradation of having my face and mouth smeared with sticky come. I realised it was the Guru allowing me to discover myself without fear or remorse.

I was released by Wayne’s hand and lay back on the settee temporarily exhausted, I saw Robin for the first time, he was smaller than Wayne and his body was fit and well defined. He was coal black with curly black hair set in short rings on his head and he was wearing a big beaming smile. 

“Pleased to meet you Carol,” he laughed.   

Wayne unclipped my skirt, removed my top and as if he owned me slowly removed my pants until I was completely naked in front of both men. They could see my large breasts and bushy blonde pubic hair and Wayne stroked my inner thighs causing me to open them wide in response. They both looked at my open cunt I could feel Wayne’s fingers running along my lips as I lay back prostrate before them like some helpless puppy, Robin sidled up beside me and started to tease my nipples as if to support his friend.

Wayne’s fingers played with my vagina then my ass hole and I looked at the men weakly, “We’re not going to fuck you again…yet Carol. But I know you like it up your ass?”

I shook my head but remembered the previous night.

“You will get it…soon.” 

Robin was sensing I was becoming aroused again due to my nipples pointing vertically skywards. They toyed with me for a few more minutes and satisfied that they had control over me instructed me to serve them wine as they watched the football. I went to get dressed but Wayne only allowed me to wear my white knickers and I paraded for them without caring about my modesty and as I went past each of them they would occasionally stroke or caress me as they pleased.  

The game seemed long and boring although the men seemed to enjoy it, the room was warm however and I felt surprisingly relaxed. The doorbell rang and although I went to put on my clothes Wayne shook his head. 

“This is how you’ll dress in my house now,” he instructed me. 

I was annoyed but he was a Prince and I did not wish to go home or argue with him and I sat on one of the leather chairs and heard the door being opened and then the girl from the previous night suddenly appear through the door.

When she saw me I could see she was unsettled instantly. 

“Who’s this slag?” she screamed at Wayne, “Have you been playing about again?”

Wayne ignored her and turned his attention to the football.

“She’s a tart from over the road, Robin’s been fucking her,”

“Why has she got no clothes on?” the girl continued.

“ Cause that’s what we like baby.” 

He soothed her, rousing himself from the chair and removing the girl’s smart blue Jacket. 

Wayne motioned to his friend and he came to me and started to stroke my breasts, he then lowered his hands to my belly end then into my pants where he found me wet and willing as normal. I had already surrendered mentally to the wishes of the Princes and released my body to the man, groaning with pleasure to his touch.

He removed my underwear and I opened my thighs wide concentrating only on his erection that was coming ever closer to my sex lips. As he inserted himself inside me I was oblivious to Wayne’s comments to his girlfriend. 

“You see Jane,” he said, “This is Robin’s pussy, not mine.”

That’s what I was, pussy, a cunt to be fucked, I was no longer educated, a career girl, just pussy and as my vaginal muscles squeezed the long hard object inside it I was content to be so. Robin seemed to have endless energy and he pumped me on my back, then my side and finally doggy style again. I was vaguely aware that the other girl’s clothes were lying on the floor and I became even more turned on as I saw Wayne fucking her as she groaned like some terrible whore.

I reached my orgasm long before Robin finished and as I collapsed onto the floor I saw Jane jerking up and down on top on Wayne’s muscular thighs until she groaned and came as well. The man then stood over her and smiled as he ejaculated over her pretty white face, he really treated her no better or worse that me!    

Jane was finally silent and the boys dressed quickly and decided to go to the pub, without Jane and I. 

“We’ll be back soon,” said Robin, “Tidy up and we’ll fuck you again when we get back.”

The door slammed shut and Jane rolled up her pants around her black bush and started to dress in anger and frustration. 

“I’m leaving,” she cried, “These men treat us shamefully. How can you stand it? ”

She was looking directly at me. 

“To give is to receive,” I said calmly.

The girl sat down and looked at me incredulously. 

“What are you taking about, they call you a slag, a whore, how can they give you anything?”

I picked up my drink and let the warm wine wash my dry mouth. 

“I’ve been married for 5 years,” I said, “I’ve had more pleasure in five minutes with these Princes than I had with my husband in 5 years.”

“Princes?” the girl spluttered.

I shrugged. 

“It’s hard to explain, I cannot believe myself what I’m doing but Guru-San has pointed me and I am happy to follow.”

“Please explain it to me,” said the girl pouring herself some wine and sitting next to me on the floor.

“If you’re interested then I will see if the Guru will explain it to you, I only understand a little.”  The girl looked at me blankly so I continued. 

“The black men are Princes, my life is to please and serve the Princes, by doing so I serve myself, I am fulfilled, happy… content.”

I smiled, I was content and the girl could see.

“You cannot judge yourself or the Princes any more, give of yourself and expect nothing and that way you will receive everything!”

I informed the girl with absolute conviction and gave her my number at home and asked her to ring me if she wanted to meet the Guru.

Jane went quiet then whispered to me. 

“What was Robin like? He seemed so powerful?”

“He was,” I said “But no better than Wayne.”

I could see that I had told her something that could hurt her but she seemed to gloss over it. 

“I like black men,” she admitted, “I pretend to want Wayne but I want more than just him.”

“Then let yourself give, Jane,” I advised. 

“Tonight give yourself to Robin, be completely passionate about your pleasure, then you will understand a little about the Guru’s teaching.”

“I can’t,” she said, “I just can’t, It’s so… demeaning.”

“It is up to you Jane. I said the same thing but a few days ago and now I feel as if I have seen the light, reach beyond yourself.” I explained. 

“Forget ego, false love, just give and serve and you will see, as I did!”

Jane went quiet, but instead of leaving she became very calm, gathered her clothes together and went upstairs to shower. I did the same and when the men returned from the pub Jane and I were clean and refreshed and lay naked side by side on the settee as if we were sisters. Wayne was a little taken aback at the forwardness of us both and seemed even more unsettled when Jane rose and walked over to his friend. 

She placed one of her slim hands on his white shirt and the other on the bulge in his jeans. 

“I think Wayne’s been fucking this bitch so I’m going to let you fuck me!”

I smiled inwardly to myself; Jane was letting herself go; she crouched in front of Robin who after initially being embarrassed in case Wayne became upset, allowed the girl to remove his cock that stood to attention like a flagpole. She pushed her crotch at the man and he could see her pink crack and sex lips, she placed her own finger inside them and teased herself open to him.

“Fuck it, you black bastard, Fuck me!”

Robin could take no more and fell upon Jane like an animal. He fucked her while they were standing and then rolled onto the floor where the sound of their pounding was overpowering. I suddenly winced as my hair was grabbed and Wayne led me furiously upstairs to the bedroom, “You bitch,” he snarled, “Why did you tell her?”

He threw me onto the bed face down and then roughly lay on top of me, he was harder than I had ever felt him and he was inside my cunt in seconds. I shuddered as he fucked me, harder and harder, a terrible base sex, I felt his fingers in my ass then his cock forcing itself up inside me, until I though I could stand no more.

I literally shook myself to one orgasm after another and after an hour he made me take him in my mouth and pulled my hair viciously as he ejaculated his white seed inside. I lay back as if in shock, the experience had been incredible; the man had tried to rape me take everything from me but because of the Guru was unable to do so. I snuggled up to him. 

“Thank you my Prince.” I said.

His dark eyes flashed and seemed to ask if I was actually sane at all. But I was sane, I knew for the first time what I wanted, each experience only re-affirmed my commitment.

Wayne was still annoyed with me and rather than let me stay, pushed me out of the bed and onto the floor. 

“Go home you bitch,” he snarled, “And don’t come back.”

I felt sick, he was discarding me but I didn’t want to not see him again. 

“ I’ll drop in tomorrow,” I said casually.

He ignored me and as I went past the lounge I caught Jane’s eye, she was on top of Robin, riding him fiercely, she winked at me fleetingly and I winked back. I drifted back home tired but strangely happy, I forgave Wayne for his attitude, he did not understand; how could he? 

Richard was snoring in the spare room and I was so tired I did not bother to shower, but lay there sensing the tingling from my ass and vagina and that strong aroma of sex and men that I was now getting so accustomed to.

Richard was gone early in the morning and I showered and changed my clothes for work, I seemed to have so much energy that I sailed through the day, selling literally one mortgage after another. I found that I spent extra time with any black male client and would be pleased if they seemed to find me attractive, it was as if I wanted to give myself to each one.

I caught the bus home and knocked on Wayne’s house as I went past, he wasn’t in and I left him a note to ring me, under his front door, I still wanted to serve him. Richard came home about 7p.m and I could see that he was unhappy that I had not prepared any food for him. 

“It is not my responsibility,” I said quietly, “I have a new life now.”

Richard tried to talk to me but I was beyond his formal reasoning and in the end I lost my temper with him. 

“Why don’t you move out?” I said. 

“Never,” he snarled, his podgy face filled with hatred and contempt for me.

The phone interrupted us and I picked it up, it was Wayne. 

“Hi,” I gushed.

It was clear he was no longer angry with me and I left Richard and rushed over to his house and was greeted by a friendly kiss at the front door. 

“Sorry about last night,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Don’t be silly,” I said, “I enjoyed myself, I want to make you happy.”

I sat next to him on the settee and sipped the wine he gave me. 

“You seem a bit tense,” he commented.

I sighed. 

“I want Richard to move out,” I said “But he refuses, I can’t legally force him to go…”

Wayne smiled, “I can help you Carol, it’s easy.”

“Really?” I said “How?”

“Go back over the road and wait and I’ll show you.” 

I did as instructed and Richard was surprised to see me especially when I sat on the two-seater opposite him. 

“What have you come ho…”

The doorbell chimed and I opened the door to Wayne who had a large bottle of champagne in his hands. 

“Hiya’ everyone,” he smiled.  

I found some glasses and although I offered a drink to Richard he refused to acknowledge either of us or to divert his eyes from the television. Wayne sat next to me and we quickly downed a couple of glasses of the bubbly and starting to feel frisky I did not object as he started to undo my shirt.

“You don’t mind Richard do you?” he said to my husband, “I know you’re getting divorced, and Carol needs to be happy?”

His eyes still did not stray from the television and Wayne discarded my top then my skirt and I lay back on the couch with my thighs open wide as he poured champagne into my pants then into my vagina. He then proceeded to lick it out and I instantly forgot about Richard and started to moan and groan to his attentions.

My eyes were closed and I could hear him undo his zip and knew his cock would be inside me in seconds. 

“You don’t mind me fucking your wife Richard, do you?” he whispered, “”She loves a good fuck.”

I didn’t hear Richard respond and felt my knickers being pushed to one side then the sudden wonder of his cock inside me, stretching and fucking me. I groaned loudly as he banged against me and the soft thuds of his movement seemed to vibrate around the room. I was so turned on and came to a climax within minutes. Wayne continued to fuck me then kneeled over my head and motioned for me to take him in my mouth. I did so willingly and could see Richard staring at me incredulously, I looked him straight in the eyes and let my pink tongue savour Wayne’s cock. I knew Richard was suffering terribly but I didn’t care, I wanted him out of the house, I had warned him and my life and my body, were now my own.  

I seemed to suck Wayne’s cock for ages and as I felt him climax I let his white seed cover my lips and my face so Richard could see clearly that we were over, Wayne had been so clever to help me.

“You slag,” Richard burst out red faced and furious, “But his won’t get me out, I’m staying put!”

Wayne wiped his penis on my face. 

“Good” he said, “Cause I’ve got to go but I’ve told my young nephew he can stay the night, here?” 

“Sure,” I said, “No problem he can stay with me.”

Wayne smiled and dressed. 

“One thing,” he said, “He’s just eighteen, still a virgin.” 

He looked at Richard. 

“But your whorish wife can make him a man.”

He laughed and escaped through the door and I wasn’t sure if he had been jesting or not, Richard looked at me and shook his head, he wanted to speak but seemed unable to do so.

I showered and changed into my familiar green night attire and assumed that Wayne had been joking, trying to shock Richard more; he came into my bedroom briefly.

“I am not leaving,” he stuttered “Never!”

I was about to go to bed when there was another knock at the door and a tall wide-eyed black boy stood there in jeans and a baggy black sweater. 

“Wayne sent me,” he said shyly. 

His face was clear and innocent, his hair black and short and his eyes full of fear and hope.

“Sure,” I smiled, “I was expecting you.”

I walked past my husband ignoring the look of disbelief on his face and holding the boy’s hand led him upstairs to my bedroom. Once inside the room I turned to the boy who had already discarded his jeans and underpants and had a wonderful long erection that curved slightly to the left. I bent down to touch it and it pulsed expectantly, he stroked my hair and I licked it and let my tongue tease it. 

“Don’t be shy,” I said.

“Don’t worry, bitch.” 

He laughed as he forced my mouth to consume as much of his erection as possible. 

“I ain’t shy.”

As I sucked him his hands started to play with my breasts and he quickly confirmed my suspicions when he said. 

“Uncle Wayne thinks I’m a virgin, I guess you can tell I ain’t.”

I nodded at him sensing his young power. 

“He told me there was some free pussy, how could I refuse?” he smiled, “Especially when you’ve got such great tits.”

He pushed me back onto the bed removed my gown and after inspecting my cunt with his sharp fingers and tongue proceeded to fuck me with ferocious energy. I could hear myself screaming and groaning at every thrust, every sexual nuance and eventually somewhere in the middle of the night my young Prince came and I collapsed on top of me temporarily exhausted. 

It was unbelievable and I realised that Richard must have heard every motion of our sexual exertions. I remembered Richard’s pathetic lovemaking and savoured the wonderment of fulfilment between my thighs and in my body.

I drifted into a spasmodic sleep and awoke to find that the boy was on top of me again and I was already inadvertently responding, grinding my hips against him. He seemed to fuck me for another hour then made me suck him until he came and screamed. 

