
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

 

The 

 

Complete

 

Ring of DESIRE

 

Collection

 

 

By

 

 

Tiggy Mills

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Published by Tantalus-Press 2014

44 73 99 74 07

Copyright©Tiggy Mills2014






  







 
 

 

Tiggy Mills  has asserted her right under the Copyright and Designs Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

 

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with

Thank you for respecting the author’s hard work.

First published on Amazon Kindle Direct in 2014

 

 

 

This ebook is a work of fiction. All names, business organisations, places and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The author’s use of any actual persons (living or dead), places and characters is not intended to change the entirely fictional character of this work, or to disparage any person or any company or its products or services. 

 

 

 

Word Count:  205,751

 

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re- sold or given away to other people.






  







 
 

 

 

Book One

 

Chapter 1 Discovery of The Ring of Aphrodite

Chapter 2 Gabrielle’s Sexual Awakening

Chapter 3 The Journey Continues

Chapter 4 Mythology: Realisation and Raw Life.

Chapter 5 Time to Pass the Gift On.

Chapter 6 A New Host.

 

Book Two

 

Chapter 7 Jackie is Reborn.

Chapter 8 From Persecution to Power.

Chapter 9 Unexpected Acquisition.

Chapter 10 Debbie Descends into Sexual Darkness.

Chapter 11 Interracial Nightmare.

Chapter 12 Fern Finds Destiny in a Ring.

 

Book Three

 

Chapter 13 Pussy Whipped Australian Style.

Chapter 14 A Marriage Made in Hades!

Chapter 15 Fern Meets Eli.

Chapter 16 One Solitary Taste is Never Enough.

Chapter 17 Compulsion & Addiction Leads to Disaster

Chapter 18 Pride Comes Before a Submissive Fall.

 

 

Book Four

 

Chapter 19 Denise Gets Lessons in Survival.

Chapter 20 Solicitation, Empowerment, Hope and Salvation.

Chapter 21 Melanie’s Lost Youth

Chapter 22 Briny’s Incredible African Adventure and Fate

Chapter 23 A Newly Born Goddess Leads to Confrontation

Chapter 24 Aphrodite’s End… or is it?

 






  







 

 
 

Book One
 

Chapter 1 

Discovery of The Ring of Aphrodite

 
 

Gabrielle wiped her brow; the sun was hot and she could feel a swathe of sweat starting at her neck and running down her back and spine like a warm, trickle of running water. 
 

She had not known what to expect on the small archaeological expedition, but the searing midday heat of the early Greek summer sun was a far cry from the cold austere, stuffy rooms at Oxbridge. 
 

Although she was the youngest ever doctor of her chosen profession of archaeology she knew that she was extremely fortunate to have been selected for this 6 month dig here, on the hallowed grounds of antiquity and in the very shadows of the Acropolis. 
 

She raised her head from the unrelenting, scorched, dusty, red earth and watched her colleagues toiling; every handful and grain of soil and sand painstakingly, carefully, removed and sifted. 
 

It was hard work, but for all of them, a labour of love and passion that held and maintained them through all the monotony of the actual digging. 
 

There were 8 of them in the team, Professor James Thomas was in charge; he was a rotund bull of a man with a large, bulbous face and a thick, ginger beard. 
 

He was amiable enough though and extremely friendly, and within a few days of arriving on the site had organised the other five men and the two women into a slow, methodical, digging and exploration machine.
 

The only person Gabrielle knew before she arrived was Doctor Frank, a German specialist in pottery and mythology and she had attended many lectures of his when he visited her university campus for tours. 
 

Gabrielle had always loved Greek and Roman mythology and as she gazed around and admired the crumbled, marble pillars, still towering resplendently and resolutely so many years after they had been erected, it made all the mundane work on broken plates and small pieces of various, questionable relics from the distant past, worthwhile.
 

She enjoyed the fantasy of Zeus and all the Greek Gods of wonder; she always had from being a small, so eager to learn, little girl. 
 

Being here and sensing Greece; actually seeing and admiring the spectacular Acropolis, it was not hard for her to understand how the Greeks had believed their gods were real, indeed was it really such a leap of faith from some of the modern religions and theories?
 

Karen was the only other female member of the group; she was much older than Gabrielle and the two of them shared a tent in the makeshift camp at the side of the dig, in the shade from the nearby olive trees and just beside the fabled, Hill of Nymphs.
 

There was a shower and some basic amenities but the academic world in which they inhabited was not one of luxury. 
 

Karen was nearly 40, married, with a grown up child and she had abandoned her, obviously forgotten, husband for the summer. 
 

Gabrielle did not like her much, or get on with her from the outset, the woman seemed more interested in the local men that helped dispose of the residue of earth, than she seemed to be with the cultural and historic importance of what they were doing. 
 

She tried to be cordial but each night she would refuse her invitation to join her at the local taverna, where no doubt her flighty appeal and talents, questionable appetites and desires would be suitably entertained.
 

Therefore Gabrielle preferred to spend her evenings with her male colleagues, drinking wine and discussing the importance of one small object or another and dreaming about the world changing discovery they were about to make in the morning. 
 

It had been a month since the dig had begun and although no one mentioned anything, the actual pieces they had unearthed were unfortunately, inconsequential at best.
 

Indeed, being so very close to civilisation it could be assumed that the well-trodden and, already thoroughly investigated ground, had nothing further to reveal, but as the learned professor always told them, there was always that chance!
 

Gabrielle lay in her bed, Karen, as normal was not yet home and in the quiet of the late evening and in her solitude she quietly thought about her life and questioned herself. 
 

She was only 24 but her short, dark hair and stern manner made her seem somewhat older than she actually was. 
 

Her tendency was to hide her pretty face behind small, rounded spectacles that made her seem even more academic, geeky and insular than she actually was. 
 

There were times just like this tonight however, when the air was so still and breathless that she could feel herself long for something, but it was unrecognisable and ethereal. 
 

She always accepted and received comfort from the fact, when she became so introspective and melancholy, that her love and her life were the work and career she had chosen.
 

It was more than just a job or occupation; it was a calling! 
 

A time ago she had nearly married, once, at university, but her love interest had proved unfaithful and the experience was buried deeply within her never to be brought to the surface. 
 

She remembered the man occasionally and tried to forget the fleeting almost intangible, transient, physical pleasure shared so briefly. 
 

These regrets and emotions seemed so pointless and trivial compared to the ancient objects and mysteries that were always, just tantalisingly waiting to be discovered each and every day.
 

Karen bustled suddenly into the tent, disturbing her peace and contemplation; she was mildly drunk and instantly broke Gabrielle’s train of thought. 
 

Her older colleague let her inappropriately youthful, provocative clothes slip off onto the floor, threw herself heavily onto the bed and mumbled tiredly, but happily. 
 

“Oh goodness what a night I have had!” 
 

Gabrielle’s patience snapped momentarily and spoke with a cutting, dry edge to her tone. 
 

“We’re here to work Karen!”
 

The obviously, inebriated woman slurred her words and laughed at her tent mate’s demonstrably, childish irritation, and show of pique.
 

“At night?”
 

The young girl’s patience seemed but a distant memory to her; a month was a long time to endure this almost nightly charade.
 

“You’re married Karen…for God’s sake…I might be naive but I’m not stupid…I know what you’re doing!”
 

Her companion just settled languidly and firmly into her bed and whispered softly.
 

“What is that Gabrielle? What am I doing?”
 

The conversation had been started and Gabrielle was in no mood to acquiesce, as she normally did for a quiet life, and not to rock their female, less than harmonious, boat! 
 

“You’re letting those local men use you…it’s so undignified and disgusting!” 
 

The older lady just laughed and breathed in deeply the life giving, warm, aromatic air.
 

“Mmmm… I’m letting them buy me wine…dance with me…make me feel like…a woman…is that so terrible Gabrielle?”
 

The young girl could not believe that she would have the effrontery or dare try to justify her nefarious and outrageous actions and could not understand her associate’s attitude or take on her life at all.
 

“It’s so immoral and disgraceful Karen…what you are doing…just so utterly demeaning!”
 

She responded without the slightest anger but tiredly; it had been a long, enjoyable and intoxicating night for her.
 

“Each to her own… Girl…”
 

Karen giggled like a teenager to Gabrielle and, in spite of her sensing she was on the high principled ground of respectability, the young girl felt naïve and belittled.
 

“…But after the treat I’ve had tonight… it’s going to be me resting and sleeping well…not you Young Lady!”
 

Her body curled up onto her bed and almost instantly was snoring softly and quietly, as if not to disturb the gentle, faint, night breeze as it whispered through the lightly covered, swaying olive trees just nearby.
 

Gabrielle was so angry and annoyed with her companion’s assumed promiscuity and lack of morality, and wondered momentarily what her treat was that she had referred to so markedly and pointedly? 
 

No doubt some cheap, tawdry, unworthy, sexual act! 
 

It aggravated and confused her at the same time; she just wished that this unusual, experienced, supposed, professional female, with her strange, immoral ways, would pack up and go home rather than use the dig and expedition as some tacky 18 to 30 holiday.
 

It was just so undignified and seedy! 
 

However it was difficult to criticise her with the other members of the group as Karen was hardworking, punctual and furthermore, universally popular with virtually everyone. 
 

Why she was not judged for her casual and unacceptable ways was a mystery to her along with the many that were hidden from Gabrielle within this small, historic land.
 

So she lay there and let the warmth and stillness of the night engulf her; her life was simple, that was how she chose to live it but something was gnawing at her subconscious.
 

It made her restless and, just as her lewd companion had predicted, it was indeed Gabrielle that struggled unsuccessfully to sleep.
 

To her horror when she did separate herself from the waking world, she slumbered like the dead and far too deeply; she awoke late and when she drew herself up and out of the tent, the sun was already ascending to its heady, heated pinnacle. 
 

She dressed quickly into her cut-off jeans and twin breast pocketed, short army shirt, and ran as quickly as she could to find her colleagues and the professor who was ensconced, deep within one of the nearby pits. 
 

A crowd was agitatedly gathered above and around; it was clear that a discovery of some importance was being made!
 

Gabrielle excitedly tried to see, but there was no room in or about the small, sunken hole, and when the professor caught her eye he admonished her politely but somewhat curtly, for her tardiness. 
 

“Go to the other site Gabrielle…please…you can see our discovery later tonight, I have organised the teams for today…off you go now Young Miss!”
 

Unedifyingly, she was dismissed, told off like a mischievous schoolgirl and was extremely mortified and embarrassed. 
 

Not wishing to increase her discomfort she turned her back promptly on the busy crew, wandered off and decided to take the side, neglected, sandy track instead of the main pathway, towards the other dig as she had been instructed.
 

She meandered slowly along it with her head down; she noticed that the conduit started just as loose, red, silted earth but as it wound its way down into the hills below, there were traces of formed stone that were almost imperceptible and had obviously not been trod upon for many, many years. 
 

It seemed unusual given that the area in which they were undertaking this new, smaller dig and trial exploration, seemed completely separated from anything else, but she was not of the mind to ponder much upon such an unimportant and trivial point.
 

She was definitely not in the best of moods!
 

Eventually, just in sight of the crumbled pillars of the Acropolis she clambered into the tiny, small pit that was just at the very formative beginnings of their small survey and investigation; in sudden frustration and anger, she attacked the soft ground unusually aggressively, with her hand trowel. 
 

Some earth fell away and, but for a strange impulse, as Gabrielle was about to discard it immediately, she teased the compacted gravel with her fingers and to her surprise a firm, delicate object appeared out of the congealed blackness. 
 

It was hard, and just using her fingernail, she pulled at the caked on mud, until it had found the outline of the rounded, spherical shape of its’ original form. 
 

It was a ring and, as the rays of the bright sun caught it, the only part of it that was free from grime, glistened in the dazzling, morning light. 
 

It was to her shock and disbelief, a gold ring!
 

Gabrielle immediately lost her normal professional reserve and leapt out of the hole to reveal her find to her colleagues but, as she realised, she was alone and had been unceremoniously, insulted, discarded and dispatched earlier that morning!
 

She sat on a rock and mixed some water into a bowl with some soapy, cleaning fluid. 
 

The ring was thrown into the liquid and within seconds, what seemed like a millennium’s dirt and dry mud was washed away and the small object, shimmered brightly as each speck of the sun’s rays found and caressed it as if it had been missed somehow. 
 

Gabrielle held it in her palm then inspected it minutely; there were some inscriptions she thought she could see on the inner side of the ring and her heartbeat began to pulse, as if ten to the dozen, and her breath began to shorten in excitement and anticipation.
 

She held it in her palm again and instantly gained a strange, irrational pulse of wellbeing. 
 

Common sense put her sensations of sudden contentment down to exhilaration, the thrill and joy of discovery and she slipped the object safely and proudly into the tiny, top pocket of her shirt and twisted the silver button to keep it secure. 
 

She resolved to show it to her fellow professionals later that day when, and if they condescended to allow her to re-join the team! 
 

Gabrielle realised that it was only the discovery of the ring that had allowed her feelings of damaged pride and resentment of their attitude to her, to fade a little.
 

They had been so dismissive and hurtful to her!
 

Her lips sipped and drew her water and gazed out at the nearby ruins with new enlightened eyes as if she had never seen them before. 
 

As if she was a prophet consumed in a vision, she could suddenly see the temple and all around it as it had been all that time before. 
 

A vibrant city, people, a busy Greek metropolis all appeared in her mind’s eye as if by mysterious, mesmerising magic. 
 

She shook herself roughly and her world returned to reality, it was too much sun or too little sleep and she threw herself back into her personal, little hole and began to dig furiously to break the silly illusions and confusions running through her mixed up mind. 
 

Gabrielle felt as if she had been injected with energy and she attacked the sandy earth with vigour but sadly without finding anything of any further significance. 
 

At lunch she felt the ring burning a hole in her top pocket, her breast was aflame with its’ mystery but she just smiled and tried to be interested in the artefacts of pottery and bronze from the other site.
 

It appeared that the anticipation and tension she had witnessed earlier, had been ill judged and nothing of any note or worth had been discovered or brought up from the barren, unyielding ground.
 

Her leader offered her the chance to return to the main dig, but Gabrielle insisted she was happy where she was for the day and wished them all, every success for the afternoon.
 

Her feet, just in white sandals, walked down the same deserted path she had used earlier to her now, small, private excavation and the vision that was Greece returned to her more strongly than ever and seemed to consume and overwhelm her. 
 

She could literally see the narrow cobbled roads, the elegant buildings, guards, soldiers, senators, talking, socialising, interacting; it was so vibrant and alive and unquestionably and unbelievably real. 
 

Disconcertedly she threw herself back into the dusty pit once more and wiped the perspiration and sweat forming on her brow, but constantly looked around again at the images and scenes that were so visible and in focus to her.
 

It was so noticeable how elegant the women were in soft robes and fine silks; elegance and femininity were everywhere.
 

Gabrielle confronted her fantasy and balked at these forms, she had always hated girls that dressed so provocatively and obviously as if just to attract men; she had never thought of it in relation to her chosen profession. 
 

She looked at the dirt under her fingernails and that’s where life for her truly was; here in the earth and ground and she mused and pondered at how any self-respecting female, could spend and waste their time just on keeping themselves beautiful? 
 

It seemed such a self-indulgent, selfish and vain thing to do.
 

In her humble opinion it was all so wasteful when there was so much in the world to explore.
 

The sudden flash of anger broke the spell she was under, her vision and fantasies vanished and she returned to the safety of the scorched soil and the endless sand in a never-ending, relentless, search for the past. 
 

The afternoon was hot and terribly humid, her body was uncomfortable, sticky and restless; she shuddered and concluded that she must be going mad!
 

She was quiet at dinner and tried to be interested in the dubious finds of the main team; she did not mention her own discovery, it seemed to slip her mind! 
 

As normal she refused the usual divisive invitation from Karen to join her for a drink; she was never liable to agree to go and she could not understand why the older woman always asked her, especially so patiently and kindly when she knew that she detested her.
 

It was obviously just to irritate and unbalance her!
 

Gabrielle was confused and fatigued; she desperately needed to go to bed, to relax and shake this strange, unsettling day completely out of her system.
 

The shower was a relief, it was cool, relieving temporarily the terrible, raging warmth that was inside her, and she put on her clean, grey pyjamas with a sigh and only craved the attraction of sleep and sanity once more. 
 

She placed her clothes on a chair in readiness for the morning and felt the hardness in the top pocket of her khaki, thin top. 
 

Tentatively she withdrew the ring from its hiding place and looked around the tent furtively as if she was doing something naughty and someone was watching her. 
 

The comfort given her to hold it was the same as it had been the second she touched it, and she reached for her torch and tried to see and read the inscription. 
 

Gabrielle smiled, it was written in classical Greek, her specialist subject and she started to translate, one letter at a time. 
 

 
 

T…H…E...R…I…N…  
 

 
 

The entrance cover opened sharply and Gabrielle grasped the small object tightly as if it were her most valuable secret; it was Karen, and she was wearing a short, white dress, slip on, open toed shoes, and not much else. 
 

“One last chance Sweetie…are you coming with…or not…? It might be exciting!”
 

Gabrielle threw the cover over her as if she were asleep. 
 

“Thank you but no Karen…I’m whacked.”
 

She heard a sigh of frustration, then the sound of the flap close and she was alone again with her treasure; but she was tired, terribly, terribly tired. 
 

Her mind was too fatigued and disoriented to look at the silly inscription and, as her head hit the pillow she was separated from the waking world but this time not in a way, even in her wildest imagination, she had ever been asleep before.   
 

She entered into a surreal dream and she was walking slowly just beneath the glimmering, shining, erect, white pillars and pristine forms of the Acropolis; she was dressed in a soft, silken, shawl type, white dress and Gabrielle could literally feel it’s’ sensuous, sensitive movement on her skin. 
 

Immediately she realised, that but for this fine garment she was completely naked!
 

A figure confronted her, a spectacularly, beautiful woman with long golden hair that shone and dazzled like the very brightest sun and with eyes so pure, azure blue that it was difficult for Gabrielle to focus her gaze elsewhere. 
 

The woman was dressed in a similar gown, but hers’ was golden, with a braided belt that fastened tightly around her waist accentuating a voluptuous, feminine figure that was utterly womanly perfection and flawless.
 

The vision spoke to her, as if she knew her and murmured to her softly.
 

“Welcome Gabrielle…It has been so long since I’ve had company.”
 

Gabrielle replied as if the bizarre dream was real and she was engaged in conversation with a living person.
 

“How do you know my name?”
 

The illusion beamed a smile at her as if it was a white laser.
 

“It is you that found my ring…it is the ring of Aphrodite…or Venus…as I am sometimes referred to….or as you know me…the goddess of…”
 

Gabrielle gushed, completely captivated by this extraordinary, imaginary creature and exotic adventure.
 

“Love…the goddess of love!”
 

She smiled engagingly.
 

“More than that My Young Lady…I am the goddess of beauty, femininity, pleasure and even procreation…”
 

She laughed in delight.
 

“I have many talents!”
 

The mythical, mercurial image looked at Gabrielle then walked around her as if judging her and spoke softly, like a velvet breeze.
 

“You are an interesting woman…or girl.”
 

Gabrielle hissed at her defensively, as if insulted.
 

“I am a woman!”
 

Aphrodite, if that who she truly was, just wryly drew her perfect, pink lips together, in waspish, girlish, good humour.
 

“That is not what the ring tells me…you are not the woman you wish to be.”
 

Gabrielle began to panic in her own sub conscious; as if even here she did not wish to confront her inner mind and demons and mumbled inanely to herself.
 

“What nonsense is this…I must wake up!”
 

The deity focussed her blue, heavenly, crystal eyes upon her and she went passive and quiet. 
 

“I thought I had left you humans behind so many ages and eons ago…you lost faith in me then and eventually, I did… in you! Now…I remember why.”
 

Gabrielle had to answer, as if she was still engaged in her fantasy; it was so ridiculous, it was just… a dream!
 

“What do you mean?”
 

The lady shook her head and her hair flowed like golden, liquid water.
 

“You find the greatest treasure known to women and you dismiss it and…you call yourself…an investigator or scientist?”
 

The young girl was shaking and trembling in a myriad and mountain of differing emotions.
 

“I don’t understand, Aphrodite!”
 

The beauteous goddess lowered the robe from her shoulders, it fell onto the floor silently and Gabrielle stared in disbelief at the most perfect woman she had ever seen. 
 

Long sinewy legs: large breasts with proud, brown nipples and a white, milky, belly flowing down to soft, golden brown, pubic hair that gave only the merest sense and indication of the celestial, wonders beyond.
 

The girl gasped out loud as if mesmerised by her wondrous delusion.
 

“You are divine….just perfect!”
 

Aphrodite whispered to her, letting her hands run down lightly over her blessed, naked, heavenly body and caress it very lightly with her fingers.
 

So are we all Gabrielle…but how many of us use our gift properly?”
 

Gabrielle was consumed with this game and conversation.
 

“For… love?”
 

Venus and Aphrodite combined, smiled at her serenely. 
 

“How naïve you are Sweet Thing…what is love? Men? Marriage? Babies? Work...Sex?”
 

She waved her hand in the theatre of gesture.
 

“It is all these things and none…for me it is pleasure.” 
 

She ran her hands over her breasts until her nipples stood proud and then again down her sensual form until her fingers settled sensually on the rich, softness between her thighs. 
 

“We are made for pleasure…the ring is a gift from me to the women of your mortal world, a gesture or bequest of understanding physical delight; the ring sees what you truly want, what your body desires even if your mind does not admit to it…it sees what you truly wish and yearn for Gabrielle….as the sexual, fulfilled woman you long to be!”
 

Gabrielle just gasped in horror and confusion.
 

“This is madness…madness…please… let me wake up.”
 

Aphrodite was suddenly beside her and she felt her remove the gown she had on; in the blink of an eye, until she was naked, like the mysterious figure before her, from mythological past. 
 

Gabrielle’s brown, pubic hair seemingly so ordinary next to the golden down of the goddess’s, who whispered and entreated her like the sirens from the same age of wonder, but from different adventures and tales.
 

 “Don’t you wish this body to be awakened…Gabrielle?”
 

The girl was breathless, could feel her pulse quicken, and a strange unease in her stomach and her lower regions, where deep uncomfortable feelings, of base, hidden desires began to rise and surface like shadows. 
 

“Let me show you Gabrielle.” 
 

The goddess smiled and in an instant she was transported to a field of silken, yellow flowers where a young, handsome man with tousled, curly, black hair and dark, delicious, inky eyes lay close beside her. 
 

Gabrielle knew this was only a delusion but her emotions were surprisingly real and she shuddered as the young stranger ran his rough hands through her own silky tresses and whispered to her lovingly.
 

“I am longing for the marriage…to have you in my bed!”
 

Gabrielle did not resist him initially, as he drew her towards him and let his tongue mingle with hers’ in an intimate and prolonged kiss. 
 

She could feel his hardness; his thick, covered masculinity and manhood against her but she then held back instinctively as she always had.
 

“Do not draw away My Love…do not be afraid.” 
 

He whispered to her entreatingly and kindly and placed a small, golden flower from the field gently behind her ear.
 

She sensed his invasive hand under her linen skirt, then on her thigh and then urgently at the very secret gateway to her most private, sensitive areas. 
 

To her disquiet she was not wearing underwear and her sexual lips were sodden; his fingers entered her and pushed against her virginal moisture and softness. 
 

“Let me have you My Love!” 
 

Even in her reverie Gabrielle could not surrender to such carnal, primitive desires and she fought him, beating her hands against his chest with fury, although her body wanted him and flushed in foul cravings as if in demonstration of her need, 
 

“No…no…no…no!” 
 

Her voice argued, wailed, cried and moaned and then, she was back; back with her hallucination, with Venus or Aphrodite, who only stroked her perspiring, wet hair and comforted her.
 

“The ring sees what you want…” 
 

She whispered soothingly to her to try to calm her. 
 

“…You have but to place it upon your finger and…it will position you at the very centre of your most hidden needs and desires.”
 

Gabrielle whimpered as if caught up in this nightmare.
 

“I can’t…can’t!”
 

The goddess just smiled warmly.
 

“That is your choice Gabrielle…then you will not see me again however, if you but place the ring upon your finger…then…?”
 

She stroked the girl’s crimson face.
 

“…Then you will see who you truly are and wish to be… goodbye Gabrielle…or should I say adieu? I think I will meet you soon… very soon.”
 

Gabrielle awoke with a gasp of breath and a start; it was the middle of the night and her body was in a cold sweat even though the darkness and atmosphere was so temperate.
 

She threw her pyjamas on the floor and lay on top of her bunk naked, her body was racing and her vagina was jumping and pulsing with fluid and life. 
 

Her whole being, shuddered and shook as she thought about her crazy, outrageous, absurd dream or, was it a nightmare? 
 

For some reason she brushed her short hair back from her face with her fingers, and nearly jumped out of her skin when a small, yellow flower fell gently onto her icy hand.
 

She picked up the small blossom and examined it, it must have got there somehow from the dig; to think it could have something to do with her wild, fantastic dream was preposterous? 
 

Her body was still breathless however and she realised that her mind had become unhinged and perhaps she was truly going mad!
 

Gabrielle lay on top of her bed, she saw that Karen had returned and could smell the alcohol on her; she did not doubt that beneath her underwear there would be other smells and signs of her lack of pride and sexual impropriety.
 

Gabrielle was extraordinarily uncomfortable, she tossed and turned, unable to sleep and all the while her vision of Aphrodite and the man in the field went over and over in her mind. 
 

She could almost feel his fingers against her vagina, his sweet breath next to hers; she had so wanted him but stupidly even in a dream could not let herself surrender to him.
 

It was all so stupid; it was a vision that was all!
 

Gabrielle dozed and in the morning overslept again; she was too tired to even concern herself with another stinging rebuke from the sour tongue of Professor Thomas. 
 

Her punishment was being sent to the smaller dig once more, but as if in sudden, unusual rebellion, she returned to her tent and drew the ring from its’ hiding place within her pocket. 
 

She made up a small solution of acid, water and cleaner in a small, white, plastic bowl and placed the ring directly into it.
 

Her body pumped blood around her like a racehorse as she saw the remaining dirt come away, and after only a few minutes cleaning with a cloth and a small toothbrush, the small object glistened and glinted as if it were just cast and new. 
 

Gabrielle picked up a pen and wrote down meticulously each letter inscribed on the inside of the mysterious artefact. 
 

Surprisingly there were many and she marvelled at the intricate almost impossible workmanship, and wondered at, what artisan could have created and cast such a treasure.
 

It truly was a spectacular, fantastical, discovery.
 

Finally the sphere had completed its’ circle as it turned slowly in her neglected fingers, and she placed the ring on the table and excitedly read the transcription of the letters as they formed words. It read simply…
 

 
 

The ring of Aphrodite this gift to mortal women will show your true earthly desires but be sure that you wish to know. 
 

 
 

Gabrielle read the words breathlessly, and the inscription only confirmed her thoughts of what a unique, extraordinary and exquisite find it was.
 

She murmured, and concluded that this must have come from a wealthy woman who had marked it for her amusement; but it was still a spectacular piece.
 

Part of her wanted to go and show it off to her colleagues, but this ring had somehow become personal to her and she was not willing or ready to share it with anyone else. Yet! 
 

The dissolving solutions were placed safely away and she spent the day in her sunken, earthy separation, but all she could do was think about her vision, the man in the field and her body’s, wild, irrational heat that was literally driving her insane.
 

Gabrielle tried to be communicative with her colleagues through dinner and drank more of the local wine than she should, but she retired to her bed early and, after again refusing her roommate’s invitation to go out, was soon contentedly alone, once more.  
 

Her hands toyed with the ring; she eyed it suspiciously as if it was a person, and then, rolling it around her agitated fingers watching it pick up and reflect light effortlessly even in the gloom. 
 

She knew the dream was stupid, the apparition was, just that, a mirage and the flower…the blossom in her hair a mere co-incidence. 
 

But her body charged diabolically, as she thought of the man with thick, dark hair; she then purposely, irresistibly, cautiously, slowly placed the golden globe onto the delicate, second finger of her right hand. 
 

She looked at it, it fitted perfectly on her and as she focussed her mind on its’ soft, mystical light, the real world seem to spin away and she felt herself swimming and falling into a sea of bright, blinding colours.
 

Unbelievably Aphrodite greeted her once more; she was dressed again in the gold, silken dress and looked as stunning, divine and supernaturally heavenly, as before.
 

“Welcome Gabrielle.”
 

The young girl stuttered in confusion; noticing instantly that her only adornment in this reality was a sheer, transparent, blue gown.
 

“I…I...I…I kn…kn...know this is a dream,”
 

The goddess smiled effusively and questioned her teasingly.
 

“Is it? How do you know that this is not your true reality; that your normal existence is the dream and this is…actually, true life?”
 

Gabrielle groaned in mystification and tried to hold on to her lucid, analytical, educated, mind.  
 

“That’s preposterous…I’m a scientist I only deal in fact…”
 

Aphrodite laughed softly and kindly.
 

“Facts?” 
 

Her beauteous face broke out into a broad smile that seemed to shine out in luminescence and brighten everything around her. 
 

“Ah yes...” 
 

She mused, as if in thought. 
 

“…The handsome man with the wild dark-hair…do you wish to see him?”
 

Gabrielle shook and nodded her head in muddle, and Aphrodite lightly took her hand and led her to a small, ornate pedestal in the green scented garden where, with a gentle movement of her hand the still waters rippled and a vision of the man appeared. 
 

He was dressed smartly in dark trousers and a rough, woollen, blue top and his tangled, black hair was adorned in a small band of flowers.
 

“It’s his wedding day…look at him, poor creature, he is in love.”
 

The vision faded then a new picture appeared; it was Gabrielle, dressed in a pure, white linen dress, with a chain of yellow flowers around her neck and she laughed.
 

“Ah…I see it is yours’ as well…if you wish it to be?”
 

Gabrielle gasped in pure disbelief and utter fascination and wonder. 
 

 “When is this?”
 

The goddess murmured in reply.
 

“It is in medieval times…from history…but real events that actually transpired…it was not you that was married that day but the ring can make it seem, as if it was.”
 

The girl shook her short hair in confusion. 
 

“How is this possible?”
 

Aphrodite placed her velvet hand on the front of Gabrielle’s breast then watched and smiled as the nipple rose and hardened to her caress. 
 

“Because of who I am…”
 

Her manner was now mischievous and impish. 
 

“…And who you are…and truly wish and want to be!”
 

She showed her the picture of the man in the liquid sheen of the small pool again, and whispered seductively and entreatingly to her.
 

“Don’t you desire him…want him to take you to the marital bed and fornicate with you…for him to press this lovely, female flesh until it vibrates with pleasure?”
 

Gabrielle’s body was already alive; her lips were parched dry and her stomach was turning somersaults and cartwheels and she could not deny herself anymore. 
 

“Why not...?” 
 

She murmured as if in hopeless submission. 
 

“…This is but a dream!”
 

The goddess clasped her hands tightly in her own and spoke firmly.
 

“This is not a dream Gabrielle…make your choice and I will take you to the ceremony but then the ring will hold you in this time for the next 24 hours and… you will have no option but to live the life this woman had!” 
 

The water, showing so alluringly the dark-haired man, beckoned her; he looked so handsome and Gabrielle longed to be near him and she whispered as if she believed this nonsense.
 

“I want to go to him Aphrodite…but what about my work…the 24 hours?”
 

The resplendent deity smiled in effervescent, good humour.
 

“Human hours…My Dear…a minute or a thousand years, your own life on earth will wait for you as though 24 hours was a mere fraction of a second.” 
 

The goddess stroked the ring on the girl’s finger thoughtfully, and spoke with curiosity and a sense of foreboding.
 

 “Did you read the inscription?”
 

Gabrielle nodded and the woman spoke gently a warning to her. 
 

“Be sure you wish to know your desires…do you wish to know Gabrielle? To really discover your innermost needs because that is what the ring must show you, that is its’ purpose?”
 

It seemed such a puerile question to ask. 
 

“Of course…to have love and marriage to a fine man, it’s clear from the picture what the ring sees… I require!”
 

The goddess smiled at her and sighed in amusement.
 

“Mortals! I caution you Gabrielle, as in life…or love…or passion… all… is never quite as it appears or seems to be!”
 

The young girl however was set and determined; she had become reconciled to the fact that this was just a weird vision or amusement for her and she would now enjoy it, whilst she was still asleep and could do so.  
 

“I am sure Aphrodite, the ring sees me… who I am and what I need…I am ready.”
 

Aphrodite smiled warmly and richly at her.
 

“That it does Child…it has absorbed and understood you so clearly from the very moment you first placed the ring on your finger …now close your eyes…tighter…tighter… tight…”
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 2

Gabrielle’s Sexual Awakening.

Gabrielle felt her palm being gripped, but suddenly by a male hand and she opened her eyes to see the handsome, eager, young man that had been in her vision in the pedestal, standing quietly and attentively beside her. 
 

They were in a small, stone chapel where a plump cleric in brown sackcloth, with arms theatrically raised was smiling at them both and speaking melodically in a soft, singing, lilting voice. 
 

“You are now married…you may kiss the bride.”
 

Gabrielle felt the man’s thick, strong arms encircle her waist and then his impatient tongue inside her mouth. 
 

Her body responded instantly but the sensation was not one of a dream; it was… seemed, unnervingly real. 
 

It was as though she could actually taste him; his less than perfumed breath, his masculinity and she honestly felt the intensity, passion of the moment, and the marriage.
 

His fingers touched her breast lightly but Gabrielle brushed it off embarrassedly, and looked at the small crowd that had gathered in the basic, primitive, local house of God, for their wedding ceremony. 
 

They were all peasants, simple people and, as they smiled at her she responded warmly at them, grateful for their good wishes on her special, romantic day. 
 

The man had placed his hands around her waist again and she let him kiss her, ever noticing the swelling in his trousers as he pressed determinedly, against her.
 

The doors opened and everybody streamed outside and into the sunshine where a table was laid with bread, cheese and fruit and a simple, stringed instrument played, as people began to eat, drink and celebrate. 
 

An old woman screamed and shouted out in good humour to them.
 

“You have a fine wife Victor…good for children!”
 

The handsome man just beamed in pleasure and pride, looked enthused and happy.
 

“We shall see…soon!”
 

Gabrielle felt his hand on her bottom and she pushed it away playfully. 
 

He grabbed her wrist, led her behind one of the ramshackle buildings and pushed her against the straw, baked, mud wall and muttered darkly and urgently to her. 
 

“No more fighting me away My Love…you are, mine now!”
 

Gabrielle felt his tongue inside her mouth again; she now responded vigorously, passionately, the ring had been right as, although she knew it was just a crazy dream, this scenario was just perfect for her fantasy and entertainment. 
 

They returned to the party, danced, feasted and shouted in glee and merriment but they did not initially see the dark, distant riders until they clattered into the small village in a cacophony of thunderous hooves.
 

A tall, striking man, with flowing, blonde hair sat erectly on a fine; snorting, black stallion and his dark eyes stared intently at Gabrielle and seemed to snarl in her direction.
 

“Is this the marrying wench?”
 

The people all around nodded nervously at him and the man in the smart, silver armour jerked his horse and let it move around the young woman slowly as if circling his prey and laughed! 
 

“A fine young girl…I claim my rights!”
 

Victor lunged forward and dropped to his knees. 
 

“No Sire …please she is my wife…”
 

The man just smiled superciliously and dismissively at his weakness and lack of power or control.
 

“Quiet, Serf…it is good luck to have your Lord’s gift inside your new wife.”
 

Gabrielle caught her breath and tried to drift into the crowd but an old woman pushed her roughly forward. 
 

“Go and please our master… it is a blessing for the village, Girl!”
 

She was suddenly caught again in the spotlight of the man’s, dark eyes, and she froze until he drew his horse near her and, in a single, sudden motion, pulled her up and over his saddle like an inanimate, sack of mere produce. 
 

Her arms and legs hung helplessly, and she could feel the man’s, gloved fingers on her backside, as he spoke to her new husband playfully.
 

“Be of good cheer…your new wife is in good hands!”
 

Gabrielle felt his palm slap her bottom and then breathed in sharply as the horse was prodded into life and began to canter away from her wedding party; all she could do was scream and cry to herself in fear and confusion.
 

“It was time to wake up! Wake up Gabrielle!”
 

But she did not return to her old world and remained where she was; the pungent, striking smell of the horse was real, the motion as it moved made her feel sick, and it appeared there was no escaping from this nightmare or new reality.
 

Gabrielle instantly worked out in horror, that it had been less than an hour since this adventure began and according to the rules as laid down by Aphrodite, the remaining 23 hours stretched out before her endlessly and terrifyingly.
 

She could feel the man caress her bottom as they rode letting his covered fingers follow the inner contours of her bumps and crevices; she wanted to scream, to hit out at him but all she could do was hang helplessly across his saddle like some captured, lowly, slave girl. 
 

Gabrielle was frightened, angry but somehow strangely irrationally excited as well and she tried her best to suppress the erotic sensations that were stirring in her.
 

It was just not like her to be so perverse!
 

But the man’s hands were permanently and intrusively upon her; she knew that he was taking her, helplessly just to have sex with her, and the mixed emotions that rushed around her mind were unnerving but inescapable.
 

Suddenly the juddering movements of the horse stopped and Gabrielle was allowed to slide to the floor; her dress was filthy and her hair was a mess.
 

The man addressed the small group of older, serving women that were waiting there in the courtyard of a towering castle that seemed to stretch upward to the very, darkened skies and heavens above. 
 

“Take her and prepare her for me…we eat in 1 hour!” 
 

Gabrielle weakly tried to struggle and object but was pulled roughly into the inner sanctum and living areas of the cold, stone, impressive castle then, unceremoniously stripped and thrown instantly into a steaming hot, metal bath of water. 
 

A young, servant girl, in a pale, cloth dress with yellow hair and pigtails washed her and Gabrielle eventually lay back in acceptance of her powerless position and let her naked body be cleansed thoroughly.
 

The girl whispered politely and complimentarily to her. 
 

 “You are very beautiful Milady,”
 

Gabrielle had adjusted somehow to her new circumstance and answered the young woman as if this actually was her life now and had to engage with this dream.
 

“Thank you.” 
 

The servant girl raised her right thigh to allow her to cleanse and clean it properly and then repeated with the other.
 

“You’re very lucky Milady….having the master’s favour like this… any girl….”
 Gabrielle interrupted her… through gritted teeth.
 

“I am not lucky…I was married today and now I am treated like some…whore!”
 

The girl fell silent but she continued her careful work, taking her time on her breasts and soft hair between her white, virginal thighs. 
 

Finally Gabrielle arose from the now, tepid water, and the three matronly other women dried her and poured beautiful fragrances of lavender all over her velvet skin. 
 

She was then dressed in long, silk undergarments and an elegant flowing, grey dress that captured her breasts and pinned them close together causing a pronounced effect of noticeable cleavage. 
 

Finally her hair was immaculately combed and adorned with a small, silver band and she glanced at herself in the only mirror that was on the cold, grey wall. 
 

She drew back in shock and surprise at her reflection; she looked beautiful and actually like some, historical, medieval princess.
 

She was led downstairs to the Lord’s banqueting table, was placed by his large chair and saw that there were an assortment of guests and other male and female members of his court fully dressed in their best finery and eating with them. 
 

The Lord and master of this land, was already feasting on chicken and bread and he smiled at her when he saw how elegantly and entreatingly she now appeared. 
 

“A Fine Wench… I wager…”
 

He smiled wickedly.
 

“…I will not be sleeping much tonight!”  
 

Gabrielle tried not to look at him or his slippery fingers that broke and attacked the food urgently, his tongue that licked his lips and mouth that dripped saliva and juices and ate ravenously. 
 

Her body was convulsing and she felt her vagina pumping in a confused mass of swirling emotions; she realised that she was going to be escorted to this man’s room then fucked, taken and defiled and… there was nothing she could do about it!  
 

She ate lightly but, as if she could not help her curiosity, surreptitiously, sneaked the odd glance at her jailer and soon to be lover. 
 

The master or Lord of this domain was blonde, young, fit and surprisingly handsome, but she still hated and detested him with all of her soul.
 

She should only baulk at the fact how any man would dare make such presumptive and primal demands on any woman! 
 

He finally ate his fill and passed Gabrielle a goblet of rich, strong, cherry, red wine and smiled engagingly.
 

“Drink…soon you will be feasting on another type of juice!”  
 

The small crowd around the table laughed, jeered and cheered in merriment and the Lord waved his hand jauntily, in effervescent good humour. 
 

Gabrielle’s breath caught and she drank the sweet liquid quickly, feeling it fuddle and confound her senses; the man licked his drink suggestively with his long, languid tongue, leered at her then whispered, as if only to heighten her discomfort and fear. 
 

“I like to savour my food!”
 

He opened his legs and his erection was visible beneath his tight, stocking trousers and he laughed in the comfort and pleasure of his elevated position of advantage.
 

 “It is time Wench…for my privileges.”
 

He rose and the court stood with him. 
 

He took Gabrielle’s hand very gently and led her out of the room and then slowly up flights of winding, stone stairs until he came to a landing, and opened the large, wooden door to his private chamber. 
 

An impressive, white, four poster bed was in the middle of the room and a fire roared heartily in the sunken hearth. 
 

“Come in Wench!”
 

He poured himself a further goblet of wine and, after removing his jacket, threw himself on the untouched, soft centre-point of the room then stared at the girl and spoke instruction to her. 
 

“Undress!” 
 

Gabrielle was frozen like a statue and the man was instantly impatient and he snapped aggressively and sharply.  
 

“Now Girl… or my soldiers will have a new prostitute!” 
 

Gabrielle bent her head in apprehension and shame, then untied the laces at the back of her dress and pulled it to the floor allowing her surprisingly large, uncovered, milky breasts to hang free. 
 

The man sipped his wine and waved her to continue; the young woman, watching only the floor, closed her eyes and pulled the fine, sensual, elongated underwear past her thighs and onto the cold ground, until she was naked and trembling before him.
 

“Kick the clothes away Girl and… turn around Girl!”
 

Gabrielle did as instructed and twisted in a full circle as the man exhaled in admiration and anticipation of her. 
 

“A lovely Wench…now where do you think I should put this first?”
 

Gabrielle looked up at him and saw to her developing distress and terror, he was now naked as she was and between his huge, muscular thighs was an enormous, erect penis. 
 

The sight of him was instantly captivating and his masculinity was surrounded by a mass of curly, blonde, pubic hair; she tried not to look but it centred her attention, and she moved to him as he beckoned her.
 

He proffered his hand and she took it, lay beside him on the bed and felt her youthful body surging with raging emotions that were so alien and foreign to her. 
 

She tried to remain still and separated from what was happening to her, but jumped as his hand touched her belly and his mouth softly kissed her sensitive breast. 
 

“This is not so terrible Wench, is it?”
 

Gabrielle could not say anything but tried only to suppress a moan of pleasure as the man licked her sensitive nipples and uncomfortably made them swell. 
 

He moved his head to her chest, then her belly and then used his face and mouth to persuade and entreat her ivory thighs apart.
 

Gabrielle tried desperately to hold her legs together, to resist him and her own growing emerging desires, but the man’s wet, busy tongue was too persuasive. 
 

She opened them a little and she felt his moisture and pressure on her pubic hair, then she spread them just a little more and squirmed as the soft wetness of his mouth met her own developing moisture and arousal at her most hidden, sensitive areas. 
 

Suddenly the palms of his hands caressed her hips; then her inner thighs and her legs were open and available for him, as if she was complicit in her forthcoming, inevitable disgrace and they had always been lovers.
 

The man’s tongue licked the length of her crack and Gabrielle terribly, felt she could no longer suppress her natural moans of gratification.
 

He tasted her again but this time pressing more firmly and entering her giving, salivating, folds of flesh and Gabrielle’s thighs widened far, far apart until they were almost squat and spread-eagled on the soft bed.
 

“You see Wench…how a Lord has you? You are to be savoured…enjoyed… look at this wonderful thing…this is indeed a treasure!” 
 

He ran his fingers along her slither of femininity and listened as the girl moaned in needful reflex to his touch as whispered and played with her.
 

“Let me show you heaven Child!” 
 

He placed his tongue on her clitoris and licked it rhythmically; harder then softer then harder again until he felt her helplessly and disbelievingly, shudder then quiver to her climax and tremulous exultation.
 

He stroked her inner thighs again and she suddenly purred and mumbled in confusion delight and unexpected joy. 
 

“This is the best dream, I’ve ever had!” 
 

Gabrielle had never experienced an orgasm before and even though she acknowledged this was all not real, she was still instantly overcome by the sheer thrill and power of it.
 

The man knew that her body was now his but he was in no rush with her and teased her salivating sex with his fingers admiring her bushy, pubic hair and pink female thin delicate lips that were dripping and running with her prurient juices.
 

He spoke softly but with authority.
 

“It is your turn to please me Wench.” 
 

He gently guided her hand to his impressive, thick erection and she squeezed it without thinking, completely forgetting her normal shyness and reserve.
 

He let his thumb enter her vagina and pressed it just within the sensitive, slimy edges of her most special prize.
 

“This will be in here soon girl!”  
 

Gabrielle just held and pressed his penis harder, it was so deliciously long, thick and rounded at the end and she wondered and questioned why she had thought she had always hated, male genitalia so much! 
 

This felt warm, friendly and pulsing with fresh, strong blood and life; she bent her head to inspect it until the very tip of it jerked upwards directly in front of her pretty, innocent face. 
 

He held her head gently and without prompting Gabrielle opened her mouth and plump lips to let the very end of the erection enter her mouth, 
 

The taste of it was initially neutral but the sense of power and excitement it gave her was suddenly overwhelming. 
 

She could feel the force and energy inside it and also the effect it had on the man who moaned urgently to her oral attentions and caresses. 
 

More of it entered inside her lips and she let her hands cup his large balls, feeling and sensing the rich sperm she knew was inside them.
 

Gabrielle had now lost any dignity, pride or reservation she had, and she gorged herself on his flesh, squeezing and sucking it with undisguised relish.
 

Her Lord picked up his goblet and spread the wine within it on Gabrielle’s belly, then poured it into her vagina and let his tongue sup, as if drunkenly, the rich, red liquid out of her. 
 

She groaned wildly, opened her thighs ever wider for him, and he removed his cock from her mouth and held it threateningly and entreatingly at the entrance to her dormant sexuality.
 

“Are you enjoying your wedding night, Wench?”
 

Gabrielle did not answer but placed her tongue in his mouth and pushed her hips up in eagerness to aid his power and masculinity entering her. 
 

He moved and pressed inside her slowly but completely and she held onto his back, and groaned to each forward, invasive, assertive thrust of his flesh.
 

Faster and harder he fucked her, deep inside the small place that she thought could never enjoy such base things. 
 

But she was relishing it; more than she could ever have envisaged or imagined and her brain seemed to melt into another orgasm as the man’s relentless power moved impossibly and irresistibly inside her.
 

He withdrew from her then kneeled over her limp form helping her to take his penis to her lips again until he jerked and spent his white fluid all over her amazed face.
 

He collapsed beside her on the bed and stroked her elegant back and perfectly formed, curved spine and laughed in delectation. 
 

“You were not made for peasant stock Wench…you should be a Lord’s Whore!”
 

Gabrielle wiped the semen off her face, as if she had suddenly realised what had happened to her and tried to come to her senses. 
 

It was a dream, she told herself, but the smell of the sex and of the man was irrationally, undeniably, tangible and real?
 

She lay impossibly closely beside him, enjoying his warmth and tried not to think about her actions; she’d had no choice, but her response, and her body’s craving and undoubted pleasure in the foul acts, was a revelation to her. 
 

Her agitation made her turn over and the man moved naturally behind her; she could feel the wetness of his penis against her soft buttocks and pushed back against it and felt him begin to harden once more to her.
 

It disgustingly thrilled her that it did. 
 

Gabrielle strangely wanted him solid once more and let her hand creep behind her back and pull at the swelling until it was wedged between her slippery cheeks.
 

He moved it against her sharply and she groaned as it entered her sopping, vagina again. 
 

This time there was no foreplay, he lay curled beside her, gripped her hair tightly while he ground himself into her until he swore at her and quickly spent his fluid within her for the first time as if she was a mere vassal and receptacle for the deposit of his seed, and a release for his most base of instincts.
 

He whispered to her in shared enjoyment.   
 

“You enjoy it too much Wench!” 
 

Gabrielle was now floating from another climax, moved under the bed and took his spent penis in her mouth and cooed in delight as the pheromones confounded her. 
 

“This is a wonderful cock, Master.”
 

The man pulled her off him in amusement and fatigue.
 

“Enough Wench, rest a while or… I will pass you to my guard.”
 

Gabrielle cupped his balls in her hands seductively.
 

“Don’t do that Sire…I want all my energy… for you!”
 

The Lord descended to sleep and Gabrielle tried to understand why she did not feel dirty or guilty? Why she did not worry about her husband or seemingly anything at all?
 

She concluded that it was because it was a harmless reverie…that was why. Why should she concern herself about a fantasy when it was better to experience and enjoy it?
 

Gabrielle dozed, and when she opened her eyes she expected to be in her own bed, but the heat of the body next to her immediately told her she was not. 
 

She felt the man’s seed on her, the wetness between her thighs and she flushed as the man’s eyes opened and his dark spheres captured her.
 

His hands reached out to her and found her breasts and nipples that became disarmingly aroused to his touch. 
 

He let his fingers caress her belly, then, enter her sex where her juices told him that his rude, penetrative, rough advances were welcome.
 