“You dirty bitch!”

He showered me with his rich come and lay next o me for a while ran his hands over my body occasionally then rose up and started to dress, 

“I’ll be back tonight, bitch,” he said quietly, “Ok?”

I nodded at him not wishing to lose the prospect of another night like the last. 

“You were such a good fuck.” 

He smiled and stood in the frame of the door. 

“And by the way my name is Danny.”

The door closed and he was gone and I looked at the clock and was grateful there was still half an hour before I had to get up. I awoke with the sunshine streaming through the window and realised that it was late, very late and it was only after I had quickly showered and dressed that I found the note on the table.

It was from Richard he had informed me that I had won; he would not be coming back and I hugged myself in glee. There were some references to the fact that it was more than he could bear; the fact that I had lost my mind, the name of his solicitor and his signature at the bottom, he had gone, gone from my life forever. I was ecstatic.

There seemed nothing now standing in the way of my future and I resolved to speak to Judy and tell her I was ready. I also thought about telling Wayne that I didn’t need his nephew any more as Richard had already left, but decided against it, I did need my new young Prince after all.

I thought about young Danny all day and went out at lunchtime to purchase myself a short white negligee, it was too classy for the young man but as I tried on the soft sensual panties I could feel myself pulse. The house was quiet when I arrived home, Richard was as good as his word and I was pleased. 

I ate just a sandwich, bathed and slipped on my new lingerie; I admired myself in the mirror I looked so sexy, felt sexy, I was a person re-born and I looked at the black phallic symbol by my bedside table and thought about the Guru. He was changing my life completely and although I should have felt some shame or remorse about my marital state I did not, Richard had been a spirit taker he was now not a part of my life.

I jumped out of my meditation as the front door rasped and I flew downstairs ambivalent to my near naked state. I threw it open and stepped backwards in surprise, it was Wayne and his face lit up into a broad smile. 

“Just came to tell ya’ Danny will be a little late,” he said. 

He invited himself inside as he did so and I stood still unsure what to do. Wayne stood near me and placed his hand through the material onto my breast. 

“This is too good for the boy,” he smiled.

I went to protest at his casual and disrespectful treatment of me, but thought about the Guru, ‘To give is to receive…’ 

It was all so clear. Wayne’s fingers were inside me in seconds and as my body melted into weak flesh he bent me over the couch pulled my new soft underwear to my knees and inserted his erection inside me. I just groaned in sheer lustful pleasure as he insulted me. 

“I would never have believed what a whore you’d become Carol,” he grunted. 

He fucked me harder and faster.

“You really are a dirty, dirty girl.” 

He continued and I could only exhale in submission as his hands squeezed my ass roughly and his ejaculate seemed to fill me. I felt his cock leave me then a sudden chill, I turned my head and Danny was standing at the door, my new white negligee was dripping wet, my surprise for him spoilt.

“Always let your uncle go first boy.” 

Wayne laughed and Danny smiled at him and walked over to stand in his place. I was too weak to move and grimaced as I heard him undo his zip and then thrust his cock into me just as Wayne had just done.

“I think she prefers mine,” he said, “Don’t you bitch?” 

I just grunted again as my body started its rise towards another climax and I let my hand reach back to hold his balls as he fucked me. They were soft and seemingly so big and I knew that the semen they contained would soon be over me or inside me. 

I saw Wayne watching me, my degradation, but I didn’t care, this was my life, my destiny and I closed my eyes and let my body enjoy every nuance of physical pleasure.  I groaned in satisfaction as the boy pumped his seed inside me and I collapsed on the floor exhausted by their attentions. 

“Come to the pub Carol,” Wayne said and laughed.

“Jane’s there we’ll have a bite and a drink…I’d change first though.” 

The men left and I quickly showered and I reflected on their treatment of me, in a strange sort of way they were kind and respectful towards me, the insults and rough handling were just part of the sex, they enjoyed it as much as I did. I was going to put my jeans and a baggy sweater on but remembered the Guru’s doctrine; I had to dress to please my Princes.

I put on a short blue dress, no bra and admired myself in the mirror before leaving; I loved dressing sexily. 

‘To give is to receive and to receive is to give,’ it was so clear now.

The three of them were siting and chatting in the corner and they had already bought some wine and some food for me, no one in the busy pub but Jane, would have known that both men had just screwed me a few minutes ago. When they went to the bar Jane sat close beside me, “I’ve been thinking about what you told me…I can’t stop. I want to meet the Guru and so do some of my friends…they’re all frustrated sex mad cows,” she laughed, half joking. 

I shook my head. 

“I’ve not been accepted yet,” I said quietly, “You’ll have to wait…I’m still trying to earn my place.”

Jane laughed again. 

“From what I hear you’re really trying…what’s Danny like?”

I smiled.

“He’s big and his cock bends a little but he’s so strong, goes for hours…”

Jane sipped her drink.

“Lucky bastard,” she whistled “I want the freedom you’ve got.”  

The boys returned and Jane went quiet. 

“Not been filling her head with nonsense have you Carol?” Wayne queried.

“Who me?” I joked.

Both men were sitting either side of me and as the evening developed we all became merry, Danny placed his hand on my thigh under the table and let his fingers find my pants. He pushed against them and instantly I sense the urge for his hardness inside me. 

“ You’re always horny Carol,” he said.

“Should have known her at school,” commented Wayne, “She was little miss iron drawers, no one could get inside them.” 

He placed his hand on my other thigh and laughed as he sensed me open them instinctively, “Not like that now girl are you?”

“Leave her alone, Wayne,” said Jane angrily. 

“Come on let’s go…with me Wayne,” she teased, “Unless you want me to go with young Danny?”

We all rose as if in one. 

“No let Carol have him, he’s too young for you.”

I looked at Jane and she winked, I knew that she’d be having Danny soon whether Wayne liked it or not. We were in bed within seconds of us arriving home, Danny fucked me gloriously and it was late into the night when I was finally left to sleep. I was alone when I awoke and while I showered I realised that I was becoming frustrated with this life, although I was enjoying myself I was impatient to meet the Guru again, to take the next step.

Fortunately Judy rang me at work the next day and we arranged to meet for lunch where she listened impassively to my stories. 

“Very good Carol,” she said. 

“But I don’t think you’re quite ready.”

“Why?” I said sharply.

“I have to be sure otherwise the Guru may become angry,” she soothed me. 

“I have to be sure you have given yourself completely before I can fully recommend you.”

“I have,” I said angrily, “I’ve had Princes all over me, fucking me… in my mouth up my ass.”

“You make it sound like a trial,” said Julie questioningly.

I looked down and whispered to her. 

“I’ve loved it, every dirty bit of it…I like to feel like a whore, dress like one…I need it.”

“But you have to be able to walk up to a stranger and recruit him, let him have you instantly…can you do that?” she queried. 

I nodded, unsure of what she meant but I had set my heart on being accepted and would do anything to prove myself. 

“I’ll pick you up tonight at 7p.m and we’ll see,” she said, “We’ll see…don’t dress until I get there.”

I was in pieces all afternoon and could hardly eat anything for my dinner, Danny rang me but I told him that I was busy tonight, he sounded disgruntled but really, I wasn’t there to be at his beck and call. I though about it a minute. 

“Maybe I was,” I mused.

I needed to see the Guru again I was becoming confused.

Judy was a few minutes late, she was dressed in a short white skirt and top with her brown, streaked hair brushed long and straight, she looked sensational.

“Put these on,” she said. 

She passed me the tiniest white thong I had ever seen, the sheer material hardly covered my sex and the slightest movement pushed it to one side. She then made me put on the shortest black skirt I had and a white shirt which she tied around my breasts leaving my stomach exposed. She applied extra make-up to me and brushed my hair and when I looked in the mirror I looked like a pretty, cheap whore.

“Perfect,” she smiled “Let’s go.”

I said nothing but let her lead me to a bar in town where we were soon surrounded by men, it was as if we were magnetised. I began to relax it was wonderful being the centre of attention and I jumped as Judy suddenly pulled me towards the toilets. It was still early evening and still quiet and she opened the first cubicle and pushed me inside, she thrust a card into my hand give this to him after you’ve sucked his cock. She pushed a tall black man towards me and shut the door. 

“Hurry up,” she whispered “I’ll be outside.”

My mind and body seemed to go into automatic; I knelt in front of the man lowered his trousers and shorts and placed the erect prick inside my mouth. 

“God, I didn’t believe your friend when she told me,” he mumbled, “I did…” 

The man came instantly showering my mouth with his essence; I placed the card Judy gave me in his shaky hand. 

“If you wish to know more about our group please ring this number,” I said, not even knowing what was on the card.

The man dressed quickly and left gaining some strange looks from a woman who had just entered the toilets and a couple that were outside. But the act had been completed and no one was any the wiser.

“Well done,” whispered Judy, “Was it good?”

I could feel my body surging, “It was… disgusting,” I said, “I feel like a whore.”

She leant against me. 

“You are a whore now Carol… I bet you loved it?” 

Her hands drifted under my short skirt and felt the wetness all over the pants that were now almost just a line of soaked, material.

"Your so wet, Carol…You did love it!” 

I blinked at her and she smiled. 

“We’ll be filling that soon Carol…very soon.”

I blinked again, just the thought of it was driving me mad and this thong was so tiny, it was as if I didn’t have anything on at all.

We drank some more wine and when the bar started to fill we caught a taxi to the cheaper side of town where we walked past the crowds queuing to enter a club and the bouncer’s waved us through, Judy was better known than I realised. The dance floor was already heaving and we immediately started to gyrate to the rhythm of the music, I’d always hated clubs but as I danced with abandon and felt a hundred eyes undressing me I revelled in the atmosphere.          

We danced until midnight and were both doused in sweat and perspiration; we went to the rear of the room and were followed by two black men that Judy had been dancing with. We were standing extremely closely with fellow ‘clubbers’ on all sides and suddenly I felt the hand of the taller of the black men on me. 

“Is this her?” he said to my friend.

Judy nodded and without a word his fingers were inside my vagina and, as I bent forward in shock, then his cock; the club was so busy nobody realised what was happening. I tried to suppress the scream that was building inside me; the man stayed still not wishing to give the game away and like some bitch on heat I thrust against him as if I was still dancing. Faster and faster I danced until I jerked, felt my head swim with colour and realised that my vagina was being filled with his spunk.

The man released me and I collapsed forward into Judy’s arms, she cupped my breasts in her hands and supported me and laughed as the other man who was standing behind me raised my skirt and then inserted himself inside me as well. Judy felt my nipples harden as the man started to fuck me, I was nothing, nothing but a body to fuck, I wanted to hate it…but it was just too deviant and delicious for words.

The man had a big prick and relentless energy and it was a full, three records until he climaxed and filled me up more. He called to Judy. 

“Cool girl, see ya’” and left without a single word to me. 

I rested in her arms and tried to draw my breath.

“Have I passed?” I gasped.

Judy tweaked my nipples that were still so pronounced. 

“You’d passed after that after telling me your stories yesterday…I’ve already made your appointment with the Guru on Friday, he’s pleased with you!”

I looked at her bemused. 

“But what’s this all about?” I gasped.

She smiled and pinched my nipple hard. 

“You’ve always been so stuck up, I wanted to see you without any pride…bent over and fucked like a black man’s whore…and you were.”

I blinked at her. 

“You’re terrible,” I said, trying to be upset.

She laughed again. 

“No Carol, You’re terrible I saw the look on your face while those bastards were fucking you.”

I blushed. 

“It’s Ok,” she whispered “All the girls are exactly the same.”

“So why didn’t you…?” I asked her pulling myself up straight.

“Once you’re a hand maiden you can’t without instruction from the Guru, I have to be celibate this week, it’s murder!” she said. 

“You cannot go with anyone now until the Guru has seen you on Friday.”

I listened with excitement, finally on Friday I would become a handmaiden; then my new life could begin properly under the guidance of the Guru, he had given me so much already.

Judy and I danced until late into the night and I saw that my friend was constantly giving out cards to all the black men that continued to pester us.

When we finally arrived home I was exhausted and I almost embarrassed thanked Judy for the evening.

“Do you wish you’d not come to the pub that day?” she asked almost apologetically.

I looked at my empty house and felt the hardened semen staining my underwear and shook my head. 

“No Judy,” I said, “I’m more alive now than at any time in my life.” 

She kissed me on the cheek and hugged me. 

“We’ll be sharing so much more soon,” she whispered, “But remember “No sex, fucking, blow jobs until you meet the Guru…he’ll know if you cheat…Don’t!”

I nodded, there were only four days until Friday I was not going to be that desperate for sex.

I collapsed into bed without washing and kept the thong panties around me, they smelt of men, my new seedy life and reminded me of my shame. But I had no shame at all I knew now what I wanted, I was a woman and these stains were part of me.

I showered early in the morning before the journey to work and although I’d hardly slept I felt empowered all day. I watched each black man that came in and tried to suppress the ache that was building up inside my stomach and lower areas.

I realised by the time I reached home that I was longing for a man, sex! I had been fucked every day for nearly a fortnight and I suddenly realised how much my body was hooked. Danny and Wayne rang me but I refused their invitations… through gritted teeth, I was under the Guru’s instructions now, he’d know if I disobeyed him.

I went to bed early and could not sleep, the black penis on my dressing table seemed to dominate the room and I picked it up in frustration. 

“To receive is to give, to give is to receive,” I mumbled and ran my fingers along the length of it. I pushed the tip of it against my vagina and sensed how wet I was, I wanted to be fucked and opened my legs wide and groaned in lust, how was I going to make it through the next few days?

They were a nightmare, I was terribly irritable at work, short with Wayne and Danny and only when Judy rang me could I tell someone how I felt. She laughed. 

“It’s not easy is it? You know what you’re missing now don’t you?”

“Come round and we’ll have a drink,” I asked.