He moved over her and she felt the weight of his long, muscular body on top of her, pressing down, almost in a demonstration of his dominant power. 
 

Her thighs were now ever open, waiting for the penetration that she knew was imminent, but she was willing, wanted it inside her, and she pulled at his long hair urgently.
 

He pushed and they were joined once more and Gabrielle began her further journey into heaven and her deepest, basest, wildest desires. 
 

Harder and harder the man fucked her and she responded with equal vigour, rising and falling until her brain seemed to mingle with her body and she felt the hot, virile, irrepressible sperm from him filling her belly.
 

He relaxed beside her, as the light from the early morning broke through the open slit windows and slowly illuminated their privacy of darkness and shadows; he stroked her hair in sudden unexpected fondness and smiled. 
 

“You are a Tigress, Wench…you may be hard to give up!”
 

Gabrielle said nothing but enjoyed again the sensation of his hands on her. 
 

She inadvertently let her own fingers fall and found his limp penis and explored it, wiping the moisture from it and noting how it seemed so comfortable and natural in her cupped, secure palm.
 

They lay still for a while and Gabrielle listened to the sounds of dawn; an occasional shrill cry and the gentle, musical songs of small birds. 
 

Her emotions were so confused and she tried not to dwell; there was so little point thinking when nothing made sense.
 

She could feel his sperm inside her and it was not a displeasing feeling, she felt like a woman, full of earthly passion and desire.        
 

Her mind dozed again and when she awoke the man had gone and two elderly women were there to attend her. 
 

They had a large basin of warm water and they washed her from head to toe, and passed knowing approving glances to each other, as they cleansed the hardened, white signs of her fornication and defilement between her white thighs. 
 

Finally they were finished and she stood quite still whilst they drew the wedding covering from the previous day over her head and onto her body. 
 

It seemed that Gabrielle was now ready to be returned to her husband; she knew that in a short time the full day would be finished and her time with her Lord and master of this surreal world was to be finished.
 

She looked at the white dress in the small mirror and realised it was nothing like the luxurious quality of her gown from last night; it looked sadly cheap and common. 
 

A breakfast was prepared for her and she looked out of the castle windows as she ate and thought about the existence she was going back to. 
 

A peasant’s life, full of hardship and labour and she shivered at the prospect even though she knew this fantasy was not her true reality.
 

Or was it?
 

Her body was alive, her hair was lustrous and she had a feeling of energy and passion that she had never known before. 
 

As she nibbled her bread and honey she thought again about the previous night and tried not to admit, even to herself, how much she had enjoyed it.
 

The door was flung open and she was so wound up and overwrought, she flinched as if she had been struck. 
 

Her Lord strode in dominantly and with unbounded confidence; she admired him suddenly, with the strength she knew he possessed as he waved the old maidens out with a small movement of his fingers and murmured at her. 
 

“Good morning Wench…ready to leave?”
 

Gabrielle said nothing but the man caught the uncertainty in her eyes; it was surprisingly reflected in his own dark spheres. 
 

“Do you not want to go back to a life of matrimony, babies…I may have given you a Prince already...?” 
 

He laughed softly as if in appreciation of his own ironic but caustic remark and continued. 
 

“…Or maybe, perhaps you’d like to stay… and share my bed?”
 

Gabrielle shook her head slowly and the man sat on a large, wooden chair and called to her in ongoing command and instruction.
 

“Take off my boots, Wench!”
 

She dropped her food, walked over to him, kneeled down and pulled at the black leather until his sturdy footwear was removed from his feet. 
 

He threw off his jacket and shirt until his broad chest was bare and Gabrielle felt her heart begin to beat strongly and the man sensed her desire for him.
 

“You are a fine woman…if you wish to stay…you have but to ask.”
 

Even in this life Gabrielle it seemed, still had her own moral dilemmas; they seemed inescapable for her!
 

“I cannot, Sire!”
 

The man rose, stood beside her and stroked her short soft hair. 
 

“In a few minutes my law states you have to go back to your husband…to your little, unappealing life…if you wish to stay you have to ask me…but even I will not break my own law!”
 

He touched her breast, she felt her nipples harden and he pushed her shoulders forward until she was bent over and steadied herself on the corner of the bed. 
 

She felt her dress being raised until it was pushed over her back and her naked bottom was on show for the man. 
 

His hands touched her soft, sensitive, tremulous, white flesh and she jumped in distress and denial. 
 

“No Sire, no please Sire.” 
 

Gabrielle pleaded desperately in her apparent but deceptive refusal to demean herself further to him.
 

But she bit her lip, as his fingers followed the curve of her ass and rested at the weeping entrance to her wet, salacious vagina. 
 

Her senses heard his trousers being lowered then felt the tip of his wondrous erection at the precious, erogenous, entrance to her sexual, womanly centre.
 

“You have to ask me Wench….a life of pleasure or…labour…ask your Lord and your wish will be granted.”
 

The ache from her sexuality was insatiable and unbearable; she pushed her hips back to try and capture his hardness but he held back, waiting only for her capitulation and surrender. 
 

Her vaginal lips were dripping, she craved to feel his cock inside her, but it was not who she was or how life was meant to be! 
 

Her mind only questioned how could she be so disloyal and willingly unfaithful to her poor, new husband? 
 

But seductively his fingers pushed against her wetness urgently causing her to groan and she knew she needed him; it was more than any woman could stand or resist.
 

“Tell me Wench…our time is nearly gone!”
 

Gabrielle bent her head forward finally in submission and whispered to him in compulsion, desire and love!
 

“Have me Lord…I wish to stay… have me…take me!”
 

As she spoke, she felt him thrust forward then the bliss of his flesh filling her; she’d made the right choice and she knew it and groaned out loudly to him. 
 

“Harder…My Master…My Love…fuck me…oh fuck me…please Lord fuck…”
 

The man moved divinely and savagely within her, over and over his rigidity and power entered and left her leaving its’ sensual, physical and emotional mark as it did so. 
 

He stroked her bottom and pushed tightly into her again; she felt him tense, inhale then begin to pour his rich, heavenly seed deeply inside her body. 
 

Her mind seemed to explode into a mass of bright, garish colours, her body seemed to float, as if separated from her thoughts for a moment then it descended in a golden haze, and when she opened her eyes she was curled up in her small bed, in the relative safety of her tent!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 3
 

The Journey Continues
 

 
 

Gabrielle shook herself and felt the sweat and perspiration pouring out all over her skin; her body was on fire and she gasped as she felt sticky wetness between her thighs. 
 

Her fingers slipped urgently under her grey, night shorts, then into her vagina and they were met by slimy, flowing liquid streaming out of her. 
 

She let it play between her finger and thumb and without looking and just by the unmistakable, viscous, slick essence of it, she could tell what it was; it was semen, a man’s sperm!
 

She flicked on the light, pulled her trousers down in a single motion and she looked in panic at her private parts and saw how her outer sexual lips were slightly bruised. 
 

Her thighs also showed marks of use and the flow of white ejaculate from between her slim, so rarely previously used pink sex lips, was unmistakable.
 

Her fingers kept playing with this divisive juice dripping out from inside her and although she was distraught it was strangely also beguiling, arousing and comforting.
 

Her mind only screamed at her as to what was going on, but she had no idea? 
 

It was all just too insane, mysterious and mystical to reasonably contemplate.
 

She threw her clothes onto the floor and showered; the clock showed that impossibly only five minutes had passed since she had first gone to bed. 
 

Her head raced once more; the ring, the dream she’d had! 
 

Was it a dream? 
 

It was hard for her to know what was supposedly real and what was illusion, anymore; it was all so unbelievable and fantastical.
 

Inside the privacy of the washing cubicle, she rubbed the slime and fluids from her body and let the water run cold to try to alleviate this unrelenting flushing, heated tension inside her.
 

She suddenly remembered the man of her recent vision, the sex; her submission to him and most of all she could almost still feel the terrible but wondrous pleasure, he had given her.
 

Her fingers instinctively took off the ring and her eyes glared in uncertainty at the divine object; it was sending her mad. 
 

In the morning she would share this extraordinary find with her colleagues and let this disruptive nightmare end; but was it a nightmare?
 

The thoughts ran over and through her mind and she pulled a fresh pair of white knickers around her and sidled back into bed. 
 

Her nipples were still hard and although her vagina was cleansed it felt strange, empty; it made her unsettled and very uncomfortable!
 

She could not sleep and went to the box behind the cases where Karen hid her whisky; she drank deeply from the bottle and soon felt some release from her agitation and stress as her body relaxed just a fraction. 
 

She ingested more and fell onto her bed, the ring glowed beguilingly at her in the murky, dull light and she gripped it in her palm and let the alcohol soothe her drift into slumber.
 

Aphrodite was there to greet her, resplendent as ever and Gabrielle looked down at her own clothes; she was dressed in just the clean, red and white decorated pants she had just put on in the tent, and nothing else and gasped in confusion.
 

“Is this real?”
 

The goddess smiled at her perplexity and further assaulted her senses.
 

“What is reality… and fantasy Gabrielle? Who is to know the difference…the ring saw you, didn’t it?”
 

Gabrielle blinked stupidly, unsure what to say. 
 

The goddess waved her silk clad hand over the small fountain pool and it showed her being taken by the Lord; it revealed her eagerness, her hunger, her joy and her submission to a life of subservient delectation.
 

Aphrodite glowed and seemed to enjoy and revel in the girl’s salacious appetites.
 

“You like the pleasures of your body Gabrielle…look at you!”
 Gabrielle was fascinated at this apparent video show of her recent base fornicating and lust and she watched in fascination as the man took her forcefully. 
 

She could feel her vagina react and pulse to each thrust and her juices dripped into her clean underwear as she observed herself like some deviant voyeur.
 

“You want to be there again Gabrielle letting him have you…I can see it in you!”
 

The girl nodded sadly to the glorious all-knowing woman, unable to deny the obvious and was embarrassed at the lewd, gross revelations displayed for all to see.
 

“I don’t know why… but I loved it!”
 

The woman just smiled serenely.
 

“Good…if you know what you need…and desire, then you are empowered…do not be so abashed…it is just ordinary, everyday life!”
 

Gabrielle was still disoriented and mortified.
 

“But look how I acted…I left my husband and surrendered myself to this rich, powerful man…because… I had no choice?”
 

The goddess was amused at her innocence.
 

“There is always an option My Young Girl…however the ring recognised this was the way for you.”
 

Gabrielle shook her head in wonder and bemusement and sensed her own physical desire still so strongly within her.
 

“Can I go back?” 
 

Aphrodite shook her golden hair like a small, gentle wave.
 

“No… that scene is closed to you now.”
 

Curiosity was roused within the girl.
 

“What happened to the Lord and my husband?”
 

The deity explained softly.
 

“Oh, your husband re-married, died young and poor and you became the King’s mistress and bore him 3 sons, one of whom in the end, became a King himself!”
 

Gabrielle gasped, still in bemusement and awe; why was she conversing with this hallucination as if this was actual life.
 

But it was so tantalisingly, disturbingly vivid!
 

Gabrielle fought to speak and control herself. 
 

“Really…so I made the right choice?”
 

Aphrodite stroked her short, soft hair in sensitivity and experience. 
 

“You made the right choice for you…my Dear Charge…now do you wish to continue?”
 

Gabrielle shook her head fiercely. 
 

“No this is crazy… it’s all in my head, I’m showing my friends the ring tomorrow…this is all lunacy and madness.”
 

The goddess just laughed gaily at her. 
 

“Of course you will Gabrielle and miss out on your journey…you have much to learn…I will see you shortly…just put on the ring…”
 

The dream instantly faded, Gabrielle descended into a deep, restful sleep and awoke refreshed before Karen or any of the other members of the team were awake. 
 

She felt the ring in her hand and remembered her fantasies and dreams; she resolved that she would not keep the small, wondrous band private and secret any longer and slipped it into her top pocket to reveal later as she had promised herself. 
 

In the quiet stillness and the developing brightness of the early morning she wandered through the ruins; the sky was spectacular, golden yellow and red and in an instant the whole area she viewed went back in time once more.
 

The vision was impossibly true and irresistible. 
 

She saw a bustling town, busy people, and beautiful buildings and instead of trying to ignore and deny the revelations and images, she just sat quietly on a rock and drank it all in, memorising every feature as if she was grateful for the mere privilege of this extravagant sight.
 

“Gabrielle!” 
 

A voice rang out and shattered the picture and she looked to see Karen waving at her enthusiastically and smiling. 
 

“Breakfast…Early-bird!”    
 

Gabrielle walked back to the tent and suddenly felt surprisingly mischievous and actually teased her fellow female companion over hot tea and cereal and smirked at her. 
 

“Have a good time last night?”
 

The woman eyed her suspiciously and whispered teasingly. 
 

“I did actually but…you look like you had a better time than me…not got a secret lover or two? Have you?”
 

Gabrielle went bright red, and Karen burst out laughing at her reaction as if she was hiding something. 
 

“Wow…it’s always the quiet ones!”
 

Gabrielle wanted to make a witty clever reply, but the woman unknowingly had scored a direct hit on her, and even though she knew that the previous night had been but a mirage and fantasy, she felt as though she had been terribly promiscuous and naughty.
 

She went quiet and stayed that way throughout the day where the appeal of cracked, faded and broken pottery was rapidly losing its lustre. 
 

Her body was always raging and the heat was not only from the bright sun, it was an inner fire and it was beginning to drive her insane. 
 

She felt the mercurial ring burning into her breast and try as she may, she could not show it to her colleagues. 
 

It had become too personal to her but she could not use it again, that seemed clear; it was having severe unbalancing effects on her mental state.
 

The day ended without any discoveries in the combined toils of the group; then it was a much needed blessed shower, food and the privacy of her tent. 
 

She watched Karen begin to dress, she still had a good figure for her age and she pulled a small pair of black pants around her freshly washed, private parts and then a familiar, short, white dress over her.
 

She looked attractive, comely and entreated her once again.
 

“Come with me Gabrielle, you’re such a young, pretty girl it’s a shame to spend each day in…you could have such a good time?”
 

The girl snapped at her, as if the older, eternally, friendly woman had upset her, but unbeknown to her mature tent-mate, her frustrations were much deeper set and were not triggered by her companion’s constant, good humour. 
 

“Having some local yokel, grope me and shag me is not my idea of a good time!” 
 

Gabrielle shrank back onto her bed, almost surprised and shaken at her own sudden vitriol and venom.
 

Karen however just laughed at her and threw back her long brown hair that had been gently, bleached blonde by the constant sun. 
 

“There’s something going on with you Madam?” 
 

She blew her a kiss after pressing her sunburnt hand to her mouth, before disappearing quietly into the soft, scented, warmth of the Greek evening.
 

Gabrielle exhaled in relief; she was alone and took the ring out of her pocket, placed it on her side table and sensed that she was truly losing her sanity; she swore to herself that she would not place it on her finger ever again,
 

But the tension inside her was profound and unbearable and she threw her pyjamas off her and lay naked on top of her flimsy quilt. 
 


  

Her nipples were proud and her vagina was aching, longing for something hard, lusty and dangerously, sordidly intrusive. 
 

She groaned, opened her thighs and imagined the Lord from her dream, over her, his cock at the entrance to her racing sexuality; he was going to fill her… fuck her!
 

She shivered and without thinking picked up the magnetic ring and put it immediately onto her finger as if refusing her conscious mind the time to think about it, or question what she was being so driven to do. 
 

In a second she was transported to the garden, to Aphrodite who was waiting contentedly and patiently for her and she smiled resplendently as always.
 

“Hello Gabrielle…ready for your next discovery?”
 

The young girl nodded weakly as if consumed by this irresistible, troublesome dream and her newfound desires to explore her sexuality.
 

“Where am I going?”
 

Aphrodite stood beside her and ran her hands over Gabrielle’s now, physically awakening, emerging, naked femininity. 
 

“Where this can be fulfilled and worshipped and…where you can find who you are and who you truly wish to be!”
 

She led her to the fountain and the water cleared in stillness to show three distinct visions; a harem full of scantily clad women, a modern beauty pageant and a virtuous Queen sitting on a shining, golden throne. 
 

The young woman spoke to herself in her vexation, muddle and anxiety.
 

“Which should I choose…the pageant is obviously vanity, the harem for sex and the Queen for power?” 
 

The goddess smiled, making her feel so puerile and pathetic.
 

“You still have so much to learn…remember, My Dear, as in your mortal life, Precious Girl…nothing is ever quite as it appears.” 
 

Gabrielle’s didn’t listen to her, her body hungered for physical pleasure but she could not demean herself by choosing the harem, the obvious, where she knew sex would be guaranteed, and she would fool the ring and decide to be the regal Queen on the shiny throne. 
 

The woman had looked so elegant and superior and Gabrielle liked dressing up, as she had in her last adventure and she whispered accordingly. 
 

“I will be a Queen!”
 

Aphrodite stroked her hair and let her hand fall, to brush against her eyes and when Gabrielle opened them she was the woman that she had seen in the vision of the pedestal. 
 

She was dressed elegantly in a long, sensuous, blue dress and a tight golden braided belt and reckoned from the court and costume that it was a century after her last flight into another life. Things seemed so much more modern and civilised here.
 

She glanced at her King, he could not be seen in her picture, and she recoiled in surprise and disappointment; he was thin and old and when he smiled at her, his teeth were rotted and coal black. 
 

The man was most distasteful and unappealing and Gabrielle jumped up as he rose; the court around her also stood as one, and he spoke grandly and tiredly. 
 

“My wife and I will retire for the night.”
 

She followed the shuffling man out of the dining room and along wood panelled corridors to their bed-chamber deep within the depths of, what she presumed, was another castle. 
 

The man changed clumsily into a lengthy, brown nightgown and threw his royal robes upon the floor before clambering into a large, four poster bed decorated with black trimmings. 
 

Gabrielle saw that his body was weak and insipid; he was withered with age and was undoubtedly worse for wear, from drinking too much wine.
 

He smiled at her, displaying his decaying, stained cavities as if only for her unease and discomfort.
 

“Undress, Wife.”
 

Gabrielle unclipped the back of her dress and lowered it unceremoniously from her shoulders; she let it crumple on the floor and she had, but a white pair of long knickers covering her. 
 

The King drank his wine noisily and lustily waved his hand at her and shouted coarsely, crudely and laughed.
 

“Quickly…your father should have told me that you were so slow; I may have to conquer him again!”
 

She detested him; he was vulgar and ugly and she could hardly see what she could learn from being trapped in this timeline and unappealing, unproductive life. 
 

Her fingers gripped the top of her underwear and pulled it down firmly to the floor until she was naked and her young, fresh body was displayed for him.
 

He whispered coldly and unattractively.
 

“Beautiful…worthy of any kingdom…come here Child.”
 

Gabrielle stepped out of her discarded underwear, crossed to the resting King and slipped unenthusiastically into the bed beside him. 
 

Her skin shook and shivered in distaste as she felt his cold, bony hands touch her and could not stop her body tensing and hating the sensation of how unwelcome his advances were. 
 

It was certain that in this life she was a gift from another domain, a daughter or wife to be traded for profit or safety.
 

The man handled her body but she could sense that a maintained erection was beyond his ageing powers and that he revolted and disgusted her in equal measure.
 

Cleverly, she thought, she poured him further goblets of wine, encouraged him to drink and become more fatigued and gradually his impotent, crude explorations ceased and he descended into a deep slumber.
 

Gabrielle rose quickly, pulled the long knickers that were lying on the floor around her; she was grateful for a temporary covering and wondered what she should now do. 
 

A noise came from behind her then she gasped as a strong male hand grabbed her from behind and held her fast and she heard an urgent refrain whispered to her.
 

 “Come!”
 

She felt herself pulled back to a hidden, formerly, unnoticed hole in the wall; a secret passageway and, she span round to her attacker in a fury. 
 

Before she could say anything the man’s tongue was in her mouth and his hands were caressing her breasts and whispered urgently to her. 
 

“It is time My Love…but first…”
 

Gabrielle tried to resist but her nipples were already hard, and she groaned as his fingers slipped into her knickers and found her flushing, salivating vagina.
 

All this intrigue and debauchery was seemingly so alluring and intoxicating for her! 
 

In seconds she was wet and did not struggle as he pulled the soft covering to her knees that left her weeping sexuality open and available to him. 
 

His hardened masculinity was upon her in an instant and she gripped his strong, thick back as his cock found her and pressed her tightly against the rough, unyielding, wall.
 

Her body responded vigorously, meeting every thrust that he so urgently provided, and she kissed him passionately realising that they were lovers in this life as his words revealed their complicity and intimacy. 
 

“You do not act like a Queen, My Love!”
 

Gabrielle just pushed against him harder as he began to fuck her with breathless force and then tensed so quickly in her fetid desire, as her body convulsed so needfully and disgracefully to a tremulous climax. 
 

The man held her bottom as if it were a ripe peach, released his seed into her and groaned in dark delight and satisfaction...
 

“A new dynasty, My Love…My Queen!” 
 

Gabrielle felt his sperm gushing and then breathlessly finally looked at him in the gloom; he had been seated formerly around the table where they had eaten. 
 

He was the King’s son and he thrust a silver vial firmly into her trembling hands!
 

“You must kill him now. Now!”   
 

He pushed her back into the bedroom, the secret door closed behind her and her mind and body were instantly racing in disbelief; sex, adultery, and now murder?
 

She was almost beside herself in fear and apprehension. 
 

But she remembered the lesson of her last experience, the poor peasant and the Lord and how lives were transformed for the better, by simply following the most base, common, primitive earthly desires.
 

And somehow she was compelled to act by this body she transiently inhabited; it seemed to share so many of her own desires and passions and seemed to lead her along the previously trodden path of past lives.
 

It gave her courage and after all, this was still just theatre and she could play her part and heart’s desire, without repercussions in her own, true time when she was returned there, as she inevitably would be. 
 

The King’s goblet was beside him and she poured the white powder from the vial inside it and mixed it thoroughly until it was ready to drink but the old man was still, fast asleep. 
 

She went back to bed with droplets of the son’s semen dripping from her, lowered her body down to him and placed her mouth around the old man’s penis.
 

He began to stir and Gabrielle felt the unappealingly, small, ancient flesh begin to swell tamely and disagreeably. 
 

The man opened his eyes; they were cold and black and she placed the drink to his mouth and whispered to him like the temptress Circe!
 

“Drink Husband…for strength…I have a need!” 
 

She suckled his erection again and the man quaffed the goblet with a burst of sudden energised, youthful vigour and became temporarily enlivened. 
 

“I am ready My Queen!”
 

He rose on top of her and Gabrielle felt the shrivelled object of his masculinity at the sodden, unfaithful lips of her vagina as he repeated, in hormonal, male bravado and anticipation.
 

“I am ready…My Queen!” 
 

He thrust his body forward, collapsed on top of her soft, full breasts and she knew in that very moment the faded, old King was stone, cold … dead!
 

She pushed him off her and went to wash the goblet out in the large basin of water, eliminating the evidence, and she complimented herself on what a thorough, clever murderess she had proved to be.
 

Her whole being was flushing in a million, extravagant, sensations and she tried to think what to do but the covert door opened, and the son was there again. 
 

He went immediately and quickly to where his father’s was lying and lifted him gingerly onto the icy floor. 
 

“You did well My Queen!” 
 

He smiled in delight; she went to him and he pushed her hungrily onto their newly won, bed of power. 
 

“This is ours’ now…the King’s bed.”
 

Their tongues met and then Gabrielle’s thighs drifted apart as the young man began to caress and stroke her invasively. 
 

His lovemaking was gentle and firm and soon rolls of vibrating pleasure washed over her as he fucked her into the tension, mystery and darkness of the night. 
 

She drifted into slumber but awoke early, still trapped in this history and emerging story and felt the stain of semen inside her, as her lover was placing his father, her dead husband, beside her on the giving feather down before finally instructing her distinctly once more. 
 

“Raise the alarm early…I wish us to be together… soon!”
 

The secret passage was opened and closed quickly and the young man left, leaving her with just a corpse in her bed where her husband had once been. 
 

Gabrielle could wait no longer than an hour with the dead man by her side, the alarm was raised and the castle went into turmoil. 
 

Soon after she was dressed in a long, black dress and she wore her hair back to look as solemn, in mourning, and grief-stricken as she could. 
 

However in the early morning there was a clatter in the courtyard and an imposing, broad man with dark grey hair strode purposefully and dangerously into the castle. 
 

Within minutes Gabrielle was escorted before him and there, stationed between two stern, sturdy, steely guards was the former King’s son.
 

The new surly man was seated on the King’s golden throne and by the sheer look in his clear hazel eyes Gabrielle sensed he knew and recognised what foul deeds had transpired the previous night.
 

The son instantly squealed and cried like the child and weasel man he was; he was in fear of his very life and pointed in rising panic at Gabrielle.
 

“It was her…she made me…she’s a Witch, a sensual…She-Devil…it was her!”
 

The man walked to him and cruelly proceeded to cut a thin, red, running line of blood on his face with his sharp, pointed dagger. 
 

“You are banished Boy….if you return you will be killed instantly…this was my brother’s kingdom… my kingdom now!” 
 

The boy, for that was what he was, was led away crying and bleeding profusely without as much as a backward glance at Gabrielle and she shivered in fear, remembering the semen that went back with her to her world from her last adventure, and now wondering that just possibly she could be killed in this reality.
 

She was absolutely and utterly terrified!
 

The man fixed his penetrating, evil, dangerous eyes upon her.
 

“And what do we do with you My Queen?”
 

Gabrielle looked at him and saw his shining spheres were fixed and unyielding, and pleaded for her own life or the existence of the woman she purported to be.
 

“I am innocent!”
 

The man smiled at her challengingly. 
 

“Then you are dead Girl…the boy said you were a Sensual Witch…it may save your life…are you?”
 

Gabrielle blinked at him, watching his lively, sharp eyes’ covet each rounded part of her,
 

“Go to your chamber…and I will give you a moment to explain yourself…my doctors have told me that my brother was given poison!”
 

She said nothing but could feel her pulse racing as she was led to the bedroom where all traces of the recent death had been completely cleansed and removed. 
 

Somehow in this world Gabrielle had to now fight for her very life and she hoped that there was a way out of this terrible situation for her and vowed that if she ever got back to her normal, staid, own reality, she would never risk such folly again. 
 

The door opened loudly, with a slow, tortuous creak and the man walked stridently and forcefully into the room; he was of stocky build, strong and powerful and Gabrielle trembled in real dread and trepidation. 
 

He sat in a smooth, brown, leather chair and removed his dagger from its sheath; he pointed it at Gabrielle and smiled with cruel, twisted lips. 
 

“Playing the grieving widow My Queen; take off these falsehoods.”
 

Gabrielle removed the black dress and threw it onto the bed; he beckoned her to him and she moved to where he was and stood shaking before him. 
 

He placed the dagger onto her skin; it was cool, icy metal, hard and menacing and she winced and shook in terrible fear of him. 
 

The weapon was brought to her breast, Gabrielle felt her nipples harden and the man noticed it too; he moved his dagger to her fine knickers and slowly cut away at the material until it peeled from her, as if from an orange, and she was naked and at her most vulnerable before him.
 

His eyes stared at her in foul, obvious lust and it irrationally made her seep fluid from her sexual folds that he did so.
 

“You are a Sensual Witch.” 
 

The tip and point of his dagger was on her vagina and he let the blade run against it very sensually and lightly, and she pleaded with him in genuine terror!
 

“Do not kill me Sire…please.”
 

He only laughed at her show of concern and self-preservation.
 

“Then you must show me you are worth keeping alive My Queen…are you worth keeping alive?”
 

Gabrielle dropped to her knees and laid her hands on his legs and crotch; felt his hardness there and whispered in earnest.
 

“Yes Sire…yes!”
 

She pulled at his lower garment until his strong, long erection was released and fastened her mouth to it eagerly and gasped to him as if to gain his forgiveness and favour.
 

“I am worth keeping with you, Sire!”
 

The new King stroked her hair with his sharp fingers as she suckled him; let them drift to her back, then the crevice at the base of her spine and finally her soft bottom and tight anus. 
 

“We will see…now come here!”
 

She stopped sucking him and let her eyes study his glowing, shining, light brown, glistening orbs. 
 

He wanted her to sit astride him and she raised herself to her full height and obediently slowly, lowered her pumping, salivating sex onto his, shamelessly. 
 

She grimaced as she felt his solid tip at her entrance; he was deliciously masculine, thick and hard and she allowed herself to be penetrated carefully, luxuriously and, far too easily for the lady she always assumed herself to be. 
 

Once inside her Gabrielle looked at his eyes again; they were deep hazel with a trace of green and unlike her former husband’s, rich and full of vigour and power. 
 

She felt his hands on her ass and as he began to rock her back and forwards; she sensed her body responding, and all her previous anxiety turned to desire, as she began to move herself up and down on him increasingly urgently.
 

She whispered in submission and compulsion to this erotic, exotic game.
 

“I will please you Sire, my body is yours to command…My King…take me…”
 

The man grabbed her forcefully and groaned in fetid, animal desire. 
 

“You will pleasure me My Queen...”
 

He chuckled in his delight.
 

“…And you have pleased me…already…removing my miserable brother and…his bastard son…you will do very well for me Whore…”
 

She felt the man’s seed spurt into her and closed her eyes as her whole body shuddered to a terrifying, unstoppable climax. 
 

When she opened them she was again back in the tent as though nothing had transpired but she was breathless, could see the beads of sweat upon her and raised the covers on her bed to reveal her sex lips, pink and inflamed through use. 
 

Again she could also see the flow of semen trickling from her, reminding her of her promiscuity, misadventure, and eternal shame.
 

The sensations she was experiencing were so alien to her and she gazed angrily at the gold band on her finger! 
 

She was no cheap whore to be taken and used, as she had been portrayed, and desperately longed to believe it was truly all a dream! 
 

But the white liquid stain weeping between her thin, slither of femininity was proof enough to her educated mind, that this weird experience could not be dismissed so easily.  
 

She was alive but exhausted at the same time, she longed to sleep but did not wish another encounter with Aphrodite; the woman was so…insufferably smug and pompous!
 

She thought about the King, the son and the killing; she was a murderess…and it disgusted her but somehow fascinated and excited her as well! 
 

Her mind was confusion, she knew Karen kept more whisky in her trunk and Gabrielle opened it and drank profusely until she felt her head would lose consciousness and explode. 
 

She collapsed onto her bed and slept deeply only aware in her dormant state, of the goddess laughing, and shaking her beautiful head, at her drunkenness and consternation.
 

A hand woke her roughly and it was morning; Karen was standing over her holding the empty whisky bottle as evidence of something unusual and giggling at her. 
 

“What is going on with you…Young Lady?”
 

The lovely woman raised her eyebrows in her confusion, surprise, utter wonderment and amusement. 
 

“First a joke about sex and then… I find you stealing my whisky and getting smashed?”
 

Gabrielle was would up like a stretched rubber band and snapped back at her in uncontrollable recoil.
 

“Fuck off Karen!” 
 

She immediately caught herself and tried to apologise but the woman just laughed and smiled in overwhelming mirth and glee.
 

“No don’t…don’t apologise Girl…I’m looking forward to seeing where you’re going with this…it’s almost like you’re getting…human!”
 

She chuckled in good humour as always, and obvious delight.
 

“Maybe tomorrow I’ll come in; you’ll be on your back and have some young stud between your lovely thighs?”
 

Gabrielle felt her cheeks begin to redden, unable to face the elder woman’s instincts and veiled insults; she ran to the shower in abject humiliation and let the flowing water erase all traces of her base and carnal adventures from inside and outside of her body. 
 

Eventually she began to feel clean again, but then realised, as her mind wandered and flashed constantly and disturbingly, that the memories and sensations of her fouling and soiling through her recent endeavours were now seemingly etched and imprinted in her mind and imagination, and they were not as easily, washed away!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 4
 

Mythology: Realisation and Raw Life.
 

 
 

The day loomed long before Gabrielle, and although she had vowed never to return to her other, nether world, when evening approached she touched the ring in her top pocket lovingly. 
 

She was beginning to look forward to her adventures in the relative security of her own bed; it was exciting, tantalising and in some absurd way, she felt a natural part of her professional career as a historian.
 

What an opportunity it was to see and view the past!
 

Karen, as normal, was getting ready to depart for the evening and Gabrielle watched in undisguised distaste at her placing a tiny, white thong around her crotch.
 

She then pulled it tightly against her, until the rear string material disappeared up her plump ass and looked at Gabrielle pleadingly. 
 

“Come with me.”
 

Gabrielle answered, as if she was set to change a lifetime of refusal with her, and the woman was surprised at her curiosity.
 

“Where to?” 
 

Karen stared at her, as if wondering and deciding whether she could trust and confide in her; she pulled at the elasticised top of her knickers nervously, and spoke in a whisper.
 

“Somewhere where the men want to take this off me and fuck the ass of what’s behind it…Young Lady!”   
 

Gabrielle coloured up and looked shocked; she was shocked! 
 

“Karen that’s…terrible…terrible!”
 

She gazed at her as if always amused by her innocence and naivety. 
 

“No…Darling, it’s… wonderful…I sucked this young man’s, long silky, cock last night, mmm…it was scrumptious.”
 

Gabrielle spluttered to her what she had thought and held inside her for so long.
 

“But you’re married!”
 

The mature woman howled at her roommate as if she was too cute for words and scolded her gently.
 

“Oh please…when are you going to grow up Girl…look at your body you should be enjoying yourself every night…it’s such a waste…you’ll regret it!”
 

Gabrielle shook her head defensively. 
 

“I won’t…won’t…I’m not like that.”
 

Karen just shrugged and placed a pink, short, summer dress over her full curves.
 

“Sure you are Girl, come with me, I’ll pick a young man for you and you can let me watch you getting screwed.”   
 

But the young woman was insulted at her rudeness and lewdness; it was so undignified and hissed at her.
 

“Fuck off Karen…just fuck off!”
 

The older lady laughed at her as she always did, and as usual it unnerved and undermined the inexperienced, shy girl. 
 

“Just for that, when you do join me… I’ll make you give the guy I choose for you, a blow job first…see you!” 
 

Karen closed the flap behind her softly as she left, and once again Gabrielle was alone but this time the conversation with Karen had made her body swim and flush, and she thrust the ring onto her finger unable to contain any longer the uncontrollable desire and ache inside her.
 

Aphrodite welcomed her and placed her arms around her shaking, agitated, unbalanced form. 
 

“Gabrielle Child…whatever is the matter?”
 

The girl replied as if only to confirm what she was about to mutter anyway.
 

“It’s all this…I feel as if I am going mad!”
 

The goddess only played with her senses further.
 

“I can send you back… to how you were…is that what you wish My Girl?”
 

Gabrielle shook her head in confusion and frustration and muttered darkly. 
 

“I cannot go back to that now…my body is raging… raging! I feel like a hungry, weak animal in heat waiting for a mate…to be serviced!”
 

The golden deity smiled in delight with her.
 

“But that is the world Child…lust and desire is inbuilt and part of us…it is how we play the game that counts…”
 

She smiled sagely.
 

“…Each must face and endure it as they wish…it is for the Gods’ amusement that you were all made this way!”
 

She waved her hand over the still water in the pedestal and Gabrielle saw herself from the last evening; the poisoning, the sex and the look of lust on her face as the brother of her husband took her. 
 

She was desperate to know what had happened.
 

“Was she made Queen?” 
 

Aphrodite shook her head slowly. 
 

“The new King killed her a month afterwards!”
 

Gabrielle was strangely saddened and disappointed; she had liked the character of the woman she had lived through for just that short space of her life.
 

“Then I or she made the wrong choice?”
 

The goddess shrugged in ambivalence. 
 

“Who knows…we must all take pleasure and chances as we can, it is all about mortal fate… the ring helps you to make such an option…decide on your right to pleasure yourself…but there are no guarantees in your life…even in my own sphere…now where to… tonight?” 
 

She waved her hand elegantly again and the visions of the harem and the beauty pageant appeared together on the mirrored water. 
 

It was swimsuits from the sixties, wide hips and big cups, the main character she saw always looked like her, in the borrowed life she was going to share for the briefest time, but it was not how the other people of that period would see her.
 

But inside she was always the same and presumed that was the point of all of this.
 

She was dressed in the image in a tight, white outfit with gold sequins; seemed surprisingly beautiful, considering Gabrielle always saw herself as so plain, and the crowd was screaming and calling out for her. 
 

Her body craved sexual relief but her vanity wanted to be inside the swimsuit, her body to be admired and worshipped and she chose her immediate destiny and whispered.
 

“I want to be the beauty Queen!”
 

In an instant, just a breath, she was behind a soft velvet curtain, she could feel the suit clinging to her and she pulled the material up from the straps and felt it grip her mound accentuating her most intimate parts and sensitive form. 
 

The material separating her from the audience swished backwards and a guiding hand pushed her onto the catwalk where, after an instant’s panic, she saw the red runway stretch before her invitingly. 
 

Gabrielle glided elegantly and instinctively along its length; she was suddenly and amazingly a star and waved enthusiastically to the crowd that seemed lost behind endless flash bulbs and stark, blinding lights. 
 

Her body was somehow now suddenly something to be so proud of and admired; she was slim, elegant, well defined and a radiant, confident woman that all men wanted and coveted.
 

She paraded proudly, answered some inane questions and then waited with the remaining eight contestants as the girls representing the final cities and towns were called. 
 

She was then in the last five waiting and she threw her arms in the air when the location with it’s’ name on her sash was announced, and she was insanely the divine, revered, beauty Queen of the state of New York.
 

The pandemonium lasted about 30 minutes and then she was escorted back to her dressing room and it provided some relief from the madness and mayhem outside. 
 

She was the most beautiful girl in New York and she realised at that precise moment she could have almost any man that she wanted.
 

It was an extraordinary thought for such an ordinary, meek and mild mannered girl from Oxbridge, studying archaeology.
 

She slipped the crown and her costume off and in a brief solitary moment admired her naked body in the mirror; her breasts were full, her belly flat and lean and her legs, long and elegant. 
 

The shape of her vagina and mound was pronounced; her dark pubic hair wet and matted by the heat and perspiration. 
 

In this world and in this life, she was the goddess and she felt a sudden surge of power as she realised that men wanted to have her and desperately, craved to take her and plant their seed, so dirtily inside her.
 

In truth they all wanted to fuck her, but the words seemed so crude and base even in her fantasies and tidy, naïve mind.
 

Gabrielle shivered, visibly excited and she rubbed a wet towel over her skin to wipe herself dry; she realised that one part of her was still wet no matter how she pressed the coarse towel against its’ giving softness. 
 

As she pulled her clean, large, black knickers around her she was more aroused than she had ever known. 
 

Gabrielle was aching for release but finally she would choose who would have her, she was the beauty and had the power in this outrageous, arena of life.
 

She heard a rasp on the door and a large man walked in wearing an evening suit that was a little too small for him; Gabrielle immediately threw a towel in front of her to hide her modesty and he spoke crudely and without respect.
 

“Congratulations Baby… just to let you know that I was one of the panel and you sure had my vote!”
 

Gabrielle felt his eyes on her one exposed breast then drew her towel up to cover it and tried her best to be polite. 
 

“Thank you…but please let me… ”
 

He interrupted her excitedly, and gave her a sickly, leering grin.
 

“What about something for my support Sweetie?”
 

Another burly male burst in, he was dark, African black and took command.
 

“Out Buster…the lady’s dressing…Out!”
 

The fat irritating man walked towards the door and shouted at her as it closed sharply behind him.
 

“See you at the party Baby.”
 

The new stranger was also in a black evening suit; he was so broad and dynamically muscular with short, cropped jet-black hair. 
 

“Security Ma’am…gotta keep these sleaze bags out...even if he was a judge!” 
 

Gabrielle held out her hand to thank him and her towel dropped to the floor exposing her near naked body. 
 

His eyes hovered over her and then like the gentleman he purported himself to be, looked her back in her own grey ones and smiled. 
 

“I’ll stand guard Ma’am… you relax and take your time.”
 

She fluttered her long eyelashes and cooed at him.
 

“Thank you, so much…you’re a Doll!”
 

The door opened and closed shut again; she sat at her mirror, admired herself and began to paint her face to put back the perfection that had been there before the humidity and sweat made everything run. 
 

She mused and knew that if she wanted this powerful, virile man, she only had to offer herself and he would come in and have her here! Now! 
 

It was undoubtedly exciting and intoxicating to have such appeal and sway for the opposite sex and she relished the coursing, base energy it gave her.
 

Her mind began to fantasise about his private parts, obtusely, a black man held such mystery for her and it made her pulse in pleasure and anticipation. 
 

Then she was ready for her dress, it was short and red, in a luxurious fabric and a cut that highlighted her voluptuous shape; she finally placed a thin, shiny diamond necklace around her neck and tried to pull the rear zip on the outfit into place.
 

Finally in frustration she opened the door and called the black, guard inside to help her and spoke to him like a small girl in a singing, teasing voice. 
 

“Please zip me up Sweetie…please” 
 

The man came inside and Gabrielle stood still as his thick fingers clumsily tried to pull the lengthy fastener into position. 
 

She moved backwards to aid him, accidently brushed his body and there was more than a trace of hardness in his lower, masculine parts. 
 

Her head leaned forward as if she was reaching for something and now clearly felt the outline of his erection against the flat of her covered bottom as she did so.
 

Gabrielle knew that she was too good for this common man, but to excite him so easily was enthralling; she had never had the experience or been aware that she possessed such power at any stage of her real life.
 

Finally she was happy and complete; the dress was fully in place and she dismissed the dark, courteous guard casually, with a dazzling smile. 
 

“Thank you.”
 

It seemed that he was too black to blush; but almost did so anyway and just muttered admiringly and, in obvious awe of her. 
 

“You’re very beautiful Ma’am!” 
 

Gabrielle was elated at the compliment and for the first time in her life she truly, astoundingly, believed she was.
 

The party was in full swing when she arrived; all the competitors of the pageant were there, as well as hundreds of city luminaries and celebrities. 
 

She was treated as the star, clapped and applauded wherever she went and endless males would talk to her, flirt and get as close to her dazzling charms as they possibly could. 
 

However the men she met surprisingly lacked any spark for her, and her eyes were drawn to a famous face in the corner of the room. 
 

She knew that he was a movie star and a singer but could not remember his name or his face from her present life. 
 

He was a little smaller than she was, but had charisma born from fame and was surrounded by the prettiest girls.
 

The celebrated male caught Gabrielle’s glance and called her over to him, as if he did not realise how important she was! 
 

To her surprise she went and was soon gazing at his thin, soft lips and clear blue eyes and whispered seductively to him. 
 

“Hi.”
 

He returned her white smile and his clear eyes glowed in engagement.
 

“Hi to you Baby!”
 

The man was extremely confident and conceited; after dismissing his attractive, female entourage he placed his slim arm around Gabrielle’s hips, drew her to him and spoke coarsely and with arrogance.
 

“So you’re the New York hot pussy now Baby?”
 

Gabrielle tried to pull away but he held her fast as she snapped at him, like a small, ill-disciplined dog. 
 

“Don’t be so rude!”
 

His eyes were so azure blue and she let her body soften against him; he began to run his hand over her back as she purred at him discontentedly and in disorientation. 
 

“You’re too confident Buster!”
 

The man kissed her on her cheek and Gabrielle felt herself blush in a wild, cacophony of emotions. 
 

He tightened his grip around her waist and she gasped for air as a tingle of anticipation filled her body, and he pressed his face to her ear and whispered seductively.
 

“Let’s get out of here Baby…I know a nice little bar and then you can come back to my pad?”
 

Gabrielle whimpered knowing how much of this party was for her recent triumph.
 

“I can’t, Frankie.” 
 

However, she looked around and, in truth there was no centre to it any longer. 
 

People were laughing, dancing kissing and having a good time, but she had attracted and won the most prestigious male here and he was asking her to go onto, another adventure.
 

What girl could refuse?
 

The man kissed her gently on the lips and she tried to shield her eyes from the flashlights that captured their special moment for tomorrow’s papers; she suddenly sensed the experienced man was right they needed more privacy and mumbled weakly to him.
 

“I shouldn’t, Frank.” 
 

But the man had noted her submissive, compliant, body language and was already guiding her out of the building with just his palm, into a waiting sedan and as the door closed, it sped off dramatically into the shimmering brightness of the New York, night skyline.  
 

He gave the driver an order and then placed his arm around her shoulders and in instant his mouth was on hers and they were kissing. 
 

Gabrielle’s heart was racing and although she tried to protest, his hands cupped her breast and as her dress rose up pushed against the developing wetness in her knickers. 
 

He stopped momentarily as if to savour the moment. 
 

“You are sweet pussy, Baby…we’re going to have a wonderful time!”
 

She pushed his hands away from under her skirt and tried to straighten her hair. 
 

The man was handsome and famous but his attitude and demeanour was irritating, even in this surreal world, and she tried to wrest back influence of the situation that was quickly spiralling out of her control
 

“Let’s just have a drink, Frankie….please!” 
 

She had whispered to him coolly, and tried to ignore it as the man left his puffy, thin hand on her thigh and he smiled back at her playfully.
 

“Sure Baby…sure!”
 

The Flamingo Club was buzzing, there was a cabaret and as she entered, Gabrielle’s feet started to tap in reflex to the band and syncopated beat. 
 

Her escort danced expertly with her whilst waving at seemingly everybody and making sure the whole world knew how important he was. 
 

Gabrielle quickly realised that being famous and handsome did not guarantee charm and humility.
 

She wanted someone to bring him down a peg or two and felt like leaving but mentally had already accepted that she was his to fuck later on. 
 

She needed it; her body was pulsing like an electric razor and after all, the man was handsome, famous and, a film star!
 

He was called over to a large round table where a man in dark glasses and inky, slicked back hair sat quietly, surrounded by an assortment of males and females. 
 

The men all looked tough, rough but very smart, and the women, young, extremely pretty, but in a flashy, trashy sort of way.
 

“Hi Joe!” 
 

Gabrielle’s famous date had spoken to the central male of the group, and for the first time she heard a non-assertive ring in his voice. 
 

She turned to look at him and he was perspiring; Gabrielle removed her hand from his, as it began to become moist and sweaty.
 

“Hi Frankie…who’s the dame?” 
 

He spoke with little respect for the man’s fame and celebrity and just stared, with his mesmerising, hypnotising, black eyes directly at her.
 

Gabrielle shifted uncomfortably on her high heels; the man was undressing her and she felt, vulnerable and naked before him as he murmured to her date, softly but somehow with a real undercurrent of menace. 
 

“Sit down Frankie.” 
 

It was an invitation but sounded more like an order, and her escort beside her lamely tried to refuse.
 

“No Joe…I’m…” 
 

But one side of the circle beside the man suddenly cleared and her companion shrugged nervously and Gabrielle slid around the seat until she was sitting next to the mysterious stranger in dark glasses, with Frankie at her other side.
 

Her date introduced her as if she was as famous as he was!
 

“This is Tammy…the broad’s just won Miss New York…”
 

Frankie smiled like a juvenile with an annoying, childish grin.
 

“I told her she was hot pussy now!” 
 

He laughed as if he was amusing but realised that his joke was falling on barren ground, as the stranger scolded and reproached him intimidatingly.
 

“That ain’t respectful Frankie and you know how we like respect!” 
 

When this man spoke everyone listened attentively; he reached out, shook Gabrielle’s hand and placed a cool glass of champagne within it and he welcomed her respectfully.
 

“You’re very beautiful Miss…congratulations.”
 

Gabrielle beamed at him, she liked him; he exuded authority and charm and although she could not see his eyes, he was slim, exciting and strangely exotic, with true personality, character and a tangible aura of power.
 

She smiled broadly and enticingly at him.
 

“Thank you.”
 

Her forgotten date spoke in sudden agitation; he didn’t like where this was going.
 

“Really Joe we gotta’ go!” 
 

Frankie was impatient to depart with his prize however he suddenly went deathly quiet as the man removed his dark glasses; his eyes were spectacularly black and dangerous and they stared at Gabrielle’s companion chillingly. 
 

“That ain’t respectful Frankie and neither is not payin’… the 50 G’s you owe me!”
 

Gabrielle saw her former hero turn ashen white; lose his cool, poise, and arrogant charm, instantly and completely, as he spoke reactively in real fear. 
 

“I’m good for it Joe…you know I am…don’t get sore…by the end of next week Joe…I promise…promise Joe!”
 

The man raised his hand and smiled, but without a trace of warmth or good humour. 
 

“Enough…OK just havin’ my bit of fun Frankie, sure you can go…but maybe Tammy would like to stay and have a drink…if you don’t mind Frankie?”
 

There was stark terror in his famous, blue eyes as he answered. 
 

“No sure Joe, sure Joe…that’s good with me!”
 

The man gently scolded him as of only to show the girl who the real boss was and where the power and authority, actually lay.
 

“You didn’t ask Tammy, Frankie!”
 

The singer whispered in tuneless pros.
 

“You wanna’ stay, Baby?”
 

Gabrielle was in awe of how this mercurial man had dealt with what she thought was such an impressive celebrity, and felt suddenly comfortable with this deliciously, dominant male. 
 

“Yes Frank…I will…”
 

She turned to the stranger with the demonic eyes and whispered innocently to him.
 

“…I’d be pleased to stay and have a drink with you Joe.”
 

The man smiled in the pleasure of control, Frankie left quickly, gratefully and suddenly Gabrielle was alone with this mysterious admirer who laughed softly in amusement. 
 

“The guy’s such a Bum!” 
 

Gabrielle’s face just lit up in delight and hilarity at his description of the icon and star whom up to a few minutes ago she had been so attracted to. 
 

The champagne flowed and she drank one glass, then another and hardly noticed that the crowd around the table had dissipated now down to just the two of them. 
 

They were sitting close together and she could feel the heat from his body as it heightened her own fire and lust.
 

She placed her hand on his thigh, sensed his lengthening erection and she watched his dark eyes burn into hers. 
 

“You can touch it if you like Doll…see how you excite me!”
 

Gabrielle could not help herself, her fingers reached up his leg and found something hard and wondrous there; her body was surging and it was as if she could not contain her normal inhibited reserve.
 

He spoke quietly, in fun, but with impossible, irresistible resolve and purpose. 
 

“Take it out and suck it Doll…it likes you!”
 

Gabrielle shook her head but the man’s eyes seemed to command her; she dirtily let her hand lower to his thigh again then expertly, undid his trousers and grasped the sturdy, rod of flesh contained within them. 
 

Once it was in her hands she was lost and allowed him to lower her head until her lips were wrapped around the top of his thick, pulsating cock. 
 

Her salacious tongue worked his balls and erection in the darkness, knowing that she could not be seen under the cloth and cover of the table but not really caring if she was.
 

Gabrielle felt Joe caress her hair and murmur softly to her oral artistry; she felt his tension and need and worked her mouth and head faster and in unison until the fluid contained within his sacs flooded and gushed into and between, her painted lips. 
 

She suckled it eagerly, relishing the relief and pleasure she was giving and, after replacing his penis back in his trousers, came back up to the table and finished the champagne in her glass in a single, thirsty, lusty, swig and swallow.
 

The man smiled in undisguised pleasure and satisfaction.
 

“You are a special girl Baby…now you are mine!”
 

She wanted to tell him she belonged to no one but his hand reached under her dress and within seconds had entered her vaginal wetness. 
 

Her mind struggled to contain her moans of ecstasy, as wave after wave of pleasure rose, and she opened her thighs weakly as he teased and toyed with her. 
 

Eventually she allowed herself be gently led from the club and taken into the privacy of a large, black limousine waiting outside the club.
 

As the car sped away the man pushed her headfirst into the brown leather seats; she knelt there and helplessly, drunkenly, felt him raise the back of her bright, pretty dress. 
 

She heard him unzip his trousers and bent her knees apart as he slowly lowered her black knickers in readiness of his sexual mastery of her.
 

His hands caressed her naked ass and she felt the tip of his cock rub against it, then lower itself until it was at the entrance to her rear vagina. 
 

He thrust himself inside her forcefully in an urgent, single motion and she groaned in pleasure as his gargantuan flesh, filled and stretched her deliciously.
 

She knew she was being a slut and a whore but demonically revelled in the seediness and baseness of her disgraceful actions. 
 

He banged his thighs hard against her bottom and she pushed backwards to meet his force; her hands reached behind her to caress his balls and squeezed them firmly and hungrily as he rutted her and as if she was so desperate for what was contained within them. 
 

Gabrielle felt so pathetic, his car was moving, taking her to who knows where, and she was bent over like some stray dog, with her panties around her knees being gloriously, fucked, fucked, fucked!
 

The worst part about it was that she was enjoying and revelling in every sordid second; the man was hard and powerful and he excited and thrilled her beyond explanation.
 

She felt his pace quicken and just groaned decadently as she sensed his balls contract and jerk his thick, slimy sperm inside her belly and he slapped her ass sharply as he withdrew, and murmured in direction as he did so.
 

“Pull your pants up Doll… quickly…we’ll be there in a minute.”
 

Gabrielle did as she was told and drew the undergarments around her; she felt them fill with his voluminous, viscous seed and she tried to straighten her hair and dress and return to respectability.
 

It was a task that was far beyond her! 
 

They arrived at their destination; it was the Waldorf Hotel and they were spirited to a suite, by the rear door and lift.
 

Gabrielle draped her arm around Joe when inside the room, but he leant away from her, concentrating only on talking to the 2 men now with him. 
 

“Go and have a shower Doll…you stink!”
 

Gabrielle was too full of pheromones to be insulted, went into the bathroom and made herself a warm bath that she filled with all the scented soaps that were there. 
 

She dried herself slowly then wrapped a towelling robe around her naked body and returned to the main, lounge area of the suite.
 

Her new love was talking to the same men he had been involved with just before she’s left, and Gabrielle could see unnervingly that there were 3 guns on the centre, glass table. 
 

She was shocked and jumped in anxiety when her lover smiled coldly and spoke to her.
 

“Meet the Boys.”
 

Gabrielle nodded politely at them then smiled entreatingly at Joe and whispered sweetly and intimately.
 

“I thought we’d be alone Joe.”
 

He only drawled his contemptuous reply.
 

“Sure Doll…but just show the Boys what you need to win Miss New York, eh Doll?”
 

He beckoned her to open her robe and she saw his cold, black eyes narrow as she shook her head vigorously.
 

He crossed to her and in a single motion ripped the cloth robe from her shoulders and held her hands fast behind her back to stop and prevent her shielding her soft, white, cleansed body from his crude, frightening friends.
 

One of the taller men wearing a grey trilby style hat laughed depravedly. 
 

“Great form Joe but… last year’s had bigger tits!”
 

Gabrielle felt his fingers at her private sexual lips now, and hated at how wet she suddenly was as he began to further demean and humiliate her with his exploration of her most sensitive parts.
 

“But his one fucks better…don’t you Doll?”
 

The other man with the black hat joined in her debasement, humiliation and shame.
 

“You’re a real bastard Joe…don’t let Mary find out!”
 

Joe chuckled in vulgar contempt, to his friend’s barbed comment. 
 

“Mary allows me Miss New York’s pussy every year!”
 

Gabrielle ran into the bedroom to escape them and did not stop crying until she heard the door open and Joe was standing, dominatingly there in the shiny, white frame and suddenly knew she hated him.
 

“We’re finished Joe! Finished!”
 

She had screamed at him but then suddenly remembered who she was dealing with, and watched in fear and dread as the man discarded his clothes, and displayed his huge, intimidating, strong body and powerful, irresistible erection as he snarled.
 

“I don’t think so Doll…I own this town and I take and fuck who I want!”
 

She gasped in utter defencelessness and timidity.
 

“Please Joe…no please!”
 

He just sneered and shook his head menacingly.
 

“Now kneel on the bed Bitch…now…spread your ass wider…God you’ve a great backside…I like ass you know?”
 

Gabrielle, like a fly trapped in a spider’s web could only comply and sunk her face into the soft pillow and raised her bottom weakly to him in a sign of complete and utter compliance and submission. 
 

She was terrified, frightened and angry, but as the callous man’s hands touched her, she could not stop her body responding positively to him.
 

Her slither of sexuality was soaking in seconds and after first fucking her there, Joe spread her flowing juices into the crevice of her ass and slowly, insistently, inserted his cock until it was firmly embedded inside her.
 

Gabrielle screamed and groaned in pain and dishonour as the man began to move his cock inside her; somehow however, with each ongoing, subsequent motion of her disgrace, she slowly felt her brain begin to float in the unwelcome arousal of deviant pleasure. 
 

“No…no…no…” 
 

She muttered and cried and moaned but the rising passion within her continued, each stroke causing a new ripple, a new vibration until she could stand no more and she climaxed and came as her mind seemed to dissolve into a thousand, different colours!  
 

Her eyes opened in trauma and the side lamp by her bedside table was the only illumination in the tent.
 

Gabrielle tried to gather her breath and her thoughts as she returned so traumatically from the impossible separation and actual, real, mortal life.
 

The time on the luminous digital clock was only seconds since she had gone to bed but the pain and sensation in her vagina and bottom, reminded her that what had transpired was somehow, actually, painfully real.
 

She tried to focus, but the shadows seemed to taunt her sanity, she was back in her world, her reality but the one she’d just left was indelibly, etched on her mind. 
 

She remembered every sensation, her glory, vanity, her actions and then shame as the man she’d selected from all her admirers had treated her so cruelly and disrespectfully.
 

But had he treated her badly? 
 

Her body told her that the physical pleasure had been sensational and being taken and fucked up her anal passageway was terrible, but so disgustingly, stimulating at the same time! 
 

She was awake, wide awake; there was no way she could sleep with all this turning over in her mind and she quickly threw on her jeans and walked out into the sultry evening. 
 

She was not sure where she was going but she knew she could not settle or return back to another universe.
 

The very last person she needed to see at this moment was Aphrodite, smiling smugly at her and belittling her with a replay of her sordid actions and disgrace. 
 

She walked down towards the lights in the nearby village and tried to ignore the visions of the past that were everywhere. 
 

She tried to trick her brain and remind herself that, now is now and then was then!
 

But it seemed an impossible, futile task as it was clear that her mind and body was somewhere, placed firmly between the two realities.
 

She saw Karen sitting at a table at a busy bar and the woman beamed a smile and waved at her animatedly and happily. 
 

“Come Gabrielle…come!” 
 

She shouted loudly and, against Gabrielle’s better instincts, she walked over and joined her and her local, mainly masculine young friends gathered at the round, red linen covered, plastic table.
 

Karen was already merry, the bottles of wine in front of her and the warm glow emanating from her, testified to that. 
 

She produced a chair next to hers and placed a welcoming arm around her tent mate’s, shoulders as she sat down and announced her to the male entourage and teased her kindly.
 

“This is Gabrielle…we are honoured tonight!”
 

Gabrielle blushed and drank the glass of red wine placed before her; she already knew this had not been a good idea and she furtively glanced at her companions and concluded that she was definitely in the wrong place.
 

The young men surrounding her she had seen at the digging, and although they were friendly and attractive they created no spark of interest for her. 
 

She continued to drink however and found, as the evening progressed, she began to relax and enjoy the sensation of company and atmospheric music that came from a local bouzouki guitarist at a corner table.
 

One of the men was now sitting close to Karen and they shared furtive whispers and caresses that Gabrielle tried her best to ignore. 
 

A young man called Guilio was taking earnestly to her, and although he was handsome with streaks of blonde hair, a firm muscular body and clear blue eyes, she could not sustain any interest in him.
 

The conversation and wine flowed and the evening was becoming late, Karen winked at her and waved goodbye as she walked hand in hand, with her striking beau into the nearby hills and whispered to her suggestively, glancing at Guilio.
 

“Be… a Good Girl!”
 

Gabrielle had enjoyed the time at the bar; it had been a distraction from the insanity she had been experiencing and she rose, nodded politely at the remaining men around the table, and began to walk slowly and lethargically back to her camp. 
 

As she turned away from the lights and into the shadows of the path a figure suddenly appeared before her in the humid darkness; it spoke to her in clipped English. 
 

“Pleese… do not leeve zo zoon!” 
 

Gabrielle recognised the figure of Guilio blocking her path; she felt her pulse begin to race with unease and concern and spoke firmly to him. 
 

“Please let me pass!”
 

The young man however did not move and stood solidly before her, obstructing her way. 
 

“Cum wiz me…now…ve can avee… fun?”
 

Gabrielle saw that his angular face smiled, but his eyes were glassy cold and harsh and she raised her voice in fear of him.
 

“No… now let me past…let me past!”
 

The man reached forward as if to grab her but as he did so a figure sprang out of the darkness and threw him onto the cool, sandy ground. 
 

He leapt up and Gabrielle drew her breath in disbelief and terror, as she saw the glint of a blade in his wretched hands. 
 

Her rescuer stepped from the darkness into the soft, available light and upon seeing him the youth dropped his weapon immediately and became instantly, humble and conciliatory. 
 

“I am zorry… Kurious…I deed not zink zis vas yur voman.”
 

The man clipped him gently around his head. 
 

“Guilio…you are a stupid child…this woman belongs to no one…she wishes to pass then allow her to do so.”
 

The boy murmured like an adolescent child
 

“Yez Kurious…”
 

He stared at Gabrielle and looked at the dusty floor.
 

“I am zorree, zo zorree Mees.”
 

His footsteps ran into the darkness as if echoing his disgrace and humiliation, and to escape Gabrielle and this ethereal, mysterious stranger. 
 

The trembling girl stared at him and even in the gloom she could tell he was striking to look at; he had a chiselled countenance like some Greek statue, with a large impressive nose and lean, sunken cheeks. 
 

His hair was black with specks of grey and his eyes blazed like dark coals even in the murky, mysterious light.
 

He smiled at her kindly.
 

“I am Stephan…the owner of this land…the boy meant no harm…he was just…” 
 

He shrugged his shoulders as if in explanation and excuse. 
 

“A boy…wishing to be a man.”
 

Gabrielle steadied herself and tried to sound calm.
 

 “Thank you….he could have…”
 

The man waved his hand and brushed such thoughts away. 
 

“No Yuvaika he would not have harmed you…he just wished to…kiss you and make love to you…that is all!”
 

Gabrielle blushed to her toes and struggled for an answer, but found none and spoke politely and tiredly to him. 
 

“I must go now…thank you Stephan, again.”
 

The man moved to let her through, pressed her gently on the hand and smiled as she brushed lightly beside him. 
 

“Come tomorrow…to the bar and…come… and we will drink wine…yes?” 
 

Gabrielle moved quickly away from him but could feel the electricity from his touch; the man was confident and powerful and although she hated to admit it she instantly found him confusingly attractive.
 

“I’m sorry…I will not be back.”
 

The man clasped his hands together as if in prayer, and only laughed entreatingly.
 

“Tomorrow…I will be waiting!” 
 

Then his voice tailed into the distance as she ran with gathering speed back to the security, privacy and safety of her tent.
 

Distractedly she threw her clothes onto the floor and looked at the golden sphere on her finger that seemed always to burn her, although its’ initial sensation was so cool and calming. 
 

Her mind was tired, too spent for strange reveries and she removed the ring and placed it in her shirt for safe-keeping. 
 

She needed to sleep, to not think or desire anything, just have a restful…slumber!
 

As her head hit the pillow Gabrielle had her wish but she did dream, not about Aphrodite but about the strange man on the road; it now appeared even in her true reveries she had to question if she was dreaming about life or fantasy? 
 

In her dreams, or her existence as it was now, it disconcertingly seemed all the same.
 

She did not hear Karen come in, or anything until the morning when once again she was late and had to endure the gaze of colleagues, frustrated and irritated by her demonstrable lack of commitment. 
 

Gabrielle had gone past caring and she picked at the breakfast she had brought on the go, in her need for haste, placed herself in one of the dry trenches and sifted the gravel that was passed to her. 
 

Her friends and colleagues suddenly appeared sad and pathetic to her; did they really want to spend their whole lives digging away at the past? 
 

It suddenly appeared as if this life was was just so all consuming! 
 

She looked at their leader, his bulbous eyes wide in excitement as he perused some scrap of rock or metal, and she wanted to scream at them. 
 

“I have the greatest discovery of all time here in my pocket…now, here, here!” 
 

But she did not, it was a secret, her most special, private enigma and it was not for sharing, it was just too confusing and confidential to reveal to anybody.
 

All through dinner Gabrielle toyed with the idea of not putting on the ring; she wished to have no more adventures, it was showing her a side of herself that she never knew existed. 
 

Throughout the day she had tried to stop thinking of being used for sex, that diabolical second, always just before she was entered; that inexplicable, indefinable moment of expectation when her body became only a vassal waiting for foul, masculine release. 
 

She remembered the gangster, the man that had showed her the debatable joys of anal sex and she tried to stop her body reacting to her increasingly, perverted mind. 
 

The two were however joined and her sex began to pulsate as she put on her pyjamas and slipped between her sheets.
 

Karen looked at her in exasperation. 
 

“Not bed again Girl…I thought after last night…Guilio…I thought?”
 

The girl was frustrated and curt once again.
 

“You thought I’d let him take me up the mountain and fuck me like some cheap whore!”
 

The woman smiled serenely. 
 

“Well I did actually…and I did and it was mmm…wonderful!”
 

Gabrielle dismissed her and hissed, like one of the fabled, Medusa’s snakes.
 

“I’m not like that…I’m not!”
 

Karen was unflappable. 
 

“We all are Sweetie it’s just finding the right key…maybe I’ll see you later!”
 

The door was closed and Gabrielle was alone, the solitude was a relief and strangely comforting and preferable for her. 
 

She could slip on her ring and surrender to the fantasies that lay ahead; it was safer than the reality of last night and the man with the large nose and the liquid, demonic eyes.
 

The darkness, then light exploded in her head and the vision that was Aphrodite was before her once again and smiled knowingly. 
 

“Welcome Gabrielle…you have been busy!”
 

Her hand waved over the water and a picture of Gabrielle and the corrupt man from her adventure as a New York beauty queen appeared.
 

She watched the look of evil pleasure on his face as he fucked her; her pretty visage too, showed her own dirty pleasure, complicity and responses to him.
 

The goddess teased her cruelly.
 

“All the men to pick from and you chose Joe Capino, the town’s biggest crook and mobster…a good choice Gabrielle?”
 

The girl gasped.
 

“Was it?”
 

Aphrodite smiled.
 

“She ended up being fucked every Wednesday and Friday for 6 months by him then was passed on like cheap, used goods…she enjoyed herself though!”
 

Gabrielle was compelled to ask further.
 

“What happened to her in the end?”
 

The eternal woman smiled.
 

“Prostitution, drugs and then death, it comes to all you mortals but this woman… definitely knew how to live!”
 

The young girl was constantly surprised and confounded. 
 

“That’s horrible!”
 

Aphrodite laughed at her constant innocence in all of this revelation and debauchery.
 

“That’s your existence and life’s choices. Now are you ready for your next trial…I warn you this subsequent experience will seem much longer…that’s what the ring wishes… if you choose…?”
 

Gabrielle did not dwell or think; she needed more!
 

“I’m ready!” 
 

She jumped however as the goddess magically conjured up a picture in the small pool of water of the local Greek man with the classical Roman features and inky, dancing eyes and she saw the mocking look on Aphrodite’s face and realised that she was teasing her mercilessly. 
 

“No…not for him!” 
 

She spluttered in embarrassment that somehow her reality was invading her dreams! 
 

She just wanted to go to the final quest, to have sex where no one could see, and where she could gain fulfilment and explore her lascivious desire in her separate world; not in her true life where people were so judgemental. 
 

The vision of the harem now appeared once more in the pedestal, women in veils and lace, all waiting on a man, it seemed… strangely appealing to her.
 

“Let me go!” 
 

She whispered out loud and she stopped speaking as she realised she was sitting around a vast pool of scented liquid amid twenty girls of various shapes, colours and sizes.       
 

She looked and inspected herself. 
 

Her body was draped with black, sheer silk leggings and her sex was covered with nothing more than some scanty, silk material. 
 

Her belly was bare and her breasts contained by a matching silk bra, she was, as she had imagined the women in the Arabian nights stories to be, and it delighted and excited her. 
 

Surreptitiously Gabrielle looked at all the women there; they were calm and relaxed, each preening or beautifying themselves obviously for the owner or master of this kingdom.
 

It seemed as if it had been so long since Gabrielle’s last sexual encounter and she was pleased that her needs would soon be fulfilled. 
 

The idea of some dark skinned, Sultan fucking her appealed, as did her outfit and the luxurious, lavish splendour of her environment.
 

She waited patiently, brushing her lengthening, silky hair and bathing her body in sweet smelling oils and aromatic, warm water. 
 

Her skin felt soft and smooth and she glanced at her sexual centre that was becoming such an ongoing physical discovery to her.
 

The pubic hair at her vagina was glisteningly clean, and the inverted, tender folds of her femininity were inviting and pink; just perfect to fulfil her role as a concubine.
 

Her companions spoke in many different tongues but somehow, in this crazy world, she could understand them all perfectly. 
 

She asked them numerous questions about their master but the women just laughed, played and swam about in the large expanse of still, fragrant water. 
 

She gleaned that he was young and handsome but when Gabrielle tried to broach the subject of sex they fell silent, it appeared no wife or concubine could discuss such things.
 

A gong suddenly sounded and the echoes and vibration reverberated around the large, enclosed area. 
 

All the girls stood in line and Gabrielle put her hair in place and took her position with the others, confident that she would be chosen.
 

That had to be the point of this exercise and test!
 

But she was wrong and the tall, handsome, dark skinned man that inspected them, ignored her, and after examining the women as if they were mere cattle, selected an equally tall, elegant, black woman called Anina from the beginning of the line. 
 

Gabrielle was furious, what was the reason of being in this world if she could experience nothing!
 

It was beyond her reason or understanding.
 

She called out for Aphrodite in a quiet, darkened corner of the room but her cries were in vain, not heard, and she spent the night frustrated and unfulfilled.
 

The next day came and the same pattern emerged, wasteful hours, just preening and waiting until the selection where she was overlooked again. 
 

The girl remembered what the goddess had told her; this experience would seem longer and the days rolled on, one into the next until her boredom and frustration knew no bounds.
 

She prayed to Aphrodite for salvation, screamed and cursed but still the reality of this empty, endless experience continued until finally on the seventh evening the master looked and stared into her eyes and took her hand. 
 

Gabrielle was led into an ornate bedroom bedecked with silk and gold and, after dining with the Prince on sweet breads and fruit, she stood by the bed in expectation awaiting his instruction and pleasure. 
 

The man was handsome but quiet; he had dark skin, hair and eyes and made a magnificent, masculine picture. 
 

Gabrielle only waited impatiently for the lesson that he was there, no doubt to show and teach her. 
 

Her vagina was pulsing and eager; over a week without sex had seemed like an eternity and finally he would have her and this nightmare could be over! 
 

The man removed his robe and lay face down on the large bed. 
 

Gabrielle went to remove her clothes but he bade her stop and only commanded her to oil and massage him. 
 

She kneeled over his intoxicating form on the golden bed and let her hands touch his body for the first time; his skin was perfumed and wondrously soft and she kneaded the flesh expertly and with eagerness and expectation. 
 

Her eyes wanted to see the front of him, the divine manhood that she would suck and lick until all its’ slimy, life juices were inside her. 
 

Her palms pushed and began to roll his surprisingly, delicate hips until, after a huge shove and effort, the Prince rolled onto his back and his nakedness could be observed in all of his glory.
 

Gabrielle’s eyes were immediately drawn to his penis and she held her breath. 
 

It was beautiful, surrounded by thick black curly hair but although it was long and plump it was soft and disappointingly, irritatingly, aggravatingly, limp and useless!
 

She forgot her supposed role in this delusion and a fearsome rage welled inside her as she placed the man’s, inadequate pathetic organ in her fingers and screamed at him in her wrath and fury. 
 

“What is this?”
 

The man averted her ire, fury and gaze. 
 

“But you knew I was not a man…when I brought you here. You know I cannot tell my father I like only…men!”
 

A week’s frustration exploded out of her like a screeching Harpie; she was dressed for intimacy, had waited for sex and now…it was all too much for her and she screamed in unrestrained fury at her wasted time and effort. 
 

“You stupid, worthless Faggot!” 
 

Suddenly she was sitting bolt upright as she realised that she was shouting at the empty space inside her own shadowy, dark tent.
 

A glance at the clock informed her that the time was almost exactly the same as when she had gone to bed and the door still rustled from when Karen had just closed it; a week in her dream world was but a second in her actual life.
 

But her mind and body told her that she had been away for an eternity, her blood was racing and her stomach leapt and yearned for something primal and earthy. 
 

She was craving sex and without thinking she threw her pyjamas off, showered and after pulling on a white G-string, covered her body with a short, rose coloured dress that barely fell below her hips. 
 

She adorned herself with scent and ran out of the door in pursuit of her roommate; she knew that she could not face anything further in the irrational, divisive, parallel world of the Gods.
 

It was beyond her understanding, drained her of reason and caused her to question herself in almost every way.
 

She no longer wished to go back there; it was a surreal, empty, soulless, existence living someone else’s life, however wonderful and colourful it first appeared.
 

Gabrielle suddenly craved companionship in her own world and existence; her body was desirous of relief, adventure and pleasure, it was a yearning and compulsion stronger than any she had ever, known.
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 5
 

Time to Pass the Gift On.
 

 
 

She caught up with Karen on the initial fall in the winding path to the village, and the woman whistled as she saw her and smiled. 
 


  

“Going all out tonight Girl?”
 

Gabrielle only laughed at her attempt to rile, ridicule and challenge her. 
 

“I am Karen…I’m going to relax back in the sand and let that man with dark eyes, fuck my brains out!”
 

Karen looked shocked and giggled out loud. 
 

“You are just full of surprises girl…just a bagful of them!”
 

They were soon at the bar and Gabrielle ate and drank heartily but completely ignored Guilio, her overwrought, dangerous admirer from the previous night.
 

Respectfully, as if he had learned his lesson, he also did the same and gave Gabrielle plenty of space, leaving her well alone.
 

She was looking for Stephan, the man with dark eyes and grey flecks of hair but disappointingly he did not appear as he had promised her, and after a couple of hours she realised that she was sick of waiting for anyone specific, anymore. 
 

Karen was sitting close to a young boy with brown, soft eyes and jet- black hair and, although Gabrielle was not alone, none of the boys around her made any advances.
 

It seemed they had all heard about the mistake Guilio had made and the run in with the Kurios; the boss and master of these small, parched lands.
 

She felt a chair move beside her and to her surprise the boy she had just been thinking about sat down sheepishly beside her and gushed in his humility.
 

“I am zo zorree…pleezee forgeeve me Geebreele.”
 

He took her hand and she did not remove it as he rambled on, as if in acceptance of his heartfelt apology.
 

“It ees zat you are zo beetiful…” 
 

He whispered, almost blushing in his adoration and worship of her. 
 

“My bode…jus vants yu.”
 

Gabrielle looked at the bulge in his trousers and knew whatever his mistaken actions had been; the handsome, young man did not lie in that regard. 
 

He wanted her desperately and badly, and the fact that such a young virile handsome boy did, was intoxicating.
 

She felt drunk, needy, leaned against him and placed her fingers on his thigh, brushing deliciously against the hardness there, and blew silently into his ear. 
 

“Really?”
 

Guido coloured even brighter red and Gabrielle felt an intense, raging, surge of lust wash over her body; Karen came over, sat close beside her and whispered, in a hushed, excited voice.
 

 “Coming for a…walk Gabrielle…?”
 

She giggled like a small girl.
 

“…I think I’d like to see you in action!”
 

The inebriated woman began to stroll up the small incline leading to the hills, holding hands with the boy she had been talking to and Gabrielle felt compelled to stumble after her, feeling Guido by her side and his warm, olive hand lightly on the flat of her back as she journeyed. 
 

She stumbled a little and the boy moved it onto her plump, warm bottom to steady her; she did not object and he left it there as they walked in silence.
 

The dusty, shadowy path now rose steeply and when they reached the top of the hill they were all breathless and collapsed onto the endless soft, silky, grains of sand. 
 

The city was laid before them; sparkling lights that seemed to mix with the twinkling, distant, innumerable stars from the clear, night sky, blurring the horizon in glimmering, shimmering, dark and flashing colours.
 

The spectacular sight perhaps, had not altered much in ten thousand years. 
 

Gabrielle realised that her dress had ridden over her hips and her tiny pants were on display; she was about to brush it down when Guilio placed his gentle hand upon her soft, ivory, naked thigh.
 

“No…pleeze…Geebreele let me zee yu!”
 

Gabriele turned to Karen for direction but she was already in a deep, oral embrace and kiss and was moaning as her man reached below her dress that was already bunched around her hips.
 

Guilio daringly pushed Gabrielle’s pink hem up to her slim belly and admired her provocative, sexy white, G-string. 
 

“Yu ar zo beetiful!”
 

His hand rested against her mound and she gasped as his fingers slipped under the thin material and instantly found her slippery wetness. 
 

He pulled the cotton away from her and Gabrielle’s leaking vaginal lips were on display for him; she was so turned on her own fingers pulled her underwear further to one side so he could see her more clearly, then whispered to him urgently.
 

“Let me look at you now!”
 

The young man discarded his shirt, then his trousers and pants and his impressive erection towered out, powerfully and invitingly before him. 
 

Gabrielle’s fingers wrapped around it, squeezed hard and he groaned to her touch as she gasped in driven need.
 

“Well fuck me Guilio! Fuck me so badly!”
 

He kneeled between her thighs and she spread her body and lay back, settling into the giving sand and savouring the first delicious sensations of his agitated, energetic thick, Greek flesh, as it invaded her. 
 

The first moments of this sexual play were excruciatingly divine for her; she was so full of lust and base desires and she groaned in satisfaction as he slid inside her so easily and became quickly, fully embedded within her tight, vaginal passage.
 

He began to move on top of her, grinding her body relentlessly down, ever firmer and harder into the velvety, yielding, natural, moving carpet of the ground. 
 

His lovemaking was rapid, rough, desperate motions, full of young, inexperienced power and Gabrielle groaned in relief as her body revelled in his fetid desire for her, and climaxed with a loud scream of delight and ecstasy.
 

She rolled away from under his force and pushed him back onto the infinite grains, straddled him, and filled her body with his cock again… and rode him like a devil with all her strength and sordid, feminine vigour.
 

She looked at Karen and she was performing the same task energetically on her man; her curvy body, was dripping wet and glistening with sweat. 
 

Gabrielle stretched and arched her back and pressed his divine cock that was so tightly snug with her sexual muscles, and was consumed with delectation and pleasure. 
 

She looked up at the vast blackness of the sky; it was full of flashing, eternal, mesmerising stars, and of so much wonder and beauty. 
 

She sensed the young man thrust upwards in climax and she bent her head over and squeezed him a final time with her weakening sexual energy to greedily draw all of his luxurious, sperm from him.
 

Her mind groaned in delectation as he came and spurted inside her; she collapsed down onto his chest, as a week’s frustration seemed to suddenly evaporate in a single moment of exultation. 
 

Karen was still moving wantonly and Gabrielle watched her grind her hips onto her partner and grunt her way expertly, to attaining her full gratification and release as well. 
 

Gabrielle no longer judged her, realising as if for the first time, to be a woman that knew what she sexually desired to be sated, was in fact a quality to admire.
 

Her breathless friend tensed sharply, then cried upwards to the heavens, was still, and finally, gently, rolled onto her back in silence.
 

Both women looked at each other, instantly knowing and understanding that their use and purpose for these men was over and they wished now to be alone. 
 

After promising to see them tomorrow the men left, and both Karen and Gabrielle lay back in the desolate hills and silently admired the mesmerising view so high above them.
 

They relaxed, revelled and savoured the residue of sperm, adrenaline and vibrations that were running over them both like gentle, warm waves of utter bliss.
 

It was a heady mixture of divinity, contentment and gratification and after a few minutes Karen spoke softly to her.
 

“You are full of surprises Girl…”
 

She giggled further at her new friend.
 

“…And…you looked as if you needed that!”
 

Gabriele groaned, losing any reserve of the shyness she would have normally displayed 
 

“I did…Karen…I really, bloody did!”
 

They spoke for a while and then decided to go back to camp; Gabrielle realised she had left her bag at the bar and promised to catch up.
 

Her friend winked at her knowingly and teasingly.
 

“If you don’t… I won’t come looking!” 
 

She laughed merrily and then her voice tailed off as she disappeared down the hill and into the sultry, Greek darkness.
 

Gabrielle felt better, happy and young suddenly; she bounded down the slope apace and into the soft, atmospheric lights of the empty Taverna. 
 

Her bag was still by her stool and she bent to pick it up when a seductive voice disturbed her. 
 

“I am so sorry for being so late!”
 

She turned around and coloured up as pink as her dress she was only half wearing now, as she saw the handsome man, the Kurios, from the previous night and was instantaneously tongue-tied and intimidated suddenly.
 

The man was so undeniably confident and devastatingly handsome!
 

“It is OK?”
 

He smiled as if understanding her recent transgression.
 

“You were entertained?”
 

Gabrielle nodded and made to go but the man took her arm very lightly. 
 

“My name is Stephan…as I told you…please… come have a drink with me…please…I must apologise for being so tardy but it was… unavoidable.”
 

She attempted to refuse him and murmured.
 

“It is so very late Stephan!”
 

 But the man was so attractive and charming and just smiled with irresistible force.
 

“Please…come.”
 

Before she realised, he had led her down through the scenic village and to a small white cottage at the end of the street and she entered through the quaint, rustic front door as he opened it for her.
 

He produced a large bottle of brandy and they sat together on a brown, leather couch and listened to romantic, Spanish, flamenco guitar music, on his old fashioned record player, and sipped the sharp liquid in large, convex, crystal glasses.
 

Gabrielle was captivated by the man’s, deep, black, powerful eyes and she felt her body lean against his as they sat so closely together.
 

He took her face in his hands and she did not resist as he kissed her, very gently at first, letting his tongue, lick her lips and savour her as if she was a delicious food or delicacy.
 

She responded and felt her sex pulsing again, allowing her thighs to separate and drift as if begging for more attention to what was aching between them. 
 

His fingers responded and found her knickers already splayed on one side of her, and sodden from her juices and her lustful, young lover’s sperm.
 

He pushed her legs wider apart and let his hand rub the stickiness there, between his index finger and thumb, and spoke as if in sudden jealousy and rage. 
 

“You need more than just a boy can give you…a quick fuck and then…?”
 

His firm touch pushed against her crack and his heavenly pressure fully invaded every inch of her slim, slippery, sexual centre.
 

He seemed to know where to press and push; she was weak to his caress and she soon lay back on the faded seat with her thighs, spread easy, and so far apart.
 

He pulled her pants from her with a single motion, brought the stained crotch to his refined, Greek nostrils and spoke crudely, but with breathless passion for her. 
 

“I want these to smell of me not some mere Boy!”
 

Gabrielle spoke absentmindedly in her shame and explanation.
 

“I thought you were not coming…I…I…just couldn’t wait!”
 

He rubbed her clitoris firmly and scolded her fiercely and coarsely.
 

“For this cunt to be full?”
 

Gabrielle was mortified and said nothing but let him remove her dress until she was naked and trembling before him.
 

The man looked at her and stood up, devouring every inch of her body with his mercurial, black, insightful eyes. 
 

“Now go and bathe… I do not wish you to smell like some Cheap Whore with another man’s sperm on you…before I have and take you!”
 

He went to the bathroom and Gabrielle heard the sound of water being run; she felt insulted by what he had said but her body longed to be clean and then to be…dirty again!
 

The prepared bath was full of bubbles and oblivious to her nakedness she walked past the man, and slipped effortlessly into the small, aromatic pool. 
 

It was refreshing and she drank more of the excellent French brandy he provided for her as she relaxed.
 

He sat on the floor beside her and his hand rubbed the soap over her hair, then her plump, rounded breasts and then between her divine thighs.
 

He playfully pushed her head under the water and washed the soap away then cleansed her most sensitive areas whilst letting his tongue lick her erect, aroused, pink nipples. 
 

She felt like his woman, his wife, as his busy, busy fingers then concentrated on her vagina and she let her knees dangle at the edge of the bath to open her thighs to aid access for him as he smiled at her capitulation and submission. 
 

“This will smell perfect….both before and after!”
 

Gabrielle could hardly believe what she was doing but she had never experienced sexual pleasure or adventure like it before. 
 

When she rose from the bath Stephan wrapped her in a thick, blue towel and escorted her to his private room where a large bed with white sheets awaited.
 

Gabrielle sat on the mattress and let the man dry her hair, then her shoulders and then allowed him to push her back onto the virginal, white surface with the towel only half draped around her. 
 

He threw off his shirt and Gabrielle eagerly undid his belt, and helped him remove his trousers and underclothes. 
 

His cock sprang out at her like a gift from the Greek Gods; it was long, powerful and thick, a full 9 inches and she gulped unable to take her eyes from it. 
 

It was circumcised and solid with rich, blue veins that pulsated with blood and the masculine, force of life.
 

He sensed her reaction and was pleased.
 

“You see Yuvaika…a woman like you should have a man not a mere Boy!”
 

He pulled the towel from her body and studied the richness between her thighs; then bent down, smelt her, like a base, primitive animal and breathed in prurient desire and satisfaction. 
 

“Perfect...perfect!”
 

His tongue pushed against her folds and her thighs melted open until they were spread wide apart in female surrender. 
 

She gripped his curly black hair as he served her and she felt her breath catching, shorter and shorter, until her mind seemed to enter the world of the womanly deities and Aphrodite herself, and she found the heavens then fell back to earth and relaxed and wallowed in her climax.
 

She lay back on the large bed like a contented cat, embracing life’s luxury but there was no rest from Stephan’s devotion and attentions. 
 

His hands were all over her, exploring every crevice, every nuance of her body until finally his erection was presented at Gabrielle’s mouth and she suckled it obediently. 
 

He stroked her hair and praised her, then called her base names until his body tensed and she felt the eternal essence of man, flood into her mouth.
 

They both lay back, to recover and Gabrielle marvelled at what she had done and seemed to have become. 
 

She had never had sex like this, apart from in her fantasy with Aphrodite; but this was real, the man’s sperm in her mouth was rancid and raw, the smell and the wonderful baseness of it all was true, inescapable, evocative, primeval life. 
 

She lay in the man’s arms, she was not in love, well not with him; but somehow she had fallen in love with her own life and the never ending opportunities that it suddenly now presented to her.
 

They rested for an hour then they attacked each other again. 
 

Stephan bent her over and fucked her from behind; he loved her, abused her and entertained her, all at the same time and by the morning they were both utterly spent and physically exhausted.
 

Her divine Greek lover was asleep when Gabrielle quietly left and she walked back in the early morning light and sat on a large stone in the hills and watched the sun rise spectacularly over the Acropolis as if it was the gates of fabled Olympus itself. 
 

The ring on her finger glistened and shone like the soon to be burning sun, and the scene before returned to the fabled times of the ancient Greeks. 
 

She no longer fought the vision but drew it within her completely like oxygen; she tried to keep it and lock it deeply within her memories as if it was something very special for her to treasure for her own, personal, private eternity. 
 

Karen was still asleep when she returned to the tent and Gabrielle slipped between her unbroken sheets, grateful for some rest before being called to site in an ongoing quest of discovery.
 

She knew however that she had already found and had revealed to her, more than she would ever have believed or thought possible.
 

Her truest, greatest discovery was within herself!
 

No sooner had her head hit the pillow than she was asleep and Aphrodite stood before her; her hands were outstretched and she embraced the girl and whispered warmly to her. 
 

“You have come so far…my time with you is nearly done.”
 

Gabrielle was taken aback in surprise.
 

 “Why…what do you mean?”
 

The goddess smiled as if she loved her.     
 

“You no longer need my world or what it has to teach you…you are armed with your own choices now…for good or bad…that is all there is for you to learn.”
 

She was confused but she always was with this celestial being and cried out to her like a child in need of guidance.
 

“But the harem… the terrible, boring harem what was the point?”
 

Aphrodite smiled and waved her hand over the pedestal again to show her sexual trysts and exploits with Guilio and the redoubtable, irrepressible Stephan. 
 

“It has taught you to grasp life… not to waste it!”
 

She drew her divine breath as if she needed the air to breathe.
 

“To experience love, pain, pleasure, children, whatever you wish…you have lost your fear…your timidity and shame!”
 

Gabrielle was frightened at the prospect of losing her and pleaded weakly.
 

“But I’m not ready…I’m…”
 

Aphrodite kissed her gently on the forehead like a magical caress and whispered softly to her. 
 

“You are ready Child…I have indulged you because you are the first guest I have had for so long and… I have enjoyed your sweet innocence; other mortal women often have nothing of the insight and adventure the ring and I have allowed for you!”
 

She smiled in genuine delight and happiness with her. 
 

“But you are so delicious Gabrielle… so I have spoiled you with my blessing of experiences to arm you well for your future.”
 

She placed her pure, angelic arm around her shoulders and kissed her flushed cheek as if it was a light zephyr on the still water of the Aegean seas. 
 

“Go and live your mortal life Gabrielle…you are very precious to me…go without fear and encompass all of the pleasure it can bring you and remember…everything is never quite as it seems!”
 

A drop of salt water welled in the young girl’s eye and she sobbed, strange tears of loss and emotion. 
 

“Thank you Aphrodite… I will miss you even though this is so impossible and seems like a dream…but I know it is not!”
 

The vision started to swirl, no longer a picture, but a whirling, twisting, colourful mist and eddy, and she heard the goddess call out to her gently from the centre of the life that was now being lost to her forever.
 

“Pass the ring on to someone worthy my precious, lovely Girl…someone who needs it…just as much as you did!”
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 6
 

A New Host.

 
 

“Gabrielle!” 
 

Karen’s voice cut through her dream like a sharp razor and her normally gentle hand shook her roughly, out of her sleepy stupor and disorientation.
 

 “Get up Young Lady or they’ll know you’ve been a bad girl, misbehaving and screwing all night!”
 

Gabrielle jumped awake but felt no shame for her previously alluded to indiscretions; she showered and soon took her place around the communal breakfast table looking innocent and demure, in her khaki, summer outfit. 
 

No one but Karen knew that she had kept on the soiled underwear from the previous night and they reminded her of her new dangerous, sexually adventurous life. 
 

She felt bound to Stephan, but there was something about Guilio’s youth that was intoxicating and there was also that mysterious, brooding, young man with shining, brown eyes that stood quietly, silently and mysteriously at the end of the bar. 
 

There were preferences for her now, life’s choices and Gabrielle realised that the goddess Aphrodite was correct; she was armed with the beginnings of confidence and experience to make her own decisions, for good or bad. 
 

She looked at the ring on her finger, it was a beautiful, but inert object now, no longer holding any special powers for her, and she strongly felt her obligation to pass it on to someone that needed it; a woman like her, deserving of a better more informed life. 
 

The humid and breathless days drifted by and Gabrielle found her own level and variety for evening, carnal adventure and entertainment.
 

She learned that often she would make mistakes and the experience would not always be perfect or bring her joy or satisfaction. 
 

But she enjoyed the thrill and the challenge of interacting with people in general and challenging the men in her life full on, as the woman she had now become. 
 

She and Karen became inseparable, but before she realised, and as the summer faded, she was suddenly in the departure terminal in Athens awaiting the plane to return to the bosom of her esteemed university, and its’ centre of learning and knowledge.
 

She smiled as she thought privately about how she had been so divinely educated on this recent exploration into the unknown and distant past.  
 

Her time in Greece had been incredible, sensational and unbelievable, and she sat quietly with her friends and let the adventures of the last few weeks wash over her.
 

She noticed a young woman sitting nearby; she was quite tall, nearly six feet and although very attractive, with a slim, firm figure and long, mousy blonde hair, her arms were bruised and her eyes were puffy and showed traces of being attacked and possibly abused. 
 

The stranger wore a short, white skirt and a navy top that hardly contained her full breasts; she had the potential to be beautiful but she looked strangely, beguilingly, unsettlingly… sad!
 

A man walked towards her, he was fully six inches smaller than she was, but the young woman seemed to sit back in her seat and blanch as he placed himself beside her. 
 

He appeared somewhat unusual, almost slightly effeminate; he also had long hair, but it was bleached blonde and he wore, a light beige safari suit and a garish, open, pink, round necked shirt and exuded… weirdness!
 

Gabrielle immediately didn’t like the look of him, did not like him at all! 
 

He gave the woman a small, plastic bottle of liquid and spoke to her sharply, and in an irritating, pressing, high pitched voice that seemed to shrilly rise above the noise and babble of the congested airport
 

Gabrielle could not hear the actual words he had uttered, but noticed how the woman visibly shrank back and Gabrielle began to seethe.
 

The little man stayed for a while and then disappeared into the duty free department, and without thinking, Gabrielle sensed an opportunity, walked over to the unknown lady, sat down quietly beside her and held out her hand to her. 
 

“My name’s Gabrielle…what’s yours?”
 

The centre of her interest and attention looked up at her in surprise, and her eyes, close up, were indeed raw and swollen red with tiredness and tears; she sensed and felt that her demeanour and whole spirit was so listless and utterly devoid of energy.
 

The woman did her best to smile though.
 

“Jackie…Jackie Towns…I’m pleased to meet you.”     
 

They chatted and Gabrielle found out that the man that had chastised her so obviously, was her husband, and it appeared not to be a happy relationship although the lady was shy, reticent to speak too much and divulged very little to her.
 

But the fact that she was so discontent was obvious!
 

Gabrielle tried to question her very delicately about the bruises and the marks on her face but she only became further withdrawn and instantly became anxious then began to well up with further disquiet and tears.
 

Gabrielle saw that her unusual partner was in the queue at the duty free check out and she acted on her instinct and recently, sharpened, feminine instincts. 
 

She took the precious ring quickly from her finger and before Jackie Towns realised what had happened, had placed it on the second finger of her right hand and whispered to her quietly and urgently as she did so.
 

“I don’t have the time to explain Jackie but this is the ring of Aphrodite, it has changed my own life and I believe it can transform yours…you must trust me!”
 

The woman looked at her as if she was mad, but the young, lively girl emotionally pressed her, wrapped her palms around the hand she had just anointed, and made her listen
 

“Jackie…!”
 

The woman awakened slightly, as if still in her haze and muddle, but could only summon up enough strength to look at her with her with blank, faded, blue eyes.
 

“OK…I will...I will!”
 

Gabrielle kissed her lightly on the forehead, as the goddess had done to her previously, but without the same surreal feeling or sensation for either of them.
 

“Good luck Jackie…your life is about to turn for the better…take care of the ring.”
 

She ran off, as if wishing her separation from her lost treasure to be as rapid and painless as possible, leaving the woman speechless and embarrassed by the shiny, golden sphere so suddenly placed on her slim, tapered finger. 
 

Her impulse was to throw it away, but strangely, instantly, she gleaned an unrecognisable feeling of safety and well being that she had not experienced before, and she clenched her fist instinctively to hide it from her husband, who was now striding forcefully towards her.
 

He spoke in a singing, high lilt, of a voice.
 

“Come on you Silly Cow…the flight’s ready to leave…quickly!”
 

Jackie stood immediately, she always jumped when Graham called and Graham, was always in charge; the man was her husband, her boss, her teacher and disciplinarian and everything she had and was, was due to him. 
 

Well that’s what he always told her!
 

It was his money that bought her clothes, beautiful adornments that she never could have afforded; his money that bought the house, paid for the cars, holidays, for the pretty underwear she wore and the very shoes on her feet.
 

Graham was strict with her and very jealous although she never gave him cause. 
 

He told her often that he had to hit her occasionally, but that was normal and for her benefit, given that she was often rude to his face. 
 

She tried to remember the last time she had been rude to him but she couldn’t, it was Graham that made these sort of unilateral conclusions and decisions!
 

He seemed to think that it was his right of passage to control and correct her as he saw fit through their shared life together. 
 

They sat on the plane and Graham drank profusely most of the flight; he didn’t like Jackie to drink because he thought it could make her put on weight. 
 

So she obediently sipped cool water and tried not to look at any young men on the plane in case her husband got jealous or concerned 
 

He accused her always of looking at the opposite sex as if to have an affair, but Jackie was not like that; she was loyal and in any case she wouldn’t dare, as she was too frightened of him. 
 

Graham had not noticed the ring on her finger, and she rubbed it furtively whenever he was distracted as it seemed to calm her constant stress somehow.
 

They arrived home eventually, a large, rambling, impressive house with most of the modern luxuries and, after some tea, unpacking and preparing the washing for the morning, they readied themselves for bed.
 

It had been a long day’s travel. 
 

Jackie put on a comfortable, white nylon negligee and combed her hair; she looked in the mirror and thought, in spite of her holiday she still looked terrible. 
 

Her eyes were so pink and drawn and her skin, pale from hiding her body away from the sun and any man’s prying eyes. 
 

Worse than that, unfortunately the bruises from Graham’s constant beatings still showed, in various shades and hues of blue and red.
 

She went to bed first; Graham was doing some paperwork downstairs, and quickly closed her eyes and as she did so she felt exhausted; it finally seemed that not only her physical body but even her very soul itself, was fatigued and exhausted.
 

She gasped out loud in her sudden dream, as she realised somehow she was standing in the ornate, green garden where Gabrielle had been just a short time before when she had the ring, and the same beautiful woman was awaiting her and spoke with her normal, beauteous, supernatural  charm. 
 

“Welcome Jackie, Gabrielle chose well… if you wish to be helped?”
 

Jackie caught her reflection in the silvery water of the pedestal; she suddenly looked perfect, tall and athletic, without a trace of her marks of suffering and muttered in delight to her divine host, although she knew that this was but a fantasy.
 

“Is this real?”
 

The goddess patiently explained the ring and its’ purpose to her and although Jackie did not believe it, she was entranced with the dream and the unbelievable, intent and adventure of it.
 

“Do you wish to explore yourself…?”
 

Jackie nodded firmly, deciding immediately that she wished to stay within this reverie as long as she could; the true life that awaited her when she awoke was so miserable and she was in no haste to return to it.
 

Aphrodite noted her enthusiasm and quickness and cautioned her.
 

“You understand that the ring states that you may not always like what you find Jackie?”
 

The woman just smiled at her and shrugged.
 

“I’ll take my chances…it can’t be any worse.”
 

Aphrodite waved her graceful, delicate hand and Jackie was suddenly outside a small, dirty, terraced house, in a long row of the same, side by side basic accommodation that seemed to stretch forever into the grey, smoky distance. 
 

The neighbours were shouting at her with thick, Irish accents and filthy children of various sizes were running amok everywhere.  
 

She soon worked out which of the scruffy scallywags belonged to her, and tried her best to look after them but it was a trial of strength and patience and she had so little of both.
 

The day was long and arduous; the dreadful conditions and the poverty, mind numbing.
 