“Can’t do,” she prattled “The week’s up and I’m going out tonight to…well you know what I mean Carol.”

“Lucky bastard,” I said enviously sensing my body surging at the thought of her night’s activity.

“I’ll see you on Friday,” she laughed “Bring a bag, because if you’re accepted he’ll want you to stay the weekend and be indoctrinated. You know where it is?”

“Yes,” I said not wishing to admit that I often just drove to the innocuous street just to watch the front door, “See you then.”

On Thursday night I thought my body would explode in frustration, my sex was literally pouring my juices and I wanted to run over to Wayne, anyone and let them fuck me… beg them to fuck me! I could sense and feel a cock inside me and I pushed my hips against its imaginary form; I felt I was literally going mad, and I was grateful when the dawn finally came and the day I had waited for arrived. 

The day at the branch seemed to drag on eternally and as my appointment with the Guru was at 6p.m I left an hour early, without permission, something I would never normally have done. I showered then admired my body in the mirror; I loved my breasts now because the Prince’s loved them and I looked at my vagina so pink and clean, and wondered what the Guru had planned for it. It belonged to him now I had already given over my mind and body to him and was prepared to do anything for him.

I put a thong pair of new white pants around my sex and pulled them against me; they highlighted my vaginal crack and I was already pulsing at just the thought of what was to come. A white dress with a large pink belt completed the outfit and I waited for the taxi to pick me up, I didn’t want to take my car in case I had to stay over. I had packed some extra underwear and perfume and I realised as the taxi dropped me outside the front door of the Guru’s house that I was shaking like a leaf. 

I was a few minutes early but I did not knock on the door until the appointed time, I realised that punctuality was a requirement of a handmaiden. The door opened and the same girl that I had met a few weeks ago opened the door, she was wearing the white leotard again and I coveted it.

I waited to be called as previously and sat ever more anxiously as the hands on the clock moved round until I had been waiting over an hour. I wanted to say something but I had been left alone and started to pace the floor wondering if the Guru had forgotten me.

Finally the girl came back. 

“Guru-Sam will see you now,” she whispered. 

I marched forcefully into the room where the Guru was seated cross-legged on the floor. I went to sit down but the Guru raised his hand. 

“Up,” he said. 

“Up, why are you so agitated?” he enquired.

I started to undo my dress but he stopped me again and shook his head sadly 

“A handmaiden must be in control,” he whispered, “You have failed the test of patience.”

I realised that the wait in the outside room had been a trial and I breathed in deeply trying to calm down. 

“I am sorry Guru, you are correct, I am too anxious to be with you.”

I stood still and the man smiled… a rich clear smile that seemed to penetrate my soul. 

“That is better, now shed your, outer garments and take your position at my feet.”

He gesture to the floor in front of him where silver cushions had been laid out and I removed my dress and belt, gave them to the blonde girl and sat naked apart from my white pants, in the Lotus position a few inches in front of him. There were four girls including Judy around him and they were all dressed in the same white leotard staring demurely at the floor.

He smelt of incense and soft oils and I looked at his frame, he seemed so strong and powerful yet somehow extremely gentle as well. He lit a small rolled cigarette and passed it to me and I focussed on the small red glow in the gloom; I drew it to my lips and as I inhaled I relaxed and felt my whole body become more alive than I would ever have thought possible.

The Guru pulled his white robe apart and I saw his penis long and erect powering from between his legs. 

“The life giver still favours you,” he said, “Now tell me about your journey.”

My vagina was pulsing, my nipples were erect and I tried to tell my story as calmly as I could ignoring the object of my lust in front of me.

The Guru listened impassively I told him about my former husband then every detail of how the men I had been with had abused me, using me for their sordid pleasure. I even told him about the night with Carol, but he showed no sign of surprise or approval.    

“It sounds… terrible,” he said shaking his head slowly.

“No Guru,” I replied “It was…wonderful… I understood what you said to me, to give is to receive, the more I gave the more I received, I understand.”  

“You indeed sound worthy,” he said “But has your pride been quenched? Once you are a handmaiden you can have no pride, when it come to giving your body. You must be prepared to obey instantly.”

I gulped and he saw my hesitation.

“How did you feel when the first Prince had you?” he questioned.

“ Wonderful,” I lied.

The Guru looked through me and I blinked, he knew that it was not the truth. 

“Embarrassed,” I admitted, “ I felt like a whore, he used me.”

“Close your eyes,” he said, “Imagine you are there again, how do you feel now?”

I could feel my body surge. 

“Excited, my sex is excited, I am wet, in need of my life force.”

“But he thinks you’re a white whore, how demeaning, he’s going to fuck you, ” he whispered.

My mind was lost in my thoughts Wayne was sticking his cock inside me, it had been so long since I’d had a cock inside me and I started to groan softly. 

“I don’t care, to give is to receive to receive is to give,” I mumbled.

“Show me what you want to give,” he said.

I pulled at my pants lowering them to my ankles exposing my vagina to him.

“I want to give this,” I gasped, “Give it to you.”

He gestured to one of the handmaidens and they removed the stained panties from my ankles and I was before him with my legs apart more turned on than I had ever known.

“Open your thighs wider,” he said “Release all your pride.”

I did as he told me and lay with my back on the floor and my thighs as wide as they would go, I was giving all of myself to him.

“You are a whore,” he whispered.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“You want to be my whore?”

“Yes, yes,” I said the ache from my sex lips was unbearable.

“You will follow the code without question?”

“Yes,” I stuttered.

“Run your fingers along your hole and let me see you play, I want you to spread your juice.” 

I quickly placed my fingers at my clitoris and groaned as I felt how wet I was.

“Are you ready to be a handmaiden?” he said.

“I am Guru, I want it more than anything,” I gasped.

I could feel my soaking crack, it was clearly visible through my wet pubic hair and I stroked it roughly, trying to relieve the tension inside me.

“Sit up! 

The Guru barked at me and I returned dizzily to the Lotus position not wishing to remove my fingers from my sex lips.

He stood up, came over to me and drew the robe from his hips to release his huge beautiful erection. He placed his hand on my head and instinctively I placed the tip of his cock in my mouth. 

“Do you wish to be anointed a handmaiden?” he said forcing the prick deeper into me.

“Yes,” I nodded, sucking him with all my energy.

“You will serve me, serve the Princes, be a Prince’s whore?”

“Yes,” I gasped feeling the Guru’s movement becoming faster and more urgent. I was in heaven; I was serving my Guru and as he neared his climax the other girls gathered around us.

“You are now a handmaiden.” 

He gasped, as his semen seemed to explode in my mouth then my face and hair. He wiped all of his essence all over me, covering me in sticky white fluid and I kissed his thighs as he did so. 

“Thank you Guru,” I said “Thank you!”     

He wiped his hands on my hair and I licked his fingers until they were clean. 

“Welcome, Carol…welcome to life as a whore.”

I coloured up red and he saw my pride. 

“I can see you still have much to learn,” he smiled.

I bent my head in submission to him. 

“I do Guru-Sam,” I whispered, “I do.”

He relaxed back into his seated position and bade me to stand before him; I was completely naked and could feel my sex pulsing. 

“The girls will bathe you, and you will join the community for dinner.” 

I went to speak but he waved his large hand to silence me. 

“You speak when spoken to, your life is to serve, I will see you shortly.”

I was led into a back room and then into an ornate shower room, the house was larger than it seemed and had been renovated to an extremely high standard. The shower was turned on and I closed my eyes and let the warm water cleanse me; as I washed my breast and sex lips I could sense how I excited I was, I was longing for sex again, it had been so long since my last fuck.      

I thought about what I had agreed to. Was I mad? I didn’t know but as I emerged refreshed from the shower I felt vital and alive and willing to serve the Guru.

My pulse quickened as I saw the white leotard laid out for me on the chair and I stepped into the holes and pulled it up onto my body until the straps were around my shoulders. It hugged my body tightly and I could see my reflection in the mirror; the suit showed off my figure to perfection, my breast and nipples seemed to press against the material, as did my mound and bushy vagina. I was trembling with excitement, I was now a handmaiden and I held my head high pushed my shoulders back and walked proudly and boldly into the dining room as directed by one of the other girls.

I had not heard any of the handmaidens speak and as I entered the brightly lit room there were six other girls all dressed as I was sitting in the Lotus position around a low wooden table. I was shown where to sit and I joined them wanting to ask what was happening but aware that my silence was required.

A door opened and all the girls jumped to their feet, Judy gestured for me to follow and we stood perfectly still with our heads bowed as Guru-Sam led five other black men into the room. They were all strongly built, shaven headed and wearing white robes and to my shame I wondered if any of them were going to have me; I could only try and mange my body’s surges at the very thought of it.

The lack of control of my situation should have made me angry or frustrated, certainly the old Carol would have been but as the Guru took his seat, then the five men and finally the handmaidens I was shaking with anticipation. I could feel juices literal pouring from my vagina and hoped that I was not staining the crotch of my leotard. 

“What would happen to me next?” I thought.

The Guru was at the head of the table and one of the men was sitting between each of the girls. It was difficult to see the men’s faces as we, the handmaidens, all sat with our heads slightly bowed but I could smell the aroma of incense and feel the heat of the men’s bodies near me.

The Guru clapped and spoke.

“We are here to welcome Carol,” he said quietly.

I looked up at him and he smiled at me. 

“She is worthy of being a handmaiden?” he stated. 

“These men are my disciples, stand on the table and let them see you Carol.” 

I rose and stood on the centre of the low wooden dining table and all the men’s eyes were upon me. I then strode proudly along the full length of the table like some catwalk model showing off my body. I saw them pull back their robes and each man’s penis was hard and erect. 

“She is excellent,” the man that had been next to me whispered, “The life giver favours her.”

“Then have her,” said Guru-Sam. 

“Let her share herself with us... remove your clothing Carol.”

I stood still, rigid for a second then slowly let my straps fall from my shoulders and lowered my leotard until it was around my ankles. I stepped out from it and could feel everyone’s eyes burning into me; I was completely naked and defenceless. I was suddenly rigid with fear and could not move towards the man as the Guru had instructed. 

“What is it Carol?” the Guru said.

I just blinked at him not wishing to look him in his powerful eyes.

“It is the sin of pride Carol,” he laughed “That is what you are here to learn, you need to lose your pride…come stand by me.”

I stepped off the table and walked the few paces to him and stood by his side, I could feel his warmth and power and I began to relax.

He placed his hand on my bottom and stroked it gently and I felt the hair on my neck begin to rise. 

“I will teach you Carol” he encouraged me.

He took my hand and placed it on his penis, it felt hard and warm and I gripped it tightly and knelt beside him.

“Let us eat,” the Guru chanted and trays of rice and meat appeared from the kitchen areas as if by magic served by other young white women in the same outfits.

I did not lose my hold of the Guru’s erection and he fed me scraps of meat and rice at his feet as if I were some pet. There was no conversation over the meal and soon the plates and dishes were removed and the dining area was clear and free of all distractions.

“Wine?” said the Guru and from under the table he produced a full silver tankard and large silver cup in which he theatrically poured rich red liquid in to.

“Are you ready to drink from the cup of life Carol?” 

I squeezed his erection harder and nodded at him subserviently.

“Release me then Carol into the cup of life and drink…and in drinking you will share yourself with us and we with you.”

He stood up and made me kneel in front of him before he placed the cup at the tip of his penis.

I realised what he wanted me to do and he passed me the cup half filled with wine and I held it in my right hand as I started to suck him and rub his cock with my left.

I felt my head being stroked as I licked and caressed his balls and could feel the semen that would soon be released. 

“Good Carol…Good,” he muttered.

I felt the initial pulse of his orgasm, which I quickly diverted into the silver tankard causing the thick rich whiteness to mingle and dissolve into the murky red of the wine. 

I watched and instinctively went to drink it before I felt my hair being jerked back firmly.

“The cup is not yet full Carol,” the Guru stated and I looked around at the other five men who were all standing awaiting me.

I nodded and walked over to the first man, he was smaller in build than the Guru but when he drew back his robe his penis seemed to be even larger. I knelt before him and repeated my oral obligation as I had performed for the Guru until his essence was combined with the redness within the cup as well. 

The other girls within the room watched me in silence, they neither, praised or judged me and I began to relish both my duty and the fact that I was very much the centre of attention. The men’s penises were all slightly different both in size shape and length but they were all circumcised and extremely hard.

Finally the last man’s seed was contained within the silver receptacle and I returned to the Guru and placed the object before him. 

“The cup of life is ready Guru,” I said meekly.

He took it from me and stirred it with his finger as I kneeled before him again. He placed the cup to my lips and I drew in a large mouthful of the liquid, it was warm rich and sweet and my head began to swim. Another mouthful was consumed and it seemed to overpower my senses, “I belonged to all of these men, I could see it now,” I thought.

I took a further swig and felt my head being pushed away. 

“The others are waiting Carol…go to the man who desired you. Now!” he instructed.

I could see the other girls were lining up to share the cup of life and I walked over to the man who had wanted me previously and sat beside him I was no longer afraid or self conscious. 

“I am yours,” I said demurely.

The man shook his head. 

“You are for all of us and we are for you Carol,” he whispered.

“Of course,” I nodded.

The man drew me to him and his hands caressed my body, my nipples were hard and aroused and I did not care that I was not alone. He was hard again and I groaned as I felt his fingers reach my sex lips, I was so wet and my thighs seemed to open as if they had a mind of their own.

He sat up then leant me over the low table and I could only gasp as his roughly inserted his cock inside me and began to fuck me from behind. My eyes initially were closed but as I opened them intermittently I saw that all the other girls were now undressed and performing one type of sex act or another.

The man was so strong and powerful and I groaned in pleasure to his thrusts, I saw that the Guru was still seated whilst Judy fucked herself on top of him. I should have felt jealous but I didn’t care, to be with one of the Princes was to be with them all and I closed my eyes again and let the thick wine and my body transport me to another dimension.

I came twice before he eventually released and I grunted and snorted in satisfaction. I collapsed and watched the other girls performing all types of debauchery, I should have been disgusted but I wasn’t, I was happy to be part of it.

Judy had finished with the Guru and he called me to him, I walked over with the man’s semen dripping from my crack.

“Are you at peace now?” he asked me.

“I am Guru,” I smiled, “I understand everything now.” 

“That is good…to find your place in the world is good,” he said quietly.

Eventually the intercourse between all the couples subsided and the Guru rose to his feet. 

“We have enjoyed tonight,” he stated, “Now rest, tomorrow we must work.”

As he left the room the disciples all disappeared and Judy grabbed my hand and led me through a door and into the bathroom. We shared a shower and I was grateful, to feel the warm pressure, cleanse me. We cleaned each other innocently as if we were sisters and in some ways we were.

“Is it good or is it great?” Enthused Judy.

I could only smile at her.

“Not like chubby hubby?” she laughed.

I thought about Richard and shuddered. 

“What would he think?” I wondered, “His wife just some black man’s whore?”

I chuckled to myself, just the thought of it excited me; I loved being a Prince’s whore; I felt my vagina pulse when it recalled the cock that had just been stretching it.

“The Guru has asked for you tonight,” said Judy, “It’s an honour.”

I blinked. 

“Really?”

She nodded. 

“ The Guru rarely calls for anyone…I’ll show you where to go.” 

She placed her hand on my belly and then lowered it to my crotch. 

“Who would have thought we’d like using this so much Carol?” she said. 

I shrugged hardly daring to remember the girl I used to be.

Judy showed me the communal bedroom all the girls shared, just a small simple wooden bed on cold brick floors. There was a large cupboard and when Judy opened it I saw piles of white leotards all neatly laid out in various sizes. I commented on the amount and Judy looked at me seriously. 

“We are an expanding organisation…we are expecting…and prepared for many new followers.”

I nodded, “Of course…and I want to help.”

I went to take a leotard in my size but Judy opened another section of the cupboard and there were hundreds of white negligees. 

“This is what we wear for bed.”

Judy passed me one in my size and I placed it on me and looked at myself in the mirror. The negligee was clear white, almost sheer and my breasts and belly were visible through the transparent material. The hem of the outfit finished high on my hips and I could see my blonde pubic hair both through and under the soft material. Judy pulled a brush through my hair as I admired myself. 

“You look sexy,” she whispered, “The Guru will be pleased.”

I looked at myself again and couldn’t help but admire my sensuous image. 

“I feel sexy, Judy,” I said, “God, I can’t believe how alive I am.”

I kissed her gently on her face. 

“Thank you so much for sharing your secret with me,” I mumbled.

“It’s our duty Carol…as it is yours’ now.” 

She stood back for a final look at me. 

“You look like a whore, Carol good! God you’re so lucky laying with the Guru…I wish I was.”

“Where are you going?” I asked noticing all the other girls had changed into the same outfit as me.

“We go where we’re told,” she smiled, “If the Guru or the disciples need us then we are ready to serve them.”

“And are you…called?” I asked mischievously.

I noticed the disappointment in her eyes. 

“Not yet…but maybe later.”

Some of the girls were making there way to different parts of the house, long legs, firm breasts and bodies, different people but somehow now all with only one purpose, to serve.

Judy led me through a dark passage and knocked on the shiny black door.

“Enter.” 

The Guru had commanded and my friend gently pushed me through the open door and into the pale light beyond. 

“Have a good fuck…you lucky bitch,” she whispered.     

The Guru was seated cross-legged as with our previous meeting but he was reposing in the centre of a large bed with crisp white linen sheets. He was naked and my eyes immediately sprang to look between his thighs where his penis was soft and restful, like a sleeping giant.

My whole body pulsed with a base sexual urge and my vagina was already pumping fluid to my sexual lips in anticipation of my needs.

I tried to be calm and be in control of myself but I had lost that ability some time ago and I stood erectly at the base of the bed and waited for him to speak.

His eyes raised to mine and he smiled at me. 

“Welcome Carol…I felt the need to welcome you… personally tonight.”

“Thank you Guru-San,” I muttered “I am privileged to be here.”

His eyes strayed to my breasts then my thighs where the short sheer white negligee hardly hid my modesty. I saw his penis pulse, felt my stomach turn in knots and my mouth, begin to go dry, I was just so excited.  

“You have come a long way Carol in such a sort time…you must be very proud of yourself?” 

I nodded at him hardly daring to breathe.

“Do you remember how you were? You were so…empty, wasted…how do you feel now Carol?

“I feel full and vibrant Guru,” I said

He smiled at me as if to bless me with his wisdom. 

“Show me what we all have to share Carol.” 

I raised the front of my negligee a fraction and showed my treasure below it, blonde and pink and freshly washed. He looked at it intensely as if to study the line and subtle form and I wanted to touch myself to quell the ache from within it.

“Just think of how many Princes can share it Carol…not just one man…no white husband… but all Princes now can share you…isn’t it wonderful?”

“It is.” 

I gasped as I watched the Guru’s cock fully expand and become the long and hard object I worshipped.

“Turn around Carol,” he said let me see you from behind.

I did as he commanded bent forward and drew the fine material onto my back so the Guru could see all of me, my bottom and rear vaginal lips.

“You are very beautiful Carol,” he whispered “But you are just at the beginning you have a lot to learn.”

“I want to learn,” I said “To receive is to give, to give is to receive.”

“Come here now,” he commanded and I quickly went to the bed and lay alongside him but he did not move from his ‘Lotus’ position.

“I will show you that you belong here,” he whispered “And then I will consume you Carol, take you Carol, fuck you like the whore you now are.”

He brushed the material away from my hips and let it rise until in settled just below my shoulders, my body open and available to him. 

He took my right hand and guided it to his cock and I held it tightly.

“You can have pleasure Carol…just by thought…imagine that my life force is inside you, squeezing you, raising and lowering you…can you feel it?”

My thighs were already far apart and his soft voice seemed to hypnotise me allowing me to sense his erection inside me. My hips began to gyrate and I could feel the juices flowing from my lips, I was on fire but the Guru was only touching me with his mind.

He gently caressed my mouth with his digit finger and it brushed the tip of my tongue. 

“Your whole body is consumed with lust Carol…You’re just a whore… a dirty girl? Carol you’re going to be fucked so much…can you feel me fucking you Carol?”

I gripped his erection harder with my hand and felt the veins and the blood and the life there, I could feel it inside me, pumping me, fucking me it was indescribable.

His finger moved from my mouth and then almost imperceptibly to my nipples, belly and then just the finest touch on the salivating pink crack between my thighs. I opened my legs as wide as they could go and tried to push against something but there was nothing tangible there just the thought of him taking me, fucking me roughly, over and over.

“Feel it Carol,” The Guru mumbled “Tell me you love being a Prince’s whore…sense it.”

His cock that was still pulsing in my hand was somehow, still inside me, drawing me nearer and nearer to…heaven.

“Yes…yes Guru,” I groaned, “I feel it…I love being a whore…a Prince’s whore…God your fucking me…God you’re all fucking me…No…”

I came… a long deep rolling orgasm that seemed to shake my very foundation…it wasn’t just physical but almost spiritual and I open my eyes and looked into the strong, dark, serene face of the Guru, my teacher. 

“I understand,” I whispered, “I think I understand everything!”

“That’s good Carol,” the Guru said. 

He moved from his static position and placed his head between my thighs, inches from my vagina and he seemed to study it intensely. I wanted him to lick me, to touch me but he just stared impassively at my most private part.

“Squeeze it Carol let me see the shape it takes when it is being fucked…it looks very wet Carol…are you pleased it’s going to be used so much?”

I let my fingers drift to my vagina and pulled at my lips until they parted, exquisitely forming a small dark hole around my pink crack. I was so turned on but could only lie there with my thighs wide apart and my cunt lips parted and waiting. 

“I want it to be fucked Guru…” I gasped, “I have never known such pleasure.”

“You are learning Carol…you are losing all pride…Pride is a…?”

“Sin,” I replied. 

I had lost all pride I was his to follow to do with as he instructed.

“I can smell you Carol,” The Guru smiled, “You smell of sex.”

My outer sex lips were drawn apart, I did smell of sex like a bitch on heat waiting to be taken and I looked longingly at him.

“You have suffered long enough Carol,” he smiled “You realise that my giving to you is rare…  a privilege.”

He touched a hair that had fallen onto my face and I quivered. 

“I realise Guru, let me serve you.”

He moved his body until he was above me and the tip of his cock was against my fingers and he slowly lowered himself on me, every inch an increasing pleasure until his erection was deep inside me. I started to push against his hardness with my hips but he placed his hand firmly on my belly to arrest my motion.

“Don’t be so obvious…you fuck like a whore…relax.”

He drew my legs closed until they were tight together and then placed his legs either side of them. The restriction in my movement and the tightness of him inside me was indescribable and I was held still and rigid, as my whole body seemed to vibrate.

“Squeeze me with your cunt…Carol… pull me inside you…This is your life now Carol… pleasure…endless pleasure…squeeze me…”

I felt my vaginal muscles as though I never realised they were there and clenched then contracted against his hardness. Over and over while his lean muscular body lay on top of me; there, but almost weightless, invisible, like a spirit.

I climaxed again wishing to part my legs and groan with pleasure, but I was trapped between the Guru’s strong thighs and as he sensed me climax he began to move his hips into me.

I could feel his big balls slapping against my legs as his cock moved in and out of me; they were full of semen, the life force I wanted it in me.

Unbelievably I started to feel another orgasm building I cried out to him but suddenly he stopped and withdrew from my womb, my legs sprang ajar and I waited for him to instruct me.

“You have done well Carol,” he smiled, he was hardly sweating but his chest glistened with moisture. 

“What have you learnt?”

I thought, trying to ignore the needs of my body. 

“To listen and…to relax…”

“And?” he said firmly…“To explore.”

He placed his finger in my soaking hole and pressed my clitoris until the juices flowed. 

“Rub this in here,” he commanded and pressed his finger into my anus.

I obeyed immediately wiping the sticky wetness between the cheeks of my ass and let him bend me over until my bottom was facing him.

“Princes like ass fucking Carol…and you have a great ass…”

“Yes Guru, yes…” I stuttered.

I sensed him at the entrance to my anus and then slowly, excruciatingly he pushed his massive cock until it was embedded inside there. He leant forward and I could smell him behind me, incense and sweat and he squeezed my breasts as he moved the fleshy monster back and forwards.

“You are my whore Carol, you like to be fucked…like the dog you are…say it.” 

He slapped my bottom hard and I winced.

“You know I do,” I gasped helplessly, “You know… I do…I’m a dog…a whore…oh…I do….”

I came again and held on helplessly as he continued to have me. Finally he turned me over laid me back on the bed and placed the tip of his cock on my mouth. 

“I’m finished with you now Carol, you may taste the life force.”

”Thank you Guru.”

I spluttered and proceeded to lick and suck his balls then his cock until he jerked rigid and released his white blessing all over my face and mouth. I gorged myself on him, I knew I had been lucky to take his gift and I wanted to savour every moment with him.

He allowed me to clean his body with a towel and his genitals with my tongue but as I went to lie beside him his black eyes suddenly looked through me and he returned to the meditating position.

“Look at you Carol, You look a mess. Handmaidens must be fragrant at all times.”

I suddenly realised my state, my gown was bunched and wet around my shoulders and my body was naked, sodden and covered with semen.

“I am sorry Guru,” I whispered “I will shower and return.”

The Guru fixed me with a severe stare. 

“Return for what?” he glowered.

“I…I…thought you wanted me to stay with you?” I mumbled.

The Guru shook his head sadly. 

“Carol…you still have much to learn…I will have to help you understand…bend at my feet.”

I threw myself forward and buried my head in my hands, how could I have been so stupid The Guru had blessed me and I had insulted him.

I heard the whistle of the whip and then a sharp pain across my buttocks.

“Do you understand now Carol?” he whispered.

“Yes,” I cried, “I am not here to lie with you, I’m just a vassal for your pleasure… the Princes’ pleasure. Your pleasure… is my pleasure.”

I sensed his hand stroke where he had just punished me; he was gentle and caring. 

“You see you can be taught Carol…obedience at all times.”

He raised me up and stood before him. 

“May I leave now Guru?” I said “Thank you for your blessing.”

The Guru was seated again and serene. 

“You may leave Carol and I would like to compliment you.” 

I blinked at him.

“You are an excellent whore Carol… the Princes will all like to fuck you.”

“Thank you,” I gushed “I…I enjoyed it.”

The Guru smiled raining his mental powers upon me. 

“That,” he said, “Is the very point...to serve is your destiny…do not forget.” 

I glanced at the whip in his hand it was thin and black and I felt the mark it had made on my backside, I had deserved it, I was so stupid, I was set determined no to make any more mistakes.

I showered and pulled on a clean white gown, the washing basket was full of soiled clothes and I realised that I had not been the only handmaiden providing service.

Our dormitory was bare, just 8 beds in a sterile room and all the girls were now back sleeping soundly. I was exhausted but strangely still aroused, my vagina was still tingling as was my ass but it felt wonderful to be here in the Guru’s house, to belong to him. Just the thought of him made me open my thighs, he was inside me again, fucking me, leading me, the night had been unforgettable and I knew that if I was good he may favour me again.

It was light almost before I had slept and Judy woke me roughly. 

“Come on we have to shower” she whispered. 

All the girls huddled in the large communal shower, washing their hair and remains of the Princes out of us. 

“You must have had fun?” a small dark-haired girl smiled knowingly.

I blushed and the girl laughed. 

“It’s no secret Carol, he’s fucked all of us…but not enough times.”