Suddenly towards the dusk of evening a young girl pushed her head through her open kitchen window and she heard a wild cry and breath of warning from her.
 

“Ya husband’s a comin’ Girl!” 
 

Almost as she spoke and finished her words, a giant of a man strode in, his face and clothes covered in the soot and residue from the mines and sat forcibly and heavily at the small wooden table and spoke to her without a trace of politeness, warmth, love or respect. 
 

“Where’s ma dinna’ Woman?”
 

Jackie looked to the stove and served the hot broth, boiling there. 
 

As she dished it out, a tiny, innocuous spot fell onto the man and before she knew it, a fist as big as an axe exploded into her face, causing the boiling pan to spill, burn her arm and sling her dramatically to the far side of the room.
 

“Ya Stupid Cow…” 
 

He had spluttered out to her in his temper, but then greedily, rapidly poured the warming soup down his foul throat; he drank the liquid and devoured the fresh white bread laid out there, as if he was a beast or wild animal. 
 

“Ya’ could ha’ burnt me Woman!”
 

He was a brute, Jackie spluttered in fear and fetched him some warm meat that she placed on the table without a thank you for the food or a word of apology for the terrible blow he had given her so cruelly.
 

She was the one that kept silent, showed and murmured feebly her contrition, for spilling the liquid on him, as she always had in her own awful life.
 

Somehow it forever seemed to be that it was her that was the one that was in the wrong and needing to apologise and therefore spoke accordingly.
 

“I’m sorry!” 
 

The diabolical ogre of a man ignored her, ate hurriedly as he ignorantly and unappreciatively finished his last mouthful of her nourishing food, then disappeared down to the local pub that she knew was at the bottom of the lengthy, grimy, cobbled street.
 

She looked at the barren room, the terrible conditions a miner’s wife and family had, and stared at the glowing, growing, massive bruise on her face in the small cracked mirror on the cold, brick wall. 
 

It was a vile, damaging injury, the wound was black and blue with trickle of blood and she pondered in irony that life was so appalling for her, even within the relative security and sanctity of her dreams!
 

She tidied, then sat and waited, the man did not return and she fed, washed and put her children to their slumber and then went herself into the old, rusted double bed with the noisy springs, not knowing what else to do. 
 

Later into the dark, chill night she heard a rough, rasping voice from down the street singing a vulgar song and she hid beneath the bedclothes as she knew it was her husband in this awful nightmare. 
 

The door burst open suddenly and the man was upon her, his putrid breath stinking of beer and his dirty, callused hands grasping and groping roughly at her body. 
 

She fell back onto the floor and hit her head where she had been wounded earlier and the pain stuck and stabbed her like a blunt, twisting knife.
 

Without thinking she saw beside the bed, an iron poker, used for the hearth, it was somehow instinctively within her fingers, then in her hand, and she turned in fury and hit her drunken husband across the head with all her force and anger. 
 

But one blow was insufficient for her; she hit him again, then again until the might of her retribution came pouring down on him like the endless power of torrential rains in a giant thunderstorm. 
 

With each blow she struck however, she could only see one face before her confused and infuriated mind and eyes. 
 

It was Graham! 
 

She struck him again, harder and harder until it she was rousing a whirlwind of wrath and ire that seemed so irresistible, as she screamed and yelled out to the far off heavens so high above her.
 

 “You Bastard, Bastard, Bastard, Bastard!”
 

Eventually she fell tired and the frenetic, strength, anger and physical tirade ceased. 
 

Her husband in this imaginary world was laid dead on the floor and she was terrified, hot, excited but something else as well; something new and unrecognisable had been raised and stirred within her. 
 

Her senses were strangely elated and felt pleased and crazily ecstatic; she had struck back, had retaliated for the terrible suffering and treatment she had been made to suffer and endure for so long and, even in a dream or nightmare, it had felt, extraordinarily wonderful.
 

Jackie saw his bloodstained body and felt no pity for the horrible, grotesque male; he deserved to die, even in a fantasy, as this life as he had made it for his wife and family, even in the short space of time she had experienced it, was no-way for anyone to live. 
 

Her body felt suddenly drained and tired and went onto the bed to lay down in the darkness for a moment, and as she quickly drifted into sleep she suddenly felt an unwelcome, pressing weight on top of her. 
 

She opened her eyes in instant panic! 
 

It was Graham, he was kissing and lapping at her head with his wet tongue, like a sloppy dog, and his hand pulled her gown to her waist and held her arms down onto the bed and whispered to her pathetically and with repressed anger. 
 

“I know you were being unfaithful on holiday you Bitch…I know you were fucked…weren’t you?”
 

Jackie felt his tiny, penis swell a little but she had never seen it or his body; he guarded it against her inspection as if it was a hidden, mysterious prize. 
 

But she had experienced this little intrusion against her in this undesirable and unattractive manner innumerable times like this. 
 

His intimation and commentary of her unfaithfulness continued onwards as it always did, with this hurtful, nasty, little game he played. 
 

“You Dirty Slut, who was it this time… the life guard? I saw him looking at you…you sucked his cock didn’t you…you…did!” 
 

She sensed just a trace of his seeping soft, warm fluid on her and she then waited for the blows that always came after he had his little scene and performance.
 

Jackie held her hands up above her already damaged face to protect herself from the familiar, ongoing, inevitable onslaught from him. 
 

His attempts to hit her tonight however felt move like minute taps or light, feminine slaps; she suddenly recalled the man in her dream and his huge fist that had hit her with all its’ horrible, terrible, powerful, aggressive force. 
 

She recalled her revenge, her terrible retribution and before she realised what she was doing she lashed with her hand and the edge of her ring caught Graham’s head in the darkness.
 

He jerked back temporarily stunned, then grabbed her wrist in retaliation and tore the golden band off her slim finger in wild fury. 
 

For some reason the sphere instantly burnt the palm of his hand and he threw it across the room in reflex and turned on the sidelight. 
 

“What do you think you’re…?” 
 

He stopped, stunned and disbelieving of what he saw! 
 

Jackie’s face was covered in a massive black and blue bruise and her hands and arms were smeared profusely with blood and he gasped at her in utter confusion and shock.
 

“My God…I never did that!”
 

Jackie glanced at her reflection in the side mirror and was also traumatized, but then remembered the cruel man of her nightmare and kept silent and allowed her husband to scream dementedly and panic like a troubled, terrified girl.
 

“Get cleaned up Jackie….now…now…I never did that to you…I didn’t… I didn’t!” 
 

He ran out of the room and she saw the bizarre, feminine, silky red gown that he liked to wear to bed in the pale light of the lamp on the dresser. 
 

Graham was extremely strange, he was definitely slightly camp, liking rich, gaudy colours and dressing in flimsy, female coverings rather than pyjamas, but she had never dared to question him. 
 

Her spirit or character had never had the courage to ever attempt to do or say anything to him, until tonight!
 

Jackie had only been a young teenager when Graham picked her from the typing pool at his business and married her; she had experienced so little of life and accepted through her opportunistic mother, she was in love with him before ever even, really understanding what the word meant. 
 

They had not had sex before the marriage, which she thought was just him being respectful and since then, their lovemaking had been as tonight, in the darkness without any real physical contact and… with violence. 
 

She was never allowed to touch him, explore his body not that she would want to after what she constantly had to endure under his rule. 
 

The young woman knew she was being abused but until this evening and the strange, evocative dream, seemed powerless and unable to change anything. 
 

Jackie rose from the bed and walked into the bathroom, stared into the mirror and could not believe her reflection. 
 

Her face was covered in bruises, black and blue markings with red blotches and her hands and arms were covered in rich, sticky, foul, red blood. 
 

She raised and removed her gown quickly then checked herself, and was relieved as it was not her own plasma that was upon her; she then remembered her recent vision, the small, terraced house and the burly, grotesque husband of her terrifying reverie! 
 

And the murder! 
 

Jackie realised somehow, the residue of marks on her face and arms were unbelievably and impossibly from that!
 

The blood was washed from her; she put on some fresh, night clothes and wondered why the bruising she saw, so visibly did not hurt her? 
 

She suddenly panicked as she remembered the discarded ring and she ran into the bedroom and was relieved to see it glowing in the darkness in the corner of the room. 
 

Quickly her fingers placed the divine sphere back on her hand and for the first time in her life felt she had won a small battle with Graham, life was changing as the woman in the airport had predicted it would, and she went to bed and slept sounder than she had for years.
 

There were no interruptions or delusions to her rest and it was re-energising, as if her slumber and the beginnings of recovery were of primary importance to her self-improvement.
 

Graham woke her in the morning and grimaced as her saw her scarred face again and mumbled at her nervously in agitation. 
 

“Don’t come into the office this morning or today…go and get yourself sorted and…” 
 

His pale, drawn, face narrowed in menace.
 

“Don’t ever raise your hands to me again!”
 

Jackie blinked at him as he departed; yesterday she would have been frightened of him but today she was not, and she showered, dressed in peace and started to think deeply over a mug of hot, sweet tea. 
 

She had promised herself to go to a solicitor for most of the 5 years of their marriage and never had the confidence to do so, but today she did, and an appointment was confirmed with a professional she had been recommended to months ago, for 11 am. 
 

She did not know how to calm the bruising on her face and as there was no pain, she decided to leave it as a badge of courage for trying to help herself.  
 

The solicitor was a middle aged, grey haired woman and very friendly and supportive; she was horrified at her story, markings, bruising and scars.
 

She confirmed quickly that Jackie had the right to half of her husband’s estate and, given the obvious physical abuse, she could have a restraining order placed upon him and force him to leave the matrimonial home within 24 hours. 
 

Jackie was surprised and pleased with the information, and after having photographs taken of the blotches and scars for the record from a nearby doctor, she had the afternoon free to herself.
 

At lunchtime she sat down for a coffee and a sandwich, glanced at herself in the pretty, gold framed mirror of the shop and did a double take when she saw what amazing image was reflected back at her. 
 

Unbelievably the horrific markings had miraculously disappeared, as if they had somehow served their purpose, and she looked calmer and more relaxed and attractive than she had done since being a carefree teenage girl, and long before she had ever met her, dictator of a husband, Graham. 
 

Exactly what she was going to do, she was unsure of, but she was tired of her husband’s bullying and intimidation and, suddenly armed with this strength and knowledge, she walked to the large security and personal safety shop she had always wanted to visit. 
 

She spent the whole afternoon there buying items on her credit card that she knew Graham would not approve of, but somehow his opinion and reaction seemed of so little value or importance to her anymore. 
 

She was still uneasy of him but after experiencing the real violence in her dream, little, girlish Graham was not so terrifying; what was inestimably more worrying, remembering her own actions in her amazing vision, was just what she was capable of if pushed too far!  
 

Jackie knew her husband would be late tonight; he would be going to yet another endless, fashion show. 
 

She always wondered why he went to so many, as their company only supplied the trimmings of lace and cotton, but he would spend hours there on the pretext of seeing his products used or selecting clothes for her. 
 

It seemed as if it was one of his few pleasures and she was beginning to realise that Graham was still something of a developing, enigma and mystery to her even after their time and empty years of marriage together. 
 

Dinner was a welcome solitary treat and she went to bed early, in a comfortable white nightdress, wondering if there would be another separation and diversion from her reality tonight. 
 

She placed some of the objects she had bought today by the bed; it made her feel secure and she did not wish to lose this emerging, newly found confidence.
 

As before, as her eyes closed the world she knew swirled, her new home appeared, and she was confronted by the splendour of Aphrodite who welcomed her with a radiant smile. 
 

“I see you have begun your journey Jackie…?”
 

The blonde woman nodded, feeling foolish that she actually believed that the dream was so true but strangely, she did.
 

“Do you wish to stay as you are or discover more?”
 

Jackie replied instantly.
 

“More…much, much more, today has been one of the best days of my life thanks to you!”
 

The goddess stroked her shoulders softly through the sheer, white silken gown she was wearing over her naked form. 
 

“Then the ring will take you where you need to go.”
 

The young woman gasped in anticipation and wonder.
 

“Where?” 
 

But before she could blink or hear the answer she saw that she was seated at the head of a long, oblong, shining, wooden table and she was dressed in a beautiful, velvety, yellow gown with a green tight belt around her slim waist. 
 

The time and era seemed medieval, there were people around the large table, they were having breakfast of bread and fruit and it was clear she was either a Queen or Princess, as everyone was extremely courteous, respectful and deferential to her. 
 

The men of her small court especially would bow to her and each time they did she gleaned a strange pulse, of pride, pleasure and satisfaction. 
 

She had never experienced sexual pleasure in her life, apart from some playful kisses and long forgotten fumblings when she had been a teenager, but suddenly this feeling of superiority made her hot and heady and unusually excited and aroused. 
 

She spent the day however, wandering gently around the gardens, relaxing and drinking in the beauty, in safety and serenity, and it was hard to believe it was all not authentic when her senses were being so bombarded and overwhelmed with restfulness and delectation. 
 

At dinner in the evening, she wore a luxurious soft, black dress with gold sequins and was gratified, thrilled and flushed, that her grand court kneeled in service and respect to her as she walked in.
 

Everyone, that is, except a mercurial, dark stranger at the far end of the hall; he was tall with piercing, green eyes and a mass of tangled, black hair. 
 

She was informed quietly that he was a Prince from a nearby kingdom and it appeared had been trying unsuccessfully to court her, the Queen in this existence, for a quite a while.
 

The man made Jackie nervous, he was somehow predatory and reminded her of Graham and she ignored his attempts at polite conversation when he approached her brazenly after the sumptuous dinner and feast. 
 

When she retired early for her bed, for some instinctive reason she knew the man would outrageously attempt to visit her, and she posted guards secretly in her bedchamber and outside the door to her private rooms.
 

Sure enough the Prince from the evening, resolutely and bravely climbed up the battlements and, after coming in through the open window, was seized upon immediately by her hidden armed security who shouted out to her in their glory at their successful apprehension of such an adventurous and outlandish villain.
 

“We will take him to the dungeons my Queen!” 
 

Jackie just watched in fascination from her bed as the man was promptly frog-marched out of her room. 
 

She was angry once more that as before, her dream once again mirrored her life, as it seemed men were again trying to take her physically against her will; it was all so demeaning and utterly infuriating! 
 

She tossed, turned and then, unable to sleep, walked through the castle down to the dark belly of the dungeons, and instructed the guards to show and reveal, her reckless admirer, suitor and now prisoner. 
 

The soldiers seemed reluctant at first, but she insisted with the authority of her high position, and was led to a shadowy, rancid cell where the man was being held captive.
 

He was chained like a dangerous animal, at his ankles and, by his hands that were held high above his head by unyielding, hooped, metal restraints
 

She gasped as she realised the man was completely naked but regained her composure and commanded the somewhat malodorous jailer to close the door. 
 

“Leave me…I am quite safe…I wish to interrogate the prisoner… personally!”
 

There was a thin wooden stick on the floor and she picked it up absentmindedly in her fingers and stared at the man; he was undoubtedly handsome with a lithe, strong body and a well defined, muscular shaped torso and chest
 

She tried to divert her eyes from his penis and surrounding black hair, but it definitely caught her attention as she questioned him. 
 

“Why did you enter my chamber?”
 

The man said nothing and without thinking Jackie drew the thin, wooden pole back and cracked it over his stomach like a whip. 
 

As she did so a bolt of electricity seemed to go through her, and for the first time in her life she felt her sexual lips and libido pulsing.
 

She hit him again with all her force and the man whimpered lowly in pain. 
 

Sensationally the buzz of adrenaline rippled through her once more and she felt her sex moisten and demanded his response. 
 

“Answer me!”
 

She drew the stick back again and the man flinched in fear and whispered, submissively and entreatingly to her. 
 

“No my Queen…do not mark me, I am already bruised by you… I did it for love…for your beauty.” 
 

Jackie exploded and hit him forcefully again, gaining power and pleasure from every lash and stroke of her cane.
 

“What falsehood!”
 

The man howled in agony and anguish.
 

“It is true, my Queen… I love you I wish to make love to you… for you to be my Queen.”
 

Jackie suddenly realised that nobody in her life had made her feel wanted or sexually attractive as a woman, and weirdly she was strangely, inexplicably, suddenly flattered.
 

She carried a candle over to towards him, illuminating the darkness and gloom; safe in knowing that being chained, she was in total control of the situation. 
 

His body close to, was firm and taught and her eyes lingered on the limp cock between his legs; she had never seen a penis in her life and she had to admit in the privacy of her mind that it fascinated her. 
 

She spoke coldly and with the sudden confidence of her lofty station, as she perused it directly and in great detail.
 

“So you wished to insert this inside me then…you think this thing interests me…?”
 

She laughed sarcastically.
 

“…It does not look so…very appealing to my person!”
 

Her fingers twisted and the wood struck him again, her vagina liberally flowing with her juices as she did so, and she smiled in mischievousness as if entering the spirit of her fanciful escapade. 
 

“Perhaps… if it sees its’ quarry it will show me more!”
 

Provocatively she undid the threads on her gown and allowed it slip off her shoulders and down her body until, her large voluptuous breasts and bushy, blonde mound, was revealed to him. 
 

Jackie had never shown herself to any man but brazenly, she stood before him and opened her thighs and let the captive stranger see her thin, dark line of femininity and the fair, light, pubic hair that adorned and surrounded it.   
 

To her disbelief, joy and education his penis began to pulse, pump and swell! 
 

Her full, female display was exciting to him; it seemed impossible to believe, but Jackie never had any inclination that her body could have such an effect on a man. 
 

The feeling was intoxicating for her, filling her even more with power and confidence; the primitive surges of a woman and the devilishness of sexual adventure.
 

Her fingers went to her vagina and pulled at the flesh, forming a small black, slim, slippery entrance and mocked him.
 

“Is this what you wished to invade my Prince?”
 

The man’s cock was now hard, a full 9 inches long; it was suddenly interesting, engaging and fascinating to the woman as it pulsed only bursting to be released. 
 

“You are so beautiful my Queen, my mind and body aches and longs for you.”
 

Jackie courageously took his erection in her hand and fingers and squeezed it; it felt warm and sensual not like she expected and had experienced with Graham. 
 

The thought of him provoked her anger and she gripped the cock more fiercely causing her captive to wince in tension.
 

She released it and brought her body inches from the man’s pumping, arduous, thick desire for her. 
 

Instinctively she placed her weeping vagina at the tip of her prisoner’s erection and just brushed it very playfully and lightly against herself
 

She began to relax and rubbed it more firmly and ever harder and laughed as she teased them both in her control, delectation and safety. 
 

“This is as close as you will get to fucking me, my Prince!” 
 

Her hand squeezed him again, this time so deliciously softly as his cock slightly pressed against her yielding flesh and thick, fair, pubic hair.
 

He then jerked and ejaculated crudely in reflex to her womanly wiles, covering her crotch and female mound with his viscous, plentiful semen.
 

Jackie tried to hide her excitement but let her fingers play with the fantastical liquid; it felt warm, masculine and appealing and she spread it all over her thighs and belly as she giggled in vapid amusement.
 

“Thank you my Prince.” 
 

Her lips contorted evilly and laughed as she lifted her arm to strike him again but suddenly heard the refrain and cry of a familiar, unwelcome voice.
 

“I told you not to raise your hand to me!” 
 

Her eyes opened suddenly and she quickly realised she was back in her own bed and her actual, unfortunate life. 
 

Graham was on top of her, pulling up her gown to begin his nightly, strange, unwelcome routine of courtship. 
 

He immediately felt the sticky wetness between her thighs, a residue impossibly from her dream, and grunted in confusion then lost whatever, slight control he had. 
 

“You’ve had some man… here, haven’t you…fucking you…You Stupid Common Cow…You Whore…You…”
 

He drew back his palm to strike her and then his pale eyes bulged out wide; he looked at her in utter surprise as Jackie had thrust a sharp stick at him that literally exploded pain into his stomach and seemed to take his very life force away. 
 

He gurgled and fell back onto the bed then onto the floor and Jackie turned on the lights and was waving a small, blunt, silver implement at him. 
 

She spoke with sudden, calm assurance and smiled in confidence and superiority.
 

“This is called a Spiker…300 volts of electricity in a little jab…nice isn’t it?”
 

She picked up a small thin cane from under the bed and struck his legs sharply and her tone was inflamed, furious and threatening. 
 

“You… have hit me for the last time Graham!”
 

The sense of power she had from the dream, spilled over into her life and she looked at the pathetic creature on the floor before her. 
 

Her foot kicked him in the ribs and he rolled onto his back, staring up at her helplessly as she snapped at him like a rabid dog. 
 

“There’s a new sheriff in town Graham…Me!”
 

Her bottom sat on his chest, she raised her gown to her waist and then off her shoulders, showing him her nude body and her blonde, sexual hair. 
 

She shuffled on top of him until her wet, vaginal lips were inches from his weak, annoying, puerile face. 
 

“This is in charge now Graham…my Fanny…look at it you stupid, unhappy, Bullying Fuck…this is now the Boss!”
 

He tried to speak and Jackie hit him again with the stick, quickly sensing and realising the pleasure she got from the actions and trying to suppress the perverse, blissful sensations that flowed through her. 
 

She rubbed her vagina against his pink thin lips and mouth, as if to show her authority and then she stood upright, towering high above his trembling, whimpering form.
 

“What is that stupid top you’re always wearing Graham…it’s like a dress?” 
 

Her temper was like a tornado that had been circling and building for so long through his mistreatment of her, and she unleashed it all as she now watched her terrified husband cower in fear. 
 

Her fingers went to remove his robe but he clenched it in his wrists and tried to stop her but she hit him again, his grip loosened and he looked at her weakly and wailed in dread. 
 

“No please… don’t!”
 

But she ignored him and ripped the thin material from his body, tearing it into shreds and then looked at the pale, frail, pathetic man beneath it. 
 

Graham tried his best to cover his nakedness but he was still paralysed on one side of him and could not protect himself.
 

Jackie gasped as she saw his flesh, his thin chest, large pink nipples, spindly legs that led down from his scrawny, emaciated thighs. 
 

They were clenched together tightly and Jackie stung his legs with a sharp tap until they slowly, reluctantly, separated to reveal his hidden, male sexuality.
 

Jackie saw his thick, black hair first; then a tiny penis and balls like peas, and then…just below, a thin crack and unbelievably, pink folds of leaking flesh!  
 

She bent over him as he trembled on the carpet and pushed his thighs wider apart and inspected him ever more closely. 
 

His balls were so minute, his penis shrunken into his body with almost no length at all, and the thin, weeping, bright slivers of flesh ran down, reaching the base of his bottom as if it was a girl’s vagina. 
 

He squealed and caught his breath as she ran her fingers over the edges of his crack and felt the skin moisten, and part easily.
 

She stood up and looked again, his tiny cock and balls were at the peak of his fine inverted line and it had around it the thickest, darkest, pubic hair. 
 

If she half closed her eyes she could not see the penis at all, and it looked exactly like a woman’s sexual organs. 
 

It was a woman’s vagina! 
 

Suddenly realisation clicked in her brain and she smiled broadly at him in a new understanding and comprehension. 
 

“Graham Sweetie you look like a girl…you want to be a Girlie?  That’s why you dress so weirdly and all the other stuff… you’ve got one of these?”
 

Jackie spread her thighs over his face again and squatted on him, so he could literally smell and taste her dripping femininity. 
 

Her awakening, blue spheres looked and saw that his penis was swelling, as far as it could go, and she placed it in her finger and thumb and squeezed it hard watching some juice dribble tamely from it.
 

She suddenly giggled in delight and good humour, all fear of him had instantly evaporated and gone forever. 
 

“You’ve got a decision to make Graham…I’ve been to a solicitor today and I can have you evicted…or you can stay but… on my terms?”
 

He looked at her fearfully; disbelieving what was happening and answered in his weak, squeaky, piercing, twitching voice. 
 

“What terms?”
 

She was in control now and revelling in her role.
 

“Well we’ll start with half the money in the account…now give me the on-line password for the bank.”
 

The man shook his head and Jackie thrust the controlling Spiker into him again, causing him to convulse in agonising pain and he gasped to her.  
 

“Dirty cow…the password’s… dirty cow!”
 

Jackie went to a drawer and took out a pair of silver handcuffs and placed one ring around Graham’s wrist; she then attached the other part to the headboard frame of the metal bed and he lay quietly on the duvet in confusion, convulsion and distress. 
 

He quickly succumbed to the safety of sleep, his body overcome by trauma and suffering; 
 

Jackie went downstairs to the computer, connected to the bank website and transferred just over half the money from his account into her own private one. 
 

She opened a small bottle of champagne from the fridge and drank to her freedom, her resurrection, and rubbed the magical ring on her finger affectionately.
 

She consumed most of the effervescent bottle and returned in triumph to her room where Graham was still asleep; she looked at him and wondered how she could ever have been afraid of such a frail, pathetic creature. 
 

She was happily tired, elated suddenly with life and the opportunities it held; it was her turn, now, her turn to be in charge!
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

BOOK TWO
 

Chapter 7
 

Jackie is Reborn.
 

 
 

Jackie awoke early felt instantly rested and refreshed. 
 

She saw her husband dormant beside her, still naked and shackled to the metal base of the bed and she recalled with amazement and amusement everything that had transpired from the incredible night before. 
 

A small cup of water was extracted from the bathroom and thrown unceremoniously over the resting male to awaken him, and he stared her with trepidation as he also instantly recalled the recent events that seemed to have emerged and conspired against him so badly.  
 

Her wrist picked up the cane from her side and drew it lightly over his feeble legs to remind him of the new regime; his body language was instantly submissive to her as if he needed little further reminder or prompting. 
 

It was as though he had been an ill disciplined pet, and with just a little training and correction, he seemed already compliant and accepting of the new hierarchy and his new role in their household.
 

Jackie knew she did not fear him any longer and released him from his metal bonds with confident assurance, and waited for him to shower and return back to her. 
 

Confidently she did not get up and just sat on the bed patiently and expectantly.
 

As he appeared she raised the hem of her gown and made him kneel dutifully, in his smooth, pink towel wrapped around him, between her ivory thighs, staring intently at the defined source of her new power. 
 

To her delight and rising pleasure he just looked at her so weakly and pathetically and listened silently as she spoke, coolly to him. 
 

“If you come back tonight Graham then it will be my rules…you do as I say in this house…whatever I say…”
 

She was expecting a refusal or argument but she received none whatsoever, and he just continued staring at her sexual centre with his tepid, pale blue centres and paid rapt attention to her every, assertive word.
 

“If you come back then I’m going to shave all that stupid body hair off you and dress you as a woman…I’ll call you Geri… the rest I’ve not decided yet…but I’ll know soon!”
 

He suddenly looked at her as if she was mad but did not dare to question her and only mumbled lamely in reply.
 

 “I’ll never come back.”
 

Jackie swished the cane down hard on his emaciated, white shoulders and he cried in pain as she continued to strike him, almost without drawing breath.
 

“I’ve not finished Geri…put these on under your suit then we’ll both know what a woman you are…it will be our little secret!”
 

She showed him a pair of her black, thong panties in her fingers and, she rubbed the crotch of it dirtily against her vagina and told Graham to stand up. 
 

As he did so, she slipped the knickers up his legs from his deformed, thin ankles; they fitted perfectly around his genitals and disappeared up his ass, the limited, fine material having little trouble holding his tiny, miniscule, manhood.
 

She looked at her husband and could tell from the slightly, developing swelling in the knickers that her deviant partner seemed to receive instant pleasure from the feminine, sensual covering around his crotch, and she smiled in amusement. 
 

“You like that Geri…I can see!” 
 

She opened her own thighs a touch and tapped the tip of her sexual line of inverted flesh. 
 

“I’ll be in later to work…”
 

Her face beamed and smiled in delight at her ability to dispense instruction.
 

“Now kiss your master goodbye and maybe… I’ll see you there!”
 

Graham obediently bent between her legs and kissed her sexuality very lightly and respectfully with his dry, pink lips, just tasting the essence of her juices produced from it. 
 

Her back arched back in contentment and approval, watched as her husband put on his suit and left the room quickly to escape her dominant clutches for the refuge and safety of his business.
 

Jackie relaxed on the bed and basked in the delicious irony of her new developing life.
 

Only the two of them knew what had transpired between them, but a few hours had seemingly changed everything and now, after almost a single evening, their world as she knew it had impossibly turned upside down. 
 

Her mind was in overdrive and she called up the local joinery firm that they often used for building contracts, and instructed them to start work immediately on an idea inspired by her dream. 
 

She insisted that the owner meet her immediately that morning, as she wished the small project started that very day. 
 

The boss and main carpenter of the company arrived within an hour of her call, thought the design was unusual but they were being extremely well paid, and by lunchtime material had been purchased and carcass work had begun in the bedroom.
 

She happily drifted into town and felt the urge to buy something that somehow demonstrated aptly, how she felt.
 

In a side boutique away from the main stores she found an exquisite pair of black leggings that hugged every contour of her body and accentuated her mound. 
 

This was teamed and combined with a tight, black leotard a small, silver belt and a pair of high heel, shiny, black boots. 
 

Her hair was normally long and straggly but she straightened it at the hairdresser, who put it in a ponytail, and then smiled in contentment at her reflection; she looked instantly strong, powerful and just perfect!
 

Jackie thought about Graham, her discoveries about him and bought a few gifts for Geri, his newly christened alter ego, and then changed into her normal clothes and popped into the office on her way back to the house.
 

The girls in the typing pool and side office were all busy and she made some small talk to them and did not even bother to provide excuses to Daniel her manager, for her days off, as she normally would have done.
 

She did not feel the need to answer to anyone, anymore!
 

Her husband’s office was her next port of call, and his tall, attractive, brunette secretary spoke to her snootily, as if she was an insignificant, junior member of staff.  
 

“Graham’s busy!” 
 

Jackie just laughed and ignored her, then marched straight in through the polished wooden door with the golden plate of Graham’s name upon it, and with Managing Director in script below it, as if everyone should be aware of how important he was! 
 

It had always intimidated her, up to now!
 

The meeting between her husband and 2 clients stopped abruptly, and Graham coloured up and she smiled at him in mischievousness; making her roguish point that nothing or nowhere was off limits to her any more.
 

“Don’t stop on my account….just confirming you’ll be home at 6p.m Darling?” 
 

She smiled at him innocently and sweetly like a simpering wife.
 

“I’ve got a nice surprise for you Darling…how are the new clothes by the way?”
 

Graham spluttered to her, in utter humiliation, as only she knew the dark secret of what was below his smart, blue suit, and his face coloured purple. 
 

“Ffffine…Darling… I’ll see you later… Jackie.”
 

She nodded and walked out of the room and, as if on a roll, resolutely and sternly confronted Graham’s secretary; her name was Monica and she was the only person in the firm, taller than she was. 
 

Jackie spoke to her sharply, with the repressed anger of so much frustration built over so many years, and her voice had real authority and menace.
 

“Don’t tell me what to do anymore Monica…I am
Graham’s wife not his employee… as you are!”
 

The girl coloured up immediately, getting the clear message from her; Jackie saw her subtle, mixed brown eyes soften and she whispered to her in contrition and explanation, as if remembering just how many times she had been rude to her. 
 

“I’m sorry Jackie it’s not me…but you know what a bastard he can be…and with his privacy… especially!”
 

Jackie suddenly felt her own voice calm down and lower a full tone, accepting her apology and attempt at being conciliatory, and somehow becoming aware of Monica’s long, nylon clad legs and overall admirable elegance, as if she’d never noticed them before. 
 

Her own body seemed to relax in harmony with her mind, and she leaned against the side of the desk and murmured teasingly to her.
 

“I know…but let’s say…things have changed a little!”
 

The woman smiled back as if they were suddenly best friends, and whispered to her animatedly and excitedly.
 

“Tell me…tell me…I’d love to have something on Graham…tell me!”
 

Jackie laughed in amusement; life was suddenly fun and she never knew!
 

“We’ll do lunch Monica! I promise…soon!” 
 

The lofty, dark-haired girl’s normally gaunt, stern face broke into a broad, happy smile and she giggled in reply to her.
 

“It’s a date Jackie…I hope it’s juicy!”  
 

Jackie laughed as well and walked out of the office in triumph; she was in control however no one but her, and now maybe Monica had sensed and guessed it, but that was exactly the way she wanted it to be.
 

For now, anyway! 
 

Jackie bathed when she reached her home and then pulled on a tiny, black thong and changed into her new demonic outfit purchased that day; she stared and felt extremely empowered when she saw her reflection in her bedroom mirror.
 

In her black stockings, leotard and inky boots she was incredibly, suddenly a strong, assertive, dominant, projection of herself. 
 

Graham’s car arrived at 6 p.m. on the dot, and he was shocked by Jackie’s aggressive, striking appearance as she met him in the porch. 
 

She addressed him icily and with a severe edge to her demands of him.
 

“Only Geri can come in here…please remove any male clothing… this is now a female only zone and house.”
 

He played with his keys anxiously as if threatening to drive off, but when he realised that his wife would allow him happily to do so, he dutifully and promptly removed his suit and shirt and Jackie allowed him into the hall in just his tight, pretty, black underwear. 
 

She saw instantly that they were stained and that strangely he seemed to have enjoyed and revelled in wearing them all day.
 

She stood before him, made him kneel and prostrate himself before her, and whipped his naked, bony back lightly with the flexible cane in her fingers. 
 

“Kiss your master Geri!” 
 

Graham obediently pressed his dry lips to her mound, so prominent in the tight nylons and taut leotard and she held his imitation, blonde hair and rubbed his face against her, enjoying the hardness on her emerging sexuality and murmured softly to him. 
 

“I’ve left you a present on the bed… come on and I’ll show you and you can wear it after I’ve removed all of your silly hair, Darling!”
 

He stared at her blankly but she gave him no time to dwell, took him upstairs to their room and into the en-suite where she stood him in their pink, pretty, bath tub. 
 

His panties were removed and she smiled in glee; then showed him that they were covered in white specks of his feeble, life juices to reinforce what they both knew.
 

He was fully engaged and complicit in all of this! 
 

He looked away in shame but she just laughed, took a razor and a soapy bowl, and very gently and carefully shaved off all the thick, dark hair around his miniscule genitals. 
 

She let the razor rest on his little penis, flushed in devilish delight as he flinched, and decided to torture him a little. 
 

“Wouldn’t you like this little man gone and removed Darling, one little swish and I can leave you just with your… little cunt?”  
 

The swelling of the supposedly, masculine flesh made her realised that was probably exactly what he did crave!
 

Some hair removal cream and then a hand held shower eventually dissolved any of the remaining, pubic hair and suddenly his innocuous, male genitalia looked lost and out of place on the pronounced, thin crack of femininity below it. 
 

She was fascinated by his slit of sensuality and wondered perversely if her husband had ever played with it in his dirty, sticky, little fingers. 
 

Jackie showed him her present for him; a silk, black gown, stockings and suspenders she had bought that day, and to her utter surprise and astonishment he put them on expertly and without any argument at all. 
 

He even looked and admired himself in the mirror and the lingerie seemed to suit him in a strange sort of way, as the feminine clothing and finery highlighted, just how shapely his legs were in his unique female guise.
 

Graham noticed and was intrigued by, a wooden framework in the corner of the room and pointed to it enquiringly.
 

“What’s going on there?” 
 

Jackie just giggled and slapped his silken clad bottom playfully. 
 

“It’s a special cupboard…now go downstairs and do your domestic duties, like a Good, Little Girl.” 
 

Again he did not argue but made the dinner, in his feminine attire, tidied up and eventually when he was finished, they sat beside each other in their beige decorated lounge where they shared some cold, white wine. 
 

Jackie looked at the small penis between his thighs, pressing resolutely against the new knickers and knew that she truly relished her new role as his mistress or master. 
 

“How does it feel Geri with the finery on I bought today for you…that new outfit? It does suit you Darling.” 
 

Graham looked embarrassed, blushed and whispered as if lost in his disgrace and humiliation. 
 

“It feels OK.”
 

She trapped him innocently however, with just the promise and offers of further, feminine temptations, treats and decadent delights.
 

“I bought you some new pairs for tomorrow, nice ones… with delicate lace and frills…if you want them?”
 Jackie saw him harden again, but it was so difficult to tell because his erection was so minute and insignificant. 
 

“You do want them… Darling…don’t you?”
 

Graham blinked and nodded silently and she continued. 
 

“I’ll be your little wife, work in the typing pool and even dress like a tramp at work…just to keep your image but we both know who is Boss?”
 

Graham stared at her blankly as she pressed him.
 

“Don’t we Darling?”
 

He nodded helplessly but it was an insufficient response for her.
 

“Tell me Geri, who is your Boss?”
 

He groaned in his embarrassment and shame but bent his head in capitulation to her.
 

“You are!”
 

Jackie smiled at him and stroked his frail, puny arm through the silky material of his gown. .
 

“I am…and don’t you ever forget it Darling.”  
 

She gently stroked between her own thighs and made sure that he could see her open, feminine slither of sexuality. 
 

“This is the Boss Geri...your Boss!”
 

He nodded and sipped his wine and they were soon both slightly drunk; Jackie led him up to bed, made him undress and place the outfit he’s been wearing in his cupboard, and gave him a pink, short nightie she had especially bought for him. 
 

She then placed him on the floor covered him with a single duvet and then chained his wrist to the bed before she bade him goodnight. 
 

“This is your place in this house Geri…at my feet.”
 

Jackie sat on his chest sensing the exhilaration of her power over him; she drew the grey pants of her sleeping negligee set to one side and showed him her vagina, weeping with moisture and ridiculed him as she did so. 
 

“This once belonged to you Darling…but not now… never, ever again…you’ve got your own now!”
 

She giggled at her crude, hurtful joke, wiped her wetness and moisture on his contorted face and crawled into her own soft bed. 
 

Things were changing so fast and she was ready for the next stage of her adventure although she was unsure exactly what that would be. 
 

The dream began for her, almost before she was asleep; the goddess hugged her and marvelled at her changes in such a short time and questioned her lovingly, like a daughter. 
 

“How do you feel Jackie?”
 

The young woman glowed in emerging vitality and vigour.
 

“Like I have been released from prison!”
 

Jackie questioned Aphrodite about the recent visions and the characters within them; the woman who committed the murder, the Prince, and the beautiful deity answered truthfully and without a trace of remorse or sadness. 
 

“The woman who killed her husband was hung Jackie, and the Prince…?”
 

She smiled as if amused by mortal life, as it was assumed mythlogically that all Gods seemed to be.
 

“He married the Queen and…she died in childbirth some months afterwards.”
 

Jackie flushed in poignant regret and commented bitterly.
 

“Life seems always to have been hard.”
 

Aphrodite’s hand touched and caressed her like the softest silk.
 

“That is the nature of mortal life Jackie, but sometimes it is better to live briefly in the sunlight than an eternity in the darkness and gloom.”
 

She sighed in explanation. 
 

“It is a mortal choice to make; the ring and I can only show glimpses of the past that may help a woman to make better choices for her future!”
 

The goddess smiled like dazzling light at her suddenly in admiration.
 

“Look at you Jackie you are spectacular; you have lived more in two days than in all your previous, entire existence.”
 

The re-born girl nodded in full agreement.
 

“That is true Aphrodite… and I am grateful.”
 


  

The woman smiled alluringly and tantalisingly.
 

“Well we can continue…if you so wish?”
 

Jackie nodded and as before, was transposed before she almost blinked, to a new reality; she was suddenly in a large luxurious bedroom where she was lying on a large, four poster bed with just a silk, white slip on, and nothing else. 
 

A knock came on the door and the most handsome, dark haired man she had ever seen came sauntering in wearing an evening suit and carrying a small, black, leather case and spoke very softly and calmly to her. 
 

“You called for me Ma’am and I have come!” 
 

To her disbelief, the mercurial stranger slowly discarded his clothing and hung them neatly in the large white cupboard until all he had on were his clingy, black underpants.
 

He whispered respectfully to her. 
 

“You have not had me before Ma’am…but I am the very best Gigolo in town and I promise you that you will not be disappointed.”
 

He smiled and seemed like a film star to her. 
 

“Please tell and inform me if you are unhappy with anything I do.”    
 

Jackie crossed her legs and looked embarrassed but the man lay beside her and stroked her soft, resplendent hair. 
 

“Please relax Ma’am…I am here to please you, to show you…everything I can, so you can relax… and have pleasure.”
 

Jackie remembered all she had learnt up to now, and as his soft hands caressed her, she soon gave in and surrendered to the emerging, physical delights he began to administer, so expertly and sensually. 
 

His fingers ran over her eyes then her nose and mouth, and to her shock she found herself sucking his fingers gently and naturally. 
 

The luxurious, divine male kissed her on her forehead, then her lips and then on her now naked, warm shoulders.
 

Jackie was now becoming agitated; she had never been properly touched or aroused by a man before, but did not object as he explored her belly, and then lifted her slip to reveal her pulsing, vagina that was beating as fast as her heart.
 

He literally flowed with compliments to her. 
 

“You are very beautiful Ma’am…this is indeed a thing of wonder.”
 

Jackie felt his tongue move into her sodden, increasingly slippery crack and suck and lick every crevice she seemed to have; she moaned softly and weakly, willingly opening her thighs to ease his access to her.
 

He rose from the bed and in her full sight lowered his pants to reveal a wondrously, long, thick, powerful erection. 
 

It was so solid, plump and circumcised and for the first time in her life Jackie craved something inside her, wanted to feel how a hard, masculine cock felt within her enraged, virginal body.
 

But the man opened his bag and produced a small velvet pouch from which he extracted various sized objects. 
 

They were phallic shaped, like plastic sausages or curved tubes and Jackie jumped in unease when she saw them.
 

The man just laughed softly and put her at her ease.
 

“Do not be alarmed Ma’am, we have plenty of time and I wish to show you everything!”
 

He sat on the bed beside her and Jackie felt one of the small toys at the tip of her dripping vagina; the man twisted it softy and gently against her clitoris and the vibrations of pleasure began to run and race over her.
 

He teased and played her with female perfection, and gradually, as she became wetter and wetter and more needy, it suddenly was twisting its’ impossible way inside her, pushing irresistibly up her tight, vaginal passage until it had disappeared completely. 
 

He then pushed it in and out of her, so deliciously slowly and purposely, and she groaned as she began to feel the divine, invasive motion of it. 
 

She gasped with each movement hardly believing the sensations of pleasure it brought her, and tenderly let the man guide her hands, to learn how to tease herself with it. 
 

He used all the sizes and as the largest dildo went inside her, she felt her head spin, her body shudder and realised that she had experienced her first ever climax and orgasm.
 

Even if it was a dream; it was still better than fantastic!
 

The man teased her for hours showing her seemingly every pleasure point of her body; her vagina, her bottom and apparently each separate, erogenous zone in turn. 
 

Jackie lost count of the number of times she reached her personal heaven and did not object as the man brought his penis to her lips for her to suckle.
 

He held her head gently and showed the joy of them both giving and receiving pleasure and ejaculated in her mouth, politely asking her permission before he did so.
 

They lay closely beside each other and Jackie spoke softly to him in wonder. 
 

“I never realised sex could be like this!”
 

The man stroked her body and she purred like a contented cat. 
 

“You are a beautiful woman…you should know how to give and receive satisfaction and pleasure…it is your feminine entitlement and right.” 
 

They washed then dined in the restaurant downstairs, and upon returning to the room Jackie quickly ripped off her clothes in lustful anticipation. 
 

She lay on the bed with her thighs, suggestively apart and mumbled to him. 
 

“I want you to fuck me you Handsome Bastard…no toys…just your lovely cock!”
 

The man fell upon her, devouring her with a huge, irrepressible sexual appetite. 
 

He educated and fornicated with her for hours, in every position, and Jackie was shocked and physically overwhelmed by the incredible, physical experience. 
 

She was disbelieving what emotions and sensations were created in her body, arousing such tension and delectation, and finally completely sated and exhausted she succumbed to the inevitability of sleep.
 

She awoke in her own bed but she instantly remembered every action and lesson from her dream tutor, and realised perhaps she was ready to explore further in her real life. 
 

Her vagina was sore and full of semen and upon hearing Graham was also awake kneeled over him and let him savour the aroma and essence of real fornication.
 

He was now weak, feeble and totally submissive; he smelt her juices in shock and surprise but without question or comment, and then showered while she laid his clothes out for the day. 
 

His knickers today were new, pink and frilly and he eagerly pulled them around him enjoying the softness of the fine material without trying to appear not to.
 

He was no longer that good an actor!
 

As Graham left for the office, workmen arrived and Jackie told them they must be finished by that evening.  
 

She decided to dress for her job at the Graham’s warehouse, ultra sexily. 
 

Graham had always liked her to appear and present herself like at tart, it was his way of telling his staff that he was screwing the sexiest girl there, and Jackie smiled bitterly to herself at the irony of the reality they had lived all their married lives. 
 

But tonight Jackie would taste the sweetest of revenge; her hold now over Graham was now as delicious as her dreams!
 

Her visions were showing her the possibilities that were suddenly within her grasp and she chose a short, red dress, white bra and pants and combed her long, light brown hair. 
 

She’d always fancied a more striking blonde colour but had never had the courage and she pondered whether a visit to the hairdressers was now a necessity.
 

In the end she decided that work would be more fun today; she arrived late and eventually sat and joined the four other juvenile females in the typing pool. 
 

Daniel Harvey was the young man responsible for them all, and would order paper, stamps, stationary and technical backup for the computers. 
 

He was also a good looking youth, with short, dark hair, grey eyes and a slim, firm body; he had fucked two of the girls on the pool to Jackie’s knowledge and had earned the endearing nickname Repeater for his sexual prowess.    
 

He had teased Jackie for years, as he had with all of the girls, but she had always been too afraid of Graham to take his lewd suggestions any further; but today Jackie smiled at him broadly in the coffee break as he spoke to her quietly and suggestively.
 

“You’re lookin’ sexy Jackie…real sexy… what colour panties are you wearing?”
 

Jackie, to his horror, looked at him sternly and addressed him with a confidence and authority he’s never seen or heard from her before. 
 

“I happen to be the owner’s wife Daniel…what do you think you’re saying and who do you think you’re speaking to…?”
 

The young man stuttered, utterly flustered as she went on.
 

“…I think you better come into Graham’s office and we’ll discuss this more seriously!”
 

The young man’s face immediately drained of colour and she saw the look of terror on his face and felt a surge of magnificent power run through her, as she realised that she could control more than one man!
 

Daniel followed her into the her husband’s private room and it was empty, as Jackie knew Graham had gone out to lunch.  
 

As the young man came in, she sat dominantly in Graham’s chair behind his large, silver desk and took command easily. 
 

“Stand up straight Daniel!” 
 

The young man drew his shoulders back immediately; she stood to her feet, looked him in the eye and lifted her short dress to display her pretty underwear and smiled at him provocatively.
 

“White, Daniel…white!”
 

She watched in fascination as a bulge began to appear in his trousers and he tried to speak but was unable to do so, and she whispered to him suggestively.
 

“Would you like a closer look Daniel?”
 

Jackie teased the material of her knickers against her sexuality showing him the outline of her slim, feminine crack.
 

“Then meet me at McDonalds near my house at 7.30p.m tonight…you know where it is?”
 

The man nodded dementedly and mumbled.
 

“But what about the…Boss?”
 

Jackie laughed as if the question was absurd. 
 

“He’s away…and if you’re good I might take you back to the house for a party.”
 

He seemed shy suddenly but committed.
 

“I’ll be there Jackie…” 
 

His face was now excitedly, bright red.
 

 “…I’ll definitely be there!”
 

Her former manager was excused with a flick of her hand and she sat in Graham’s chair once more and swivelled round in pleasure; she was definitely in charge now and the flush of power felt so energising and fantastic. 
 

Graham was informed before the afternoon faded, to be home for 5.30p.m, and he pulled a face but nodded quietly in agreement and compliance.
 

Jackie arrived back at her house at 4.45p.m and was pleased to see that her new creation and cupboard was finished. 
 

She paid the man, then cleaned and partially covered it with a cloth, before making Graham a sandwich and milk for his dinner. 
 

Her husband was on time and disposed of his clothes as now obligated, before entering the house; Jackie made him eat his meal whilst naked apart from his new, but already soiled panties. 
 

He tried to speak but each time he did so Jackie hit him firmly with the stick until he was compelled to silence.
 

When he had finished his basic meal she instructed him.
 

“Come upstairs Geri…and see your surprise.”
 

Graham trooped up after her and entered the bedroom to see a large, wooden, square shaped cupboard with a large sheet covering part of it and he spoke dryly with unusual wit and sarcasm! 
 

“Very nice, Jackie!”
 

His wife hit him hard on the bottom and he winced in sharp pain. 
 

“Inside!” 
 

To his surprise a hidden, side door opened and he anxiously stepped into the cubicle as he had been instructed.
 

Before he realised Jackie joined him, had tethered his wrists to two chains above his head and he tried to lash out at her in reflex, retaliation and frustration. 
 

However she brought the cane down on his thighs with all her force and he quickly cried out for her to stop and became docile once more. 
 

She removed his old knickers and pulled up a black cotton, lace trimmed G-string around his tiny genitals, and then placed his ankles in the same style restraints as held his wrists. 
 

She had finished, observed him and smiled in complete delight.
 

“Perfect!” 
 

He stared at her as if she was insane but Jackie only walked out of the claustrophobic space, closed the door and Graham immediately, began to panic in the darkness. 
 

He shivered in fear and anxiety and wondered what she proposed to do to him? 
 

He heard the bath run and music playing and then gasped as suddenly the outside covering over the mirror was removed and he could see right inside the room. 
 

Jackie was staring straight at him; she was wet and wore nothing but a towel around her head and smiled as she knew he had no choice but to look. 
 

“It’s a one way mirror…Stupid…just for you… you can see and hear everything… but I can’t see you!”
 

She removed the towel from her head and wiped between her thighs, showing Graham her thick mass of fair, soft, cleansed pubic hair. 
 

“See this Geri…this pretty pussy…the one you always accused me of putting about… screwing everyone…”
 

She seemed to savour her revelations to him.
 

“…Well, I’ll tell you shall I? I never did, never! But I am tonight…tonight…with Daniel…yes, young Daniel from the lowly, typing pool department is going to come and fuck it!”
 

She shivered in a carousel of emotions. 
 

“He’s going to fuck your wife, something you could never do properly and you…Pussy… and you…you can watch!”
 

Graham screamed but the booth was sound proof and the noise reverberated around him like an echo from a dark, frightening, horror film.
 

She opened her thighs wide and she put her fingers on her vagina and pulled the flesh apart so he could see every fold of her sexual lips. 
 

“He’s going to stick his cock up here, Geri and fill me full of his pungent sperm…think about it!” 
 

Graham felt his senses going mad, his penis as erect as it had ever been and his vaginal opening, pouring juice, staining and pressing the fine material of the soft knickers he was wearing. 
 

He desperately wanted to touch and relieve himself but he could not and his frustration and arousal were electric and unbearable.
 

Jackie selected a pair of white, thong pants and drew them snugly around her bush so Graham could see her lovely, womanly shape. 
 

She put on a pair of hot pants that fitted her tightly and then a short red top that exposed her brown midriff.
 

Her back arched in confidence as she posed provocatively in the mirror, and gazed directly at her restrained, hidden husband.
 

“I’m meeting him at Macdonald’s!  How do I look? Horny…? That’s how I feel Geri, real fucking horny and… ready for fucking…!”
 

She laughed as if she was hysterical but she was intensely wound up, her libido was alive and screaming in devilment as she tortured her life partner.
 

“…Are you jealous Geri?”
 

She giggled and sprayed herself with more perfume.
 

“… I bet you are…see you later…Alligator!” 
 

She left leaving Graham’s body tethered in his chamber, and his mind torturing him with the thoughts of what was about to happen.
 

He groaned to himself in his turmoil and agony; tried to digest the unpalatable fact that the young Daniel was going to fuck his wife directly in front of him! 
 

It was all so diabolical and unfair! 
 

The front door slammed as Jackie left the house and she felt more alive than she had ever known, her whole being and sexual craving was raging, and she hoped the young man would not let her down. 
 

She need not have worried as Daniel was waiting patiently with some food for them, outside the iconic, low budget restaurant, and smiled broadly as she saw her. 
 

He kissed her on the cheek timidly and they sat in the early, evening sunshine like two, young, teenage lovers.
 

He spoke to her shyly, remembering that she was the Boss’s wife.
 

“You look great, Jackie!”
 

They were both on the same side of a bench and she sat astride it so he could see her mound clearly against her tight pants; she saw his eyes fixated by it and teased him coyly. 
 

“Coming back for a closer look Daniel?”
 

He answered nervously but with obvious enthusiasm for her.
 

“Where’s Graham…I don’t want to lose my job!”
 

She smiled watching him try to control the uncomfortable bulge that was appearing in his jeans.
 

“He’s a long, long way, away!” 
 

She felt him staring at her again and threw the rest of her unappetising meal in the bin and whispered suggestively.
 

“Coming, Daniel?”
 

They reached the house in no time and before they were in the hallway Daniel’s mouth was upon hers; she could feel him pressing against her and pushed him away and murmured in her own disorientation. 
 

“Easy Tiger…there’s plenty of time…come upstairs!”
 

They reached the bedroom and she took him in front of the large mirror and let him place his arms around her waist. 
 

“Turn me on Daniel…and let me watch you!”
 

His hands went to her breasts and removed the tight top covering them; her small, pink nipples were hard and he squeezed them sharply with his fingers and thumb. 
 

Jackie moaned lustily, let her own hands reach back and feel the hardness in his trousers and urgently press against it; after a few seconds Daniel’s fingers moved to her crotch and pulled the zip down on her shorts. 
 

Jackie let them fall until, only her white, tiny, lacy knickers were left on her body. 
 

His busy digits went inside them and pulled at her sex lips and she groaned as she felt her juices begin to flow. 
 

She kneeled down, removed his shirt, jeans and shorts; released the monster contained there and to her husband’s voyeuristic distress she placed it in her pert, pretty, painted mouth.
 

Daniel was wailing as she sucked him and she stopped instantly as she sensed he was going to come; she wanted him to last; dirtily desired it all to endure, wonderfully forever!
 

Brazenly she stood up and let him pull down her pants until they were nakedly, side by side and she smiled wickedly at him.
 

“Let’s see if what I’ve heard is true Daniel!” 
 

Taking his erection in her hand, she opened her thighs and guided it to her wet sex lips and teased the tip of it against her sodden wetness.
 

It felt so divine, exactly like in her decadent, self indulgent, delicious dream.
 

Her reflection in the new mirror clearly showed her perverse actions, and it inflamed her to know Graham was suffering unspeakable torment inside it, at her visible, physical pleasure. 
 

She turned a little so her licentious lips could be seen by the mirror and then pulled the cock inside her until, inch by inch as she gasped in delight as it filled her.
 

Finally it had disappeared completely, and Daniel’s thin hips were pressed, breathtakingly against hers’.
 

He was so snug and thick within her vaginal walls and muscles and she craved more from him urgently.
 

“Well fuck me then Stupid!”
 

The man began to move against her, pounding her lower body with his male power; slowly at first then with building, rising dynamic power until he jerked back helplessly and released large volumes of his urgent, viscous sperm inside her. 
 

His penis dropped from out of her and she turned directly to the mirror so Graham could see her wetness and the white seed now dripping from her sopping crack of femininity. 
 

She rubbed it devilishly with her fingers, all over her pubic hair and after firmly taking his trembling hand, dragged him to the comfort of the bed.
 

She rubbed his cock gently and it was hardening in seconds as he smiled proudly at boastfully to her. 
 

“They call me Repeater!”
 

She giggled at his innocence and naivety of how girls talked and gossiped to each other.
 

“I know Daniel!” 
 

She helped him until he was fully rigid and then lay back, on top of the duvet and let him enter her again.
 

His lovemaking was crude and rough, unlike the expert male in her recent heavenly fantasy, but pleasurable all the same and, as she felt his next orgasm, made him withdraw from inside her and spread his essence and thick sperm all over her pubic hair and belly. 
 

Her mouth sucked and aroused him until he came, twice more over her skin, and then finally drained and exhausted, he fell back onto the bed to rest, sleep and recover.
 

She tapped him however firmly on his forehead.
 

“Daniel, up…no sleeping…out My Boy…I’ve finished with you now! Off you go and close the door on the way!”
 

The man looked at her as if he could not believe her dismissal and cavalier attitude to him, but she just smiled sweetly at him and in irritation as he tried to adjust.
 

“Daniel… fuck off now…as I have told you like a Good, Little Boy!”
 

He swore under his breath at her, but not loudly enough that she could hear, dressed quickly and left, slamming the front door as he departed in anger, leaving Jackie lying on the bed, naked with rich, white come, hardening all over her.
 

She whispered to her new furniture and mirror in utter, salacious delectation and glee. 
 

“Enjoy it Geri? Now you’re going to lick him all off me!”
 

She waited until the slimy, masculine liquid was beginning to solidify and then walked to the cupboard and opened the door; Graham was bright red and in spite of his inability to touch himself, his previously new, pink underwear was badly stained with his weak sperm.
 

He swore at her as if he was in demonic pain.
 

“You Bitch…Bitch!” 
 

He stopped immediately as she went to pick up the cane by the side of him. 
 

“No…no Jackie… don’t hit me…I’ll do as you wish!”
 

Jackie gave him a sharp tap with the stick as if just for good measure, and drank in the power she had shown both over the innocent, malleable Daniel and now Graham! 
 

She was definitely in charge now!
 

The bonds that held her traumatised husband were removed and she dragged him to the middle of the floor and stood above him, as he cowered and shivered between her thighs 
 

“Lick the sperm from me Geri…smell it… taste it…I know it’s what you like. Lick it from my cunt…I told you it was your…Boss! ” 
 

She stood to her full height and opened her thighs wide; her sexual lips clearly defined by her slippery wetness and glistening juices.
 

Graham’s head rose and his tongue began to lick her inner thighs and then her soft, sexual flesh; it stank of base fornication and copulation and he could taste Daniel’s spunk with each lapping, licking motion of his, wet, increasingly eager tongue. 
 

Jackie held his head, firmly against her, was surprised at how aroused she was getting from his oral attentions and grunted to him.
 

“Harder Geri, harder…did you like it? Wish it was you…being fucked up your own little pussy or cunt?” 
 

She groaned deeply and sensed her body, tremble and vibrate to a divine orgasm and felt her own flowing juices mixing with the semen already there.
 

She took Graham to the bed where he continued his service of her for many hours until every trace of her young, virile lover had been extracted and erased. 
 

Her husband responded deferentially to her every instruction and she only had to scold and hit him gently, once, in mild correction or annoyance. 
 

Jackie let him shower and then let him put on a new, silk gown and underwear before tying him again to the bed; she kissed him gently on the forehead and giggled in the thrill of superiority she felt. 
 

“Have a nice evening Geri?” 
 

Her hand gently entered his knickers and felt his infantile erection and she let her fingers run along his salivating crack. 
 

He was incredibly wet and she pushed her fingers inside him and instantaneously sensed his body tense. 
 

“There’s lot’s more fun to come Geri if you want to stick around…let me know if you don’t want to… and I’ll tell my solicitor.”
 

Graham groaned as her fingers withdrew from him and his thighs stayed open weakly; he was too tired to say anything and fell asleep almost immediately with the smell and taste of his wife’s infidelity filling and infusing his senses. 
 

Jackie knew that he would not be going anywhere, and in some perverted sexual way they had both enjoyed the evening; it was the first time in their marriage that they had actually done anything together! 
 

She stood above him for a moment, feeling and relishing the power she had; he seemed so weak and inadequate now and she could not believe she had ever been scared of him. 
 

She had real power now, over Geri, Daniel, over seemingly, anybody she wished.
 

Sleep came upon her quickly and Aphrodite welcomed her warmly again but with a veiled, well meaning, warning.
 

“You are having quite an adventure Jackie…”
 

She smiled in genuine amusement and pleasure at the path her charge was now upon.
 

“…But your appetites are voracious and varied… perhaps you have discovered enough about yourself…”
 

However Jackie was hungry for more, as if she recalled what it was like to be starving and wanted to feast and wallow in the gluttony of sexual exploration and discovery, and she pleaded with the divinity insistently. 
 

“No, no, please…it is my right to see what I desire…it’s what you said.”
 

Aphrodite cautioned her kindly and gently again.
 

“But your needs have to be channelled Jackie…it is so much to discover so quickly.”
 

The girl only raised her voice in demand and agitation.
 

“Show me please…I need you to show me…now please, please!”  
 

She held her breath as she saw that she had been transported to a suburban, dinner table, where she was dressed in a school uniform along with another girl of her tender age with equally long but brighter, blonde hair. 
 

An elderly couple were also seated around the table and Jackie guessed it was the girl’s parents as she looked at her mother and smiled. 
 

“Thank you for letting Rebecca stay, Mum!” 
 

The older woman just nodded at her daughter in acknowledgement of her appreciation at her generosity and kindness.
 

Jackie reckoned that the period was early seventies by decoration, furniture and woodchip on the walls, and after aimless conversations about school, that somehow she knew all about, she followed her friend Tara to her room.
 

The girl relaxed on one of the twin, single beds and her pretty friend whistled at her.
 

“God it’s so good to get away from them!” 
 

She untidily dropped her black school blazer and tie onto her plush, carpeted floor, leaving on just a white shirt, a short black skirt and spoke to Jackie skittishly.
 

“Are you horny…?” 
 

Jackie was surprised but already fascinated by her energy and her long, lithe body and listened as she continued.
 

“…I get horny all the time.”
 

She did not wait for her to answer her but opened her thighs widely, exposed her white, school, regulation knickers and whispered dirtily to her. 
 

“I’ll show you something…but don’t tell anyone!”
 

Her shoulders bent down under her bed and brought out a small, cigar box from which she withdrew an entreating, thin, red dildo.
 

She giggled and then naughtily placed it at her panties and let the tip of it work its way past the edges, and inside her vagina that was pink and perfect and covered with just a trace of soft, blonde down.
 

Jackie watched enthralled and engaged; felt her own body surge to her friends’ actions and instinctively moved to the girl and took the phallic object in her own, trembling, vibrating fingers. 
 

They pulled the material of the panties away and thrust the red object, firmly past the young girls’ pretty, wispy, pubic hair, and deeply inside her thin, virginal folds of flesh. 
 

She grimaced as her nubile friend seemed to eagerly grab at it with her tight, sexual muscles and Jackie did not object as she moved her own hand under her
short skirt, and then disarmingly and excitingly inside her own developing
wetness.
 

Her school companion moved close beside her, and she murmured as they kissed each other lightly on their equally young, fresh, sensitive lips.
 

“I’m pleased you’re staying over tonight Rebecca…it’ll be such fun!”
 

Jackie was in bed with her promiscuous, audacious classmate in minutes and spent the most sensual, enlightening and fulfilling night with her. 
 

She had enjoyed the sex with the man in her previous experience, but this intimacy with a beautiful young girl was also delectable and exhilarating and an ongoing discovery and revelation.
 

Woman to woman sex seemed endless and infinite, wave after wave of satisfaction and rolling pleasure; orgasm after sweet orgasm, softness then pressure, forever leading to another sexual high and further, hidden dimensions, of her apparent, unquenchable physical desire. 
 

As with everything that Jackie had discovered in her adventures in this surreal world, this experience was also instructive and revealing; it had once again armed her with further information and awareness about her body and her emerging sexuality, that she would never have realised.
 

Jackie knew now that she adored this play and adventure of physicality, in all of its’ many, wondrous forms.
 

She was beginning to embrace her sexuality at almost every level and, without the help of this wondrous, heavenly, magical ring, unnervingly, she would never, ever have known! 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 8
 

From Persecution to Power.
 

 
 

The luscious, lewd adventure with the young schoolgirl soon passed and Jackie awoke with a start and realised that once again no time had transpired in her own reality. 
 

The sensations of pleasure and discovery of this female only, sexual avenue was still vivid however, and she vowed to pursue it in her own life.
 

Her confidence or appetites now seemed to acknowledge no boundaries, and it seemed as if she was ready to embrace every new physical, erotic experience and sensation.
 

Throughout the morning the memory of the dream stayed with her, and for some reason as it did so, she thought more and more about Graham’s secretary, the delicious, mean and moody, Monica! 
 

She had heard she was a lesbian but never before fully understood what that meant; but she did now and felt a strange but tantalising surge of lust when she deliberated on her tall slender form and long, seductive elegantly, nylon clad legs. 
 

Her husband was still dormant on the floor, Jackie had long realised that this sad man was no longer a threat to her and, in some strange way, the pleasure she was receiving from administering pain and punishing him was quickly losing its’ lustre!
 

She had more than made her point with him and resolved, in the future, to let him sleep in one of the side rooms under whatever conditions she decided.
 

Her voice shouted, berated and scolded him rudely and crudely however, to wake him from his stupor.
 

“Up Geri….go and wash your fanny out…then go to work…I’ll leave your underwear for the day on the bed!”
 

Graham scrambled quickly for the bathroom, not wishing to earn her wrath; Jackie followed him then opened the shower door intrusively and watched him. 
 

He tried to cover his crotch but she told him not to, and she looked at his mixture of male and female genitalia as the water cascaded to cleanse them.
 

Jackie realised that it was no wonder he had been such a disaster pretending to be a proper husband, and in some small part of her she suddenly felt a little sorry for him! 
 

Not enough however to release the aphrodisiac of control she had over his soul, as the irrefutable fact was that she enjoyed it so much.
 

Teasing him was also such a delight and it gave her a real kick and pulse of excitement to do so.
 

“Wash yourself properly Geri!” 
 

Jackie watched in amusement as she harangued him and he diligently soaped his vaginal lips, then his penis and balls and rubbed them energetically clean. 
 

He left for work wearing a thin pair of navy, slim panties with tiny red dots on them, under his suit, and Jackie told him she would be in to the office when she was ready.
 

He didn’t dare argue!
 

She lazed at home and her mind focussed on Monica again, she picked up the phone and dialled her husband’s business centre, almost absentmindedly. 
 

The fact that she could do and act as she wished was not taken for granted for an instant, and she thrilled to every second of her newly found freedom.
 

A familiar cool voice answered, that she recognised immediately.
 

“Monica…It’s, Jackie.”
 

The tone instantly became softer and more relaxed, and the woman giggled at her, in genuine pleasure is if they were best friends.
 

“Hi Jackie…how’s secrets?”
 

The blonde girl suddenly liked this icy, mysterious woman; she admired her a lot and whispered enticingly.
 

“Wanna’ find out Monica?”
 

Another chuckle of amusement reached her ears.
 

“Just give me half a chance…”
 

Jackie took her at her word and made firm arrangements.
 

“I’ll meet you for lunch at Gino’s. 1 o’clock…don’t be late.”
 

Monica was enthused.
 

“OK…OK I’m curious and hooked…I’ll be there!”
 

She responded promptly in finalisation of their assignation.
 

“Ciao Monica…see you at 1p.m.” 
 

Jackie laughed and put the phone down.
 

She bathed in peace and then dressed in a short, linen, grey dress and drove leisurely down to the shops to lose some hours until lunchtime and her date.
 

Monica was waiting for her in the cosy, Italian restaurant when she arrived, a fashionable 10 minutes late, and the dark-haired secretary kissed her respectfully on her cheeks as she sat closely beside her. 
 

She was dressed immaculately in a black suit and Jackie glanced again at the dark, nylon covered, long legs pouring from under her mid-length skirt.
 

She spoke with an enthused gush.
 

“Hi Monica…”
 

She smiled shyly suddenly at her, and continued.
 

“…You know… I’ve seen you all these years and I hardly… know you at all.”
 

Jackie ordered champagne and in spite of her protestations her guest sipped her glass of the bubbly, liquid thirstily and appreciatively, but after she had finished the first helping, she suddenly tried to retain her common sense.  
 

“I shouldn’t Jackie…I get tipsy so easily and, I’ve got work this afternoon.”
 

Her lunchtime companion felt reckless; an increasingly common experience for her.
 

“I think you should have the afternoon off Monica…in fact…”
 

She stroked her chin as if go through the theatrics of thinking, but she had already, mischievously decided.
 

“I’m giving you the afternoon off…as of right now!” 
 

The brunette woman stared at her in amazement as she picked up her mobile phone, and dialled the office then spoke with such confidence, clarity and authority. 
 

“Graham? Monica’s with me and she having the afternoon off OK…”
 

It was not a question.
 

“…See you at 6p.m Darling!”
 

Monica looked at her stunned, open mouthed and simply gasped out loud. 
 

“Graham has never given anyone the afternoon off…never…he’s such a Bastard…what is going on?” 
 

Jackie filled up her glass, sat closer to her and whispered as if they were best, forever friends at junior school; it was so juvenile but so delicious as well, for them both.  
 

“It’s a secret!”
 

Over a long, liquid lunch Monica began to relax and Jackie plucked up the courage to ask her the question burning into her brain.
 

She leant tightly against her and slurred a personal query into her delicate ear. 
 

“I have to ask you Monica…sorry for being rude and all but…are you a lesbian?”
 

The woman was not embarrassed, just turned her soft face to her and her lips brushed on Jackie’s, ever so lightly and suggestively. 
 

“If I tell you… will you let me in on the secret?”
 

Jackie smiled and rubbed her cheek on hers’ and flushed in sexual energy.
 

“Perhaps…and maybe, I’ll show you!”
 

Monica’s hand gripped Jackie’s thigh firmly and excitedly. 
 

“I want you to…please tell me…trust me!”
 

They walked to Jackie’ car, both very merry and, as they entered its’ privacy, embraced in an impromptu, passionate kiss. 
 

She immediately felt her libido pulsing and did not object as Monica’s fingers slipped under her skirt, and into her white, frilly panties as she murmured dirtily to her.
 

“I thought you liked men!”
 

Jackie giggled, simply thrilled by this new decadent game and diversion. 
 

“I do…but I’ve just discovered… I like women too!”
 

Jackie’s eager fingers went up Monica’s, longer, lower skirt and was surprised to find her not wearing knickers and the more mature woman kissed her deeply and murmured in lust. 
 

“I’m adventurous too Jackie.”
 

They spent a carefree afternoon walking, touching and kissing and Jackie asked her to come to the house at 7p.m.as Monica had to go home to her flat first, to tend to her cat.
 

Also, Jackie had the responsibility to prepare Geri for the evening and she felt more demonically devilish than ever.
 

“You can stay the night Monica!”
 

Her new friend was constantly surprised and confounded. 
 

“But…what about Graham?”
 

Jackie looked at her sternly and challengingly but with absolute, infectious, confidence.
 

 “Don’t worry…do you want to know the secret or not…?”
 

She laughed in utter delight as her husband’s secretary nodded dementedly.
 

 “…Then be there at 7p.m.!”
 

Monica joined in their teasing and jockeying with each other.
 

“Then you are going to get fucked Jackie…can I bring my toys?”
 

Jackie adored this woman more with each word she spoke, and smiled broadly.
 

“Sure, sure…and by the way…you’re going to get fucked too!”
 

They both laughed and giggled once more, like the silly schoolgirls they seemed to wish to be, and Monica waved to her as she walked away. 
 

“See you later!”
 

Graham was home on time and Jackie was ready to welcome him, in her, assertive, black outfit and literally buzzing with adrenaline. 
 

He stripped, kneeled and kissed her mound and tried to talk about the business of the day but only received a quick retort from the cane and an order. 
 

“Eat the sandwich then come upstairs Geri!” 
 

Within minutes he had dined, showered and was awaiting her instructions, shivering before her, as naked as the day he was born. 
 

She dressed him in a short pink negligee and matching sensual, feminine panties, brushed his long hair and placed it in a ponytail. 
 

Make-up was applied, some mascara, eye shadow and then she carefully smeared his mouth with thick, pink lipstick.
 

She showed Graham how he looked in the mirror, watched him stare at his female reflection in fascination and almost a repressed, hidden sense of approval and she smiled at him.
 

“You look nice Geri…I bet you feel good?”
 

Her finger entered his knickers and played with his tiny, but firm penis and wet, slippery sexual flesh just below. 
 

“Time for your entertainment, Darling.” 
 

She led him to the secret cupboard where once again she tethered him, to the unfeeling, unyielding, metal bonds and spoke quietly. 
 

“A friend’s coming Geri…enjoy!”
 

Graham could only look forlornly into the bedroom, through the clear one way uncovered window, feeling his juices already dripping and staining his underwear and wondering what his diabolical, domineering wife had in store for him. 
 

Monica arrived at 7p.m exactly, and after a glass of wine and some slow, sensual foreplay downstairs, they entered the bedroom. 
 

Both women stripped to their slim, delicate, fine pants and Jackie led her to stand in front of the familiar, fascinating, long mirror and whispered to her suggestively. 
 

“I want to watch myself with you.”
 

They kissed and Monica kneeled down, lowered her friend’s knickers to her ankles and used her silky tongue to administer slow, oral sex where they could see the reflected pleasure it was giving them both. 
 

Jackie then reciprocated and they brought each other to erotic, tremulous, secret, wondrous orgasms and delectations, whilst Graham watched, captured, chained, helpless and silently open-mouthed.
 

Monica went to her bag and urgently told Jackie to kneel on the bed; the blonde girl did so then jumped as she felt a hard object pushing against her rear vagina.
 

She turned in anxiety then smiled wickedly as she saw her tall, powerfully built friend, with a large, black, strap-on dildo around her thick thighs.
 

The woman posed threateningly, in a mock attitude of menace and intent, and spoke crudely as if overcome and enrapt by the perversity of their sordid choice of entertainment.
 

“I told you I was going to fuck you Bitch!”  
 

Jackie moaned as the hard, demanding object was pushed and slipped inside her tight, vaginal passage, and she gasped in ongoing discovery.
 

The snug, taut feeling immediately sent wave after wave of pleasure through her and to her shock, she could hear Monica groaning Graham’s name as she began to slowly take and fuck her! 
 

As Jackie bent her head and ultimately vibrated to her sensual finality and climax, she turned to her and smiled weakly in confusion. 
 

“Why were you shouting my husband’s name?”
 

The perspiring, naked woman was breathing hard and gasped in reply to her. 
 

“Because I get off thinking of screwing him…he’s such a fucking Ass Hole!”
 

Jackie recovered quicker than her friend, placed and attached the plastic object around her own hips as she wished to experience this new diversion, then bent Monica forward and as she entered her roughly, in a single dynamic thrust as she spoke to her in spurts. 
 

“Want to know the secret Monica? Want to really fuck Graham? You want to? Yes? Tell me…Bitch…Yes?”
 

The woman mumbled, squealed and cried in delight and, after many minutes of intense fornication with the divisive toy, she groaned out helplessly and climaxed, falling forward dramatically onto the soft, forgiving bed.
 

She looked up at her smaller, blonde lover and scolded her fiercely. 
 

“Yes tell me Jackie you Little Tart… fucking tell, me!”
 

Jackie kissed her on her mouth, allowed her to regain her sanity and sensibility, removed the strap-on, took her hand lightly and led her directly in front of the mirror and then, in her bafflement, to the side of the cupboard. 
 

She pressed the concealed button and laughed at Monica’s disbelief, as the door sprang open and the woman trembled in astonishment at the weird sight that met their eyes. 
 

 “Meet Geri!”
 

Monica entered the small chamber and looked at the woman held there; it took her several minutes before she realised it was her boss, Graham! 
 

Jackie waited for her new friend to fully realise who it was, then reached out, to lower the pink, stained knickers on the writhing, bizarre captive that was chained there. 
 

“Second secret, Monica!”
 

Her new friend had an intake of breath as she saw the tiny penis and thin slither of flesh that appeared like a wet vagina below his tiny, male bits, and she whistled lowly and with real feeling and incredulity. 
 

“Now this is a secret, Jackie!”
 

Jackie laughed and pushed her fingers inside Graham’s sensitive, pussy lips and pressed him cruelly. 
 

“Apologise to Monica for being a Bastard!”
 

Graham groaned in his humiliation, trying unsuccessfully to stop his deviant senses and confused sexuality becoming aroused, but it was a task way beyond his hormonal or emotional abilities.  
 

“I’m so sorry Monica…so sorry!”
 

Jackie was relishing this new development.
 

“Tell Monica, your humble secretary, that you want her to take you to the bed and fuck your little, wet hole, Darling!”
 

He cried in his dishonour and disgrace.
 

“No…Jackie, please…please!”
 

She was unrelenting and ruthless with him.
 

“You’ve always dreamed of being fucked Graham…well from now on you will be…now… ask us to fuck you!”
 

He squealed weakly and pathetically to her.
 

“No…no…please Jackie…not this…please!” 
 

His wife only lowered and pushed her fingers harder into him and they began to tease and play with his salivating, pulsing vagina once more.
 

 “Say it Geri…say it!”
 

He began to cry real tears but she had not a trace of pity.
 

“Look at you Darling…say it…please fuck me…make me feel like a woman…say it!” 
 

The private most feminine part of him was so dripping, needy and wet and his dark passions were overpowering him; he finally could take no more and surrendered his self respect and dignity and grunted almost silently to her.
 

“OK, OK Jackie…please fuck me…I want you to…please!”
 

Jackie smiled almost in completion; she had him, but savoured the moment, made it last and caused him to suffer the most exquisite and profound humiliation!
 

“Louder Geri…louder…ask Monica politely, to fuck you like the weak, Pussy Girl you are…just ask and your dreams can come true!”
 

She smiled to herself and whispered to him in veiled irony.
 

“Like mine did!”
 

He whimpered pathetically and Jackie could feel the juices pouring from him, as if proof of his salacious feminine, hidden, craving and he suddenly confessed his soul, as if an emotional dam of repression and denial had just burst open.
 

“Please fuck me Monica…please…I want you to…I always have…bend me over and take me…please…fuck me like a girl!”
 

Monica was flushed in excitement, drew herself to her full height and untied him; she grabbed his ponytail and sneered at him as he winced in fear and expectation. 
 

“Graham or Geri…whatever your name is… I’m going to fuck you ragged…you Queer Fuck!”
 

She dragged him over to the bed, made him kneel on all fours before her and slowly but purposely re--attached the strap-on to her hips, that was sitting inertly but perilously on the side table. 
 

He shivered as he watched her in confused, agitated, feelings but she just smiled dryly and pointed the long, black phallus at him.
 

“Graham this is a dream come true baby…for me too!”
 

He bent forward, placed his head down into the soft duvet and felt the removal and extermination of his former masculinity, as the thick dildo easily parted his virginal, unused, sexual lips to the gentle movement of his secretary’s lower body.
 

He moaned, and cried in the excruciating pain of debasement as it slowly filled him, and she laughed breathlessly in exhilaration. 
 

“Enjoy it Graham you Bitch!”
 

In a few strokes he was grunting and groaning; Monica held his ponytail and fucked him with all her energy and might. 
 

Unbelievably it appeared almost instantaneously, they were made in heaven or hell for each other! 
 

She screwed him divinely for an hour, from behind then on top of him, all the time forcing the plastic cock, crudely and insistently in and out him. 
 

She insulted him continuously as she fucked him.
 

“This is for all the overtime…Bitch, the rudeness…everything…you’re not going to fuck me anymore Graham…I’m going to fuck you!”
 

He just squealed and Jackie sipped her wine, refused the sweating woman’s offer to take her place, and just observed and giggled dementedly in gratification.  
 

“No…this is perfect Monica…just perfect.”
 

Eventually Jackie did take her turn to fuck Geri, but by this time his inverted flesh was well used to the hardness and it moved in and out of his developing, feminine hole easily. 
 

It was enjoyable but not nearly as much fun as seeing her new, very best friend have and take him so masterfully.
 

Eventually she was sated, they all perversely were; Graham staggered off to another room to rest and the two girls lay closely in each other’s arms and Monica whispered lovingly to her companion. 
 

“You’re a remarkable woman Jackie!”
 

She kissed her deeply in reply and thought about the last few crazy days; incredible or unbelievable was too understated a word!
 

They enjoyed a restful night and in Jackie’s case, a surprisingly, undisturbed slumber, and in the morning Monica rose early as she needed to go home and change. 
 

She asked Jackie in uncertainty, if she had been dreaming, but quickly realised that she had not; shook her lovely head in disbelief and smiled to her as she departed quietly.
 

“I have a feeling things and the workplace will never be the same again!” 
 

Graham was tired when he awoke, and sore; as he bathed and prepared for the day, Jackie saw that his vaginal lips were red raw. 
 

She gave him some cool cream and sent him on his way to work and surprisingly he selected his own pretty knickers for the day.
 

Black, sheer and with red and pink scroll decoration, on the crotch. 
 

Jackie wondered how the events of the last few days would affect the office and it was not long before she knew. 
 

She went in at lunchtime, and surprisingly Monica was not at her normal station. 
 

Graham’s private room was locked but Jackie used the spare key to enter, to find her husband submissively bent over his desk while Monica fucked him from behind and slapped his white ass aggressively as she did so. 
 

Jackie went to say something, but they looked so strangely cute together, and she realised that there was little she could add so she closed the door, left them to their deviant passion, and locked it again.
 

Daniel wanted to talk to her, and they had an unexpected wild, lustful few minutes in the stockroom! 
 

By early afternoon Jackie ran from all the sexual madness that she herself had begun, but seemingly was now consuming everybody!
 

She reached home, was tired and drifted to sleep in the early afternoon, where she found the eternal Aphrodite patiently, divinely, waiting for her in her reverie.
 

Jackie was pleased to see her, smiled and whispered.   
 

“I am ready.”
 

The deity only blinked innocently.
 

“For what, Young Lady?”
 

She replied in impatience and almost irritation.
 

“For more!”
 

Aphrodite chuckled, placed a heavenly, delicate arm around her shoulder and walked with her slowly and patiently around the scented garden, in the shadows of the high Acropolis so dazzling and nearby.  
 

“Jackie, the ring has shown you all it can; you are armed and informed with the knowledge of your true sexuality and desires…it is up to you to decide how to use them.”
 

The girl was flustered; she objected and wailed in childish frustration, as if her most favourite, shiny plaything had been confiscated.
 

“But I need to know more!” 
 

The goddess stared at her and this time there was steel in her ethereal, blue eyes. 
 

“Your appetites are large Jackie…and you are already somewhat foolhardy with you initial choices…I warn you…take care to find the right road or your needs will consume you and those around you!” 
 

She smiled and softened a fraction, but the goddess was still spectacularly, intimidating.
 

“You will not see me again Jackie…I have enjoyed our time…you have such spirit for a mortal…pass on the ring to someone…worthy…it is a great gift, used wisely.”
 

She kissed her head so softly like the caress of silk and as if it was but a heavenly breath of air.
 

“Goodbye Jackie, take-care…good luck!”
 

Jackie awoke immediately in shock and shivered then emitted a small cry of mixed emotions at her loss. 
 

Aphrodite was gone; she was alone and cried copiously, selfishly and slept restlessly until she heard Graham return home.
 

She was feeling annoyed at the sudden denial of access to her wonderful dreams, and Graham immediately felt the weight of her anger and fury. 
 

She dressed him in a short white slip and brought the cane down sharply upon his naked shoulders, then smiled wryly as she saw him squirm with distress and pain and somewhat unnaturally felt instantly better.
 

“I saw you in the office Geri… letting your secretary fuck you…have you no shame?”
 

He only wailed timidly and pathetically.
 

“There was nothing I could do Jackie…please; she told me to bend over and let her fuck me…so I did!”
 

Jackie was increasingly furious, but not with him.
 

“And do you do everything Monica tells you Geri?”
 

He replied in an embarrassed, whisper.
 

“I don’t know; I don’t know!” 
 

She derided him in her irritation and disappointment.
 

“Go and have a bath Geri…you disgust me!”
 

But the truth was, the games did not disgust her; it amused her and she picked up the phone and dialled Monica’s number and asked her a question to which she already knew the answer.
 

“Coming round?”
 

The woman sniggered; they were definitely like two peas in the same sordid, sexual, female pod of life.
 

“As long, as I can bring my, toys!”
 

Jackie laughed, put the cell phone down then went to make everybody some pasta and Monica arrived soon after.
 

Graham sat quietly in a long, navy dress and lingerie as selected and directed by his wife; as they all ate, the girls talked about him as if he was not there. 
 

Monica recalled their lewd adventure earlier that day.
 

“Geri so likes to be fucked Jackie; he was going like a steam train in the office…”
 

She fixed him with a stare in a mildly hostile and intimidating manner.
 

“More of the same later, Darling?” 
 

Jackie laughed at his discomfort, casting her flashing, blue eyes over him and had a sudden insight and inspiration.
 

“You know…Geri is starting to look more and more like a girl now…why don’t we make him up properly and go out…three girls on the town!”
 

Graham looked blankly as the women discussed the ludicrous, demonic idea, but in spite of his protestations, they were soon fussing over his body and dressing him in stockings, suspenders and a figure hugging, black dress, filled with some padding for the bra. 
 

Monica cut and shaped his hair and Jackie spent an hour on his make-up until they both stood back to admire their combined work. 
 

Geri looked sensational and had the two women not known the truth, he could actually have been a pretty, young woman. 
 

It took only a few minutes for Jackie and Monica to change, and in spite of muffled complaints and refusal from Graham they were soon taken by taxi into the city’s busy, overflowing, wine bar shortly afterwards.
 

Champagne was ordered and after a few drinks Geri surprisingly, began to settle into her role as a young lady. 
 

Men constantly approached them all, and after some flirting, a large, well presented man called Dennis started to chat to Geri, and Jackie noticed how her husband drunkenly leant in towards him, allowing his hand to perch illicitly, on his bottom.
 

Jackie spoke quietly to him as the man left them for a moment. 
 

“Go outside and suck his cock Darling…I can see you want to …you Slut! Go on…I don’t mind!”
 

Graham’s eyes sparkled and flushed in confusion and excitement.
 

“I can’t…can’t!”
 

Jackie placed her arm around his thin shoulders.
 

“Do it Darling or… I won’t bring you again!”
 

She could see his blue spheres were glistening and when the thick set man returned, Jackie leaned up and, whispered naughtily in his ear and told him what Geri secretly longed for. 
 

He smiled, confidently placed his large hand now firmly and purposely on her husband’s bottom, and quietly pushed him through the side exit door and outside into the darkness and gloom.
 

Although Graham tried to resist, he was shortly in the back alleyway and Monica and Jackie followed curiously but at a discreet and respectful distance. 
 

There was enough light from the distant street-lamp for them to unbelievably see Geri kneel down, unzip the man’s trousers and enthusiastically suck his impressive erection with his painted mouth, as if he had been doing it all his life.
 

The man held his blonde head, groaned, jerked in his selfish pleasure and came quickly under his oral efforts; then satisfied, left him, to disappear back into the bar. 
 

Geri wiped the sticky, clingy, come off his face, trying not to smear his make-up, and returned quietly into the bustle and throng of people and rejoined the women as if nothing had transpired.
 

They all danced, drank profusely, teased all the men and did not return to the house until well into the early morning. 
 

Graham, without being told, removed his dress and kneeled on the bed in just his soaking lingerie as if awaiting someone to use him.
 

Jackie pulled his pants down a little and stroked his sopping, feminine, intriguing lips. 
 

“You like being a girl Geri…don’t you…sucking cock, getting screwed?”
 

Monica placed the plastic phallus around her and thrust the dildo inside him, in a sudden lewd action and moved her hips in increasing rhythm to fuck him. 
 

“I bet you wish this was a real one?”
 

Graham moaned under her relentless onslaught and quickly came; then both Monica and Jackie took turns to fuck him until they were all too exhausted to carry on.
 

They all showered and Geri was allowed to stay in the main bed for a while; he looked at his wife suddenly and submissively and stroked the sheer material of his gown. 
 

Although it had been obvious from his actions that evening, he made an unexpected and surprising confession to them
 

“I do like being a woman.” 
 

He pulled up his negligee and held his tiny penis sadly. 
 

“I’ve always hated this…this thing…that’s what made me be cruel and horrible to you Jackie…I’m sorry…but you’ve helped me realise my dream of becoming a real woman, and I suppose the person I wanted to be all along.”
 

Jackie held the penile flesh tightly in her fingers, causing her husband to gasp. 
 

“Well we’re going to help you get rid of it…cut it off then you can be Geri for real.”
 

He blushed in abashment and delight and murmured to her.
 

“Would you? I’ll do anything!”
 

Jackie squeezed his cock, but more sharply and Graham winced. 
 

“I’ll remind you of that Darling!”
 

Graham placed his arms around his wife and hugged her, it was the first time in their whole relationship or marriage they had ever shown real intimacy or fondness for each other, and he suddenly, surprisingly, broke down in tears. 
 

It had been quite an overwhelming journey of discovery for them both.
 

Jackie slept just with Monica and, after a brief, final private, gently teasing, lovemaking session, they relaxed and discussed exploring the internet, for a surgeon for Graham and laughed at the prospect of them all going clubbing together.
 

It was a crazy world they now inhabited but seemingly for them all, it was so infinitely better than what they had shared and experienced previously.
 

However the search for Graham’s physical Holy Grail, and the pursuit of their sexual appetites and pleasure, affected everything they did over the coming weeks. 
 

The business soon disintegrated; Graham, after his oral adventure at the bar, was now coming to work as Geri and both customers, staff, and suppliers were horrified and began to desert and leave in droves. 
 

Monica found a potential surgeon in America for him but the bill would be $60,000, and when they told Graham he quickly concluded that what they possessed would have to be sold.
 

They all seemed to have a new set of priorities now! 
 

Unfortunately no one was interested in the company anymore, and after 2 months’ marketing with the business losing money each and every day, there was only one prospective buyer and no realistic alternative. 
 

Mr and Mrs Trevor Jason owned a multitude of manufacturing and service businesses, and were now sitting around the small, cramped, inauspicious, boardroom table. 
 

They patently looked down their noses in contempt and disgust, at Jackie and her husband, who was dressed demurely in a smart, blue, female business suit with a tight pencil skirt.
 

Mr Jason was tall, grey-haired, lean and quite handsome and his wife was much smaller, in her early thirties, with rich blonde hair, green eyes and a pretty, rounded figure and face. 
 

She had on only the lightest make-up and her pink lips curved slightly upwards as if in demonstrable superiority as she spoke to them both, in utter contempt.
 

“What a mess Graham…look at you!”
 

He looked down in embarrassment realising how he must have appeared in his delicate, female outfit and pretty, pearl necklace but Jackie interrupted her abruptly. 
 

“We don’t want your morality Debbie…do you want to buy it or not…the building, stock… everything. Your accountants and solicitors have had a long enough…
 

“She spoke acidly.
 

“… And good enough look!”
 

The woman’s green eyes flashed demonically; she spoke crudely and with the confidence of someone with much needed money in her back pocket.
 

“I’ve heard about you Jackie; you’ve really screwed everyone up…fucked the whole staff, haven’t you?” 
 

Both she and her husband laughed and held hands on the small plastic table as if to show their solidarity; they knew they were the only bidders and time for Jackie and her weird, perverse faggot of a husband had now run out. 
 

“I had thought you and Graham were happy… like Trevor and me?” 
 

She drew his fingers to her mouth and kissed her husband gently on his knuckles to reinforce her point of their normal and successful marriage, and then turned her diatribe back to Jackie one final, diabolical time.
 

“As it’s obviously you wearing the trousers, I will make our last bid to you…”
 

She took a deep breath of life.
 

“We’ll give you £300,000.00 for everything and…I want the ring you’re wearing on your finger…!”
 

Her eyes glowed evilly in opal, covetousness and avarice as she observed it glimmering and glowing like molten fire. 
 

“…You’re not married anymore and, I don’t know why… but I desire to have it!”
 

Jackie knew that the money offered was but half of what the business was worth and spluttered out in anger. 
 

“No…no…no, it’s valued at much more than that!”
 

Debbie Jason knew that they had no choice and smiled in supercilious challenge to her.
 

“Then you get it then…Jackie Girl!” 
 

She drew the pre agreed, legal contract out of her leather case and let her expensive, black fountain pen, linger tantalisingly over the chequebook. 
 

“£10,000.00 more…”
 

She spoke with foul sarcasm.
 

“For Graham’s operation…take it or leave it!”
 

Graham took his wife’s hand suddenly, squeezed it lovingly and spoke softly and with a tone of acceptance and sadness.  
 

“It’s time to move on Jackie…take the Bitch’s money!”
 

Jackie looked at Debbie Jason’s pretty, made up face, masking the cruelty, nastiness and viciousness underneath. 
 

Her own feminine curiosity wondered what went on behind her painted disguise, but as much as she did not want to give this woman the business she hated the fact that she would lose her ring even more. 
 

However, as she pulled the small, divine object regretfully off her slim finger she realised suddenly that she did not need it anymore; she wondered only what it would discover in the demonic new wearer, and owner? 
 

Jackie held the golden sphere in her finger and thumb, watched it glisten and glint deliciously one final time, and handed it regretfully to her. 
 

Her eyes then observed the horrible woman smile greedily, in the delight of acquisition, and remembered what Aphrodite had told her; she recalled what the goddess had cautioned her about this magical band, and what she had so foolishly chosen to ignore. 
 

She whispered therefore in equal warning to the young woman.
 

“Be careful with this gift Debbie…it might surprise you!”
 

The brassy, blonde girl, placed the glistening object on her hand, looked at her dryly, and wrote the cheque with a flourish and flick of her tiny wrist before she smiled, in the flush of superiority and success.
 

“I think I’ll survive it Jackie, and be OK!”
 

After everyone had signed the contract, she handed the paper money to Geri and spoke with terrible sarcasm and spite.
 

“Thanks Graham…Sweetie…I hope this buys you a nice little cunt…!”
 

She laughed malevolently.
 

“…It’s a pleasure doing business with you…and by the way when you leave here tonight, don’t come back…it’s ours’ now…all of it!” 
 

She kissed her silent husband’s, large hand again, as if just to irritate the vendors opposite her further, and Jackie felt her temper begin to rise to boiling point.
 

Graham sensed her wrath; took her fingers in his and pressed them gently to soothe her. 
 

Jackie drew back then looked at him and understood that from where she had been when she first placed the miraculous ring on her finger, her life and her spouse’s existence had moved positively forward.
 

This was a mere temporary learning curve and set back. 
 

Jackie and Graham now had a chance of a new future, separately or together, and she suddenly lost all sense of rage and smiled at this awful woman, prophetically. 
 

“Enjoy the business you Bitch…and the ring…although…”
 

Her own pale eyes instantly twinkled in private pleasure for the first time that evening, and she spoke soft, words of insightful advice into the face of her pompous, little tormentor.
 

“…Take good care Debbie…this ill gotten gain, just may give you a little bit more than you bargained for!”
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 9
 

Unexpected Acquisition.

 
 

Jackie and Graham left their former workplace with their heads held high and arm in arm, but it was hard to mask their air of fatigue and sadness that overwhelmed them at the transaction and new financial reality that had just been forced to accept.
 

But there were winners and losers in life, and the diminutive Debbie Jason and her husband opened a small bottle of champagne, that she had purposely hidden in her grandiose, shiny patent leather handbag, in anticipation of their triumph and they toasted their success together from the nearby, plastic cups. 
 

The woman smiled in pleasure and observed her partner silently as she sipped the sparkling wine. 
 

Theirs’ had been a long relationship, from an early marriage when Debbie was only 20, they had laboured and prospered together and they had very much grown as a couple and as business partners since then. 
 

They had a solid relationship and a marriage full of love, intimacy and companionship; as they sat and drank in celebration of the new addition to their small empire, life was full, rewarding and nearly perfect.
 

They did not have, or wish to have the burden of children; the choices for them had always been the pursuit of their personal pleasure and of course, money!   
 

So Debbie Jason was normally quite settled and contented with her situation, however, from the first second she had placed the alluring ring on her finger she began to feel a disturbance deep within her that she had never quite recognised before. 
 

She sipped the effervescent liquid and put the strangeness down to her excitement of concluding such a wonderful deal, and of course the delectable bargain of the sparkling band now upon her hand! 
 

Her green eyes watched it glimmer and glisten in the bright light, and it was the sweet, frosted icing on the cake of the contract for her. 
 

There was no empathy in her soul;  no pity or compassion for Jackie or Graham; they were weak, spineless people and frankly, lacking in any decency or morality at all.
 

Her small body shuddered in disgust at just thinking about what must have caused them both to act in such a weird and perverse way and concluded that they undoubtedly deserved the punishing treatment she had meted out to them.
 

She had not the slightest sympathy or regard for them at all!  
 

They closed up the empty building, ensuring the alarm codes were changed, and drove towards their large house in the countryside just on the outskirts of the main town.
 

Debbie felt unusually agitated and extremely horny; all she could think about was having sex with her husband as quickly as possible! 
 

There was nothing unusual in this, as they had an active and fulfilling relationship between them, but she had never before felt or sensed such a primeval urge like this.
 

She took his hand as they walked through their front door, and led him quickly upstairs to the bedroom then turned off the lights, as she was a surprisingly shy girl, and did not normally like exposing her body to anyone. 
 

In the darkness she stripped, hurriedly, silently and slipped into their bed; within seconds her husband Trevor took his place beside her and then, inside her, and she was urgently thrusting her hips against him needfully and unreservedly. 
 

Normally during such crude, urgent, sexual events she would think about him or surprisingly, occasionally, the business, as in truth, sometimes the experience was fairly mundane, but unnervingly tonight, strange, lewd, erotic thoughts and flashes of other men seared across her mind.
 


  

The men were faceless, strong, powerful, demanding, dominant and all inky, African black! 
 

It was their cocks that were having her, taking her, not her husband’s! 
 

Her small form bent forward submissively whilst, in the privacy of her imagination, a large, black cock was penetrating her from behind; harder and faster it was fucking her and ravaging her! 
 

Her mind seemed to expand exponentially to her uncontrollable lust and then finally explode in dramatic colour as she held onto the sheets for life itself, in her exhaustion, exultation and sheer disbelief. 
 

She spluttered out to him to mask her shock and utter trauma to what she had just experienced so dramatically and unexpectedly.
 

“Oh my God…my God…that was wonderful, unbelievable Darling!” 
 

Debbie had always felt she enjoyed the sex she experienced; she’d had a few partners before marrying but had never, ever, felt, reacted or sensed anything like this!
 

It was mindboggling and left her spent and shaken to the centre of her very existence.
 

Her spouse smiled in delight at her obvious satisfaction and wiped the beads of sweat from his brow as if he was some sort of cinematic, romantic hero.
 

Little did he realise that it was her infected mind not his ordinary, male body that had inspired, fired and consumed her so!
 

“It was Darling, I’ve never seen you so excited… it was the purchase today wasn’t it?”
 

Debbie just nodded as if her head was made of stringy, stretchy elastic and lied, although in the past she had always told the truth to her husband!
 

“Yes Darling…it was the deal!”
 

She turned over away from his honesty, trust and the warmth of his body then, was wearily, oddly cast, into a deep, unnatural, ethereal slumber.
 