A bell rang and we all dressed in our white leotards and congregated in the dining room to await the Guru.

He came in and smiled briefly, breakfast was bread, fruit and yoghurt I was informed that fried foods were not permissible for handmaidens, our bodies, like our minds were temples of virtue and we needed to be lean and firm for our duties. I understood the doctrine as I understood most things now and after breakfast one of the men led us to a bare room where we went through an hour of stretching and exercise. We were then led into the Guru’s main meditation chamber where we sat patiently awaiting his wisdom. He stayed perfectly still for a least half an hour, his eyes closed and his face vacant, then he smiled at us and began to speak.

“It is time to take our beliefs to the world,” he stated and continued.

“Our small community has grown quickly but I can see a much larger scale. It is your duty as handmaidens to spread the word to both to the Princes and to prospective handmaidens…We need to advertise, raise funds…be prepared to do what is necessary to spread the word.”

He stroked Judy on her soft blonde hair. 

“Some of you have helped with promotion and advertising but now you must all play your part, this afternoon I have arrange video and photo shoots and you will do as instructed.”

We all nodded enthusiastically and like some helpless schoolgirl I raised my hand. 

“I may have a new convert,” I gushed excitedly.

“Good,” the Guru said, “Make an appointment for her and I will see if she is suitable.”

All the other girls raised their hands as well and the Guru waved them down. 

“Make appointments.”

He smiled noting their combined enthusiasm.

“I am now making a rule that only Princes that officially join our group can share you all…it is only fair…we are all special…there will be a meeting in fourteen days time and your job is to get as many Princes to attend…so they can join.”

He handed out some cards with an address on and informal details about the group, the meeting was to be a fortnight today!

I raised my hand again. 

“How do we persuade them to attend, Guru?”

“That is a good question,” he said “Because you cannot now give your body to a non member…without my permission of course…but you can use your hands and mouth.”

A small brunette girl with short hair spoke suddenly. 

“No sex?” she asked anxiously.

The Guru raised his hand and we all fell silent. 

“You must do as you’re told or leave…I will have no deviation, it disturbs the clear path.”

“I am sorry Guru,” the girl gasped “I…we will all follow your teachings.”

“Now relax and drink and do your duty this afternoon, I need to meditate now,” he said and waved us out of his room.   

There was copious amounts of wine for lunch and we all got merry, Judy remarked on the change in rules regarding the Princes, it was now only for privileged Princes, it made far more sense but some of the girls were worried that it would restrict their sex lives. 

“I don’t think it will,” I said supportively “The Guru knows what is best.”

Of that we all seemed to agree and I began to work out how many Princes I could entice to the meeting when the door burst open and two of the disciples were standing there.

“You ” they said, pointing at me, “Follow us… and the rest of you wait and you will be called.”

I was taken into a room where a photographic studio had been set up. There was a small bald black photographer and he waved me to the centre of the brightly-lit set. 

“Pretty,” he whistled at me.

The disciple explained that we were doing the promotion pictures as the Guru had instructed and I nodded in understanding. I brushed my hair and applied more make-up and stood staring at the camera waiting for instructions.

“Pull your leotard up,” the cameraman instructed “I want to see it tight against your pussy.”

I pulled it and felt it tight against my vagina highlighting my legs and mound.

“Push it towards me…put you hands on your hips…push…good. Now let a strap down…good now the other…look at me, like you need fucking…good.”

I could feel my libido starting to rise my vagina was pulsing again. 

“Pull your top down,” the man said, “Good…great tits…your nipples are hard squeeze it good…look at me…like you need it…pull your suit lower let’s see your juicy cunt…good.”

I pulled my leotard slowly down, to my hips, exposing just a trace of my pubic hair then lower to expose more then suddenly the material was around my knees and my vagina was being photographed.

I saw the Guru enter the room as the cameraman continued. 

“What a lovely cunt…put your finger in it…now lick your finger…good…open your thighs wider…good.”

I saw the Guru speak to the man and he smiled. 

“Kick your suit off now. It’s just your body and me now…talk to me…Your pussy is going to be seen by thousands of black men…they’re going to come and fuck you… put your finger back and show me how.”

My mind was blank and my fingers pushed against my sex lips fiercely imagining the men lusting after me, I sank to my knees then to the floor and the man photographed me all the way to an orgasm. I groaned in relief and the cameraman started to change to film, the Guru had disappeared and Jake the disciple handed me a long black bag obviously containing clothes. “Put these on,” he instructed.

There was a small screen and I wiped myself down and started to put on the clothes provided. I was surprised to find expensive white lingerie, panties and stockings and an elegant black business suit with a beige blouse. I admired myself in the mirror and knew that I looked sophisticated, similar to work and I was buzzing with excitement, I had no time to dwell on what I had just done or what the photographs just taken would be used for.

“Carol.” 

The voice rang and I ran out from behind the screen and saw that the disciple had also changed into a smart black suit. 

“Put this on as well.” 

He handed me some pearls that I placed tightly around my neck.

The studio was now set with a desk and a bookcase behind and it reminded me again of my work. The disciple fixed me with a serious look. 

“This is an information video do as your told…OK?”

I nodded, wishing only to play my part and I read the script as instructed. 

“Action.” 

The cameraman smiled and the disciple looked into the camera and began to speak.

“Welcome,” he smiled, “Welcome to the Prince’s foundation, we want you to join us. Why you? Because your black and… you…deserve it. Fed up of crap pussy…Join us, and let us show you how great life can be. Let me show you real life…”

The camera stopped and I took my place behind the desk the disciple walked towards me and the camera began to roll again.

“Good afternoon,” he said “You look great…I bet you’ve a cool body under there…My name is…”

“Fuck off,” I retorted “Or I’ll call the police.”

The man smiled into the camera. 

“Sounds familiar? But what if you were a member of the Princes foundation?”

The scene started again and the man walked in. 

“Good afternoon,” he smiled “I can see you’re a handmaiden…I am a member of the Princes foundation.”

“Welcome sir,” I smiled.

“You’ve got a great body girl.” 

He walked around the desk until he stood behind me and looked into the camera. He began to unbutton my jacket and cupped his hands under my breasts. 

“Tell the viewers what the job of a handmaiden is.” 

I smiled into the small camera lens. 

“It is to please the Princes, to serve…to give and to receive.”

My jacket and blouse were off now, the man unclipped my bra and my large breasts fell forwards. He squeezed my nipples hard and I groaned. 

“If I wanted you to suck my cock would you?” he said.

“Of course sir,” I gasped “You’re a Prince.”

“Then do it bitch,” he said.

I unzipped his fly and placed the erection that sprang from it in my mouth. 

“All these white bitches love fucking.” 

The man smiled into the camera and as to emphasise the point I sucked his balls expertly “Thinking this may interest you?” he said to the camera, “Let me show you more.”

He pulled his cock from my mouth placed me on the desk and removed my skirt then my white lace panties until my cunt was again on show. 

“This is here for you,” he smiled “But you’re not a member, are you?”

He pushed my thighs apart and the camera focussed on my weeping vagina, as I lay on the desk prostrate. I felt his cock at the tip of my lips then in a long slow thrust, inside me fucking me. I smiled into the camera my pleasure in the sex genuine.

“This is what’s in store for members,” he grunted. ”Fucking dirty whores like this.”

I groaned to a climax, imagining Richard watching me, the girl that a few weeks ago knew nothing about sex was now a whore. A video whore!

The camera stopped and the final scenes were taken with me kneeling before the disciple and sucking him off until his cream cascaded over my face. 

“I could be doing this for you?” I whispered into the camera ignoring the semen on my face.

“Interested? Then ring this number,” the man said and produced one final smile for the camera until the action finally ended. He patted my head. 

“Good,” he smiled “The Guru will be pleased with you, now go to the rest room and relax, your job for today is complete.”

I showered took myself a new leotard and retired to the day room, most of the other girls were there and we exchanged stories about what promotion we had been asked to do. Most of us had been photographed naked then fucked and as we sipped wine and chilled there was not a murmur of complaint from anybody.   

There was no communal dinner with the men and we were all told to observe silence over our meal of fish and meditate on our good fortune to be here. I thought about he great changes in my life, thought about my work, husband, family but the only thing that seemed real was my time with the Guru; he had taken over my life.

After dinner the Guru came in with his disciples and we all gathered around him to listen.

“You have all done well today,” he smiled “These photographs and videos will create massive interest and now you have to go out personally and promote us.”

He looked serenely at us all and we hung on his every word. 

“Tonight is the last night until the meeting in a fortnight, when you can give your sex to anyone…if you need release one final time then please ask one of the disciples. They will service you.”

I shifted uncomfortably at the thought of two weeks without sex but I was not about to lower myself to ask to be fucked.

“You must all give out these cards to as many Princes as possible, tell them they must come and join and you must all entreat them but not disgrace yourselves. You may let them taste you, your mouth, let them see your body feel your tongues and hands around their life force…but you mat not give all of your body to a non member.”

I put my hand up as though I was a schoolgirl. 

“Should we give up our jobs…?”

The Guru shook his head. 

“No you must lead normal lives, mix and promote with everyday people and …the foundation will now take 10% of your wages for providing you with a new home.”  

He looked around at us all and waved down our questions. 

“Enough,” he said calmly “I will see new prospects next Friday now enjoy your last night of pleasure.”

He went to walk out and Marsha; a tall dark-haired girl with a willowy body threw herself in front of him. 

“Let me serve you tonight master,” she whispered.

The Guru stroked her silky hair and drew back his robe to reveal his erect life force, Marsha licked it eagerly and the Guru patted her back. 

“No,” not tonight “I must meditate Brother Malcolm will help you.”

A small black man with spiky hair took her hand and led her away disappointedly from the Guru’s cock. 

“Please all be gone for 9a.m tomorrow and I will see you all next Friday, with any new, potential hand maidens.” 

We all walked back to the common bedroom and the girls quickly changed into their evening lingerie and literally ran out of the door, they were going to beg for sex, I was disgusted.

I went to my bed alone and couldn’t sleep, I could hear the moans and murmuring echoing around the small house, I thought about the Guru’s words. 

“You must lose all your pride,” he’d said.

I cursed, I was awake and horny as hell, my vagina was aching and all around me my contemporaries were being fucked. After a couple of hours of torture I went to the first disciple’s room I could find and opened the door, Nancy was strewn across the bed her gown around her waist obviously having been well serviced.

The man in the bed looked at me, he was shaven headed and coal, black. 

“Yes?” he hissed.

“I…I wanted…I wondered…?” I stuttered.

“You are the one with the pride,” he smiled “What do you want? Tell me…we’re here to help you.” 

I raised my white negligee and showed the man my vagina. 

“I want this filled…to last me…two weeks,” I gasped.

“Please?” said the man calmly.

“Please,” I begged.

He called me to him and pushed Nancy roughly onto the floor.

“Shower and come back,” he ordered and the girl left immediately.

He pushed his fingers into my vagina and found how wet I was, I pushed against the hardness and he teased me expertly.

He placed his hand on my head and dragged it to his erection still glistening from Nancy’s juices and his own come. 

“Lick me clean…lick that whore off me then I’ll fuck you…if you say please again.”

My mouth devoured it removing every essence of the girl from him; I licked his cock, balls, everything. I looked at his coal black eyes.

“Please.”

Finally he allowed me to lower my weeping hole onto his cock whilst he lay back on the bed.  

I came in minutes and savoured the hardness still inside me after the glow of the orgasm left, “How are you going to manage for a whole fortnight?” 

He smiled sarcastically at me as I shrugged and my large breasts bobbed as I did so. 

“I don’t know…I just don’t know.”

The man fucked me again before throwing me out of his room after Nancy had returned for seconds, it amazed me how randy we all were and how in this environment we would do anything for sex.

Satisfied, I slept well and the alarm rang at 8a.m enabling everyone to have departed the house by 9a.m as the Guru had instructed. It felt strange to be out of my leotard and white finery and as I arrived home I immediately felt the loss of my new family. The Guru had taken money from my account and I had to set up a direct debit to him to pay for my keep and board, to expand the organisation; it seemed only fair.

I bathed and looked at my mass of blonde pubic hair surrounding my sex, I thought about the use it had had, the fact it belonged to the Guru, and it made me pulse in pleasure and excitement. I wanted to bring more Princes to the open day in a fortnight than anyone else then the Guru would value me even more.

I lazed all day and spoke briefly to Judy who muttered darkly about the two weeks to come without sex and we tried to console each other. We agreed to meet during the week to hand out cards in the clubs and we confirmed that were committed to do as the Guru had instructed.

I was tired and after preparing my uniform for the following day I collapsed onto bed. My body ached for a man I was becoming used to being handled, fucked, my nipples were hard and my sex lips active. I had no idea how I could manage the fortnight but I pulled on an old white shirt and prepared to slip between the sheets.

The bell rang loudly and I nervously clambered downstairs and called through the letterbox, “Who is it?”

“Danny,” came the anxious reply, “Danny… open up.” 

I opened the door and the young man stood there nervously. 

“Where’ve you been?” he hissed.

“Why” I quizzed, “Missed me?”

“I keep thinking about your body,” he whispered “I’m hard all the time.”

I looked at his trousers and his bulge in the jeans was pronounced. 

“You can’t fuck me,” I teased but raised my top so he could see my thighs, “But if you behave I may help you a little.”

I opened the door and Danny trooped in like a meek little boy. 

“Danny now there’s no fucking…I mean it.” 

I whispered startled by the look of lust in his eyes.

The boy came close to me and I lay back on the couch as he placed his mouth between my thighs and started to lick me. 

“Mm… Danny that’s good,” I gasped and I held his hair tightly as he quickly bought me to an orgasm.

He took my place on the couch and removed his jogging pants to reveal a massive erection, “Your turn… you bitch,” he commanded, but it was really more of a request.

I went to my bag and produced one of the Guru’s cards and I put it in his hand before placing my mouth slowly over his cock.

“If you want to fuck me again you’ll have to come to this… and bring all your black friends…Princes.”

The boy groaned to my touch and I squeezed his big balls sensing his urgency. 

“What is this?” he gasped as he read the card.

“It’s where young Princes like you can fuck lovely hand maidens like me…all the time…doesn’t that sound good?”

I held his penis hard and felt his blood, his sap rising, I was in charge. 

“Think of it lots of girls all wanting you Danny all wanting to suck your cock….”

The boy came splattering my face with warm, white spunk; I licked it up and squeezed his balls cheekily.

“No more fun with me now Danny till you come to the meeting,” I teased “Remember bring all your black friends.”

I let him pull up his pants and escorted him to the front door. 

“What is all this crap?” he stuttered.

“If you want to know then come along…if not?” 

I raised my shirt and showed him my wet vagina. 

“Then this is the last time you’ll be seeing this.”

I slammed the door hard and wrung my hands in glee, this was all so exciting, I was on a mission, In control I had a fortnight to spread the word a much as I could and I was empowered to do so.

Danny’s oral expertise helped me to relax and I slept deeply. I awoke refreshed and showered and dressed in my crisp uniform. I looked at myself in the mirror I seemed the same but under my purple skirt I now wore only a tiny pair of white panties that enclosed my sexual treasure.

I felt horny all the time when I saw a Prince come into the branch I fantasised about him taking me over my desk or letting me provide him with a Blow Job. It was difficult however to promote the cards at work and I only gave one to a middle age man that came in to ask about a mortgage and spent most of the time staring down my blouse. He seemed a little taken back at first but he looked at my body again and said he’d be there.

I saw Wayne on the way home and pulled my car into his drive. 

“Hi sexy,” he said.

I followed him into his house. 

“No, funny business Wayne,” I said firmly “I’m not allowed…to… fuck.”

The man looked at me as if amused and he read the card I gave him. 

“Interesting,” he smiled “What are you allowed to do?”

“Anything but… fucking,” I whispered as if embarrassed.

Wayne’s face broke into a broad smile. 

“Well that’s quite a lot Carol.”

He pushed me against the wall and held my hands above my head with one hand as his other slip up my skirt. He found my panties then my wetness and I squirmed in pleasure as he teased me.  

“Who is in charge of you Carol…it should be me?” he laughed.

“If you come to the meeting then you will be…sort of,” I gasped.

His fingers were inside me and my hand instinctively went to his cock. 

“I can’t” I groaned, “I’m not allowed.”

I kneeled down and released his erection and threw my mouth around it before it could start to enter me, I had to release it to remove the temptation.

“Carol you’re such a whore,” he said stroking my head as I suckled him “Such a whore…” 

He jerked and his semen erupted into my mouth. It tasted sweet; delicious I was safe from him fucking me now even though I had desperately wanted his lovely cock inside me.

“I’m definitely coming to this,” he smiled waving the card.

“Good,” I smiled, “How about your friends…only black friends…Princes!”

Wayne looked at me like I was mad. 

“I’ve got some over tonight…come along and persuade them. By the way Jane’s here so no funny business OK she’s not a slut like you.”

I nodded sagely at him as if I was not aware of the nonsense he was talking, Jane was as much of a slut as I was and I wanted to see if she wanted to see the Guru on Saturday.

I wiped my mouth and escaped to my house and after bathing ate a light meal for supper. I spoke to Judy to make arrangement for the following night and briefly to my solicitor to confirm the final details with the divorce.

I looked up the road and there were cars parked outside Wayne’s house; I pulsed at the prospect of parading in front of a new male audience again, I just loved the sensation of Princes being aroused by me. I pulled on a white thong a white T shirt and grey short skirt and I marched boldly up the road.

As I walked into the room there were half a dozen black men there of different shapes and sizes and they all whistled appreciatively at me. 

“This is Carol,” said Wayne, “The tart from down the road.”

I heard Jane’s voice from the kitchen. 

“That’s not very nice Wayne…Carol’s a lovely girl.”

I smiled at her and she smiled warmly back. 

“Pay no attention to her… boys…I am a tart and I just love you black men.”

All eyes were glued to me as I handed round the invitations. 

“This is a new club with lots of girls like me all for lovely guys like you. Now if you all say you’re going to come then I’ll give you a small taste of what is available for you.”

“Sure, definitely,” they all chorused. 

I smiled and stood in the centre of the room. I removed my top then my skirt and pulled the white panties against my sex to tease them. 

“If you join then this is for all of you.” 

I laughed watching large bulges appearing in their trousers. I lowered my panties a little showing just the tip of my vagina and Leo one of the youngest groaned and came in his pants much to the amusement of the others. I picked up my clothes and ran to the door. 

“Don’t be late,” I squealed and ran into the kitchen where Jane was making tea.

“You’re terrible Carol,” she blushed.

“I enjoy it,” I smiled “They all wanted to fuck me and it makes me feel…mmm.”

“I want to join,” Jane whispered, “Wayne’s OK but… he’s not enough for me…you know he’s not!”

“I can let you met the Guru on Saturday if you want…he’s said it’s OK.”

“I’ll be there,” she hissed, “I’m so lost at the moment and you seem so together.”

“I didn’t used to be,” I admitted “But you have to be committed.”

“ I’m ready for a change…I mention it to a few of the girls on the airline…they seem interested as well…you know it’s so hard for fucking not to get so… boring.” 

“I’m not allowed at the moment…orders…I have to get as many Princes as I can to the meeting.”

Jane looked at me and laughed. 

“Princes? Orders? This is all too intriguing.”

“The Guru will explain when he sees you…he’ll explain everything,” I said.

There was no further time for discussion because Wayne came in and led Jane up the stairs “Go inside and do some more promotion you tart,” he said to me “I’m going to lie with my lady now.”

I smiled to myself at how little of a lady Jane was… or wanted to be!

I said goodbye to the men in the front room and refused their various requests of intimacy “Come to the meeting and I’m yours” I promised.

I was suddenly back home alone and surprisingly uplifted, although I wanted and needed sex I felt that I had performed a good job and was confident that some if not all of my invitations would be used. I slept soundly and began the routine of work during the day and promoting The Prince’s foundation in the evening.

The reaction of all the black men we met was always positive especially after a few drinks.  Judy or I would remove our clothes and possibly perform a hand, or blow, job to gain our audience’s attention. I was pleased however to reach Friday evening knowing I would be returning to the commune on the following day.

Jane had confirmed her appointment and I had spoken to the receptionist for the Guru at the house and they were happy that she would be received and interviewed.

I was in a state of constant frustration, Danny had called around twice and it had taken all my will not to let him screw me, Wayne had not even bothered to call, he was always busy. But I was happy, I had done my job and I was now bringing the Guru a new recruit; he would value me all the more!

Jane came early to my house and I complimented her on her choice of clothing, a white skirt, panties and light blue top. She looked sexy, long dark hair, and long legs and I felt sure the Guru would like her.  

“What’s he like, this Guru?” Jane asked as we drove to the house.

I shrugged. 

“It’s hard to say…he just makes everything seem to make sense.” 

She asked me further things but I was non-committal, I was a handmaiden and Jane was only a mere recruit.

Jane seemed surprised at the seediness of the house and the reception area but I ignored her questions, left her seated in an old leather chair and went to get changed. My leotard was waiting for me and as I pulled the white straps around my shoulders and the material gathered in my breast and crotch I pulsed with the sexual need of a week of celibacy.

I was called to the Guru’s room and kneeled around him in a semicircle with the other girls attending him; he was in meditation and hardly noticed us at all.

After many minutes he opened his eyes and smiled. 

“Welcome my handmaidens,” he whispered, “You may bid me your respect.”

Each girl kneeled before him and kissed the tip of his penis then sucked it, I did as the rest and as I tasted his flesh again I knew that I was home, safe in his care.   

He stroked my head.

“You have brought us a new prospect,” he whispered “That is good…I am pleased with you.”

I blushed crimson not being used to such praise. 

“Thank you Guru I hope she is worthy.”

“We will see,” he said “What do you know of her?”

“She goes with a Prince but she wishes more…fulfilment… I said that she could find it here.” 

“Like you,” he smiled “Happy, as a whore?”

“Like me Guru,” I agreed, “I am happy and content now.”

“Let us see her,” he commanded and a pretty dark-haired girl rose and left the room to escort Jane through to us.

“I will speak to each of you after I have interviewed the girl, to see if you have followed my instruction regarding the celibacy and to find out how your promotional work has transpired…now leave…but you can stay,” he said pointing at me.

The girls quickly filtered from the room and I kneeled closely to the Guru as Jane came through and stood quietly and motionless before him. He ignored her for a while but she did not move and he opened his eyes and smiled at her. 

“You have patience…that is good.”  

I was pulsing with expectation as if I was standing before him, but that was some time ago and I shuddered at the thought of our original meeting. I was his now, not a challenge for him any more and I bent my head subserviently trying to watch Jane out of the corner of my eye.

“What is that you want?” he said to her in his soft mystical voice.

She looked at him and stood straight, her legs long under her short white dress and her breasts firm and pronounced below her shirt. 

“I’m not sure,” she replied “To be happy…like Carol.”

“I understand,” he whispered “But Carol’s happiness come from her obedience…her willingness to submit…to let go of her pride.”

“Oh…” said Jane slightly shocked “Oh…”

“To receive is to give,” he stated “And…”

“To give is to receive,” I murmured.

The Guru stroked my head, then hair and guided me to his waist. 

“When Carol came here she was unsure but now…?”

I undid his waistband, his robe fell open and his erection was before me, I placed it in my mouth and began to service him. I glanced at Jane and saw that her eyes were bulging, reeling in the shock of my obedience.

“Carol is a handmaiden,” the Guru continued almost ignoring the fact I was sucking his penis “Her job is to serve me…serve the Prince’s…without question.”

I saw Jane’s lips were quivering and she bit them nervously. 

“I can do that,” she said quietly.

“I know you can,” said the Guru confidently “I can see that you long to serve…to be fucked by the Princes…endlessly…let me see your body.”

Jane removed her top and the small nipples on her breasts were hard, she then removed her skirt until only white panties were on her body. She looked into the Guru’s eyes and looked at me still sucking his cock and slowly pulled her panties down her thighs until they fell at her ankles.

The Guru clapped his hands and the dark-haired girl returned and removed the clothes to leave Jane naked and vulnerable. She instinctively covered her black bush with her hands but without verbal instruction she let her arms fall to her side and opened her thighs to the Guru.

“This is yours’ Guru,” she whispered “If I give it to you I will receive…I understand.”

I could sense the Guru’s cock hardening and I gasped in my own desire for him.

“Kneel,” he said to her.

Jane kneeled before him and his hands began to stroke her hair. 

“You wish to be a handmaiden?” he asked.

“More than anything,” she said.

“You are my whore?”

“Yes Guru…let me serve you.”

“You are a made for service,” he smiled and I felt his hand pull me firmly off his erection.

Jane’s mouth took my place and she suckled his penis enthusiastically. 

“To receive is to give,” she whispered “To give is to receive!” 

The Guru began to fuck her mouth moving his hips slowly back and forward and Jane’s eyes sparkled with lust and pleasure as she served him.

“Give me your blessing Guru,” she mumbled. 

The man withdrew from her mouth and exploded his semen all over her hair and face as if to anoint her into her new role. Jane licked his cock as it wept and she smeared the sticky white liquid all over her. 

“I am a handmaiden now?” she gasped.

“If that is what you wish?” said the Guru.

“It is,” said Jane, “It is.” 

“Then let it be so,” he whispered, “You will come to me tonight…” he looked at me “You will dress her according to her role and bring her to me.”

“Yes Guru,” I stuttered, hardly believing how instantly Jane had been accepted, I knew it was a mistake instantly.

“Are you questioning me?” The Guru said calmly, but darkly with an edge to his voice. 

“No, no Guru” I replied in panic but he had sensed my tone. 

“You think your friend is unworthy? That you, should be the centre of our world? 

He shook his head and I felt his hand on my belly.

“You still have much pride…too much…I will have to teach you, again,” he said sternly.

He looked at Jane, “What shall we do with her?” 

“Punish her Guru…I will follow without question.”

I looked at Jane as if she had hit me, but I understood, she was no longer my friend first, but the Guru’s handmaiden first. 

“I apologise Guru,” I said and bowed my head to him “What can I do to make amends?”

His hands lowered to my crotch and he pulled the material to one side to expose my vagina, “This is common,” he said, “Worthless without something to serve.”

His fingers played with my flesh and it weakened and salivated to his touch. 

“Look at you,” he stated, “Empty, in need…useless without me.”

“It is Guru,” I gasped “It has been a week…since…”

“Since you served.”

I lowered my head in shame, the Guru was right I was jealous of Jane, my own need filling my mind and body. He withdrew his hands. 

“You will be rewarded for bringing a new handmaiden into our fold…Now go and prepare your friend as I instructed.”

The Guru left the room and I led Jane through to the rear of the house and familiarise her with the accommodation and what she was supposed to wear at all times. I was quite short with her but she seemed oblivious to my mood, lost in her thoughts of the evening ahead. I bathed her and washed her brown body and she lay back and allowed me to tend her. She opened her thighs and smiled at me. 

“Wash between there thoroughly,” she said “I want it nice and clean for the Guru.”

I obeyed her and lathered her pubic hair spreading the soap all over her until she was satisfied. She finally dried herself and I watched as she ran a thin brush through her long black mane, “Thanks for bringing me here Carol,” she whispered “It’s like a dream come true.”

“He’ll only have you once,” I hissed at her and she placed her elegant arm around my shoulders. 

“Who cares,” she laughed, “I bet there’s lots more like him!”