Like the other women before her, she was greeted instantly by the celestial Aphrodite. 
 

Debbie felt the silken material of her gown as it brushed against her naked body, tried to focus her mind and shake herself awake in rejection of this bizarre fantasy. 
 

The goddess smiled in amusement that only succeeded in further irritating her disbelieving, confounded, unwilling guest and smiled at her warmly.
 

“There is little point trying to wake, Young Lady…I have to tell you what is now available to you and if you do not wish to continue, the ring will release you.”
 

The girl gasped in helplessness; she detested her obvious lack of control and tried not to stare or be intimidated by the beautiful, mercurial woman before her.
 

It was however difficult to not be impossibly, moved by the vision of such a divine, irresistible and extraordinary sight.
 

“This is nonsense…Nonsense!”
 

Aphrodite stroked her hand softly to try to calm her.
 

“I am Aphrodite…”
 

Debbie stared at her open mouthed in ongoing scepticism as her dream continued ever onwards to confuse her.
 

“…And as the female bearer of the ring you wear…you have the opportunity to explore your desires if you will it…I can see hidden needs so deep within you…but…!”
 

She stopped for a moment as if in thought.
 

“…You have a good life and marriage, perhaps you should not discover yourself…sometimes a woman can know too much and cannot always control her cravings.”
 

The blonde woman was finally and firmly engaged with her whimsy, and scolded the presumptive goddess fiercely.
 

“Are you saying I am weak? I can manage myself and do whatever I wish…show me…this is just a stupid, idiotic dream.”
 

Aphrodite ignored her show of bravura and cautioned her once more.
 

“Are you sure Debbie…I can see and feel, by you just wearing the ring for even a moment… you have an overwhelming sense of what you truly wish for?”
 

Debbie felt herself blush crimson remembering the demonic, devilish, sordid thoughts she’d just had when making love to her husband, but she was suddenly resolved to this madness, as if to face it, confront and defeat it.
 

“Show me Aphrodite…I can handle myself…and, I’ll be awake soon!”
 

It was explained to her however, patiently and slowly that she would remain in her new world for a day, and how little this length of time mattered in her own. 
 

The deity warned her again about the powerful essence of the ring and its’ true purpose of womanly revelation for the female person and body that wore it. 
 

If she continued in her journey with her then there was always the danger in self discovery about herself, but the small, blonde girl smiled politely, and with indubitable assurance she murmured to her in reckless confidence, as if they were both mad.
 

“Bring it on Affro…dite!” 
 

The glowing, shimmering woman, laughed at her purposely, mixed up pronunciation of her name, clicked her fingers and instantaneously her new overbearing charge, was walking down an elegant staircase towards a pretty young girl with long, shimmering, dark hair and pretty, red, silken bows in the curls, who gushed at her excitedly. 
 

“Hi Suzanne…I’m so pleased you’re staying at mine tonight.”
 

Debbie caught her reflection in an ornate, golden mirror on the slightly curved, white walls of the flight of steps leading downwards.
 

She was dressed in a long, luxurious, elegant, pink dress with a large, ruffle underskirt; her hair was lifted high on her head and she looked lovely and extremely glamorous.
 

She entered the open carriage that awaited them, and as the brown, stomping, impatient horses began to move, she looked at the scenery and the dress of the people they passed, and realised that she was in the southern states of America sometime and somewhere before the forthcoming, bloody, civil war.
 

Her friend’s name was Marie and she chatted endlessly on the slow, leisurely trip to the young girl’s house. 
 

She explained that her parents were away and winked at her, presumably at the prospect of some hidden, unspoken misadventure, as she explained breathlessly that they had the house virtually to themselves until the morning.
 

They eventually arrived at a large, imposing, Colonial mansion and, after unpacking and a sumptuous dinner; Marie took her hand and led her out onto the porch that looked out over the sumptuous rolling, green and pleasant estate that stretched out before them like a relaxing picture.
 

She sighed weakly and giggled.
 

“Shall we have some fun Suzanne?”
 

Debbie just nodded wondering when she would wake up; she still doubted any and everything around her, and responded to what was no doubt expected of her, in her role as a young, immature girl.
 

“Of course Marie…lets!’”
 

Her friend clapped her hands in juvenile hilarity and promptly led her down towards the stables and then into the large, empty barn and giggled like a child. 
 

“You’ll like my surprise Suzanne!”
 

She sat Debbie on a bale of spiky hay in the centre of the dry, dusty, yellow straw covered floor then disappeared, only to return to her shortly afterwards with two, young men.
 

To her complete and utter shock, her new companions were two energetic, stocky, black, male slaves that obviously lived and laboured there.
 

The dark haired girl then gingerly joined her on the naturally, bright seat as the two men jumped from one foot to the other nervously before them; the shorter of the men squealed in disquiet and obvious concern, 
 

“We’s not doin’ this no ma’ Missy…no ma’!” 
 

He was dressed in only tattered, black trousers that were held up by cheap, cord braces over his upper muscular body that was bare and glistening with sweat. 
 

Marie laughed and threw her curly, pretty, dark hair backwards. 
 

“Take your trousers off Toby and you too Hooti…let’s see what we have in the way of black, stud power!”
 

The men looked at her helplessly but she was the daughter of the master and they both undid their buttons and lowered their trousers until they were crumpled up around their ankles. 
 

Debbie gasped as she saw their manhood’s exposed; they were both at least 8 inches long, even limp, and thick, like sturdy, solid, black rope. 
 

She stared at them in unsettled disbelief as her friend whispered to her dementedly.
 

“Big aren’t they? I knew you’d like to see…do you want to observe them full and erect like the stupid, bestial animals they are?”
 

Debbie could feel herself nod and watched in surprise as her friend raised her dress and petticoats above her head and flashed to the men her frilly, lengthy, white knickers.
 

Both girls turned and watched in fascination as the men’s cocks quickly hardened until they stood to attention like dark, inky, dynamic, vertical poles. 
 

Debbie was suddenly transfixed and could sense her juices pumping from her sexual lips like a leaky tap; the youth’s masculinity was all consuming and she was enthralled as she watched the deeply, blue veined, magical sticks, pulsing and vibrating with life.
 

Marie just smiled at them in delight and girlish pleasure, and then dismissed them in her slow, sensual, southern drawl of a voice.
 

“You can go now…Boys…we’ll call you if we want you again!”
 

The men departed hastily and with some relief; Debbie walked back to the mansion with her mischievous friend trying her best to disguise how excited she was! 
 

But her mind was working irrationally; she concluded that this was her dream and she now was definitely fully engaged with it and suddenly wanted to explore more… much, much more! 
 

She spoke dangerous words of suggestion and entreatment to her new friend.
 

“Couldn’t we bring them to the house…Marie…just for fun…I’d love to see one actually come…have you seen one of them climax?”
 

The girl shook her pretty head and her dark, lustrous hair flowed softly as if it was in a light, wafting breeze.
 

“But my father…he’d…”
 

Debbie was now completely engrossed in this fantasy; she craved to see these men again as if she had become possessed by a demon.
 

“He’s away…we’ll dismiss the cook and we’ll be alone…don’t be scared…come on!”
 

Marie shook her head but after much persuasion from the scheming, determined and wilful Debbie, she eventually walked languidly back to the barn to instruct the boys, and when she returned she was instantly as excitedly engaged and alive as her companion. 
 

“Half an hour…they didn’t want to but I ordered them…so they have no choice; let’s get rid of Matilda then we’ll be safe!”
 

The cook was dispatched to town with some dollars for the night and once the house was completely deserted, Marie placed a brightly shining lamp on the porch; it glowed and beamed out in the gathering darkness as way of a signal of obligation to the young men. 
 

They came as had been instructed and required and the young ladies let them in through the rear door, up the service stairs, exclusively used by the Negro serving staff and into the exquisitely, decorated, privacy of their fresh, brightly coloured, connecting rooms.
 

The agitated, nervous, black slaves were quickly told to strip by Debbie, who now took control of the developing, arousing and absorbing situation for them both. 
 

She walked closely around the youths, could smell their earthy, masculine aroma and sense their tension, fear and eagerness; she sighed lowly and let her long manicured red fingernails touch the back of each of them as she whispered suggestively to her friend.
 

“Want to see how much juice is in these Negro studs?”
 

Her friend blinked in excitement and Debbie stood demandingly before the men. 
 

She realised that they saw her as a young girl, but in her reality she had the mind of a mature woman and she knew already what she wanted from them. 
 

Slowly, seductively she removed her dress, then her ruffles and petticoat until her plump, round, ivory breasts were exposed and only her white, frilly knickers were covering her, as her flushed companion gasped in shock.
 

“My Suzanne… you are so daring!” 
 

Debbie ignored her; she only had eyes for the hard flesh that was already aroused and erect at the fair sight of her underwear and pale body. 
 

She was so pleased to see both men were now like iron and although she desperately wanted to touch them, she told them to put their own hands on their cocks and rub them.
 

The men were reluctant at first but she began to tease them diabolically, lowering her knickers suggestively bit by bit. 
 

As the tip of her blonde, pubic hair was seen, Hooti the taller man, groaned in foul craving and a thick swathe of white sperm came pumping and spurting out from the tip of his dynamic, black erection. 
 

Some landed on Debbie’s, naked leg and as she wiped it and touched it she immediately felt how warm and inviting it was to her senses. 
 

She dirtily lowered her knickers further, and the two men’s black eyes grew wide in lust, as they saw the full, open wetness of her perfect, pink, sexual lips.
 

Her friend Marie screamed at her in horror.
 

“Suzanne! My, my…whatever are you doing?” 
 

She ran to her friend and pulled her flimsy, white knickers back up to cover her most private place and spoke to the men in stern command as she did so. 
 

“You may leave now Boys!” 
 

But the black youths were also now aroused and suddenly, dangerously needy and stayed worryingly still; the small and powerful Toby’s penis was enormous as if only aching for the same release as his friend.
 

The girl was instantly terrified and suddenly wailed in her fear and overwhelming fright at these unwelcome guests standing in her room.
 

“Leave… now! Now, I command you!” 
 

To her horror the striking, black boy with the short cropped hair took her firmly by the wrist and dragged her shrieking and yelling in terrible dread, into the adjoining bedroom.
 

But the house was empty and deserted, and there was no one to hear the desperate cries of her feminine, weakness and vulnerability.
 

There was to be no rescue or redemption from the sexual game she had originally begun in such playfulness and innocence!
 

Debbie was also shocked but, as if she had been struck dumb, could say nothing as she heard the sound of ripped clothing then muffled screams, immediately followed by insistent, rhythmical, squealing and moaning noises. 
 

She suddenly felt the other man next to her, and jumped in alarm as his coarse hands found her breasts and thick, brown nipples.
 

Her body jerked back in denial and self preservation, but the man was strong and intent and his fingers entered her knickers and found the betrayal of her wetness, seeping informatively from between her soft thighs.
 

The slave grunted in intense craving and male lust and desire for her.
 

“Ya wanna’ see ma cock Missi…ya gonna feel it na!”
 

Debbie felt him move behind her, his hot, sweet breath on her skin and sensed the hardness in the nape of her back, against her bottom and then, probing between her thighs as if trying to find nature’s, intended place for it to deposit itself.
 

Her cries to him were so timid and pathetic, as if she had stupidly teased the crocodile and it was about to bite her with its’ massive, irresistible jaws.
 

“Don’t…don’t…no!” 
 

To her complicity and disgrace however, she bent forward slightly in reflex and co-operation at the same time, and the man grabbed her blonde hair and squeezed it tightly.
 

The pain made her wince in confusion and then she sensed the tip of his curved, thick penis at the very entrance to her salacious vagina.
 

Suddenly, powerfully, impossibly it was within her; fighting its way through her tight flesh until it had had been gratefully and greedily consumed by her willing body. 
 

Debbie knew this was what she yearned for from the second she had seen these men; she shamefully wanted and craved to be fucked and taken by them more than she could ever have admitted or understood!
 

The sensations made it impossible for her to speak and, she could only grunt like a base animal, as the vibrations of compulsion and pleasure rolled over her like a fetid wave of dark desire.
 

The virile, demanding, energetic male pushed her forward and her hands slapped flat against the nearby wall as he began to move his erection demandingly, in and out of her.
 

“Ya happi na missy dis is how ya white ho’s shad be treeted?”
 

Debbie said nothing and tried to stop her mind descending into the sewer but instinctively she pressed her fingers in tension, directly against the hard surface to provide pressure and friction for him, and heighten the intense sexual pleasure she was receiving and was so divinely, building. 
 

The man was so strong and she came wantonly and quickly, one orgasm following another; her legs like water and only his static ongoing, pumping power enabling her trembling body to stay and remain upright. 
 

She descended finally to the floor, adopting a crouched, hunched position and her lover followed her to his knees fucking her fiercely, continually and endlessly as he did so.
 

His pace and force increased to dizzying speed and she groaned out loudly as she felt a rigidity within her that seemed to remove all sensations but bliss from her mind; then only a tremulous peace with the knowledge that her belly was being filled with his thick viscous, pungent seed.
 

She gasped in amazement as her body thrilled to his rush.
 

“You Devil!” 
 

Her pale eyes stared up at him but her voice became silent as the man kneeled over her and pushed his wet penis to her face and mouth.
 

“I…I…I…” 
 

Debbie went to say something and refuse the opportunity to suck his dripping flesh. 
 

She would never do such a foul thing even for her husband but, as her mouth opened to deny him, the man maliciously forced his cock inside it and grasped her head with his two hands as if he was holding a delicate melon in his strong, insistent palms. 
 

Debbie knew he could crush her; she shook and shuddered in fear at his demonic grip and he scolded her in delight as he sensed her stark terror.
 

“Suck it…suck it Gurl…na…na…!” 
 

The young woman was petrified, she had never wanted or expected this sordid reality and in her unbalanced state she let her tongue taste him, suck him, and slowly, unwillingly begin the new experience of oral sex. 
 

Initially, understandably, she was revolted, but as she continued, she sensed the magical flesh in her mouth begin to swell and becoming more than it had been; she surprisingly felt an overwhelming feeling of hidden, repressed yearning and weird power. 
 

The man adored her oral attentions and unbelievably, undeniably it irrationally pleased and thrilled her, that he did so.
 

Debbie felt his large balls banging softly against her chin; she knew they were full of the man’s essence, masculine flavour and sperm and, at any moment it would cascade into her mouth. 
 

She wanted to say something, to scream but all she could do was continue obediently as the man crudely, cruelly, directed and used her.
 

He was so irresistibly long now; hard like some fleshy stone and she could feel her own sex organs pulsing and washing in juices with the sheer decadence and deviance of her prurient actions. 
 

Just as she felt the man was about to climax he withdrew from her lips and dragged her onto the nearby soft bed, where his black, inky skin, stood out and clashed, with the crisp, clean, white sheets.  
 

He placed her face down on the centre then lay on top of her skin, finding her female wetness easily; he was inside her in a second and grabbed her breasts roughly from behind as he ground his full, heavy, male weight against the softness of her bottom. 
 

Debbie could hold back no longer and she groaned then vibrated to her orgasm, just before the man gripped her belly firmly and spewed his seed inside her again.
 

Her body was seemingly, permanently, vibrating as if she could not stop the tremors, and she went to move, but her assailant’s body held and pressed her deep into the feather mattress and insulted her. 
 

“Ya’s a gud fuk Missi” 
 

Debbie closed her eyes in her disgrace, expecting to wake at any moment, but this was no ordinary dream and she could sense and clearly smell every dirty, pungent action and reaction on, and all around her.
 

Agitatedly she jumped as the door opened and the smaller Negro, Toby entered; he was completely naked and his body glistened with the sweat of sexual exertion and release. 
 

She pretended not to look at him but was compelled to watch surreptitiously, and listened intently to their banal conversation as the more diminutive man spoke first, with utter disrespect and contempt to both her, and Marie in the nearby room.
 

“Wha’s ya’s lik Hooti?”
 

Her new lover laughed as he continued to roughly exert his weight, down on her, trapping her as if she was some weak, puerile animal; then rolled off her and went over to his friend.
 

“Gid reel gid…took ma ting in her math!”
 

They both chuckled childishly and rudely then whispered earnestly together, and the smaller, demonic, black man looked over at Debbie with shining, enthused eyes. 
 

“Ya..I’l ave dis on na’ yu go wi min…she’s reedy…if ya’ na wha I meen!”     
 

They both laughed devilishly again and Debbie hid under the cotton sheet as the man paced quietly and compellingly towards the bed. 
 

He slid beside her then drew the white cover off in a sudden motion, to expose her soaking body and she watched him in trepidation and felt herself shiver, even in her heat. 
 

His hand touched her sweaty thighs and they parted in reaction to him; showing the man her pubic hair and her sexuality, dripping invitingly with her cocktail of rancid juices. 
 

His dark eyes pulsed and focussed on it hungrily; he bent his head and let his long pink tongue lick the full length of her crack like a foul dog and mumbled dirtily.
 

“Di Toby fuk ya’ wel…Missi?” 
 

He tasted and feasted on the wetness over then inside her seeping folds and she grunted like a bestial creature as he teased and mocked her.
 

“Mmm…It sur seem lak Hooti di do ya ful Gurl!”
 

Debbie began to hear more moaning noises from the next room and knew her friend was being taken and fucked again, as she was; it should have frightened her but she could only feel her sex lips pumping and her thighs drifting further and further apart in lewd anticipation.
 

She was not scared any more; she was secretly and disgustingly beginning to relish this unbelievable, diabolical, sordid experience.
 

His hands were all over her, commanding and exploring every crevice and personal intimate space she possessed, and she just grunted in her desire and acceptance as she lay back weakly and helplessly, to await his ultimate demands and satisfaction.
 

He knelt over her face; she opened her co-operative lips and sucked his emerging, thick erection, losing any and all her inhibitions, with each passing action and moment.
 

It was not long before he began to fuck and rut her; she then wrapped her perspiring legs around him, and let her nails dig into his muscular shoulders, as he ground into her body relentlessly, on the giving, comfortable bed. 
 

She climaxed and then felt him come in unison with her; filling her belly once more with disgrace and unknown, black, potent seed. 
 

Her humiliation was absolute; she had been used and abused so badly but was undeniably sated and satisfied and descended peacefully into deep slumber, only to be awakened by early morning light from the open window. 
 

The sensations of the short, forceful, black man on top and inside her again were immediate, and reminded her that impossibly, she was still in this nightmare! 
 

However she was already deviantly aroused, as the man’s huge, black cock pumped her roughly in morning need and delicious stiffness, until she felt him release and the luxurious wetness rush into her belly once more.   
 

It was so heavenly dirty and delicious to her, but her secondary reverie was disturbed, as she heard a piercing scream from the bedroom next door, and Marie’s sweet, pure, feminine voice crying and screaming at the top of her voice. 
 

“Rape…Rape…Rape!” 
 

Her door flew open and a small, thin, gaunt, angry, elderly man with snow white hair burst in holding a double-barrelled shotgun menacingly in his bony hands, and snarled at the man beside her.
 

“Move Nigger!”
 

Debbie spoke in instinct, words that seemed to come from someone else.   
 

“Oh thank God…he attacked me! What could I do?”
 

The man smiled at her understandingly, and she threw on a dressing gown and followed the man downstairs, where a small band of other enraged, white men had gathered around the naked youths and were beating and kicking them brutally and vengefully.
 

The black men were then held up and stood quaking and shaking before them all in utter terror of their lives. 
 

Debbie watched helplessly in disbelief at the rope thrown over the large gnarled tree in the courtyard and felt Marie’s trembling body press against hers’ in a white soft gown, that covered her shame, and she listened as the girl wailed out for all her small, impressionable, believing and gullible world to hear.
 

“Kill them…they were monsters…Monsters!”
 

Debbie nodded to the sound of her voice and lies, but caught Toby’s scared, shining, dark eyes as the noose was placed around his sturdy neck; he knew the real, whole truth!
 

The rope became taught but Debbie could morbidly and sadistically not look away as her lover’s life began to leave him. 
 

His body shook and shuddered in a desperate but unequal struggle for breath; his shining eyes bulged and dimmed and then with a fateful, sudden crack as his neck snapped, the young perfect, black boy was gone! 
 

The other man began to weep then wail in his anticipation of his fate, and beg in horrible tangible, fear, panic and dread. 
 

“I’s no ar falt Bas’ plees Bas’…plees Bas…’” 
 

He cried and prostrated himself in his terror but there was no escape or sanctuary for him; the die had been cast for them both by the wicked, young girls and with a sudden rush and flurry of white, eager hands, he too was soon raised and suspended from the uncaring, unyielding twisted tree of death.
 

His young life was instantly, cruelly and so unfairly extinguished, just for his rashness and naivety, and the recklessness of the diabolical, troublesome, provocative girls. 
 

Debbie’s eyes were so focussed on the sudden, astonishing, vile execution directly before her eyes, she failed to see the thick set, round faced, black woman march over to her.
 

She rushed onto the porch and slapped both her and Marie her across their faces with all the force she could muster as she screamed to the heavens in her overwhelming, grief, pain, wrath and fury. 
 

“Yu White Trash…messin’ with ma’ boys!” 
 

She raised her hand again up high in protection against the imminent threat of further violence and…  as Debbie flinched and screamed out loud in true distress, she immediately found herself suddenly back in her own bed and within the safety of her husband’s, strong, protective arms.
 

He held her concernedly. 
 

“Are you OK Darling?”
 

Debbie did not answer but ran into the bathroom where the bright, red mark across her face made her realise that this had definitely been more than just a simple dream. 
 

She raised her gown and gasped as she saw her sexual lips within her blonde show of pubic hair; they were bright pink with use and glistened with the slippery residue of endless sperm and her own agitated juices.
 

In panic and disbelief, she threw herself into the shower and tried to stop the overpowering guilty feelings and sensations of her infidelity. 
 

She rationalised that it was a nightmare, a vision and she could not be unfaithful to her husband in a dream but the experience had been so impossibly, unnervingly and physically real
 

The hot, flowing water provided perfect sanctuary for an inordinate amount of time, and she cleansed her body until it was squeaky clean.
 

When she eventually emerged from the small cubicle she felt better; refreshed and surprisingly aroused. 
 

To her relief the red mark had gone from her face and she was alone with her husband, the man she truly loved. 
 

Debbie stood seductively naked before him as if she was his personal goddess of love; she was scented, silky and slid beside him and whispered lovingly. 
 

“I’m sorry Darling…just a stupid nightmare…come here…You!”
 

She welcomed him to her and instantly they were making love but to her everlasting horror and concern, as his familiar, ordinary flesh drew within her, all she could see in her mind were the lustful, irresistible, black Negroes from her dream, taking her so selfishly, basely, roughly and uncaringly. 
 

It excited her more than she could accept or understand and it somehow enraged her as well; she thrust against her husband so demandingly and wantonly, causing him to climax long before she was ready to react in equal release and loss of tension.
 

He groaned out to her in heartfelt abashment and apology sensing her craving and desire that he could not now satisfy with his spent, inadequate, masculine sword of love.
 

“I’m sorry…sorry, but I’ve never seen you so turned on Darling…I’m so sorry Debbie!”
 

He held her lightly in his arms but it only heightened the feelings of irrational anger and sexual frustration inside her and she drew away from him in barely disguised, annoyance, dissatisfaction and irritation.
 

However after a short period of restlessness, fatigue eventually found and consumed her; she spent the rest of the night in a shallow, daze and haze of a dream, but this was not with the mythical Aphrodite. 
 

Debbie’s thoughts and images were now only of the irresistible, delicious, black men; their divine, insatiable, sexual prowess and expertise, and how frightened and enticingly terrified they had looked just before their grisly, untimely deaths.
 

She felt only interest, fascination and arousal for everything that had transpired in her implausible and astonishing, licentious adventure and, to her dishonour and eternal damnation, not even the slightest guilt or compunction for her sinful part in their demise!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 10
 

Debbie Descends into Sexual Darkness.
 

 
 

Debbie Jason slept intermittently and was somewhat pleased to see the morning, as if she welcomed the return to her own world where she had some capacity of control. 
 

The ring was like heat on her finger, and in spite of her original doubts, realised that somehow it was at the centre of her strange feelings and unsettling visions. 
 

She slipped the gold sphere off her hand and placed it in her private drawer by her bed; she felt foolish even partially believing a mere object could hold such power, but the strength of her fantasies and visions  had startled and frightened her.
 

Her normal busy day was some distraction and she threw herself into her tasks with relentless energy, but as hard as she tried, the sense of the young Negroes abusing and taking her so forcefully seemed to fill any unguarded moment or thoughts she had.
 

The emotions they created within her were invasive and divisive, unsettling her calmness and routine completely.
 

Her body was alive in a way she had never known and she found herself wandering around the shops admiring and purchasing the type of clothes and underwear that was completely and utterly foreign to her. 
 

She wanted to feel sexy under her business suit, and changed her normal pink knickers for a black thong that gripped, and held her sex tightly, and gave her that indescribable sensation of womanly wantonness. 
 

It made her feel better and worse at the same time; better because it reflected how she felt within her raging form, but worse because it encouraged the sexual frustrations and cravings inside her to continue steadily building.
 

She pounced on her husband when he arrived home only to find her advances politely rejected because of his tiredness and inability to perform like some mere, mating animal to her command and undisguised thirst for sexual release.
 

They eventually made love when they retired, but it was quick, unedifying, unsatisfying and Debbie felt her vagina aching and craving something dark and disgusting, long into the night before she fell asleep.
 

Even in her normal dreams she could still constantly see the unfortunate, black youths from her vision with Aphrodite, and they repeated their wanton sexual treatment and torture of her over and over again.
 

It was as though they were tormenting her in her real life, when in truth surely they were all but a mere hallucination.
 

It was all so terribly perplexing and unsettling.
 

The visions faded a little after a few days, but the frustration inside her still grew and grew, like some emerging, evil fiend, and at the end of the week her husband thought that his lovely wife was actually losing her mind. 
 

She wanted sex at all times now but he could see clearly that when they did make love, her eyes were tightly closed and her mind was obviously lost somewhere other than with him; she seemed on an entirely different plane to his!
 

Worse than that he could now never satisfy her; it was so obvious by her constant anger, dissatisfaction, frustration, and soon his desire to share intimacy with his wife diminished, as the act of love only created malaise and unease between them. 
 

He realised it was the beginning of a slippery, downward spiral that if not checked quickly would have disastrous consequences for their marriage.
 

However Debbie was only fixated and pre-occupied with her physical needs that were being unmet, and after only 10 days finally persuaded herself that wearing the ring could not really do her any harm and, it was only distraction and fantasy after all.
 

The compulsion to return to the visions was increasingly enveloping her, and her ability to resist the temptations discovered from her previous adventure, were diminishing with every agonising, aching, disconcerting second.
 

Her husband was not yet home and Debbie dressed in a pair of tiny, sheer, black pants, replaced the ring on her finger and slid smoothly into the, luxury and privacy of her large, pristine bed. 
 

In a second Aphrodite was beside her, by the small pedestal and fountain and they were both dressed in fine, drapes of silk and the goddess was smiling benignly. 
 

“I thought you would be back, Debbie…”
 

She held her hand so lightly it was almost impossible to feel, as if she could only sense her, and not touch her.
 

“…The urges within you are very intense…maybe too strong…perhaps it is best if you returned to your life, I think that if you go on it may consume and destroy you.”
 

The young, blonde woman was infuriated, even in her dreams, castigated and argued with the beautiful, ethereal, divinity.
 

“What rubbish….a dream cannot harm me!”
 

Aphrodite shook her golden hair.
 

“You Mortals…do you really know where reality and fantasy start and stop…do you not understand it is all…one!”
 

But Debbie was not listening, only making demands.
 

“I wish to have another experience!”
 

The goddess looked at her and just smiled meaningfully. 
 

“You mean have another black man or men, fuck you, defile you…then suffer. It makes you feel excited…like a woman?”
 

Debbie blushed to her uncovered feet and looked down, embarrassed at this sublime woman’s understanding of her compulsion and cravings.
 

But the divinity just laughed softly at her unease.
 

“There is no need to be embarrassed Debbie you cannot hide such desires from me! It is what the ring has shown you about yourself…”
 

She laughed gently as she told her about the deep, hidden yearnings of her body.
 

“…You like to feel cheap, to surrender to the dangerous lust and demands of a black man…it is not unusual but…the force of your need for it is…unusually strong!” 
 

She waved at the water in the pedestal and Debbie looked at the moving pictures of an attractive, dark-haired woman, dressed in a strange, dowdy, navy dress; she was dancing with a tall, burly, thick set handsome black soldier in a sandy uniform. 
 

She recognised the period of time from the costumes and outfits all around them; it was the Second World War and presumed that it was somewhere in England. 
 

The deity read her mind instantly, as it seemed she always could.
 

“You are correct Debbie…this woman’s husband is in the English army, and she has gone to the dance to meet the American soldiers…this man is going to take her home.”
 

The girl spoke breathlessly as if revealing her inner desires.
 

“And fuck her?” 
 

Aphrodite seemed to glow in a golden glow of delight at the girl’s fetid lust.
 

“Do you wish to be her Debbie? Remember you will live her life for a full day!”       
 

Debbie watched the couple doing the Jive and felt her libido rising and building like a huge balloon filling with too much helium; it was about to explode and she gasped in an uncontrollable, unstoppable urge. 
 

“Take me there please.”
 

A further, final warning came from Aphrodite’s, perfectly shaped mouth.
 

“It may be a mistake Debbie but… if this is what you want…are you sure?”
 

The blonde girl was so desperate. Desperate!
 

“Yes…yes…yes…please…I’m sure, positive…sure…please!
 

Debbie sensed the waters ripple and then felt herself walking slowly, down a dark street where the only light was cast by a bright, red glow in the sky and the far, distant horizon.
 

The broad black man spoke quietly and sadly as he held her hand and walked beside her; he muttered with deep feeling, emotive concern and empathy.  
 

“Coventry’s being hit tonight Girl…real bad!”
 

Debbie nodded, gazed at the frighteningly, pretty colours of mayhem and death in the distance; she suddenly found herself stopping at a house and knew it to be hers’.
 

She turned to the man and tried to play her part in the dream and charade, and it seemed the woman whose body she was sharing in this new reverie, had more morality than she did. 
 

“Thank you for the evening…I enjoyed it Ray; she somehow knew that this was the man’s name!”
 

She went to walk away but he slipped his hand around her waist and drew her to him in sudden desire and passion, then whispered earnestly to her. 
 

“Just a kiss, Girl!” 
 

Before Debbie could say anything or draw her breath to deny him, the man’s tongue was in her mouth and her body was deliciously intertwined with his, causing her already awakened feminine sexuality, to surge and soar.
 

She gasped for air, felt her body flow and flush to his oral caress; this is what she was craving so badly and she turned away from him, opened the door to her house and, without asking, the man gently pushed her inside and followed. 
 

He pressed her immediately against the wall in the narrow hallway, kissed her passionately and with great need; Debbie responded urgently, grateful for his obvious masculinity, the privacy of the darkness and the mysterious shadows that enclosed them.    
 

His large calloused hands were all over her, and within seconds her dress was unbuttoned and he was gently caressing her thick nipples.
 

Her morality somehow still wailed to him.
 

“My husband…husband…” 
 

But by now the man had unclipped her bra and she moaned as her heavy breasts, fell into his warm, rough, male hands and busy fingers.
 

All the fastenings on her dress were now undone and she could sense that her large knickers were open and visible to him. 
 

She tried to cover herself but his long, black, determined fingers found her centre and wetness through the material, and she could only lean and press her body, back against the wall hopelessly. 
 

She heard the sound of his zip being lowered and then somehow his long, fleshy, stiff pole work its’ way through the remainder of her minimal clothing and enter her, in a frantic rush of their combined, sexual desires and frustrations. 
 

He fucked her hard immediately; vigorously and relentlessly against the unmovable wall and she held his steely bottom as he ground into her and grunted, as he took her with undeniable, irrepressible, force and zeal.
 

“You gadda do your bit for the war effort, Girl!” 
 

Debbie just let him impale her body deeper and deeper on his huge, thick, delicious organ and wallowed and luxuriated in the sheer, dirty decadence of her previously latent, carnal desires.
 

She knew and understood just how much she now craved and missed these sensations of indecent and disgusting, copulation and intimacy.
 

Debbie had lost any vestige of resistance, and after over a week of interracial celibacy, responded to the man with all of her womanly urges and appetites.
 

He sensed her eagerness and baseness then chuckled as he slowed his pace a fraction, and she groaned lowly in delectation as he did so.
 

“You’re not so innocent Girl…are you?”
 

She could only mumble weakly, as her mind capitulated to his force and her body surrendered to the man’s expert and ongoing, physical attack and attentions.
 

He seemed so sexually knowledgeable and able, that Debbie revelled in being completely, compliantly, submissive to him.
 

She realised more and more she adored sex like that!
 

He stopped still for a few moments and she ground her thighs against him harder and faster until her body shuddered and shook, and she fell against him in her first release and orgasm for far too long.
 

He smiled as he gently rubbed her short, blonde, pretty hair.
 

“I’m going to savour you Girl…”
 

He seemed to laugh all the time and Debbie groaned in abject capitulation to him, as the adrenaline from her orgasm washed around her heated blood
 

She knew that she would do anything now for this man!
 

“…It’s been months without any pussy…and I ain’t goin’ ta’ waste yours.”
 

He picked her up in his strong arms and carried her up the narrow, vertical stairway and threw her on her tidy, white bed.
 

She squealed weakly as if still somehow fighting the inevitable.
 

“You can’t…my husband…the neighbours?”
 

He was still amused, jokey and began to undress; revealing a dynamic, hardened body through endless training for war.
 “You’ve already been fucked Honey…a bit more ain’t gonna hurt you!”
 

She understood he was right and he joined her on the bed, removed what remained of her clothes and his head reached down between her legs and his tongue found her wetness and dripping strip of femininity. 
 

In seconds Debbie was groaning again and opened her thighs wide to heighten her pleasure and ease his access to her.
 

He admired her and cooed, at her curly, dark blonde, pubic hair and elegant, thin, pink, inverted, sodden flesh.
 

“You’ve got a beautiful pussy, Girl…just right…for me!”
 

He kneeled behind her, pulled her small body to his as if she were a mere plaything to him, and entered her slippery slither from behind, holding her head and hair firmly as he moved roughly in and out of her most private, personal cavity. 
 

Debbie came in seconds as the man ground his body and dynamic energy relentlessly against her and, ignoring the thin walls of the terrace house, she screamed ferociously as he tensed, grunted and exploded his eruption of semen, deeply inside her.
 

They collapsed momentarily on the bed and the man held her in his arms and laughed to the very heavens above. 
 

“Now Baby… you’re worth fightin’ for Girl…you’re one Horny Bitch!”
 

In the darkness Debbie lost any vestige or pretence of morality, and let her little head go under the sheets and find his shrunken penis. 
 

It was spent but in truth it was still wet, thick and inviting.
 

She took it in her mouth and began to suck it; wishing it hard as she did so, and whispered suggestively and perversely to him.
 

“Come and play some more!”
 

The man was soon miraculously erect again and Debbie was fucked furiously over and over until she thought she would detonate in bliss, and felt strangely, dangerously, similar to one the endless bombs falling from the skies, so nearby. 
 

They slept and, surprisingly for her, when she awoke she was still in her dream world and not the reality of her real life. 
 

She remembered again that Aphrodite had told her she was to inhabit this life for a full day, and she wondered what was in store for her. 
 

The black man was awakening and he smiled at her warmly, displaying a strong set of gleaming, white teeth that he used constantly and visually to such devastating effect. 
 

“You’re one hell of a woman!”
 

He threw back the bedclothes and Debbie did not try to cover her glistening body; he pressed her belly and laughed as her thighs opened to his always amused, juvenile touch. 
 

“This pussy can’t lie down Girl!”
 

He pressed her thighs, completely squat on the bed and licked the full length of her dripping, slippery crack. 
 

“You taste of me Girl…you know what I’d like…?”
 

His black spheres sparked and glowed in mischief. 
 

“…I’d like you to show this pussy to my friends…”
 

Debbie blushed and laughed at such a stupid idea, but he was being serious and continued.
 

“…Give them something to fight for… what dy’a say?  We’ll get you some nylons and you can show them a real, British woman?”   
 

She groaned as his tongue continued to arouse her.
 

“Don’t be stupid….you can’t mean it?”
 

He smiled from between her open legs as if he was fronting a Jazz band.
 

“No…of course not…but there are some young boys in my unit…never seen a real woman...maybe you’d make them some…tea?”
 

The man was licking her harder and she began to breathe in a slow, laboured fashion and gasped for breath and something else; something so mouth watering and compelling, that was, so primal and so close.
 

It made her groan and agree to anything.  
 

“OK, OK, OK… I’ll do something for them!”
 

He moved up and over her then began to fuck her again and Debbie climaxed, thinking only of his divine, iron body inside her most precious, sexual centre! 
 

There was no need for other images or dreams when she was being fucked, used and rutted so gloriously like this; this was her fantasy! 
 

She listened to her depraved, irrational mind and realised that the divisions between her two realities were becoming extremely blurred.
 

When she awoke in the morning her coal, black lover was gone and there was a small note informing her that he would be back at 6p.m. 
 

Somehow, amazingly, Debbie knew her routine for the day; hard work at the munitions factory down the road where the talk was about the war, death and of course sex with the glamorous insatiable, irresistible, American men. 
 

Debbie was surprised and shocked at just how many of the girls in the endlessly stretching, metal, production lines were being unfaithful to their husbands. 
 

It made her feel better strangely, but she still never admitted to her colleagues even in her dream, that she had been screwed last night and there were men coming to her house when she returned home, for just a cup of tea!
 

She made a simple stew when she returned to her temporary home and marvelled at her new abilities and skills; she knew that she could not have done that in her waking life. 
 

The whole experience was so surreal and it was often difficult, even in such a short space of time, to believe that she actually had a real existence at all any more.
 

This experience she had undertaken was so vivid; it was real, but she knew she was just a transient visitor in another life, it was…so bizarre and strange. 
 

But the advantage was that she could remind and convince herself this was only a delusion to her, and she could embrace and revel in her sordid actions without any guilt or remorse. 
 

She knew that Ray was going to have her tonight and as she dressed, in a floral mid length dress and large white knickers, she whimsically wished that she had a pair of modern thong pants to show him and excite him.
 

She hoped the guests would not linger too long, as she did not know exactly how much time she had in this world, and she wanted to squeeze every second of physical pleasure out of her divine, delicious, black, lover and bull of a man!
 

She jumped as the door sounded, brushed her hair quickly with her fingers then ran down and welcomed her guests. 
 

Ray, her black soldier, kissed her on the cheek and she was soon serving the hot meal and trying not to notice too obviously, the two, strapping, young, equally black men he had brought with him. 
 

Daniel was short and stocky but with a wide mischievous grin, and Zane was taller, with a bald dome and piercing dark eyes; they were young and gorgeous boys, only nineteen and glowed with the effervescent spirit of youth, innocence and energy.  
 

They ate ravenously and complimented her extravagantly on her culinary prowess. 
 

Debbie ushered them through to the lounge where a small coal fire burned in the grate and she sat on the floor, as her lover sat on her husband’s, single, master’s chair, and the young men settled on the faded couch, politely, but with some agitation.
 

Ray produced some whisky and poured appropriate amounts into the glasses she had provided, and she sipped the rich, translucent liquid and felt her head swim a little. 
 

She was almost at the man’s feet and Ray leant down, kissed her on her soft, pink lips and she responded warmly to him, forgetting her audience for a moment. 
 

She felt desired and happy; the mercurial Negro passed her a small, brown parcel and she opened it to find nylon stockings and suspenders inside, and he whispered to her. 
 

“Try them on Sweetheart.”
 

Debbie tried to plead shyness but her lover was insistent and persuasive, and eventually she walked to the door, closed it behind her and changed in the gloom of the entrance hall. 
 

She then quickly rolled the smooth, but still slightly coarse, parachute material onto her legs and flushed in pleasure as she did so. 
 

The stockings reached the tip of her thighs and she attached them to the basic, black suspenders that her lover had so thoughtfully provided and gifted to her, and then to a stretchy, black garter around her soft waist.
 

She wished, in her daydream within her vision, that that she had a set of her modern lingerie to show Ray and knew that she was becoming more and more deranged and unhinged with all of this madness.
 

She returned through the door that separated them, but Ray did not let her sit, and stood directly beside her.
 

He then raised her skirt gently to show his black, sensuous, silky present, now on her shapely calves, to his young, wide eyed, impressionable, youthful friends.
 

He laughed as they gazed mesmerised at the woman and posed a silly, childish question to them both. 
 

 “Higher Boys?”
 

Debbie saw that the young, black men’s eyes were glued onto her, and although she feigned embarrassment, she allowed him to pull her dress material upwards until it showed the full length of her nylon clad legs and the basic suspenders that attached to the garter. 
 

The man reached under her skirt and pressed against her damp knickers and, embarrassed, she tried vainly to stop him. 
 

He persisted however and she drew her breath in longing, as his fingers rode under the fine material and felt her developing wetness. 
 

She moved down to the floor as the strength in her legs gave way; suddenly her skirt was around her waist and Ray’s head was between her thighs, licking and pushing at the female void and sensitivity between her thighs.
 

His tongue mingled with her wet flesh and she did not resist as he drew her knickers to her ankles and discarded them as he enthused and raved over her.
 

“I told you she had a lovely, pussy, Boys!” 
 

He was moving his tongue along her crack and she opened her thighs wide to accommodate him; she was soaking and so ready for everything.
 

Ray opened the rutted entrance on his army trousers; he moved to kneel over her and his erection fell onto Debbie’s flushed, inflamed, red face as he grunted to her.
 

 “Suck it…Girl!”
 

His cock was suddenly in her tight, pink mouth and then she jumped, as she realised young Daniel was now kneeling intently, between her open thighs. 
 

She wanted to protest or say something but her mouth was so of divine, black flesh and she kept silent, as she heard the unmistakable sound of the eager, youthful man between her legs, slowly but purposefully, lower his zip as well.
 

Ray stroked Debbie’s soft hair and murmured in relish as she continued to suck his penis ever harder and more enthusiastically!
 

“Fuck her good Son…hard…she loves it really hard!”
 

He was inside her in a second and although Debbie morally wanted and wished to be repulsed, his flesh felt like steel and wondrously satisfying, so tightly and snugly within her. 
 

The immature boy seemed inexperienced, but made up for his lack of finesse by pumping her roughly, frenetically and urgently, causing her to groan with acceptance, mild pain and utter delectation.
 

Ray pulled her hair playfully as she sucked him, and teased, mocked and insulted her, all at the same time.
 

“Nod if you like it Sweetie?”
 

Debbie wanted to retain some pride and not reply, but her head drifted up and down to its’ own perverse purpose, as if only to embarrass her and answer his impertinent, degrading question.
 

Her senses were being overpowered, in shock, but she was enjoying it far too much and, just before she could climax once again, the boy inside her vaginal walls, jerked and came and filled her with his thick, viscous semen. 
 

The other young man, Zane, now undid his pants, and before she realised, suddenly and urgently his strong frame was presumptuously and expectantly set between her parted legs.
 

His cock also now took its’ place deep inside her, in a single urgent relentless thrust, as if to hurriedly claim his own right of release and passage.
 

The woman again, ethically felt obligated to object to their debasement and foul treatment of her, but she was so…so close to her orgasm, and could only focus on that one impure, solitary, single, selfish thought! 
 

Her primitive need and desire made her ignore the crude fact that she was being used in the most earthy, disrespectful and basest way by them all.
 

As the man’s speed against her increased, she no longer cared about such high principles, as she could feel her body, racing and surging until finally she came to her sexual pinnacle. 
 

She trembled and vibrated in heaven and delight, as finally the man ejaculated inside her and in climactic unison with her.
 

Ray released his spunk into her mouth almost at the same time; Debbie spluttered and gasped hardly being able to breathe for the thick, sticky, voluminous essence that seemed set to choke and drown her. 
 

In that split second of confusion and exultation she suddenly saw a vision and horrible premonition of them in her befuddled mind; they were all…slaughtered, cold and dead! 
 

They were bloodied and slain on the battlefield; their humour, vibrancy, vitality and lives cruelly taken and, as her brain revelled in thrill of her orgasm, she cried out to them in ecstasy, lust, pleasure, pain and absolute utter horror and revulsion!
 

Her eyes opened in panic and she was back in her own bed; she could smell the semen of the men all over her and taste it in her salivating mouth. 
 

Immediately she shot up, ran into the bathroom and washed every part of herself, and scrubbed until she had cleansed the physicality of the dream or nightmare from her! 
 

A glance at the digital, red clock told her that virtually no time in her own life had passed and Trevor was not yet home, but impossibly her underwear and negligee were completely sodden and stained! 
 

Her senses felt as if she had been unfaithful to her husband again in the worst, most common and unimaginable, possible way.
 

Instinctively she threw the soiled clothes in the wash, placed the ring in her jewellery box and somewhat chastened, dressed in comfy pyjamas and went downstairs to prepare some dinner for her precious, life partner. 
 

Somewhat traumatised she was quiet all evening, however was unable to shake the intensity of her last journey into her dark desires as Trevor sat beside her and tried to make small talk between them.  
 

Bed was no real respite, as she was still in a daze; she hoped only that tonight in her rest, all of the visions of her indiscretions would stop burning inside her mind.
 

Her husband took her in his arms, sensing her unease, but as he held her it was Ray’s, burly, black grip that she imagined and his strong, soldier’s body that she longed for. 
 

Trevor kissed her and they went through the motions of lovemaking, but the only spark that ignited inside his wife during their brief coupling was her lust for the dark lovers from her perverse, recent fantasies.
 

She was grateful when her partner separated from her and went to sleep; was confused and needed time to think but realised that she could never use the ring of Aphrodite again.
 

Ever!
 

It had opened up inside her an insatiable, interracial lust and craving that was best kept hidden and frozen as it was increasingly overpowering her mind and body.
 

Restlessness seemed a constant state for her; the thoughts that swept over both her conscious and subconscious were once more of wonderful, dangerous sex, with dynamic black males and her being lustful, easy, submissive and whorish, sexual prey for them. 
 

Debbie felt so guilty about her needs, recognising them as seedy and base, but in the secrecy and privacy of her own confused mind she revelled in the adventures she had recently experienced. 
 

It was a disturbing and difficult contradiction for her!
 

She eventually drifted off to slumber, could not remember dreaming but when she awoke early morning, to her distress she found herself incredibly agitated and with her thighs spread, wide apart.
 

Her vagina and sexuality was incredibly wet, and she experienced a needful, terrible ache that seemed to physically assail her senses.
 

She tried to shrug off and dismiss the feelings and waited until the dawn lifted into brightness and rose in relief, knowing that the reality of the day would ease her mind and terrible craving.
 

And it did, for an hour or more, or even occasionally a day, as, and when, she was fully busy or engaged she could cope; but then a quiet time would come, and her mind would inevitably return to adventure, black sex and death! 
 

Why loss of mortality heightened her pleasure was beyond her comprehension, but it had followed her in her dreams and to be with dynamic men that lived at the very precarious, frontiers of existence, was undoubtedly an aphrodisiac for her.
 

She fought the feelings off for over a week but in the end, her common sense was no match for her driven, fervent, endless, desires and passions. 
 

Her sexual interludes with Trevor were becoming increasing rare and uncomfortable for her; she no longer fancied him, required or wanted him in a way a woman needed a man, although she did still love her husband.
 

She only yearned and craved for one of her black lovers to take her, fuck her gloriously as she lay, apparently weak and helpless; she simply longed for those dark, delicious sensations and experiences on the very edges of life itself! 
 

Finally on a quiet Sunday afternoon, when Trevor was playing golf, she found the wondrous, malevolent ring and, wearing nothing but her expectations, placed it on her finger in the safety of her soft bed.
 

Aphrodite was there to meet her as usual, and Debbie instantly felt more settled and relaxed than she had done in days; as if this parallel reality was preferable to her now. 
 

She noticed however that she was not wearing a silken gown as she had been previously, and she was as naked as she had been, when she had gone to her own comfortable, sleeping space.
 

However she was too driven to concern herself with such anomalies and spoke to the deity quickly and urgently, as if desperate for this prelude of welcome to be concluded.
 

“I have come to you!”
 

Aphrodite smiled as if she was amused, that this woman was still under the impression she could mask her true thoughts and hidden wishes from her.
 

“I knew you would Child!”
 

Debbie whispered impatiently.
 

“I am ready to learn more.”
 

The goddess spoke dryly but firmly.
 

“Then you are to be disappointed Child…because for you… there is nothing more for you to understand.”
 

She let her hands drift over the calm water of the pedestal, and Debbie saw herself being taken by all of the lusty men in her last adventure. 
 

The look of pleasure and contentment on her face, as her body was constantly defiled was so obvious, and she felt herself colour in shame as her mouth hungrily sucked the essence from the gross erections of the large, black soldiers.
 

“This is what you seek for your pleasure and release. You should not look so ashamed it is how you are made…the ring has shown it to you but…now you must find it in your own mortal life. My world is closed to you now…the ring has nothing else to reveal to you!” 
 

The woman gasped in denial and disbelief.
 

“That cannot be…that’s not the real me I’m…?”
 

The goddess replied strictly.
 

“That is you Debbie…you are a woman that gains pleasure fornicating with black men…or should I say, surrendering yourself to black men and letting them abuse you…”
 

She smiled at her in a non judgemental way. 
 

“…You like dangerous men and sex My Girl; risky, reckless, black men you cannot control but that delightfully, can control you!”
 