I was shocked by her honesty but it was true, there seemed an endless supply of men and I had enjoyed each one in their own way up to now.

We both dressed in the short white negligees and after knocking I escorted her to the Guru’s room where he was reclined naked on his enormous white bed. Jane immediately went to lie beside him and her hands were soon wrapped around his erection.

The Guru slipped off his robe and his magnificent body lay back flat on the large white bed, his erection towered vertically and neither Jane or I could take our eyes from it. She lowered her mouth to it and began to suck it fiercely and I could only watch helplessly sensing my vagina becoming more and more agitated.

The Guru smiled at me sensing my frustration and as Jane moved her body until she was on top of the Guru he called me to them. 

“Push me inside your friend and lick my life giver as I have her.”

I moved to the bed and took his cock firmly in my hand and drew it slowly towards Jane’s thin pink flesh. I watched as first the black head pierced her outer lips, then firmly entered her inner sexual regions until it had disappeared within her completely.

Jane’s body tensed at the sheer pleasure and I could smell the sexual juices from her lubricating his manhood. I licked at the melded flesh; my tongue caressing his balls then his cock as it began its journey in and out of her.

Jane pushed against him fiercely opening her thighs and extracting the maximum penetration she could, I felt her come and come again as she pounded his rigid flesh and the Guru’s hand stroked my ass as if to encourage me in my attentions.

I needed no such encouragement and was grateful to at least have some involvement with him and my hand held his large sac as a sensed him nearing his climax. His ejaculation spurted inside Jane in a rush and she bent her head and groaned in animal lust.

The Guru withdrew from her as he came and placed my head between Jane’s soaking thighs, “Taste heaven child,” he said, “You may gorge on my essence.”

Jane’s vagina lowered to my lips and the Guru’s semen started to spill into my mouth. My tongue lolled out to capture it and as the flow of juice became less I let it enter Jane’s pink crack until every trace of it was inside us both. I had never tasted a woman before but it felt a natural and comforting act to do and the Guru seemed to look on approvingly.

“You have both done well,” he said and allowed us to sink back on the bed.

“Thank you Guru,” Jane whispered “I hope you were pleased with me.”

The man walked over to the table and poured himself a long glass of water and his eyes focussed on her. 

“You may leave now, you have had your time… you can now gorge yourself on my disciples.” 

Jane looked as though she had been slapped; she was not used to being dismissed so easily.

“But I thought…” she blurted.

“You are not here to think…you are here to serve me you have to lose…  this pride.”

He clapped his hands and one of the disciples appeared 

“Take the girl,” he ordered nodding in Jane’s direction “She is new…teach her our ways,” he smiled.

Jane went to argue but did not, she bowed her head to the Guru and walked out of the room wearing nothing but a trace of a smile, she was still getting what she wanted.

“A week’s abstinence in too much for you…I think?” the Guru queried suddenly addressing me.

I blinked and nodded at him stupidly.

“That is the challenge Carol, we must all learn discipline…I will allow you to rest with me tonight as a reward for your efforts but there can be no fucking.”

I looked at him helplessly. 

“Can I touch the life giver?” I questioned.

The Guru finished his drink wiped his lips and lay by me until we were under the white silk covers of the bed. 

“Of course you can honour it and drink from it as it is ready.”

I slid down the bed and placed my head against his soft prick and balls and let my hands form a cup around them as though they were precious. I was happy, content and settled into a restful sleep as the Guru’s body took a separation from the world.

I awoke in the night and instantly knew where I was, I was honoured to be with the Guru again and kissed the tip of his penis. I stretched and grew instantly and I feasted upon it until its’ essence was flowing into my mouth.

I could feel my body needed release but this was enough, enough for now and I knew I was being prepared for new and more wonderful experiences. We both drifted for a further few hours until the first light when I repeated my oral service for him.

He lay beside me recovering and I felt his fingers rest on the front of my panties. 

“Such desire Carol…you will be the first.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“At the meeting for the new Princes…next Saturday…you will be the first…then this will never be in such need again.” 

He pushed against my vagina and the juices literally poured from it.

“Oh…” I groaned “Do you promise…I can’t stand it.” 

One of his fingers teased the entrance to my lips and I rose to it, to try to capture the hardness.

“I have not disappointed you up to now Carol…have I?”

“No Guru,” I whispered.

“Then go home today, now, work hard get many more hand maidens, more Princes here next week and then your world will be perfect,” he ordered. 

“Remember how you feel…frustrated…in need…and when you reach the time of plenty do not complain.”

“I won’t Guru…I will live this week and feel my sacrifice knowing my time with the Princes is near…thank you Guru.”

I kissed his soft penis and left his room changing immediately and leaving the house to return to the comfort of my own home. The weekend stretched before me endlessly and I realised how much I needed the environment of my new life and family.  

Jane spoke to me on Monday and enthused over the time she had with the Guru. She had lost count of the times she had been fucked at the house and couldn’t wait to tell me every detail. She had taken part in a movie and had her pictures taken in all type of provocative outfits, it was all I could do not to scream in my own frustration. She even told me that she had told the girls she flew with, and many of them wanted to join. 

“Who wouldn’t?” I thought.

I was more randy each day that passed and on the evenings I went out canvassing to the clubs with Judy, it was difficult to restrain myself. I had to however, conform to the Guru’s wishes and restricted myself to just feeling and sucking with numerous Princes. I refused Wayne and Danny although I did suck them both off to stop them complaining and I was amused to hear that Jane had been giving Wayne the cold shoulder. 

“She’s been busy,” I thought and shivered in frustration at the sexual freedom that the Guru had withdrawn from me.

I knew it was part of training my mind and body but when the next weekend finally arrived I reached the Guru’s house with a raging libido and vowed that I would never go for 2 weeks again without sex, ever!

All the girls were there; all equally frustrated except for Jane who it seemed was still having the time of her life. We all showered, changed into our white leotards and went into the Guru’s room where he was deep in meditation. I kneeled and bowed my head with all the other girls and secretly counted us all, we numbered 15 in total. We were all different shapes and sizes but were all young and especially edgy tonight. We sat in silence for over an hour then the Guru looked up and smiled. 

“You all look ready for the beginning of our adventure.”

I girl called Lucy who was closest to the Guru answered for us. 

“We are Guru, the 2 weeks have been long.”

“Have you broken my command?” 

He said the words sternly to her and she shook her short black hair and it bobbed on and off her face.

“Show me what is mine? What you have to give?” he said.

Lucy pulled at the material on her leotard and drew back the material that covered her crotch, exposing her sex to him. It was a perfect vagina, clean and pink with volumes of thick black pubic hair surrounding it. 

“I have this,” she gasped.

As if in a single motion al the girls did the same and my own private parts were on show with the rest. The man walked between us and let his finger run along each crack in turn and I had to stifle a moan as he touched me, I was aching for penetration, we all were.

He finally finished and seemed satisfied. 

“You have all done well, you are ready, after tomorrow you will have what you want...but under my command, you may leave now and rest."

We left one by one, kissing the tip of his erect penis as a gesture of our devotion as we departed some of us with our sex lips still open to him. We ate lightly, then changed into our negligees and tried to sleep but I could literally feel the sexual tension and frustration, if a Prince had of walked in on us he would have been attacked. I wanted to touch myself to relieve this terrible nagging ache but, I had to wait, we all did.

The morning brought showers and exercise in the gym, a perfect body was vital to perform our duty. We were then all told to wear our leotards and then gather together and photographed in various states of undress. Our final photograph was with us all completely naked, and we displayed our womanhood proudly as if it were meant for a glorious future.

We then rested and it was early evening when one of the disciples came into our dormitory and clapped his hands sharply. 

“The time is here, please dress and apply you make-up the Guru and prospective members are waiting.”

We all dressed quickly, leotards tight around our bodies, make-up perfume eager and ready to be seen; be taken to serve our master. We were led into the largest room and onto a rostrum which was brightly illuminated, it was hard to see everything with the lights shining in our eyes but there was a sea of black faces staring at us.

The Guru suddenly entered looking resplendent in an exquisite white robe and we bent our heads and quickly the undercurrent of sound faded to complete silence.

The Guru waited for a moment then spoke in a calm clear voice. 

“Welcome Princes, you are here to have the opportunity to enter a new era, a new way.” 

He paused as if for effect and I could feel myself pulse I knew this was what I wanted… to be admired… be part of his world.

The Guru raised his finger to me and I went to him and stood proud and erect beside him, “Look at this girl…her name is Carol…a prize amongst women, who among you would not want her?”

A murmur re-appeared. 

“But,” he continued “This woman wants what you want, she has found the freedom to give…and receive…they all have.”

He undid my straps and they fell off my shoulders and he exposed my breasts and the crowd of men seemed to inhale.

“This woman loves Princes…black men.” 

He stroked my breasts and my nipples stood erect and he pulled my costume lower until the tip of my pubic hair could be seen. 

“This body is for us all…for those that wish to join…to be part of the brotherhood, the Princes and the hand maidens.”

The Guru placed a microphone in front of my mouth. 

“What are you Carol?” he said.

“A handmaiden,” I replied.

“And what is your destiny?”

“To serve the Princes,” I whispered.

The Guru stroked my head eased my leotard from my body and I was naked. His fingers gently eased against my vagina and I stood proudly to attention as he did so.

“Who would like to join us?” 

The Guru stared into a sea of transfixed black faces. 

“Be part of our world, let these handmaidens serve you and…this is only the beginning…soon your choices will be in thousands, you will be part of a world-wide revolution.”

I blinked as in an instant every hand was raised and the Guru selected a small innocuous man from the front row.

“You want to be with us brother Prince?” the Guru stated, “Then let you be the first to taste its pleasures.”

The Guru led the man to me, his hair was short and his face featureless but the Guru pushed me down before him and in a second I had undone his trousers and he cock was inside m my mouth. He stroked my head and leaned against me his pace quickening with every second and suddenly he ejaculated and I swallowed his essence without a murmur.

The Guru then selected a large tall man, whom he led behind me, he bent me forward and I hear him unzip his trousers and felt the pleasure of warm flesh inside me again. It made no difference that I could not see who was having me I had missed the sensation too much and my genuine cries of pleasure echoed around the room.   

The man was powerful and we came together and as I recovered I saw all the men queuing to formally join the Guru’s membership, the meeting was a success and I was pleased and hoped that he had felt I had performed well. The rest of the evening seemed a blur the girls and the new members mingled easily and without any pressure we all performed our services until they were all happy and satisfied. I was fucked another three times and enjoyed the feeling of being wanted and admired.

I briefly saw Wayne and Danny but they were feasting on other handmaidens and eventually the evening was concluded by an announcement from the Guru. 

“Time Princes…please…the handmaidens need their rest…a membership pack will come out to soon, explaining all our rules…we will see you all next Saturday and if your friends wish to join then please phone the number we have given you…thank you now…go!”

That evening was the beginning of the Guru’s empire…our empire!

The Guru was pleased with me and he selected me to share his bed that evening. I lay next to him and his fingers teased against my sex. 

“This will not be in need again Carol…I promised you that all my Princes wanted you…will want you…to have you…to fuck you.”

I quivered at his touch, his voice. 

“I embrace the life you have given me Guru…it is pleasure.”

He touched me and had me but my experiences with the Guru were no longer just sexual, they were spiritual it was that level of connection. I went home late Sunday evening in a happy daze little realising what we had unleashed on the world.  

The following day at the Guru’s house the phone lines exploded into life, member joined in their hundreds and as the word spread girls, from every walk of life wanted to be involved. Saturday member’s evening had to be restricted and all the girls felt privileged and proud that the chance of time with them was the reason for this gathering mayhem.

Within weeks the Guru had moved house and our new location was a mansion on the edge of town, money seemed to be rolling in from the membership and the new headquarters were magnificent. There was a large swimming pool, sauna Jacuzzi and over the subsequent weeks every modern luxury imaginable. The house was set in huge grounds seemed to stretch forever and because of the demand to join were surrounded by fences and security. The Guru knew how to make us feel special and I always got a warm feeling in my tummy when I drove to our new home.

The demand for membership meant that the weekend meetings were extended to Wednesday and it was left to all the girls to register for which meetings they wished. I attended all of them and relished the attention from all the members, it was a party of giving, sex in every variation but it had the majesty of fun consent and camaraderie. It was as if we were all part of a willing team and both the Princes and the handmaidens seemed to get what they needed. Rules began to enter our lives; no handmaiden could be taken without her agreement, Princes, needed to be courteous, hygienic, restrained, all, sensible things to add to everyone’s pleasure. A Prince was never judged purely on his looks and some of my most memorable evenings were giving pleasure to a man I would not normally have found attractive. I often thought on my way home how prophetic the Guru’s words had been. 

“To receive is to give…to give is to receive,” it had brought me more peace and understanding than I had ever known.

Girls were flocking to meet the Guru, to join and I often stood meekly with the other handmaidens whilst some new woman would prostrate herself before him hoping to win his approval and wear the treasured white leotard. Not all passed the Guru’s seal of approval. On one occasion a Jane told the Guru that six of her air colleagues wished to be handmaidens and an interview was arranged after they had all been on a flight. 

I kneeled in the Guru’s new interview room along with over a dozen of my fellow handmaidens as the girl all trooped in their smart blue uniforms; they seemed so assured. I marvelled that they wanted to be like me, I secretly, had always wanted to be like them. 

They tried to be cool and talked quietly between themselves, giggling, but went deathly quiet as the Guru came into the room. He meditated for over 15 minutes by which time all the girls were extremely agitated.

One of the girls, the purser, who was older than the others, suddenly spoke. 

“What are we waiting for? I thought…”

The Guru raised his hand and she fell silent she had long auburn hair and dark eyes and she withered under the Guru’s gaze.

“What is it you seek?” he asked.

Her eyes looked to the floor. 

“I do not know,” she whispered.

“Then you will not find it here,” he smiled.

The girl looked at her friend Jane but her eyes were glued to the floor and could not provide guidance to her. 

“I heard things,” she said, “We all have…”

“About sex…? Hard sex, something you think you all crave.”

The girl nodded her head and all the other joined her. 

“We know about the Princes,” she whispered,  “Jane told us…she made us do things to them on the flights to…prove ourselves…we wish to be a part of this…we all do.”

“What have you done?” the Guru asked.

“I gave a first class black passenger a blow job on the way out,” she confessed.

“And I let one fuck me in the toilet,” said another girl by her, with short black hair and a sharp angular face.

All the girls confessed to one adventure or another and the Guru sat back in his chair and perused them. 

“We need extra handmaidens” he said “But I doubt that you are all serious… can you really all lose your pride so easily?”

The purser removed her jacket undid the zip on her skirt and let them fall onto the floor until she was dressed in just her tights and underwear. Her body was superb full breasts contained within a white lacy bra and white panties beneath the sheerness of her hosiery.

“This needs fucking.” 

She smiled and playfully pulled down her tights until the softness of her pubic hair could be seen through the fineness of her panties. The Guru stood up; his robe fell open and the girls gasped as they saw the size of his erection.

“Once you are accepted you can have no other men but whom I tell you…members…Princes.”

“I know,” she said “We’re all sick of the normal men…this sounds so much…better.”

“You may all show yourselves,” smiled the Guru. 

He watched as each girl removed her uniform and stood shyly before him with just their underwear on. That was apart from one girl on the end who was very pretty and had brown eyes and brown hair that fell provocatively onto her shoulders. 

“As I thought,” said the Guru “You are all not serious…please dress and go.”

“Hayley!” The purser snarled, “You’re ruining it for us all…take you clothes of or we will.”

“I can’t,” she wailed “I thought this was a laugh…a joke…I can’t.”

“But you were so keen,” said another girl becoming curious “Very keen...what are you hiding?”  

“Nothing.” 

The girl blushed and suddenly her colleagues were upon her pulling off her jacket and blouse and tugging at her skirt until it bunched around her waist. It was then that we all saw the black box strapped around her thigh and the girls screamed at her in unison as they saw it. 

“What is that?”

Her pretty face went scarlet. 

“It was my boyfriend’s idea,” she squealed, “To find out what was going on here and…”

“To sell it to the newspapers…” bellowed the Guru and the room suddenly went still.

He walked over to the girl who covered her naked breasts with her arm. 

“What is your name,” he said calmly.

“Hayley,” she answered quietly.

“You wish to expose us…but it is you who are exposed.”

He placed his hands either side of her head and the girl jumped in fear. 

“I will not hurt you child,” he said, “I want to feel the sense of you.”

He ran his hands a few inches from her head then her covered breasts, her belly and then on her bottom and her exposed panties. 

“Pull your skirt right up Hayley” he told her “I feel tremendous power from you.”

To everyone’s surprise the girl did as instructed and her thick bush protruded under her plain white underwear. 

“I sense your need,” said the Guru “You have not been fulfilled.”

The girl shook her head. 

“No it’s not true… my boyfriend makes me… happy.”

All the other girls watched as if transfixed. 

“You will give him up and…then you will be happy Hayley…think about it, it is what you’ve dreamed about.”

His fingers moved until they were almost touching Hayley’s panties and her thighs opened imperceptibly. She bit her bottom lip and continued to shake her head causing her hair to move in a soft wave of motion. 

“I love him” she moaned “I don’t want to be used by you or you so called Princes.”

“But that is exactly what you do want Hayley,” the Guru said softly.

“You want to pull those lovely panties off and show me that thick hair of yours…you want me to put my fingers inside it…tease it… make you forget your frustration…you need not feel frustrated again. You must learn to give… to give is to receive and to receive is to give.”

His finger touched her vagina through her knickers and the girl moaned soulfully. 

“God…how did you know…no-one knows my fantasies.” 

She tore the recording device off her thigh as if the world was listening to her confession. “How do you know me?”

“Show yourself to me Hayley… let me see you as you wish to be.”

Still shaking her head she placed her manicured fingers on the tip of her panties and slowly pulled them to her thighs revealing her thick brown pubic hair surrounding her pink, weeping vagina. 

“I’ve not had anyone but Jim,” she cried.

“But you’ve always wanted to?” the Guru consoled her. 

“You’ve wanted to have lots of men fucking you…Hard, black men…and now you will all you have to do is accept, be one with who you are and who will be.”

He placed his hand on her head and pushed her gently to the floor. 

“You may kiss the life giver…Now!” he commanded.

“I’ve never sucked a peni…” but before she could complete her sentence the Guru’s erection was in her mouth and she was gorging herself on its length.

The Guru pointed to the purser as he stroked Hayley’s soft hair. 

“You and this girl are acceptable to me the rest of you must prove yourselves… come and be anointed.”

The Purser kneeled before him and shared in licking and sucking the man’s cock and balls until he sprayed them with his thick white semen. 

“Now you will be happy,” he smiled at them 

“Go with my other maidens and they will prepare you for me whilst I instruct these other on their tasks to prove their worthiness.”      

Everyone trooped out of the room except for Judy and me and I listened as the Guru, after re-seating himself addressed the other disappointed, shocked girls.

“Do you wish to join us?” he queried.

Each girl nodded urgently and the Guru smiled in satisfaction. 

“Show me what it is you have to offer me,” he said.

The girls rolled their panties to the floor exposing their vaginas to the man; they were unashamed in their collective enthusiasm.

The Guru rose and walked around them as if inspecting his prospective stock. 

“I wish each of you to have 3 princes this week…on your flights. You must also give out our literature…get more members.”

“That’s impossible” mumbled a girl with large breasts and short black hair “On our flights!”

The Guru went to her and placed his hand just above her pink sex lips and the girl seemed to tremble. 

“I will Guru this will be used…”

“Fucked…” the Guru whispered.

“You will all be fucked over and over again…” 

I watched, as the dark-haired girl seemed to vibrate to an orgasm without the Guru even touching her.

“Now go now” he stormed “And prove your worthiness…the other girls will report to me…be back in a fortnight.”

They picked up their clothes and left and we returned to our dormitories to see the other two stewardesses being prepared for their evening entertainment with the Guru. Their hair was shining and they both looked extremely beautiful in their white negligees.

They looked special, felt special, but I knew that the first night would pass and they would join the ever-growing army of maidens doing the Guru’s bidding. But I never questioned anything, I allowed myself to be fucked whenever I was wanted and if I ever had doubts would remember how my life once was and how I felt when I was celibate for a fortnight.

Changes came gradually; more parties; more members more gimmicks and always the Guru leading by example, always having the answer.

The membership was becoming so massive that events at the house or in the grounds were becoming more difficult to manage and the Guru decided that it was time to take our religion into the outside world. The handmaidens were given the badge of a white hand and the Princes the badge of a black, hand and if they were taken off they intertwined exactly. That now, was the sign of membership and a password that was changed every few weeks to stop non-paying members taking advantage.

This now meant that sex was possible anywhere and at any time which was exciting but extremely dangerous as well. I was interviewing a couple for a mortgage, a beautiful Asian girl and her tall black boyfriend when unexpectedly he told her he had to leave and to meet him back here in an hour. She kissed him and left quickly and I went to leave the interview room when the man blocked my path to the door. He produced the black, hand and pushed it into the white hand displayed on my purple jacket, they fitted together perfectly. 

“Zebra,” he whispered and I knew that was the password and the man was a member of our group.

“What do you want?” I gasped, “I’m working!”

“I want to fuck my handmaiden…after you’ve sucked me,” he smiled.

He undid the belt on his trousers and released his erection that in spite of my reservations was in my mouth in seconds. He stroked my head as I suckled him and groaned softly. 

“This is the best club I’ve ever joined,” he mumbled.

I sucked him for a full ten minutes, sensing his force and energy and then, after making sure the door was locked I let him lay me face down on my desk and pull my smart skirt around my waist. My panties and nylons were soon around my ankles and I could only moan softly as he fucked me gloriously from behind.

I had always secretly wanted to be fucked in my uniform and at work and the sheer physical shock, decadence and pleasure of the event seemed to overpower me. He came eventually but not before I had, twice, and almost as I had pulled my underwear back around me his girlfriend was at the door and he welcomed her in as though we had been talking about nothing more than the weather. 

I could feel his semen staining me, his odour on my body and I should have felt terrible but I did not, I was alive, revelling in each new nuance of the Guru’s master plan. I sold them their mortgage and earned an extra percentage for the building society, business is business after all and I never saw the man again. Indeed why should I have done, there were now literally thousands of handmaidens only too pleased to serve the man, serve all the Princes…as long as their subscriptions were up to date!

And so the pattern of my life rode on, working: serving: fucking, always fucking. I sometimes tried to pretend I could do without it but my body’s needs were a constant force inside me and I never seemed to lose my zeal.  I was promoted to a senior position at the house and had to organise many of the girls especially once the Guru started to spread the word in America.

I then began to see him more rarely and when I did began to notice the start of great changes within him. 

He now travelled everywhere with bodyguards, heavily muscled black men, Princes, but without the spirit of the original disciples. He still retained his mystery and command but it was impossible to talk to him or to see him, everything was done through his lieutenants.

When he came to visit the house he seemed to only take business meetings and his old style spreading his gospel was reserved only to large video screens when he would address us all. He would always arrive in style and great pomp, mostly by helicopter that landed loudly on the large lawn that fronted the mansion.

I saw first in his eyes then his body that he was not the same. His eyes, those hypnotising black eyes seemed to have lost their depth, their power and his body, from being a thing of beauty was beginning to sag and look tired. I tried to put it down to work and pressure, the organisation was now immense, world-wide, most heavily in America where the membership I knew, ran into tens of thousands.

I only thought about it when I saw him and when he was gone I still applied myself to my life with great intensity. I often organised the meetings and would try to secure the most attractive men for myself, either way by the end of the evening I was always fucked and happy. I tried to limit the times I allowed men into my house but invariably if Wayne or his friends came round I was there to oblige them.

Tiredness occasionally overcame me and the Guru forwarded health tablets from his connections in America, which worked amazingly. It gave us all tremendous vitality both for sex and life but worryingly the effects wore off quickly and I began taking more and more.

As the months flowed my life became a continuous cycle of work, tablets, sex, always, constant sex, almost without will anymore, always constant from an endless stream of willing men. I tried to remember my fortnight of abstinence, the feelings of want but it seemed so long ago… a distant memory.    

The day that my life finally fell apart was one Sunday, after a riotous Saturday night at the house and I was mentally and physically exhausted. I bough the Sunday Sun on the way home and did not even notice the headlines until I was sitting on my couch. 

There was a picture of the house, the Guru’s house beneath a headline of Fake Guru Exposed. The story was over the first seven pages, the whole story, from the Princes to the handmaidens to the sex, money and drugs?

I read each word over and over, the Guru, my Guru, was called Carl Waters, a second rate con artist! There were pictures of him, eating Macdonalds taking drugs breaking every rule he had laid down. I read the transcript of a conversation he had on the phone, belittling all of his handmaidens. 

“White trash that were only good for fucking…stupid brainless girls that could only think with their pussy…weak pathetic creatures that he conned into being free sex machines for his members.”

He laughed when he recalled that most were even paying for the privilege.

As I turned the final page over I caught my breath, there in full colour was a picture of me dressed in half my leotard with my breasts exposed, I looked like a whore…I was a whore.

I tried to stand, to take it all in but my head was spinning, it had all been a con; a joke… the man had used me, all of us, for what? Money, the article detailed money in Swiss bank accounts that ran into millions.

I could not catch my breath, the world was losing focus and my head span and my mind seemed to shut down unable to absorb the reality all around me. I collapsed into darkness and fell down into a deep silent place from where I never wanted to awaken.

I do not know how long I was asleep but when I opened my eyes I was in hospital with a large bandage around my head with a hunched figure holding my hand. I tried to focus and suddenly I realised it was Richard, my husband Richard; I was so very pleased to see him.

“You’ve been poorly Carol,” he said “Very poorly.”

“I’m so sorry Richard,” I whispered “I don’t know what happened to me…”

“Shush…” he smiled “It’s history, the sects been disbanded…your Guru’s in jail, everything is going to be alright.”

I squeezed his hand tightly, it was so good to feel safe again, and I shuddered when I thought what I had put him through.

He was by my side throughout the next few months, while my body came off the drugs and my mind tried to cope with the turmoil of the last few years.

Richard sold my house and we moved to a new home in the far reaches of Scotland where no one could know of my past. The building society was very understanding and helpful and by Christmas we were in a new home on a quiet, little estate outside Edinburgh. 

I relished the solitude, the escape and most of all I relished Richard, his monotony, reliability and our routine returned to how it was in the beginning. 

I did well at work and after a year, was promoted to Area Manager and was presented with a shiny new lap top computer. I was shown how to use it and started to understand the mysteries of the inter-net.

I was however becoming strangely restless and my mind would flash back to the beginning with the Guru, the tensions in my body were beginning to return. It was just a phase and I knew I could never go back to that seedy life.

I inadvertently typed in the word Handmaiden into the search engine and pressed the return key without thinking.

To my shock a headline screamed out at my from a list of sites found. 

‘Friends of the Guru…there is still a true way.’

I blinked, could it be real? The gospel was still being spread?

My whole body suddenly became alive; passions that had remained dormant for my period of recovery were instantly raging. Was there still a true way?

My finger hovered over my mouse for a full minute, did I really want to know, did I want to know about this group that had bought me such misery? 

My mind swam… misery or pleasure? The men, Princes, the physical joy now being denied me; my vagina was pulsing venting my sexual juices into my staid, comfortable knickers.

I pressed the button to the site and felt my mind and breath catch. 

“Surely it couldn’t do any harm just to see!” 

The End
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