Debbie groaned in the spotlight of her actions and secret longings.
 

“No…No!”
 

Aphrodite just smiled in comprehension and empathy.
 

“That is who you are Debbie! You cannot escape from it, now you realise…!”
 

The blonde haired young woman stood silently, nakedly and just listened in trembling disquiet.
 

“…It is up to you to decide if you will run from what you are or embrace it…that is your mortal choice…your time with me is finished…”
 

She just smiled as if she was enjoying her guest’s discomfort, a little too much.
 

“…I did tell you to be careful what you asked for and learned from the ring…but you must live and deal with what you have discovered now!”
 

She kissed her lightly, like a heavenly breath on her brow.
 

“I bid you success Debbie…goodbye…”
 

The young woman wailed in trauma and disappointment; her eyes brimming then filling with tears as her face and body twisted and contorted in tears and grief.
 

“No Aphrodite...no please!”
 

The woman felt the eternal, blue eyes burning into her own as she gazed at her sympathetically but divinely, and stretched her delicate hand a final time over the ornate pedestal. 
 

“Pass the ring on to someone deserving, Girl…that is your obligation to me…I will not see you again!” 
 

Debbie awoke immediately with saltwater streaming down her pretty face; staining the make-up she had forgotten to remove, in her haste and anxiety to leave her own world, and explore her new one. 
 

But now she could dream no more, the ring was useless to her, just a useless adornment and a terrible, irrational panic overtook her; what was she now to do now with her secret urges, her decadent, private, devilish desires? 
 

As she thought about it she felt her vaginal lips becoming wet and realised that she crazily wanted fucking now! 
 

She longed for and craved, almost demanded, a large black cock inside her fucking her, pumping her with its’ thick seed.
 

Now, now, now!
 

She knew it was impossible she could never degrade herself in the real world like that, but she had tasted the fantasy, or was it reality? 
 

The struggle for her now was to tell the difference; it was seemingly impossible for her to turn off her memories of those encounters as if they were a simple tap on her emotions.
 

It seemed that her dark, formerly buried passion, was far more complicated than that! 
 

She lay in the bed and touched herself dirtily, allowing her hand to take the place of a man’s, and her mind to imagine a dirty lover to help her satisfy her longings. 
 

Her experienced fingers quickly made her climax and reached her orgasm, then repeated again, but the pleasure was brief, transient and unfulfilling. 
 

As she dozed she heard her husband arrive home; she knew that real physical comfort and fulfilment could not come from within her marriage any longer!
 

Debbie understood regretfully that she was needful of other more deviant and dangerous things, and it was increasingly unfeasible for her to deny the transparent and obvious any longer. 
 

As much as she tried to fight it, her raging libido quickly began to change her life; her dresses were a little shorter and her underwear young, sexual and skimpy. 
 

She knew that people had begun to notice the difference, that she was a mite too old to be dressing as a teenager but she suddenly felt young, energetic and full of life; it was an expression of herself she could not hide from.
 

Sex with her husband was now only contemplated or completed with her mind locked on one of her lovers from her fantasy, but he could not last the pace with her requirements or energy, and she always ended their lovemaking feeling unsettled, frustrated and unsatisfied. 
 

Matters continued for many weeks until one Saturday when her husband was away for a weekend’s golf and her physical cravings were literally driving her demented. 
 

Her raging hormones decided for her, that on the evening she would venture out to a club, sure that the reality would cure her of whatever she believed she wanted and yearned for so desperately. 
 

Debbie decided that she would allow herself to play out her fantasy, and she spent the day in town choosing and eventually purchasing, a suitable outfit to wear for her evening’s entertainment and adventure.
 

The mirror in her bedroom, when she was made up and dressed and waiting for her taxi, reflected that she had made an appropriate choice. 
 

Her black dress was short, sat high on her thighs, and she knew below it were tight, black G-string panties containing her pulsating sex, and stockings, suspended from a garter belt. 
 

Her breasts were plump, rounded and loose, gathered only by the tight dress, in demonstration of her cleavage, and her face had far more make-up than she normally would wear. 
 

But she was pleased; she looked desirable, sluttish, felt sexy, and she knew that once this compulsive game was played tonight, maybe she could finally return to her normal, more staid, married life!
 

The taxi dropped her outside a busy, brightly lit bar and she went inside and drunk a couple bottles of a brightly coloured liquid, quickly. 
 

The alcohol seemed to settle her and she chatted to some pretty, excitable, young girls who happily said she could join them, as they were on their way to a club later. 
 

Debbie was content, but surprisingly ignored the young men that constantly came up to try and impress her and her new pretty feminine companions.
 

The suitors were uninteresting to her and, as she began to adjust to her new surrounding, she realised that perhaps her prurient urges were in fact figment of her imagination. 
 

Doubts even began to surface whether the experiences with the ring had been real; it all seemed more and more distant and improbable.
 

She was however shocked at her new girlfriends’ conversation, as it was invariably about sex and most of them were looking for someone to shag, suck or fuck by the end of the evening.
 

It made her feel uncomfortable, excited and strangely queasy!
 

Debbie felt for her purse and was pleased that she only had to hail a taxi and she would be home and safe; she decided that she would stick with the girls at the club for an hour or so and then leave.
 

She was quickly reaching the conclusion and realisation that this escapade was not what she thought it would be!
 

The nightclub when she arrived was packed, and Debbie gyrated on the dance floor, proud that she could fit in so well with such a teenage crowd; she was soon hot and sweaty and she pushed through the throng to the bar for refreshment. 
 

A striking man caught her eye immediately; he was black, bald and had a bright blue earring that sparkled and shone out in the darkness like a tiny, beaming lighthouse. 
 

He was also very broad, well dressed in a natty, camel suit, and had mercurial, hypnotising, coal, black eyes. 
 

A tall blonde girl was draped across him like a decoration, and Debbie felt a weird stab of jealousy; she knew immediately it was stupid but like all things lately, such thoughts and reactions seemed beyond her control.
 

The black man saw her look at him, smiled then pulled the pert, painted mouth of the delectable girl to him and licked it dirtily. 
 

He then placed one of his large hands over her breast and stroked it sensuously as the young woman stood completely still and just allowed him to do as he wished. 
 

Debbie felt her mouth go dry, sensed her own nipples begin to harden and swell, and she forced herself to look away and concentrate on finding another drink to distract herself.
 

Unfortunately however she was now, completely, ridiculously, unbalanced. 
 

Eventually she found a suitable, garishly coloured bottle and when her gaze returned to where the man had been, he had disappointedly disappeared, and she looked for him in a sudden, stupid, wild panic. 
 

She felt a tap on her shoulder and the blonde girl she had seen leaning over her amorous focus from the bar, spoke to her softly but with firmness and instruction. 
 

“Jai wants you…he’s over there!”
 

Without thinking Debbie followed the direction of her, slim, pointed finger and came slowly towards the man who was leaning against a wall; he was talking intimately to a tiny, pretty woman with long, gleaming, black hair. 
 

She was so worked up and angry and intended to give him a piece of her mind for being so presumptive with her. 
 

As she approached him, he whispered something to the girl he was with and she seemed to melt into the mass of surrounding people, enabling him to turn his full attentions and dazzling, white smile on Debbie’s, diminutive form.
 

“Hi I’m Jai.”
 

She replied hardly believing she had gone to his beck and call so easily.
 

“And I’m Debbie.”
 

The crowd pushed them closer and she was suddenly leaning against him and he laughed and stroked the open back of her dress. 
 

“I like this…” 
 

His hand drifted down and lingered on her bottom. 
 

“…And this…”
 

He leaned down and kissed her aromatic hair as he whispered. 
 

“And this…”
 

She exhaled in shock as his rich, red lips touched her own and forced her tongue to brush against his. 
 

“…And this!”
 

Debbie tried to catch her breath, but she could only watch as the man raised her short dress a little and admired her skin-tight panties and lingerie; he then smiled at her irresistibly.
 

“And I like this best of all!”
 

He let the material fall and she looked at him childishly and helplessly not knowing what to do or say under his mesmerising, inky gaze.
 

As if he sensed her helplessness, his hands stroked her blonde hair and he let one of his fingers drop to her lips; it smelt of oil and fragrance and Debbie instinctively, and deviantly pursed her mouth and sucked on it. 
 

Her vagina was instantly pulsing fluid and for a second she thought she was back in her reverie, but this was no fantasy it was her life it was real! 
 

She felt his other hand reach under her dress and did not object as it caressed the cheeks of her bottom then follow her G-string to the inner contours of her ass.
 

He then suddenly drew her body towards him urgently and murmured in her ear.
 

“I’m going to have some fun with you Debbie…I can see!” 
 

His hand was now firmly inside her tiny knickers and she sucked his finger more firmly as his fingers found her slit of wetness and laughed at her. 
 

“Lots of fun…you Dirty Girl!”  
 

He stroked her resplendent hair and her eyes flashed at him; she knew she was acting outrageously but it was as though she was someone else, and could not help herself.
 

Another girl approached in a small, tight, red dress; she was tall and sexy with long sinewy legs and Jai pushed Debbie a little away and ordered her, as if she worked for him. 
 

“Wait here I need to talk to Fran…”
 

This girl with very short, cropped, blonde hair sidled into him and Debbie lingered, like some schoolgirl, and watched as the man touched and talked to this new girl sensually. 
 

His hands caressed her belly and ass, and his lips brushed hers’ constantly, as they spoke in furtive whispers. 
 

She was so demeaned and insulted; wanted to walk away but somehow she could not, and she was relieved after a few minutes, when the girl kissed the
man lightly on his plump mouth and vanished back into the crowd.
 

Debbie confronted him as if he was hers’ and unable to contain her jealousy.  
 

“Who was she?” 
 

The man just placed his copper palm to her breast and stroked her suggestively and slowly, as if he had some right to act so commandingly with her.
 

“Just some girl…like you Baby…a Horny Slut!”
 

She went to leave, angry at his rudeness, insult and disrespect, but the man placed his arms around her waist and pulled her to him, roughly, confidently and irresistibly.
 

Immediately his erection pressed against her, as his hands fell to her pert bottom and forced her hips firmly back towards him.
 

She could feel his cock clearly now, it felt huge and divine and, to her endless shame, she could not prevent her lower body press against it in evolving, divisive pleasure.
 

He licked her lips with his long, languid tongue and whispered.
 

“Let’s go Girl…it’s late!”
 

She challenged him in shock; this was already out of her control.
 

“I can’t just leave with you… I don’t know you…I can’t!”
 

The man looked at her; his dark eyes demonically and irresistibly burning into hers, and he held out his hand to her politely but with authority.
 

“You do as your told Girl…understand!” 
 

Debbie nodded pathetically, let him take her wrist and lead her downstairs, where they jumped in one of the waiting, red taxis.
 

He sat close beside her and whispered softly. 
 

“Where can I drop you?”
 

She stumbled on her reply, in surprise.  
 

“Oh…I thought…?”
 

He pulled her to him and licked her ear as if she was an ice cream. 
 

“You thought I was going to take you to my place and fuck this…didn’t you? Lean back, you Dirty, Little Slut!”
 

She groaned at his crudeness and command of her but sat back on the seat, and watched as the man raised her dress as if she had no choice in his actions with her body. 
 

He then placed his fingers into her knickers and she tried to suppress a groan; he then tortuously teased her slit of feminine sexuality as the juices flowed from her uncontrollably. 
 

Her thighs opened wide and she looked at him weakly; in that instant, it was as if she suddenly accepted that she wanted and was willing to do anything for him!
 

She had felt it from the first time she had set eyes on him, and he felt her capitulation and submission as he teased her.
 

“You gotta’ earn it Baby…you can suck me off… and I’ll give you the fucking of your little life. Now tell the taxi where to drop you.”
 

Debbie quickly informed the driver a safe place where she could walk home and watched transfixed as the man undid his silver, clip buttons and withdrew the biggest erection she had ever seen from his tight jeans.
 

It was enormous, solid like stone, and coal black!
 

Without thinking, she bent her head obediently, and suddenly the man’s thick, dark cock was in her salacious, salivating mouth. 
 

She knew the driver could work out what she was doing but she didn’t care; she was having dirty sex in the back of a taxi with some strange, dangerous, delicious, black man and she just didn’t care anymore!
 

Jai held and stroked her head and hair as she suckled him and, as her motions became quicker she could sense the male essence and semen inside his tense balls begin to swell, until it released, like a sudden flood from a dam, between her tight, pursed lips.
 

She intended not to miss a drop of him. 
 

He grabbed her hair and cursed her, as thick, creamy sperm instantly filled her mouth and she swallowed it like some common, easy whore.
 

He fell back onto the seat and whistled at her in delight and satisfaction. 
 

“Wow…some blow job Debbie…you are going to get some screwing Baby… for that!”
 

Her skirt was already around her waist and she kneeled over him, watching as he pulled the tiny, sodden pants off her body and then stared intently at her seeping, bushy, blonde mound and vagina. 
 

He placed her knickers in his pocket and let his fingers run along her pink, slimy, eager, sex lips and laughed dismissively.
 

“Mmm these are made for fucking Girl!”   
 

A man’s voice called out nervously, as if to break their separation and private spell of dark intimacy.
 

“We’re here Boss!” 
 

The taxi driver had spoken, not knowing quite where to look or what to say with the sexual play and theatre he could so clearly see in the back of his cab!
 

Jai handed her a small piece of paper and smiled conceitedly and arrogantly, as she tried to pull her dress down and straighten and replace her breasts inside it. 
 

“Be here, tomorrow… at 4p.m.and you’ll get what I promised you!”
 

Debbie squealed and complained like some puerile child, as she realised she would not get her own needs satisfied.
 

“But I thought…you can’t… treat me like this!” 
 

The man bundled her out of the taxi and patted her soft, sensitive ass, condescendingly as he did so. 
 

“Don’t be late and dress like a slut…I like it like that…see ya’…Bitch!”
 

He laughed out loudly at her disgrace and humiliation. 
 

“By the way Girl…you were sensational, great mouth!”
 

He waved in constant, irritating good humour as the taxi sped away and she screamed after him in abject fury and frustration. 
 

“I won’t be there Jai…I won’t…won’t…won’t!”
 

But the man was beyond the brow of the hill and gone; she was standing by the side of the road with the residue of his sperm in her mouth and a chill wind, whistling around her legs and her uncovered sexuality. 
 

The cool, night air gave her a mild shock back to reality and, as she threw her hair back, she decided that she truly must be going insane.  
 

The walk back to her house was only a couple of streets but she strolled only leisurely in her high heels; each step seemed double the normal length, and even though the area was deserted, she sensed the intrusive eyes of the judgemental neighbourhood upon her. 
 

Debbie felt her disgrace and how ridiculous she looked with her short skirt and smeared make-up, as if shouting out loudly at just how she had shamed herself!
 

In that moment she knew and promised herself, that she could never degrade herself ever again, and was thankful that the man had not forced himself on her. 
 

However her body was horribly, needfully alive and pulsing, and her mouth tasted of his salty sperm! 
 

Somehow she accepted she was conveniently forgetting the actual facts of the evening, and how desperate she had been for both his body and his carnal, black, masculine favours.
 

Debbie suddenly understood that it was a little early to be making rash promises that perhaps could not be kept.
 

As she saw her large home appear at the bend of the road, her mind suddenly understood and realised, just how much she had undeniably enjoyed herself in her crude, lewd adventures that evening.
 

She inhaled the icy, unseen air and trembled; she was in trouble, big, black, tempting, compelling difficulty and she knew it…for sure!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 11
 

Interracial Nightmare.
 

 
 

Debbie Jason entered the warmth of her home gratefully and, after preparing a deep, refreshing bath to soothe and cleanse herself, poured herself a large, relaxing brandy. 
 

As she glanced in the mirror over the fireplace in the lounge, where she kept the tumbler of the fine copper alcohol, she observed her soiled, dishevelled state and was grateful Trevor was away and she did not need to hide the outrageous way she looked. 
 

It was so obvious what she had been up to!
 

Hurriedly she threw her teenage, provocative clothing onto the floor but, as if she was still in league with her new diversion, admired her delicate body in the mirror and flushed strangely.
 

She was still young and desirable, and it made her pulse in perverse pleasure that her charms had proved to be still alluring to other men. 
 


  

The liquid heat warmed her insides; she began to feel her skin glow and her raging libido beat and pulse like a running heartbeat inside her.
 

Her need for sex and male attention was indescribably intense; the craving for something hard, to have her and fill her and satisfy the female need within her was simply overwhelming. 
 

Debbie realised that she still had the scrawled up bit of paper that Jai had given her and she opened it eagerly in her privacy, to see an address and a time written upon it. 
 

The flat was in cheap side of town, she knew where, and she had to be there at 4p.m! 
 

The sensible and normal part of her wanted to screw the note up; throw it away and revert back to an ordinary existence.
 

But she needed something more from her life now, something illicit and dangerous that made her spirit leap and run, and knew that no matter how badly she felt about her shameful and sordid actions, she would keep the date and be at the flat as the arrogant black man had instructed.
 

She bathed and slept intermittently, her mind reliving both her fantasies with Aphrodite and the realities of sucking the supercilious, dark stranger’s delicious penis, with the plump, Indian, taxi driver watching them. 
 

In truth and her own separation from even her normal reality, she accepted wickedly that this exhibitionism and voyeurism excited her; she strangely liked demeaning herself and even more so, if someone unknown watched her, as if she was indeed truly and utterly immoral.
 

The previous night had however drained her physical and emotional energy; she eventually became comatose and awoke late, with a raging hunger and a pent-up energy that seemed to send charges of electricity around her body as if she was plugged in to the main grid.
 

After a relaxing and refreshing, aromatic shower, she ate ravenously and was grateful that it was a lazy Sunday and that her husband was not back until very late that evening; she knew that she wanted to spend the afternoon preparing herself for Jai and their assignation.
 

It was soon therefore another visit to the shopping centre; she remembered her obvious instructions and chose an outfit from one of the young, trendy shops that had minimalistic clothes and made her look cheap and common like a young, silly girl of questionable virtue.
 

It was an obligation to fulfil that was all too easy and enjoyable for her; she enjoyed this type of decision making and wanted to look and dress sexily, like a whore or a slut!
 

It was incredibly and indescribably exciting.
 

After a couple of hours rummaging through countless outfits, she chose a short, black skirt and a tight cut-off pink top that held her full, naked breasts, revealed her firm, rubbery nipples and left her lean belly, bare 
 

She bought a tiny pair of fine, string knickers with a red trim on them, a black pair of hold up stockings and a pink pair of tacky, high heeled shoes.
 

The clothes were all bundled into her bag and she marched off happily to the beauticians where she had a facial, a massage and finally a full Brazilian wax. 
 

Previously Debbie had always had thick, bushy, pubic hair around her most intimate places, but she suddenly felt the need to remove it, and expose all of her femininity and sexuality.
 

If she had been any more agitated or excited, she sensed that she would have imploded in expectancy there and then.  
 

She lay back and tried to calm herself; let the teenage Oriental girl, in the white, pristine uniform and the sharp, black eyes work on her, to remove every trace of covering hair. 
 

As the thin line of her sex was revealed, she wondered dirtily, what the girl would think if she knew she was meeting some black stranger shortly to let him fuck it!
 

The girl oiled and creamed her folds of flesh to soften them from where she had cut and shaved, and Debbie tried not to murmur in pleasure. 
 

The girl was very professional and just doing her job thoroughly, but as the beautician stroked her flesh, she knew she was just so unbelievably sensitive and would up.
 

It made her pulse desperately just thinking about how she was preparing her seemingly, innocent vagina for this overconfident black man; part of her sensing her own impending disgrace but she knew she wanted him more than she could explain or understand.
 

When the inscrutable, young lady was finished, Debbie emptied her new clothes from her bag, so she could prepare herself, as shortly it would be time for her to go.
 

The girl observed her and when she was dressed, helped her a little with her make up and then whispered to her in genuine enthusiasm and admiration.
 

“Wow…you look so sexy… really great…that’s the type of outfit I’d wear!”
 

Debbie looked at her politely; then spoke dryly, and with irony that was unfortunately lost on her skilled companion.
 

“Yes Dear I’m sure it would suit you!”
 

It amused her that the young, teenage beautician did not realise she was just being droll and sarcastic. 
 

She knew the outfit she now wore was vulgar and trashy and spoke to anyone that saw her dressed in it, just what type of cheap and common type of female persona and character she was liable to be. 
 

However, only her expensive, elegant watch was a contradiction to the other adornments that now covered her body, and told her it was time to depart; she began to fluster and fuss and concerned herself that she would have to hurry not to be late! 
 

She enjoyed but ignored the looks and whistles, as she rushed through the busy, bustling centre and felt her whole body surging and thumping with excitement.
 

It was as if she was 17 again and the feeling was intoxicating!
 

As she drove she realised that her sexual juices were dripping into her new panties and she hoped very much that Jai would actually be there. 
 

Panic consumed her as she thought about him playing a trick on her; she had not even dared to consider that the address and date given to her was some type of joke!
 

The traffic was terrible and Debbie was anxious and flustered as she arrived outside the apartment block 15 minutes late; she quickly parked the car on the road and looked for the flat number, she had been given on the scrap of paper in her fingers.
 

She anxiously pushed the silver button on a square, shiny intercom outside the large, grey, cold building not knowing what to expect. 
 

A voice sounded, and her heart leapt in joy; it was Jai!
 

“Yeah?”
 

She squealed in excitement.
 

“It’s me!” 
 

A buzzer sounded and she burst energetically through the door as it did so, as if so impatient to meet her new fate.
 

She ran up to the third floor by way of the stairs, as the lift was being used, and knocked loudly on the white, old, tatty door of number 33. 
 

The lock opened, she pushed the entrance in her hurry and followed the man into the basically, sparsely furnished, front room of the flat and mumbled to him in high, feminine excitement.
 

“I’m here Jai…as you said!”
 

The man was dressed in jeans and a tight blue top, looked so calm and serene, provided her with a large glass of cold, white wine and smiled at her engagingly, with his mercurial white teeth that seemed so perfect and suspiciously sharp! 
 

“I can see…you don’t mind…”
 

He spoke as if it was just an aside.
 

“…If I film you…do you?”
 

Debbie sipped her drink and watched him pick up a small Sony, video camera and he explained to her, as he innocently brought it to his eye. 
 

“It’s a hobby, Baby!”
 

The camera focussed on her then he whistled, and whispered seductively. 
 

“Hi Debbie you look so sexy and great…turn around.”
 

The flushing girl adored his compliments, felt fantastic, took a huge gulp of wine and did a twirl as her dark admirer raved about her womanly beauty.
 

 “Really great Debbie…you look so pretty and…dirty.”
 

That’s was just how she felt; the optical glass lens caught her blush and colour in barely repressed pride as he went on. 
 

“I’ve been thinking about you Baby…about the blow job you gave me last night…you were very dirty then!”
 

Debbie flushed crimson at his recollection, feigning distaste for the unwelcome reminder of her previous fecklessness, although her new, bald, line of femininity was literally dripping at just the thought of it. 
 

“Don’t be so vulgar, Jai!”
 

He laughed and belittled her.
 

“So what have you come here for? If you don’t want some more!”
 

Debbie could feel the camera picking up her every feminine signal, and she drank some more wine and tried unsuccessfully to look shy and demure.
 

The enigmatic male sat in a wicker chair and let the small, innocuous camera capture all of her projected emotions and senses
 

“You’ve got great tits Debbie…are you wearing a bra?”
 

She shook her head nervously as he tantalised and pressed her.
 

“Then let’s see Baby…I’ve not seen your tits!”
 

He saw her look at the little, silver box embarrassed, and smiled softly in reassurance to her. 
 

“It’s just for me Debbie, let’s see them…please!”
 

It appeared that she could not deny him anything; raised the short top and showed the man her large, milky, breasts and they revealed, much to her discomfort, her thick, brown areolas and nipples that were already pointed and hard.
 

Jai was so enthusiastic and complimentary.
 

“Great tits Girl…I bet they feel good?”
 

Debbie felt the camera focus, on her skirt and her thighs and she teased the hem of her short, dark covering and smiled at her man provocatively; she seemed to suddenly embrace and like this game!
 

He raised his black, thick, eyebrows in amusement as if he could read her like a book.
 

“What’s under there? Come on show me… I want to see you!”
 

She bent her knees together coyly, as if she was a shy, little girl.
 

“I shouldn’t Jai!”
 

But he was so jovial, persuasive; he cajoled, begged her and convinced her it was just a bit of private afternoon fun; it was innocent play…that was all!
 

“Please Baby…don’t you want me to see it…what a Little, Sexy Slut you are?”
 

He was so rude, but she knew he didn’t mean it, and anyway all she could sense were the prurient juices pouring from her vagina. 
 

She was so horny and, as if compelled to do so, raised her short, black skirt to reveal the tiny, delicate, dark and red panties below.
 

Jai moved interestedly from his chair; she felt the lens focus on her covered pussy and she raised her dress higher to ease his wrapt attentions and pushed her beating mound forward in misplaced pride.
 

“Are they new Baby?”
 

She nodded stupidly and happily.
 

“Yes Jai…I bought all new, to show you.”
 

He laughed devilishly.
 

“Then you should let me see…all of your sexy little body; you’d like that Baby?”
 

Debbie nodded sweetly and naively but the man just stared at her through his piercing, protective, all seeing glass, and teased her.
 

“Say please…Girl…say please take my clothes off, and let me show myself to you Jai…please!”
 

She was so aroused, frustrated and wanton and the clothes she was wearing felt like such a burden on her aching, dancing skin...
 

“Strip me Jai…I want you to see me…please!”
 

He smiled and without letting go of the small, silver, machine that was recording her disgrace, helped remove the tight top over her head, then unclipped and slid off, her dark, pretty skirt until the only thing she was wearing was the tiny, string, black and red trimmed, G string knickers.
 

He groaned in his own apparent lust and desire for her, and it seemed to thrill and inflame her craving for him even more.
 

“Debbie my cock is bursting… turn around…bend over…pull those dirty panties around your pussy Girl…God I can see you dripping through them!”
 

She was literally trembling in lust and desire, followed his every, crude instruction, losing all inhibitions as she did so, and pulled her knickers tightly against her little mound to tease herself mercilessly. 
 

The black man moved close beside her; she could sense his heat and allowed him to gently push her onto her knees until her pink lipstick mouth faced his crotch.
 

Without a word of command or request from him, she undid him, withdrew his divine, thick, solid cock from his jeans and placed the tip of it in her painted, plump lips.
 

She moved her head along its full, luscious, black, pulsating length and felt his hand stroke her hair and he whispered to her as she did so 
 

“Have you been looking forward to this Debbie?”
 

She looked up and saw the camera capturing her ongoing compulsion and craving; she just smiled and continued sucking and licking him subserviently as if in answer to his impertinent and somewhat demeaning question.
 

She orally worshipped his cock, then his balls, allowing her tongue to linger and loll over the black, rigid and soft flesh, as he filmed every, salacious second of her ignominy.
 

He grabbed her hair roughly, fucked her mouth and then tested how much true authority and control he had over her.
 

It seemed absolute already!
 

“Do you want to let me see what’s under those naughty knickers Debbie?” 
 

She could only moan weakly, bent her delicate head up and down and demonstrated clearly that he could do as he wished with her.
 

“Yes Jai…of course I do…I want you to see all of me…I am yours’!”
 

He allowed her to suck his penis a little longer then pulled her to her feet almost painfully and violently by her short, pretty hair, and the camera saw her shiver and shake with a cacophony of foul, mixed sensations, before him.
 

“Show me then Bitch…pull them down and show me your pretty cunt!”
 

His crude, coarse words only provoked and aroused her more; she stared at him through the innocuous lens of the camera and placed her fingers and thumb on the very top of her pretty, new knickers.
 

Slowly, tantalisingly she tugged at the elastic and the tiny, black covering fell from her mound to her ankles and her newly bald, pink glistening vagina was revealed to him in all its’ gleaming white, pristine glory.
 

She was so deliciously turned on and horny; far more than she had experienced in her entire, previous, sexual existence, and far beyond what she could ever have thought or believed possible.
 

She was completely buzzing, from the top of her delicate head to the tips of her tiny toes.
 

Jai could see every fold, every personal detail of her most private parts, and his camera seemed to invasively zoom in upon them as Debbie proudly displayed her slick, sensitive prize to him as he mumbled in apparent, veneration and appreciation. 
 

“This looks so clean and…juicy Debbie…and you’ve shaved it…for me Baby!” 
 

Before she could say anything his long, divine, dark fingers were probing her pink, oiled sexual lips; pushing, probing and teasing the weak flesh as she grunted in such obvious, desire, pleasure and lust.
 

“Yes Jai…just for you…do you like it?”
 

He laughed, tugged and constantly pressed the fine slit of femininity again and again.
 

“Yes, Debbie this is really a great pussy…and…it’s mine now!”
 

She had long lost any vestige of pride or influence she had, and groaned out pathetically and loudly in capitulation and surrender.
 

“Yes Jai…yours…Yours!”
 

He patted the front of her mound condescendingly and lightly as if it was indeed his property and plaything, and she groaned in her demonic need as he chuckled in delight.
 

“I think you’re ready for fucking Debbie? Yes?”
 

Her legs were weightless and her mind was wobbly jelly.
 

“Yes…Yes…Yes!”
 

He turned her around and stuck his finger in her slippery wetness then up her anus, spreading her juices from her pussy as he did so and teased and tormented her deliciously.
 

“We’re going to have so much fun baby!”
 

Her form was pressed down now, bent on all fours and she groaned as she felt him dominatingly behind her! 
 

His long cock was at the very sodden entrance to her licentious, womanly centre and her head lowered in submission, as if just accepting and anticipating his imminent pleasure and ruination of her. 
 

She had not long to wait!
 

He began to move, very, very slowly inside her; grabbed her tiny, little hips in his large hands and held his body still so she could begin to feel and relish him.
 

She knew he was recording her shame, bent over like a mere dog, but somehow it made the experience even more, an exciting and intoxicating turn on for her.
 

He continued, to push, press and squeeze until finally his enormous masculinity was fully, tightly wedged inside her narrow passage, and she could only gasp out in disbelief, utter, surprise and wonder of something so sublime and huge within her tiny body.
 

Debbie felt her vaginal muscles contract around him and grab so eagerly at the heavenly, compacted flesh, and he mocked her lustily as he sensed her sordid need. 
 

“Tell me you’re a Dirty Girl, Debbie?”
 

He began to fuck her with miniscule movements and she screamed in utter delight as the sensations of pleasure overwhelmed every erogenous, tremulous part of her.
 “I am…Oh fuck…I am Jai…I’m a Whore and a Slut!” 
 

He began to pump her faster, more roughly and basely but that was just what she craved; demeaning sex where she was used and rutted like a helpless, sexual, female beast. 
 

She was so, on the edge and aroused, that she climaxed in less than a few minute to his absolute, physical mastery and control of her. 
 

But the man did not stop his taking and use of her body, and continued to fuck her as she shuddered and trembled and thought she would pass out from ongoing vibration and delectation.
 

As the spasm of her initial orgasm in her vagina faded, she immediately felt another begin to rise; she instinctively pushed back against his manhood and bent her head again, as she savoured the physical pleasure and relief of his relentless, firm, undeniable, masculine attentions.
 

She adored being fucked in her real life; just utterly, loved it!
 

He withdrew from her suddenly and lay on his back and she sensed what he wanted her to do for him. 
 

She kneeled over his thighs, then lowered her delicate hips down and let her wet, saturated sexuality, capture, his lovely irresistible, black cock again.
 

It was soon, heavenly sliding back within her once more. 
 

Debbie pulled herself up and down gradually upon it, as if revelling in each tiny, arousing motion; she looked savagely into the camera Jai was still holding in his hand, as if it were a distraction from her deviant concentration. 
 

She could see her body reflected in the small mirror; could observe her vagina full of the man’s, dark, divine flesh and she stared at the image in fascination, as if she was mere voyeur and spectator in her own debauchery.
 

She raised herself then let her body fall onto him with all her force, and she could hear the slap, slap, slap of her white, soft, fleshy bottom on his muscular thighs as she did so. 
 

How ungraceful or unrefined she looked or appeared to him was immaterial; only her own selfish, sexual gratification was paramount.
 

She climaxed again unbelievably, as constant tremors of ecstasy ran through her in waves of pleasure, and Jai placed his hand on her pulsating, sweaty body as if he owned it, laughed and mocked her. 
 

“You’re enjoying this Baby?”
 

Debbie nodded weakly as if she thought, she would expire at any given moment.
 

“Yes…yes…you can see!”
 

He chastised her, determined to punish and humiliate her exquisitely as if he understood and realised how much she loved to be treated so badly.
 

“Suck me off now Baby…there’s a Good Girl… then… you can fuck off home!”
 

She ignored his insults as just part of the divine theatre they were enacting; he withdrew his erection from inside her, kneeled over her face and forced his saturated, cock inside her willing, flowing mouth. 
 

He then filmed the top of her fragile, perspiring head as she moved it along his flesh, like a maniacal, feminine piston. 
 

She had never had a man’s penis in her mouth until last night, except in her fantasies, but as she tasted her own juices upon it, she knew she adored this fetid act, and suckled and licked it with hunger, relish and true, female vigour.
 

The man stroked her silken hair; tugged it teasingly and encouraged her.
 

“Yea…Debbie good…more, more oh I’m close Baby…close…use that tongue Girl…fuck!”
 

She knew he was going to come and instinctively went to draw away, but the man held her fast and in place over his erupting flesh; his thick fluid discharged powerfully, and cascaded into her tiny, agitated mouth.
 

There was so much sperm, her throat could only swallow what she could manage, and felt the sticky excesses drip from the sides of her plump, sodden lips.
 

Her tightly shut eyes opened, she saw that the camera was still upon her and she smiled coyly, as if she knew she had been a very, very, bad and naughty girl.
 

Jai turned the focus away from her, placed it on the nearby table and smacked her naked, shuddering bottom, hard! 
 

“You can piss off now Sweetie…”
 

He spoke to her so disrespectfully and cravenly that, without the previously, hormonal pull of a forthcoming climax, it instantly lost its’ appeal and amusement for her.
 

“…Come back the day after tomorrow, same time, if you want some more…I’ll arrange some surprises for you!”
 

Debbie suddenly felt her anger begin to rise from apparently nowhere and snapped at him. 
 

“Who do you think you’re talking to?”
 

Jai’s hands were suddenly upon her again, but not in a sexual way anymore; they hovered around her neck as if he was going to strangle her and break her like a brittle stick, in his powerful, menacing grip.
 

“If you don’t wanna’ be fucked Baby…then don’t come…but I know exactly who you are…just some Cheap, White Whore that likes a good fucking! Probably been missing out, with the old man? Yeah!”
 

She was completely shocked at his diatribe and cruelty but unbelievably there was still more to come from him.
 

“Next time you come here dress in a business suit… if you have one? Nice, expensive underwear though…now, fuck off!”
 

Debbie was so outraged and unbalanced by his outburst that she quickly pulled on her teenage, provocative clothing, suddenly embarrassed and horrified that she should be seen wearing such demeaning things. 
 

Without so much as a goodbye she rushed from the flat, but not before she heard him call out to her maddeningly, just as she was about to slam the door in temper.
 

 “Don’t be late, Baby!”
 

Her waiting vehicle provided some initial sanctuary, but she could smell the sex on her all the way home and, in the privacy of her car she realised and felt mortified at how pathetically she had acted and how depraved she had become. 
 

Her husband came immediately into her mind for the first time that day, and she was so distraught at what she had done; Trevor could never know her shame and despicable actions as he would never forgive her, just as she could now, not absolve herself.
 

She tried to calm her twisting mind to provide some insight and meaning to her actions; it was just something that she had needed to eradicate from her system! 
 

Naively Debbie felt that now finally, once and for all, she had exorcised her sexual ghosts and demons from her recent fantasies.
 

She was cured! Forever!
 

However the aroma of dried sperm and semen made her flush dirtily and she tried with all of her will not to let her mind run through every dirty, diabolical, delicious, sexual act she had performed that evening. 
 

It was increasingly an impossible thing for her to do; it was as if her mind was no longer within her capacity to control, and it had its’ own diabolical, not so hidden, agenda of depravity and perversion.
 

Her body was still shaking like a leaf, in shock, even upon entering the safety of her own house and she stepped quickly into the shower and threw her clothes deeply into a huge pile of washing where she could dispose of them later.
 

She vowed she would never wear them again.
 

The yellow Loofah was used with force to cleanse her like a maniac, as if she could somehow wash away, erase and eradicate the fetid, foul perversions she had just performed so enthusiastically.
 

She scrubbed her dripping skin but her mind was not so easy to wipe clear from the sullied acts she had endured and enjoyed so disgracefully.
 

The fact that she had found pleasure in the sexual trysts was indisputable, and worryingly, even she could not deny that she had loved every sordid second of her disgrace.
 

Trevor was in bed and she dressed in warm pyjamas and snuggled beside him as he whispered trustingly, lovingly and sleepily to her.
 

 “Did you have a nice evening, Dear?”
 

She felt her cheeks glow and burn red in the darkness.
 

“It was OK, Darling.”  
 

He placed his arms around her comfortingly, and she truly wanted to reciprocate, but all she could think about was her new, dark and devilish lover that had debased and fucked her so divinely and disgustingly.
 

There was no sex or intimacy that night with her husband; he was tired from his travel and golf and she, exhausted from being fucked endlessly like a whore and, to her eternal shame and dishonour, slept better than he did!
 

It was therefore somewhere in the middle of the following day that Debbie finally realised that she had a serious, growing, gargantuan sized problem. 
 

The physical effects of her fucking had worn off and her body was again demanding and screaming for release. 
 

Suddenly every few seconds all she could see in her mind’s eye was Jai’s black, huge, thick cock inside her, then her newly bald, pink, pure vagina reflected in his camera lens, as she trembled and pulsated in the blessed, erotic haze of constant orgasms and endless, delicious, sticky, male ejaculate.
 

She pounced on her husband that evening as soon as they were in bed, but her heightened, insatiable libido had undermined his confidence and he came quickly over her legs, wasting the weak, useless essence of his manhood.
 

As they settled discontentedly once again to sleep she turned to him and, so out of character for her, told him an open barefaced lie. 
 

“I’m meeting Jennie for a drink after work tomorrow…I might be late Darling!”
 

She felt him shrug and she suddenly acknowledged that she could not avoid her destiny, appointment and meeting with Jai.
 

Her vagina pulsated immediately at her decision; it seemed to tell her that she accepted her need for sex from him was irresistible and impossible for her to ignore or deny.
 

It seemed as if it was a natural impulse to her now, almost like breathing.
 

She awoke early, showered and put on her most exquisite, seductive lingerie set. 
 

They were sheer, silk, black stockings, black garter and suspenders and a small cotton and lace pair of panties that fitted snugly around her pretty, soft, sensitive, newly hairless mound. 
 

She admired herself in her mirror, felt her juices flow as she imagined her lover pulling the delicate knickers down to her thighs and forcing his long, dominating, black cock inside her. 
 

Her body shook in primeval anticipation as she pulled the matching bra around her and selected her best, black, cashmere business suit. 
 

She would normally have worn a blouse, but the jacket was high necked and hid her modestly and felt content in just her sensual, fine, underwear around her voluptuous breasts. 
 

She looked refined but sexy and hoped her new man would be pleased.
 

The business day seemed to drag and she left work early, gulped two large glasses of wine while she waited in a small bar that was local to her rendezvous. 
 

It was not crowded, but she felt the searching leers in the eyes of the few males that were there, and it gave her a strange sense of womanly empowerment. 
 

No one approached her but that was not really the point in this environment; she felt sexy and desirable and that in itself was one of the drugs she craved and needed 
 

She reached the flat only slightly late and a little inebriated, the main entrance was surprisingly open and when eventually she knocked on the door of the flat, she felt her whole body raging and screaming for physical release and fulfilment.
 

The apartment she suddenly realised was open, and she walked in boldly, her shoulders high and her eyes looking only straight ahead. 
 

She had tried to understand her dark compulsions, thoughts and emotions but found that she was reacting to the most basic primal needs of a woman, and decided it went beyond her modern, middle class, rationale.
 

It was not something she could explain; the hormonal emotions just drove her to act on her primal base impulses and female cravings, and she could not fight them.
 

Jai greeted her with his silver camera up to his eye; she kissed him on his cheek and took a glass of sparkling wine from his hand as if they had never had a cross word and whispered invitingly to her..
 

“You look cool, Debbie, do a turn.”
 

She spun around, feeling her head swim as she did so and noticed that the side of the room had been made to look like an office and she eyed him suspiciously.
 

But he just smiled charmingly and disarmingly as if he had an explanation for everything.
 

“Fun isn’t it…my own little Slutty, Business Woman…you are a slut aren’t you Debbie…come here to be well fucked?”
 

She felt her face colouring up but her heart was pounding in affirmation of his deduction; she desperately wanted fucking!
 

“I bet you’ve got your best lingerie on under that lovely suit…am I right? Show me Debbie…show me what a Little Tart you are…I know you want to.”
 

She gulped the wine and felt even more, intoxicated and her vagina was pulsing irrationally and uncontrollably.
 

But Debbie so did want to show how she had prepared herself for her black lover; she longed to strip, present herself and be adored by him.
 

His insulting, teasing words were both cutting and exciting at the same time, confused and perplexed her and she murmured to him defensively.
 

“I’m not like that Jai…I’m not!”
 

He smiled like a tiger and went to her side.
 

“Of course you’re not Debbie…you’re a Lady…let me take your coat!”
 

She felt him remove her jacket and too late, she remembered that she was not wearing a blouse and her large breasts were there for his observance, within her sexy, lacy, black bra.
 

She groaned as he cupped the flesh in his large, waiting brown palms.
 

“A Lady does not wear this Bitch…a Whore does!”
 

His fingers slipped inside the cups, squeezed her thick nipples and she was groaning and writhing to his expert touch again. 
 

“So beautiful Debbie…such a Pretty Woman with massive tits…let me assist you Baby!”
 

She allowed herself to be shakily led towards the low desk, and her body to be lain face down upon it as the man gently instructed her. 
 

“Undo your zip Sweetie…let’s see what delights are underneath that skirt!”
 

She tried so hard to resist him and where her body was so quickly taking her but such strength of mind was beyond her will.
 

“No Jai…I’m not a Slut…a Whore…I’m not!”
 

He smacked her covered bottom sharply, and she squealed in pain and pleasure and felt her need for him race off the arousal scale as he threatened her softly, and with apparent good humour.
 

“If you don’t remove your skirt I’m kicking you out and not letting you back in, Bitch…now show me!”
 

She had no resistance anymore, closed her eyes, undid the short zip at her side and breathed in to assist him lowering her tight, elegant, pencil skirt to the floor. 
 

His hands were suddenly upon her soft, white bottom and he caressed the fine material of her pretty, lace knickers.
 

“Very nice Debbie…I bet your employees didn’t realise that you were wearing these, or that you love being fucked so much by black men…eh?”
 

She felt herself groan as he lowered her panties to her knees and began to stroke her already weeping sex lips, and anal hole.
 

“Very wet Debbie, very, very, wet Girl; perfect pussy for fucking!”
 

There was instantly body heat and a noise behind her, then suddenly the wonder of a long, hard, thick flesh slowly working it’s way inside her most special place.
 

She turned her head flat to the desk, closed her eyes and breathed, in gratification; she let her vaginal muscles contract around the erection inside her and opened her thighs to maximise her pleasure and she could not help but confess to him in limp, servile satisfaction.
 

“I am a Whore Jai…your Whore…fuck me Darling…fuck me!
 

The flesh inside her was so divinely solid, like a thick, iron pole, and she groaned again in heaven as slowly it began to move rhythmically back and forward inside her.
 

Her mind was racing, a concoction of visions, both dreams and reality in which she was always the centre of debasing, interracial sex. 
 

The reality was wondrous, shocking but terribly exciting and she could sense her body moving nearer, and ever closer to fulfilment. 
 

She opened her eyes and was suddenly looking directly into the opaque lens of Jai’s camera and she squealed out to him disbelievingly, as she realised that she was still being rutted and fucked energetically from behind her.
 

Jai saw her reflected shock and confusion and just laughed.
 

“It’s one of my friends…you didn’t think I’d keep your lovely pussy just for me? Did you Baby…?”
 

He was so happy in her helplessness and humiliation, and took seemingly, endless delight as he continued to taunt her.
 

“…Now that would be so selfish!”
 

Debbie could not answer, was still on her sexual edge as the unknown powerful, delectable, stiff flesh kept pumping into her vaginal tightness, and she watched in fascination as Jai withdrew his own thick cock from within his trousers and placed it by her sweaty face. 
 

“Suck it Bitch!”
 

She shook her head in objection but he held her nose with his finger and thumb, as if to mockingly correct her, and as she opened her mouth in panic to breathe the thick flesh was unceremoniously pushed inside.
 

Without thinking she began to suck it and as she did so, let her decadence and compliance overwhelm her. 
 

A stranger was rutting her wonderfully from behind; she didn’t know him, hadn’t seen him, but he was fucking her…God he was fucking her so…unbelievably well!
 

Her mind seemed to explode in the colours of exultation and climax; she exhaled, allowing the frustration of recent days to leave her and she vibrated like a sound wave, drew firmly on Jai’s cock and cursed him with all of her promiscuous soul.
 

“You’re such a Bastard!”
 

She could only mumble however, as her slippery tongue was too wrapped around his cock to speak clearly.
 

Jai stroked her hair as if he understood her predicament and she saw him beckon to the man behind her with his finger; instantly and regretfully the warm flesh was removed with an indelicate plop and suddenly this mysterious, second man appeared right in front of her disbelieving eyes. 
 

He was muscular and slim, also bald with a soft face and dark black eyes; he was also desirably, inky black and Debbie felt suddenly that she had no force or will at all.
 

The man also had a massive, black erection and it hovered just above her face as Jai kept gently fucking her mouth and began to tease her once more.
 

“Thank Tyson for fucking you Bitch!”
 

She looked up at them weakly, kept silent and her demanding but commanding lover tapped her sharply on her red cheek.
 

“Thank him Bitch…Now!”
 

She groaned in submission and capitulated to him immediately and completely.
 

“Thank you…for fucking me!”
 

Jai smiled in delight and removed his cock from inside her mouth and she suddenly found that she was licking them both now; one then the other, her tongue in constant, giving, submissive, prurient motion!
 

The man stroked her hair condescendingly as he seemed to enjoy doing so much. 
 

“It’s our pleasure…I thought you’d like it…this is Tyson, by the way as I said…now show him how much you appreciated his services and… he might do it again!”
 

Her tormentor walked behind her and she took Tyson’s penis between her lips and suckled him earnestly, tasting her own juices upon him as she did so.
 

She wanted to be revolted but it was impossible to deny that she loved the degenerate experience and perverse, physical sport of it all.
 

To her ongoing surprise she suddenly felt another cock slide inside her rear vagina again, and realised that the men had diabolically, exchanged places. 
 

They were insulting and humiliating her in the most demeaning way and she was ashamed, but the vibrating pleasure was indescribable, and she surrendered her senses to the sheer, base, decadent pleasure of the foul diversion.
 

Debbie was now just a toy for both of them and they turned, bullied and persuaded her to all types of sexual obligations and positions. 
 

She was soon wearing her only her stockings and the ever present camera, captured every private detail of her disgrace and depravity.
 

Finally after countless orgasms, she suckled both erect, glistening, towering, black cocks until their sperm cascaded all over her face and mouth and she was suddenly released from being the very pivotal centre, of their sexual world.
 

She sat finally in exhaustion and strange euphoria, glanced at the silver recorder that now lay unused on the sideboard, gasped and giggled crazily, as if she’s was a child that had eaten far too much sugar!
 

“God…you guys are such Bastards…I hope you’re not going to show that film to anyone?”
 

Jai looked at her curiously then with the utter, purity and innocence of a child. 
 

“There’s some beers in the fridge get some…will you?”
 

Debbie did as she was told and opened a cold one for herself. 
 

She had never normally liked beer but as she quaffed it thirstily, it tasted like nectar and quickly washed down the thick semen that was still all over her lips and throat.
 

She took two cans for the men and paraded back into the main room nakedly and brazenly, without even thinking to put on any clothes.
 

Tyson commented as he feasted on the cold, refreshing liquid and his dark, mesmerising spheres, followed her gait.
 

“You love sex Baby…I’ll be ready again soon!”
 

Debbie was a little taken aback and spoke cautiously and softly, as she realised it was getting fairly late. 
 

“Oh… I thought you were finished with me?”
 

Both men looked ambivalent and Jai answered.
 

“You can fuck off if you want…or have a quick shower and we’ll have you again… if you’re good...or bad!”
 

He laughed at his joke; they both did as if they were multi talented comedians.
 

Debbie thought about her husband waiting for her, but she could explain being late, and although she knew that common sense told her to leave, rationality was not something she had in copious amounts just at this time of her life. 
 

This was where she longed to stay; she wanted to be reckless, sexually wanton, adventurous, fearless, and surprisingly, although she felt satisfied, now there always seemed to be a hidden, ongoing need for more.
 

Her physical appetites, like her inbuilt, normal character were becoming greedy.
 

“I’m OK for a while…so I’ll stay.” 
 

Debbie spoke softly, not wishing to sound too eager, and after taking them another couple of beers she went into the small, grubby white bathroom, where dark stains muddied the tiles and the grout to wash, in the hand held shower above the bath. 
 

It was hard to get a constant heat, as the water went from hot, cold to tepid but she rinsed herself thoroughly and lathered around her genitals and hair that were so matted and full of her dark, black lovers’ essence. 
 

The water’s temperature reminded her of her own emotions, constantly changing from cold to hot and it concerned and amused her at the same time.
 

In her delusions she imagined that these men were lovers, but in truth they were strangers, just bodies, black, divine flesh against which she could indulge her womanly wiles and needs. 
 

Like the normally, clever girl and business woman she was, she tried to analyse her actions and concluded, that perhaps this was just a convenient, sexual arrangement, and in some way she was using them as much as they thought they were using her!   
 

It was a fanciful notion but it made her feel better about herself to think and imagine of what had happened to her, in this way. 
 

Eventually she was clean, pink skinned and fragrant once more and she pulled a small green towel around her and went back into the main room. 
 

Debbie could sense and feel that she was randy again, and was mildly annoyed and slighted that the two men seemed pre-occupied by the football on the television.
 

As if to make her point she sat intrusively between them and let each of her tiny hands fall onto their limp, still moist penises that were still outside the confines of their jeans.
 

The men did not move and even when becoming erect, to her busy energetic fingers, just sat with their dark, mercurial eyes glued to the box.
 

Jai was his normal charming, offensive self.
 

“Fuck yourself… on each of us then… fuck off Debbie…OK!”
 

She was way past being affected by his lack of tact, spread her thighs over Tyson and noticed that the other man had absentmindedly picked up the camera again and she smiled as if she liked being the focal point of their universe once more.
 

Tyson’s thick cock slid easily inside her and he held perfectly still like granite, as she drew herself up and down upon him slowly, then urgently until she came and felt his semen spurting up inside her. 
 

The scenario was repeated almost exactly with Jai and as his sperm filled her belly she finally knew that her entertainment was over and concluded for the night.
 

As she gathered her clothes the supercilious male spoke to her in instruction.
 

“Next Tuesday…same time…and dress like a schoolgirl…white panties…short skirt…you know the look…you’ll like it!”
 

Debbie tried to gather herself and be sensible
 

“I don’t know…”
 

He shrugged tiredly; he’d obviously had his fill of her!
 

“Suit yourself…fuck off now… we’ll see you if we see you…”
 

She slammed the door as she left and did not stop fuming until she reached home; they were always so fucking rude! 
 

It was late and she discarded her clothes in the darkness; she did not risk a shower because of the noise it would make and it was so late she knew that Trevor would be asleep. 
 

She pulled on her old pyjamas and to her horror, as she got into bed her husband placed his arms around her and drew her to him lovingly and whispered. 
 

“C’mere, Darling!”
 

He drew her bottoms down and placed himself unceremoniously and unromantically between her thighs, and within seconds had mixed his own seed with the men from earlier that night and groaned in selfish pleasure, as he finished within a few strokes.
 

“You’re a Sexy Girl Debbie! Love you!” 
 

He mumbled as he rolled off her and went to sleep almost immediately; she lay in the darkness, terribly realising that three men’s sperm were mixing in her womb. 
 

But to her amazement, she was too tired to feel guilty, and she slept dirtily and soundly; a deeply, strangely satisfying, confusing rest. 
 

When she awoke she understood and accepted, within less than a few hours that she would have to keep her next appointment with Jai. 
 

What he offered was too all consuming and irresistible for her and her constantly demanding and pulsating body cried out and ached for what he could so deliciously provide. 
 

She no longer tried to control herself or try to understand her actions anymore; they were primal and basic and beyond her abilities to direct.
 

She dressed as instructed on Tuesday, arrived exactly on time, and Jai fucked her along with two other unknown, black strangers; the men were different yet all the same and had one thing in common with each other.
 

They all loved interracial sex and were exceptionally good at it! 
 

She no longer minded, or objected to the variety and licentious games Jai provided for her and from the second she entered the apartment she was just used as a mere vassal and sexual plaything for them.
 

One week dissolved into a month, then two, and she was finding a debased, immoral routine that suited her and kept her raging libido in check.
 

However everything changed early one Monday morning at her office. 
 

Debbie turned on her laptop to find a strange untraceable e-mail; she read it and her heart felt as if it would explode from her chest as she did so.
 

 
 

See Debbiedoes.com…Does your husband know?
 

 
 

She went on line immediately to see, and then onto the website; to her horror, revulsion and incredulity there were countless, explicit, detailed, revealing photographs of her with Jai and his friends. 
 

Every aspect and feature of her private sexual fantasies with the men were exposed and she realised instantly what this, outrageous villainous, horrible, evil black man had done to her.
 

Picture after picture of her having sex, licking black, thick cock, and being abused were there for all, the world to see, for free, and the movies for £3.99 each!
 

She read the caption at the bottom of the page, See what Debbie does next, and she felt her blood begin to boil with demonic rage and she muttered under her furious breath.
 

“The Fucking Bastard!” 
 

With fear and anger pulsating through her in equal measures she grabbed her keys and walked towards her car and shouted to Carol her secretary, as she stormed out.
 

“I’m having the day off…I’ll be unobtainable!”
 

The car seemed to drive itself round to the secret flat and she steeled herself to what she was going to do to him. 
 

She’d not given permission for the pictures of her to be used; they were private, private… Private! 
 

The man was in deep trouble, she’d get the police onto him, he’d conned her, taken her for an idiot; fucked her in every conceivable, possible way.
 

She banged on the door of his flat angrily, noticing instantly how seedy it looked in the light of the grey, cloudy day. 
 

“Open up you Bastard! Open…”
 

The door swung ajar and she barged into the square space; the former, delicious, sexual centre of her world was sitting on the settee smoking a small, glowing, rolled cigarette, that emitted a sickly sweet aroma, and he looked at her amusedly as she screamed out to him in terrible ire. 
 

“You Bastard…Debbiedoes.com…you fucking Bastard!”
 

To her confusion and ongoing rage, the man just smiled dreamily at with her with distant, glassy eyes,
 

“You are just so predictable Girl…” 
 

He laughed in cruel irony. 
 

“…You don’t think I just fucked you for fun…it’s for money…Honey… and you are a banker…you just loved what we did for you!”
 

She was incandescent and literally shook in vexation.
 

“I did not…I did not!”
 

Jai laughed and sneered at her.
 

“Shut your mouth Girl and…take your jacket off!”
 

Debbie suddenly felt her fear overriding her anger, sensed her vulnerability and screamed at him in mixed, swirling emotions.
 

“I’m not staying!”
 

Jai rose from his chair, was instantly by her side and commanded her brusquely. 
 

“Jacket...Off!”
 

Instinctively she turned on her heels to leave but the man grabbed her and pulled her top covering from her, in a single, aggressive, rapid movement.
 

But this woman was courageous and launched herself at him; her hand slapped his face hard causing a sharp flat sound that seemed to echo and reverberate around the small, odious, dingy flat.
 

He stood to his full intimidating height and suddenly he grabbed a handful of Debbie’s, bright hair fiercely, and laughed unnervingly as she winced in pain.
 

“You are staying Baby…I ain’t finished with you…Yet!”
 

His eyes were wild with drugs and malicious power and Debbie felt a surge of terror wash over her as she wailed in utter dread of him.  
 

“I’m sorry Jai…please let me go…please!”
 

The man ignored her and dragged her to the middle of the room where he attached one of her wrists to a pair of handcuffs and then, after linking it to a metal ring in the ceiling, connected the other wrist to the other aperture in the restraints and she was trapped.
 

Debbie had been too shocked and scared to do anything, but now she realised that she was tethered like some animal; she begged and pleaded with him and became more and more fearful, irate and irrational as she did so.
 

“Let me go Jai…please!” 
 

She lashed out with her legs in frustration but quickly realised that she was held fast by the immovable metal above her head.
 

The man stood beside her and she could smell his odour, scented but musky and masculine, and although she was petrified she felt her body-react in reflex.
 

“Now we can talk Debbie…and there’s no use screaming ‘cause…no-one bothers around here!”
 

She realised that her blouse had fallen open whilst she was struggling, and the man placed his hand around her breast and squeezed it through her lacy bra. 
 

“You’re not going yet Debbie…we’re going to make another film…a Snuff Film…you know…all rape and murder!”
 

To her awful distress, she felt her nipples stiffen to his manipulative touch and attentions and she bit her lip to suppress a moan.
 

He left her and then returned with his hateful camera and she blinked helplessly into the uncaring lens and pleaded with him. 
 

“Don’t kill me Jai…please!”
 

He laughed callously.
 

“That depends on how you act Baby…and if you do as I tell you!”
 

He began to undo all the buttons on her blouse and unclipped her bra until her large, voluptuous, milky breasts fell forward into his hands. 
 

Her nipples were already rock hard and she murmured softly as he squeezed them again; she was so malleable and helpless with him!
 

“You do like us fucking you…don’t you?”
 

She felt his fingers undo the small zip on her slim skirt and could only watch as he pulled it down her thighs and onto the filthy floor.
 

She kicked out at him again but could do nothing as his fingers pulled at her small, pink knickers and teased them tightly up against her sexual line.
 

“The camera is going to do a close up on your pussy Debbie…if you’re wet…then we’ll know what a Dirty Little Whore you are?”
 

He pulled her panties hard again and she could feel her inverted, weak lips salivating; his fingers found the tip of the underwear and slowly pulled them away from her mound to reveal her soaking vagina. 
 

His hand ran lightly along her body and sexuality; she groaned loudly and pulled at the handcuffs that held her, but it only heightened her emerging ache and desire.
 

“I think you like fucking Debbie? Yes?”
 

He stood back and let the camera capture her gradual, inevitable submission; her panties were around her thighs and the only other clothing she was wearing now was her black, hold up stockings. 
 

She knew she looked so provocative and sexy and however she tried to disguise it to the camera, her flaming eyes and her weeping vagina revealed her unwarranted, wicked collaboration in her degradation and disgrace.   
 

He stood beside her again and after stroking her hair he let his fingers play with the increasingly wet flesh between her thighs. 
 

Debbie could feel her legs turning to marshmallows and closed her eyes to try and ignore the vibrations of pleasure from almost everywhere. 
 

It was beyond her and she began to feel her breath quickening and discern an unwelcome, familiar, physical edge to her that only an orgasm could relieve.
 

The sensations stopped and she opened her eyes to find the intrusive glass upon her face.
 

 “You do like fucking Debbie?”
 

She looked at him; hated him!
 

“You know I do…you Bastard!”
 

He smiled with obvious and devilish intent.
 

“Good…Because we’re going to fuck you for hours and if you’re very good…we’ll not even kill you after!”
 

Debbie suddenly sensed that there was another body behind her and without knowing who it was, an arm went around her waist, and immediately a large thick, pulsing, pumping cock was pushed roughly into her, salivating rear vagina. 
 

She hung weakly from the handcuffs as the man rutted her and to her disgust she climaxed within the first few strokes and then just closed her eyes and let the sheer degradation of what they were doing overwhelm her as her tormentor humiliated and mocked her.
 

“I think Trevor will like this?” 
 

It was Jai’s words and she opened her eyes in true fear and terror to see the camera recording her again.
 

“No…please no…how do you know about me?”
 

He just laughed; he always laughed and laughed and it infuriated her all the more that he did so!
 

“It’s not difficult Girl…who do you think sent you the email?”
 

Debbie grunted, unable to concentrate because of the constant pounding of her body. 
 

“Why? Why? Why?”
 

His eyebrows raised and he looked like a mischievous child suddenly.
 

“Cause I knew you’d come straight round and…this is a good idea for a film! Angry Debbie being taken against her will, but…”
 

That maniacal, eternal laugh was beginning to haunt her.
 

“…It ‘ain’t really against your will is it Baby…you love this shit!”
 

She thought only about Trevor, what he’d think if he ever saw her indignity and degradation like this? 
 

But the sensations of pleasure still flowed uninvited and in spite of feeling noxious she sensed her body surge to another climax to the strong man behind her who came as she did, and she groaned in fetid lust as his seed spurted inside her.
 

She collapsed on her chains but Jai held her and taunted her further.
 

“Good Debbie…good…now meet Ram!”
 The man that had just taken her so disrespectfully came to face her; he was a small, well-built, muscular black man with a squashed nose, short spiky hair and smiled, surprisingly shyly, considering what he had just been doing to her!
 

 “Hi Debbie…nice to meet you?” 
 

He spoke as if nothing had transpired between them, but she ignored him as she had more immediate concerns. 
 

“Let me go Jai.” 
 

She squealed in frustration, pulling again at her bonds, but she had little strength remaining for the struggle and she quietened quickly. 
 

Her black devil moved behind her and she felt his hands and invasive fingers on her bottom, stroking it, and entering every hidden, crevice and contour on her perspiring flesh. 
 

He spread her wetness into her anal cavity and she bent her head forward in dismay as he pushed his erection at the puckered, tight entrance, then slowly, firmly and unstoppably inside it, and made her gasp once more in trauma, shock and disbelief.
 

The sensations that consumed her were overpowering; pain, pleasure, helplessness, disgust and a feeling of her basest, deviant desires and fantasies enacted. 
 

She just grunted pathetically as he fucked her anal cavity, and soon she felt his flow of warm wetness, filling this passage and her body with yet more, seemingly limitless, white sperm.
 

She looked up and noticed to her trepidation, that two more African men had arrived, and she knew that her ordeal was to continue for many hours. 
 

After begging to be released from her hanging position because of the pain in her arms, Jai relented but fastened her hands behind her back, and she knelt down on the floor while each man had her and fucked her, sometimes two or three at one time.
 

She began to cry and her master, sensing that her fight had gone, released her bonds and placed a small red collar, attached to a leash, around her neck and led her around the room like some, pathetic, pet dog. 
 

Her spirit had been broken and she allowed him to place her before each man where she performed oral sex on them until finally her small, tender mouth was as full of spunk, as the rest of her other orifices.
 

She looked at the clock, it was 2a.m and to her relief her demonic lover and jailor was finally sated and bored with her.
 

He casually dismissed her with a flick of his wrist, waved her away and she knew that thankfully the ordeal was finally over!
 

“Go… fuck off now…we’ll see you here in a week, I’ll text you the time…for some more…go on fuck off…and if you say a word…”
 

He smiled with those shiny, disturbing, glowing teeth and with clear, diabolical intent.
 

“…Trevor might get a little surprise in his email!”
 

Debbie rapidly gathered her clothes and dressed as best she could; she staggered towards the door and whispered at him with all her remaining spite and vitriol. 
 

“You’ll never see me again…Never!”
 

The door slammed behind her and as she walked down the concrete stairs she felt her head literally twisting and swimming. 
 

Debbie felt ill, sick; she was sick! 
 

All she could ask herself was how could she have ever been stupid enough to allow this to happen? How! 
 

The foul smell and stench of copulation was rank on her; dirty, base, evil sex and, as badly as she felt, she shamefully understood immediately what the real, awful tragedy was! 
 

To her anguish and recognition, she knew what disgusted her this very second, would entice her in a short while. 
 

It may only take but a few hours, or a day or more, but the time would come when she would be utterly desperate to unbelievably repeat the same, awful debasing, degrading, humiliating experience again. 
 

It was as if she had some terrible untreatable, infection or addiction, stronger than any destructive drug; she seemed to have no self-will at all, when the chance of this demonic, black physical adventure was available and on offer.
 

When she reached the car, to add to her problems, it had been vandalised, the tyres stolen and she stumbled past it just wanting to escape this dilapidated area and her all consuming, black nightmare. 
 

She reached the main bridge on foot that straddled the Thames and walked onto the side walkway towards her home. 
 

Halfway across she was suddenly overwrought in grief; broke down and held weakly onto, the cold handrails and bent her head in sadness, guilt and self-pity. 
 

She saw the ring glinting on her finger and felt a surging anger towards it, as her head seemed to explode in unbearable wrath and rage. 
 

It was as if she had conveniently forgotten how much she had originally coveted it so, how unfairly and greedily she had come to possess it, and she exhaled in demonstration of her hatred and torment!
 

“This bloody…fucking ring .. brought me nothing but grief… this bloody, fucking ring!”
 

She looked down and grabbed at it furiously, trying to pull it from her finger, and as she did so, the cold, black water far below suddenly caught her attention. 
 

It strangely looked so inviting; she would not have to worry any more, or answer the craving of her body and feel this terrible, heavy burden of guilt, constantly pressing upon her and weighing her down. 
 

But the demonic ring seemed somehow now glued to her finger, wedged on so tightly; she stopped tugging suddenly as if her last piece of energy had evaporated, and through tear stained eyes looked at the distant, water again.
 

She screamed out to the uncaring, cruel, sinister heavens above; to herself in her agony, and felt the tears streaming and pouring down her face, smearing her make-up even more.
 

 “How could I have done this… to me… my husband?”
 

She had always been so strong, so sure, but now? 
 

The water lapped, called and entreated her again; she leant her body over the safety rail and pulled at the ring once more. 
 

To her joy it began to dislodge, she stretched back for extra traction and felt the cold breeze that whispered over the river sting her weeping eyes, and make everything blurred, hazy and blindingly confused.
 

She pulled at the golden sphere a final time, it was almost moving away from her hand and she yanked harder, desperate that she could cast it away, and be done with it! 
 

Unfortunately however, in her dizzy, disoriented state she slipped and lost her footing in the all consuming, cold darkness of the dismal night.
 

Her body arched tragically over the rail, and began its inexorable tumble and journey down, down, down to the murky, icy, dark fate, that awaited her far below. 
 

Debbie could have sworn, in those last, few, fragile seconds before she died, that she could hear the clear, crystal sound of Aphrodite’s, sweet, divine laughter! 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 12
 

Fern Finds Destiny in a Ring.
 

The police found the petite, already bloated body floating down the Thames, late into the morning, and after a quick check from the information she had carried, her husband was contacted soon afterwards. 
 

He was devastated and then utterly bemused by the questions the police asked him, as if he was a somehow suspect in her demise. 
 

It was only after an ironclad alibi and many weeks of confusion, that he was finally told the truth about the copious amounts of semen inside his wife’s body. 
 

Trevor was inconsolable, utterly distraught and perplexed; he never solved the puzzle of his wife’s indiscretions and thankfully managed to avoid seeing the videos on Debbiedoes.com that circulated on the web for many years, depicting his one and only true love, as nothing more than a black man’s whore. 
 

But he was a broken soul from the harrowing experience and loss, and when the police eventually asked him to collect his wife’s things, he could not bring himself to do so and they lay unwanted and ignored for many, many weeks. 
 

They were eventually possessed by the state, and sold through one of the police auctions that took place on the first Monday of each month at Gate’s Salerooms in Hackney. 
 

The seemingly, valueless ring was bought quietly and easily, as there was only one other bidder, by an elderly man, with fine grey hair that was tied neatly into a pony tail. 
 

It was as if he wished to be viewed as eccentric and trendy, and he felt it helped his image of a trader of rare items and antiquities rather than a small, local merchant who owned a little, black and gold fronted pawnshop, just off the busy Oxford Street. 
 

He was pleased with his purchase, but could not understand why the small, innocuous, plain gold band seemed to burn his hand whenever he touched it. 
 

How could he possibly comprehend that for any male, the ring emitted a sharp, warning, electric shock as it had been cast and created in the eternal fires of Hades and the cool of the high peaks of mount Olympus! 
 

It was made at the behest of Aphrodite and therefore existed only for the education and pleasures of women and of course, the amusement of the Gods! 
 

It was made to resist and react against any masculine contact or possession whatsoever and did not react favourably to being handled by men!
 

The object therefore sat unloved and unwanted in the corner of the window of the man’s small, haphazard shop for over a fortnight until a slight, young, teenage girl with ginger hair and translucent eyes timidly asked to see it. 
 

The man handled it carefully and watchfully, not wishing to experience any more strange feelings or reactions from the weird sphere, and was pleased when his potential customer seemed to smile in delight as soon as she placed it on her slim, bony finger. 
 

She spoke quietly and with a slight Australian accent.
 

“How much is it?”
 

The man was nervous, wanted to get rid of the article more than he cared to demonstrate to the gentle, possible client, and spoke gruffly to disguise his enthusiasm for the sale.
 

“£275…Love!”
 

The young girl murmured in a show of disappointment.
 

“Oh that’s more than I wanted to pay…it’s for my wedding…you see…”
 

She held it up to the light that somehow found its’ way in through the shop’s musty, glass frontage that displayed, and was filled with, a vast assortment of good and articles.  
 

In spite of what she’d said, her bright eyes sparkled in delight as she watched it shimmer and glint even in the most subdued access to the day’s sunlight, and she idly completed her sentence.
 

“…But it looks so lovely and elegant.”
 

The man reached over and snatched the ring off her finger as he had already, unusually, given her his best offer and price; however as it hit his palm it seemed to sting and shock him and he winced in sharp pain.
 

It appeared as if it was trying to convince him to reconsider his attempt to retrieve it, and he did so quickly and immediately. 
 

“£250.00 Love; take it or leave it!”
 

The girl took it back from him with far more charm and finesse than he had snatched it, and her emerald, green spheres glowed as she admired the band once more in her finger and thumb as she held it up high above her. 
 

“I’ll take it!”
 

She placed it proudly back on her hand and it seemed to slip onto her finger so easily, almost as if it belonged there.
 

Cash was taken from her small, black shoulder bag and counted slowly for the agitated shopkeeper; he’d doubled his money and he was content to make a profit, but in truth, more pleased to be well rid of it!
 

The ring had made him uneasy since the first time he had held it and taken ownership of it; he ludicrously sensed it didn’t like him!
 

The man held the wad of notes in his hand, the girl had the object on her finger and it seemed the deal and contract had been completed to everyone’s satisfaction and she smiled at him shyly and with some gratification.
 

The young lady’s name was Fawn; she was just 19 years of age, unsure about so many things but she knew, from the second she had placed the ring on her hand, it was as if it had been made for her and she sensed a weird, surreal flush of previously unrecognisable, contentment and well being.
 

She had little money but she was thrilled with her purchase and recognised that she would have paid the full price from the shopkeeper had he not been so impatient and eager.
 

Undoubtedly the small band mysteriously had a strong, enticing and strange appeal for her.
 

The funny looking, old man looked again at the girl with fresh eyes as if he was suddenly observing her for the first time; surprisingly this young woman seemed so feminine and attractive to him suddenly and he wondered why he had not noticed when she’d come in originally.
 

He had a reputation with women and an appreciation of the fairer sex, and he questioned himself on how unusual it was that he had not spotted such rare beauty. 
 

Fern sensed his unwelcome, prurient interest and ran out of the shop, as his narrow, grey, cloudy globes seemed to stare and leer at her intrusively and unwelcomingly.
 

She felt instantly better once in the fresh, bracing air and shook her short straight, red hair and began to slowly saunter in happy response to her raised spirits.
 

The morning had a trace of sunshine and lost a fraction of the normal, British chill, and as she travelled on her way, she felt her shoulders lose their normal, slightly hunched form, her back arch and straighten and unusually, felt more alive and energised than she had ever known before.
 

It was obviously down to the excitement of her trip and her forthcoming marriage, but there was also something else, something intangible in the atmosphere, and it was very, very, peculiar!
 

This was the end of Fawn’s second week here in London; she had been sent to visit her cousin Mary, as a legacy from her maternal parent who had tragically died a few months previously. 
 

She was alone now and her only remaining family was in England; perhaps her mother wanted her to start a new life here but the small, dustbowl of a town in Australia had been all she had ever known. 
 

When Ray Dawson, the wealthiest man in the area had agreed that she could marry his youngest son Jim, she was overjoyed and arrangements were being put in place in Warragul right now, for her to wed when she returned.
 

It had all been a rush because of her mother’s death, and although she did not really know her fiancé Jim that well, she was excited at the prospect of being married and looked forward to having a family and…the truth was, she had not really thought much beyond that!
 

The girl was normally quiet, painfully reticent and shy; her body was hidden at all times from prying eyes and her usual preference was to walk with her head down and her shoulders bent forward just in case anyone should pay attention or notice her.
 

She had always wanted and succeeded to be, almost invisible. 
 

Her future seemed written and soon she would surrender herself and her life to Jim on her wedding night, although the prospect of such sordid and intimate relations somehow filled her with nervousness, and the dread of the physical and sexual unknown.
 

All these thoughts washed through her brain that seemed to be still clouded with the endless, invasive dust from her small home town as she glanced, almost by accident into the sheen of a highly polished, shop window and suddenly was shocked at what her reflection seemed to be. 
 

Her hair shone, her eyes glowed and the coat that she always wore covering her body was open and a glimpse of her small, but firm, ivory breasts could be seen. 
 

Her instincts were always to conceal herself  but weirdly she liked what she saw, and ran her fingers through her now magically, silky hair; suddenly it seemed as if she was an attractive girl and she was confused why had she never recognised or even thought that she was?
 

Fern looked in her purse; she had spent more than she had wanted on the ring and she only had £800.00 left to buy a wedding dress and accessories.
 

But she didn’t care, the object glistening on her finger had been a bargain and she found herself walking into an exquisite, glistening white, decorated, beauty salon and now demanding a manicure and pedicure as well. 
 

Fern had not done anything so ostentatious in her life but as soon as the pretty, young girls in their pristine coats began to work on her, she instantly felt comfortable as if this preening was the most natural thing in the world. 
 

Each mirror and subsequent reflection of herself as she looked or moved seemed to surprise her, and reinforce the ongoing sense of discovery in the glamorous image she now unbelievably seemed to present to the world. 
 

The likenesses told her that she was pretty, even beautiful and the green eyes set just below her red fringe of hair  increasingly showed a confidence and radiance that she had never, ever possessed in her wildest dreams.
 

She left the shop without worrying about the money it had cost, and hurriedly walked apace to meet her cousin Mary, for lunch so she would not be late. 
 

Unfortunately her dark haired, equally aged relation was not her favourite companion; the girl was too overbearing, girly and also far too free in her relations with boys, for Fern’s morality, comfort or liking. 
 

They had gone out together a couple of times and she had been instantly horrified to find her cousin being groped and kissed by too many different male admirers.
 

It was so undignified and unedifying. 
 

Mary had even tried it fix her up in some unwelcomed dates, but she was betrothed and it was something that Fern knew she could never contemplate or have done willingly. 
 

She had always complained or refused and waited meekly in a corner for her promiscuous acquaintance to finish so they could go home together.
 

At the back of her mind she remembered that her cousin had intimated that her parents were going away tomorrow night and she had heard her talk outrageously about bringing a young man back to her room, to stay!
 

The thought of it filled her with alarm and unease and she longed to return home to the safety of her desolate town so far away.
 

The centre of Fern’s disquiet waved as she saw her in the café, stroked her bright hair in excitement as soon she sat down beside her, and complimented her in a rush of amazement and genuine, feminine enthusiasm.
 

“What have you done to yourself Fern…you look…simply amazing?”
 

Fern blushed and shook her short, glossy adornment in embarrassment; she was unused to such compliments from anyone, especially her mercurial, disliked companion. 
 

“I don’t know…but I bought a ring isn’t it…Fab!”
 

Mary took her hand, observed the manicure and the glinting, golden ring together then cooed and spoke with flattery and praise to her. 
 

“It’s just divine Fern…you look so unbelievable and…you are definitely coming with me tomorrow. I’ll lend you some of my stuff… you’ll be a sensation!”
 

Fern smiled in delight, as if she suddenly craved the girl’s approval and admiration, but then instantly felt her new confidence begin to drain as if it had just been glued on temporarily with removable, sticky tape.
 

“I don’t know Mary...don’t know!”
 

The lunch arrived and stopped them discussing anything further as they were both hungry, and the rest of the day seemed to fly by with window shopping and girlish trivialities. 
 

Finally and at the end of it Fern was back at home, privately and secretly admiring her shape in the mirror of the bathroom before she showered and prepared for bed. 
 

Strangely she was no longer too shy or reticent to look at her female form and she realised much to her surprise that she had a good, hard body; her legs were long and her waist tight and thin and her breasts were small but round with thin, sharp, pink nipples on them. 
 

It was clear that under her white, transparent, brief pants, her hair was thick and bright and she felt a strange sensation from under there, as if for the first time! 
 

Irrationally her thoughts went to her cousin; then about a boy she had seen stroking her a few nights ago on a large, soft chair set back in the dark, shadows of a bar. 
 

Dirtily he had placed his fingers on her, then under her short skirt and presumably inside her hidden privacy and Fern unnervingly felt her own sexual lips moisten and had the craziest desire to touch herself in her own erogenous centre.
 

Although she had been aware of her female sexuality it had never surfaced within her like this before, to evoke such lascivious thoughts or ideas. 
 

She shook herself, showered, changed into pyjamas, said goodnight to her relatives and clambered into the safety of her bed; it had somehow been an odd, weird day and she presumed tomorrow that things would return to normal and her newly found bravado and exciting, adventurous spirit would disappear and fade.
 

However to her shock Aphrodite appeared in all of her flowing glory as the young girl entered her surreal realm of sleep, and she held out her arms to her warmly and smiled.
 

“Welcome Fern…it is good to see you.”
 

The young girl was fearful and panicky, even in her reverie, because she understood that was what it was, and it took her several minutes to look closely at the heavenly goddess and then herself, dressed resplendently in flowing, fine robes.
 

The beautiful deity tried to calm her then patiently and soothingly explained the purpose of the ring; she then sat her gently on a bench within the scented, heavenly gardens and allowed her to settle and eventually relax.
 

Aphrodite spoke with her normal, musical, ethereal lilt
 

“Fern you are still a virgin and as such, the ring cannot reveal your body’s sexual desires as it is for you to initiate that first step. Once it is taken however then it can then show you as little or as much as you want…so do not be frightened…”
 

The young girl’s green globes blazed in a mixture of apprehension and wonder as she listened intently to this glowing, apparition or vision.
 

“…You have been afraid all your life…can you not see who you are…who you can be?”
 

She took Fern’s trembling hand and led her to the pedestal where the girl stared at her reflection in the still water and was dazzled by how she appeared. 
 

Fern was a mere, pale silhouette of the goddess, but an attractive shadow nevertheless, and she stroked her own soft, unblemished skin in wonder and whispered shyly.
 

“I do look nice!”
 

Aphrodite placed her blessed hands, either side of her glowing cheeks and cupped her face in her palms in a maternal gesture of care. 
 

“Be proud of what you are Fern, you are a beautiful desirable woman; show yourself to your best advantage, be young, sexy, adventurous! Do not be scared anymore my daughter… I am with you!”
 

The girl stuttered anxiously in utter disbelief to all this irrational insanity of another, miraculous life. 
 

“But…”
 

The woman just smiled glowingly, serenely and entreatingly.
 

“No buts Fern… you are placed on mortal earth to feel womanly pleasure…take it…experience the joy of femininity…and the…power!”
 

The apparition of Aphrodite then faded, but Fern continued in a deep slumber, all the time visualizing only about her vanity and how she could improve and show her newly found splendour and beauty. 
 

She dreamt of herself in short skirts, her long legs flowing from them like heavenly water from beneath tumbling, foaming, white, waterfalls. 
 

Men were watching her, aching and wanting her and to her shock and in the safety of her separation from reality, she felt her body responding as if it was a need inside her as well.
 

In the morning she awoke with a start, felt that her sexual lips were soaked, saturated and wet with her juices and as she showered, she tried to forget and dismiss the strange dream and the apparent new discoveries so deep inside herself. 
 

As much as she tried to reject the fantasy and the lesson in self improvement it had tried to reveal to her, she was spiritual in nature and could not let go of something so extraordinary and ethereal so easily.
 

Mary’s parents left for the country as arranged and they gave the girls some money to go shopping and Fern found that she suddenly looked forward to the lure of the clothing stores and ridiculously could not contain her excitement.
 

It was as if she was not who she had been anymore; her disreputable cousin was instantly her best friend and they scoured the sprawling, thronging malls for bargains.
 

Her new found pleasures in such things were all something of a mystery and a revelation! 
 

Fern, to her amazement, bought items she would not have looked at before, and when they arrived back at the end of the day she had miniscule underwear, short dresses, stockings and suspenders.
 

The impending adventure she had argued about, regarding their forthcoming appointment with young men at the local bar no longer held any fear, well not much anyway, and she spent as much time as Mary was doing, pampering and preparing herself. 
 

Her underarms were creamed and then shaved of unsightly, unfeminine hair and she curiously looked at the thick, ginger bush around her sexual lips as if she was set upon an ongoing voyage of discovery around her body.
 

Somehow it was as though she had never noticed anything before.
 

Fern decided that no work was necessary in her most sensitive areas as yet, and she would not be letting anyone down there anyway! 
 

However, disturbingly the mere fact that she was actually contemplating thoughts about a boy touching her so intimately confused and excited her all at the same time.          
 

Her choice of underwear was a matching pale, lilac bra and tiny pants, under a short, blue dress; she applied some make-up, brushed her flowing red hair and admired herself in the bathroom mirror. 
 

She suddenly loved how she felt and looked; seemed to delight in the show and presentation of her body and could not believe she had kept it hidden, secret and under wraps for so long. 
 

Their venue for the evening was crowded and they bought brightly coloured drinks and ended up being chatted up by the two, juvenile, young men Mary had mentioned, who had good bodies but relatively small brains. 
 

Fern remembered that she had seen Mary snogging her man before on a previous occasion, but she also now noticed how her date, Nick, had a nice, warm smile and thick, soft lips. 
 

She let herself be drawn towards him as the evening progressed, and they stood, chatted, drifted aimlessly to the loud music, and eventually kissed. 
 

As his tongue met hers’ she felt her whole body surge in madness as if it was suddenly set on fire. 
 

He placed his hands on her bottom and pulled her to him in the dazzle and occasional shadowy corner until she could feel the obvious, masculine hardness in his trousers pressing against her.
 


  

Fern sensed she was acting terribly but she was enjoying it, and here in the crowds and the youthful mayhem no one else much cared or noticed.
 

She could feel her sexual folds pulsing fluid, and wondered disgustingly what the hard flesh close against her looked like. 
 

Her body pushed against it with her hips, her thighs widened a fraction as the boy involuntarily returned her thrusts and pressure, and they both groaned in arousal as their kisses naturally become more passionate and involved.
 

Fern had never really had foreplay with a boy in all of her life and she was finding the experience interesting, arousing and surprisingly entertaining!
 

Late into the night and after much drinking, dancing and oral interaction, the boys were invited back to the empty house and after some further drinks in the lounge Mary, and her companion Terry left to go to her room.
 

Nick was lying with her on the couch, had hardly taken his lips from her mouth and Fern sensed her tongue becoming somewhat fatigued. 
 

She felt his hand reach under her dress and suddenly they were presumptively inside her pants, purposefully stroking the slippery wetness it found there. 
 

Fern was so disoriented and intoxicated she could not stop him, and he began to push and probe her until his fingers were inside the vaginal folds of her body and she was moving her pelvis slowly against the lovely hardness of his fingers.     
 

There was the unmistakable sound of his zip being lowered and she hissed at him nervously and fiercely; she was not that drunk!
 

“I don’t want to go the whole way Nick!”
 

The boy with the short black hair and wide brown eyes nodded at her in understanding, but took her hand lightly and insistently. 
 

“You do me and I’ll do you…it’s only fair…I’m bursting Fern!”
 

Her hand was guided to his erection that he had already let escape from his tight, black trousers and she let her slim fingers wrap around it like an early Christmas present. 
 

In recent months and, especially with regards to her forthcoming nuptials, Fern had often wondered out of curiosity what a man’s cock felt like, and now unbelievably she was holding one and it pulsed like new life, and a wild adventure in her palm. 
 

She wanted to look at it, but his probing of her with his hand was sending her brain spinning and she had to close her eyes to let the sensations of strange pleasure and awakening, ripple and wash over her.
 

Her breath quickened then her mind rose to a peak then flashed and span, as a heavenly wave of relief and delight vibrated through her body. 
 

The girl knew little about sex or any physical pleasure, but she immediately understood that she had reached an orgasm for the first time in her brief, sexual experience and smiled to herself in glee, as if it were her secret and the most fantastic thing on the world.
 

In that second she presumed that it was!
 

The boy now spoke to her urgently and with great intensity, placing his hand on her fingers still gripping his erection so fiercely. 
 

“Do me…you Cow…move it up and down!”
 

Fern opened her eyes and saw her small hand around a long, hard fleshy object; it was pointed, very solid and clean and she began to slowly move her palm along its’ blue veined, white width and length. 
 

Nick pulled her knickers to one side, looked at her vagina and muttered coarse, crude words of craving and lust. 
 

“I’d like to fuck your hairy fanny…fuck it…fuck!”
 

Fern felt him tense, sperm well up inside the boy’s pulsating cock and, with him still cursing and mumbling obscenities about what he was going to do with her private parts, he groaned, and thick white fluid spurted dramatically out from the tip of his penis.
 

Her fingers and hand became instantly covered, with warm, sticky, white ejaculate and, she was fascinated to see his male flesh immediately seem to shrivel and die as if by magic.
 

The whole event and sordid happening was very much something of an unbelievable wonder to her! 
 

Fern immediately liked the sensation of the slimy, masculine substance but hid the fact from the boy; she still let her fingers play with the liquid however, and savoured how warm, thick and life affirming it was on her skin.
 

It was enticing and somehow irresistible. 
 

Disgustingly it made her wonder how it would have felt inside her and then she remembered her fiancé Jim, the wedding, and was pleased she was still a virgin.
 

The young man however was less than impressed with her inexperienced, female administrations.
 

“You could have sucked it…I’ve heard your friend Mary gives a great blow-job!”
 

Fern just snapped back at him in reply, not wishing to show how unbalanced she still was from her climax and a little shocked at his comment; she turned to him and saw curiously he was still leering at her hairy mound between her pale thighs.
 

Her vagina had always seemed so commonplace to her and found it hard to understand why men and boys were so obsessed with these complicated, female things.
 

She laughed mockingly at his prurient interest in it!
 

“Have a good look Nick…‘cause you won’t be seeing it again!”
 

Her suitor smiled at her promise in good humour, he was not unkind or predatory and she felt relaxed with him. 
 

She allowed him to kiss and tease her for a while, but the heat between them had dissipated and he left soon afterwards, with no further fair words or kind deeds.
 

It was just a transient, sexual escapade to him but somehow to Fern it was more; it felt like a new beginning of something, but she was unsure quite what!
 

However the maturing young lady was content and happy and she did not feel guilty or sad; just informed and pleased that some of her curiosity and questions had been answered and she had undertaken a small, physical journey of discovery. 
 

She went upstairs and crept past Mary’s room, the door was slightly ajar and she looked in to see her cousin on her knees while her boyfriend Terry stood upright; her small, tight, pink lips were pressed and wrapped around her boyfriend’s, thick cock. 
 

She looked on quietly, almost invisibly in the darkness, as her cousin’s mouth seemed to relish and consume the erect masculinity as her tongue licked and suckled it eagerly and slavishly.
 

After a few minutes the young man withdrew from her and let her move onto the bed where he bent her forward until she was kneeling; he took his place behind her and then with a single firm, irresistible thrust, proceeded to put his hard flesh deeply inside her sexuality.
 

Fern sensed her heart begin to beat and pump as if she was running the 100metre dash; she then watched spellbound as unbelievably the youth begin to fuck her with instant, ferocious, extraordinary energy! 
 

Her cousin Mary began to moan and did not stop until the boy cried in unison with her and they both collapsed dramatically onto the bed as if they had just both been struck and felled by a heavy object.
 

Fern had seen enough, she crept to her room and felt her vaginal lips alive and saturated again; her whole body was flowing in foul, disgraceful, lustful energy. 
 

This time, she let her fingers play dirtily with herself as Nick had done, until she had reached a second orgasm that night. 
 

She had no shame now in this masturbation as she would have had previously.
 

Her mind descended into bliss and she smiled to herself, as she heard the grunting and groaning sounds of the couple in the next room begin to enact their theatre of lovemaking and primitive acrobatics again.
 

Fern tiredly realised that she was perfectly content with the emerging revelations about her sexuality, and the world of male and female interaction; it amazed her that she was suddenly so adult about these matters!
 

She had always previously been so frightened and insecure about such sordid, lewd and unpalatable things.
 

Aphrodite came to her in her sleep but more like a ghost than a true vision; without disturbing or waking her she again reinforced into the young girl, almost sub-consciously, the virtues of womanly confidence, vanity, pleasure and self-discovery. 
 

The deity was already very fond of her, she had an air of innocence that was delicious and alluring, and the fact that she was still so very pure but seemingly open to new discoveries, was even more delightful and intriguing. 
 

Even Aphrodite could not know how her future would develop, but she knew for certain that it had already changed from the first instant and second she had placed the ring on her finger.
 

When the young woman awoke in the morning she was happy, excited and more in tune with her life and body than at any time previously in her short existence.
 

Fern was due to leave for Australia in only two more days and she put her new found energies into buying a suitable wedding dress and matching accessories. 
 

Her old drab clothes were no longer used to cover her and she would wear only short skirts and tight tops that accentuated her shape and developing feminine expression of how she felt inside and now wished to look to the world.
 

It seemed that there was to be no turning back for the girl.
 

Naughtily she had borrowed some extra money from her relatives enabling her to acquire exquisite, white lace underwear for her wedding and a sheer, white translucent gown for her honeymoon, until her finances were completely drained and finally felt she was ready to return to her homeland. 
 

Her relationship with her cousin had changed to a close one, and Fern asked her many intimate questions about sex and what it felt like to have a man’s penis in her mouth and terribly, her youthful body. 
 

The girl told what she could, but she found the experiences difficult to explain or define and then, would finally laugh in her frustration and attempts to be more articulate, and slap her relative on her sturdy, wiry back. 
 

“You’ll find out soon enough, Cous’!”
 

Fern strangely understood why Mary found relating her experiences so difficult; when she thought about how she had interacted with her boy, she could not quite rationalise how it had felt or why she had enjoyed the sensations so much.
 

It was all somehow still very much still an evolving voyage into the unknown.
 

The huge surprise to Fern was, discovering that her new found beauty gave her a certain as yet indefinable power; she actually enjoyed the fact that so often men now looked at her and would approach her constantly. 
 

She was still set on her road to matrimony but just now and again a seed of doubt, acknowledging her innocence and inexperience, would set in as if to question if she was really, truly ready for such a step!
 

Her English family begged her to remain and it was with some regret and tears that she finally confirmed her ticket for her long flight back to Australia. 
 

Part of her wanted to stay but she had made a commitment to Jim and his father and as they had seemed so kind she could not let them down. 
 

More so now that she had the divine dress, and her mind would often dwell on what was to come with the wedding, then to the honeymoon and the sexual adventure and education that lay beyond. 
 

Fern found her thoughts also wandering during the days about physical interaction, her body and the divisive male, sexual organ that still held such fascination and trepidation for her. 
 

Since that night with Nick she had the ongoing urge to see and feel another example of masculine power and her prurient curiosity was constantly stirring and pervading her senses.
 

Eventually however her time in London was complete and she ultimately left Mary and her family as she walked slowly away from them, through passport control and once alone, eventually waited patiently by the boarding gate. 
 

Her reflection seemed to follow her in the myriad of glass and mirrors all around the concourse and she looked attractive and sexy in a short tan dress and natural hold up stockings.
 

She flushed and smiled inside and understood how much she enjoyed looking sexy and provocative nowadays. 
 

When she sat she noticed that the dress seemed to ride on her hips and she crossed her thighs to stop people seeing her tiny, white underwear; she still had her morality after all, and her constant show of herself had not changed the sensible girl she had always been.
 

A man beside her suddenly spoke to her casually as if he knew her.   
 

“Are you flying on this one?”
 

Fern turned to see a middle-aged man, in a blue jacket, faded jeans and trainers; his face was lined but his eyes sparkled with fiery hues of mixed, brown colours and perhaps the last vestige and essence of his youth.
 

Men held no fear for her anymore as they used to.
 

“Sure I am.”
 

He offered her his hand and she took it weakly but still suspiciously and he smiled as if he was a fox and she a timid, bunny rabbit! 
 

“Please excuse my cheek…but my travelling companion has let me down and I wonder if you would let me upgrade you to first class and sit beside me…it’s a long way to Australia!”
 

In spite of her instincts and suspicions about the supremely, overconfident male, Fern could not suppress a smile and literally beamed at him; she had never even dreamed of travelling first class and it seemed too good to be true. 
 

“I think that would be fine Sir…thank you!” 
 

She was initially reticent about accepting his invitation even though she had agreed immediately, but he was funny, surprisingly good company and she soon began to relax with him.
 

Once upon the large airplane she sipped some champagne in the luxury of the exclusive cabin and listened in wonderment, as the man spoke to her of many extraordinary and fascinating things. 
 

David, that was his name, was the owner of a model agency in Melbourne and, by the time they had finished their refuelling stop in Bahrain and were on their second stage of the trip, he had offered Fern a chance of a lucrative, modelling contract.
 

She was surprised, somewhat breathless and gushed at him.
 

“Do you really think I could?”
 

The man sat close to her seat that was made so wide and lengthy to provide her with every comfort on her privileged sojourn, and he whispered entreatingly.
 

“With legs like yours Sweetheart you could definitely earn some good money… you seem to like to show your assets…and that’s half the battle!”
 

The girl was wide eyed in innocence at the sheer surprise and sensation of it all and asked him shyly. 
 

“Is my body good enough to model?”
 

The man leaned and seemed to blow softly in her ear. 
 

“I could have half the men in Australia wanking over you, in a pair of tight panties…just like you’re wearing!”
 

The coarse words sent a shiver down her back and made her vagina pulse lewdly at the thought of any man playing with themselves over just a picture of her body.
 

It was such a perverse and divine thought at the same time.
 

“Really?”
 

The man giggled like a schoolboy.
 

“My cock’s stiff just sitting next to you Baby!”
 

She glanced down and saw that he was not joking, as it was clearly visible in his tight, blue jeans and disgracefully the urge she felt to press and touch it was overwhelming.
 

They were flying into the night and it was very dark on the plane with only occasional side lights on for illumination.
 

She naughtily spread one of the blankets over their legs and let her hand reach under the cloth and lightly touch between his strong, muscular thighs.
 

Her actions were so reckless, she recognised that she was being outrageous and promiscuous but she seemed to have a new sexual confidence that drove her now, and was unconcerned with propriety or her normal reserve. 
 

His erection was solid; she pushed against it playfully and felt her own thighs open and her sexual centre moisten as she did so. 
 

Fern undid his zip and suddenly his cock was in her hand and she squeezed it, relishing the thick, warm delicious feel of it; it was smaller but wider in the girth than Nick’s, and the man loosened his belt to ease her access.   
 

It was inarguable that she was being so deviant and even though she recognised that she was, Fern just did not care.
 

She liked to play these new erotic, exotic games and revelled in the adventure and devilment of them.
 

The man’s darting hand was suddenly between her thighs; her dress was so short and her vagina so wet that he was inside her feminine slither in seconds, and she could tell at his first touch that he was very experienced with women.
 

She tried to suppress a groan of ecstasy as he whispered to her.
 

“This… can make you a fortune Girl…God I’d like to fuck it! Like to bend you over and fuck you…you Dirty, Dirty, Little Girl!”
 

Her confounded and confused brain had already risen and then descended into the bliss of an orgasm, and she felt the man jerk and release volumes of his semen into her hand and enwrapped fingers. 
 

Fern squeezed it until all the juice was extracted and then withdrew her soaked palm from the confines of his shorts leaving the mess behind her and murmured to him innocently without a trace of disquiet or abashment.
 

“How was it?”
 

The man smiled at her purity and inexperience; she was undoubtedly a delicious, young lady! 
 

“You just make sure you ring me when you get home Girl…you…are just made for my business!”
 

Fern smiled at the man and decided that she liked him. 
 

She was fatigued suddenly, faded in and out of slumber in the darkness and shadows each time dreaming only about making the most of her beauty, and being the most sensual, feminine girl and woman she could be. 
 

When awakened by the gathering light of dawn she glanced at the sleeping, older man beside her, considered about how devilish and dirty she had been and was initially remorseful. 
 

However terribly, within her own secretly guarded thoughts, she then had to accept that she had perversely rather enjoyed her little flirtation and interaction with her generous, travelling companion; it had all been good, harmless, innocuous, delectable fun.
 

Her mind seemed to suddenly embrace this new reality for her; it was all so bizarre and she had flown first class and it was all because of how she looked and she mused and pondered about how incredible it was that her evolving radiance and questionable beauty was all it took!
 

She was realising more and more, the power she could wield in the world of men because she was thought of as desirable, and she was beginning to look forward to the emerging challenge and opportunities that it would present to her. 
 

That was of course until she married; once she had given her virtue then she would be committed and faithful; that was a given and something she felt sure of!
 

But there was still a week in which to play and she decided that she would go to the man’s studio in Melbourne just for the reckless hell of the adventure.
 

The plane landed and she lost her possible, new agent David, in the wait for the cases but had made sure she tucked his card safely inside her new, pink, leather purse. 
 

Her hand still had a trace of his hardened sperm upon it and as she noticed it, she drew it to her mouth and used her tongue to lick it away quite naturally and without disgust or reticence, as a burly man in a bright, orange shirt offered to take her large, heavy, yellow bag from the carousel.
 

Fern smiled at him in gratitude, he returned her entreaty and she thought how malleable and simple men were for a pretty face and a pair of long, slim, elegant legs.
 

The airport was not too busy, she quickly cleared customs and as she came through the main entrance to arrivals, there waiting for her at the small, silver rails was Jim, her rugged, patient fiancé. 
 

She had forgotten how he looked; short, light fair hair, a broad chest, thickset neck and a slightly, disoriented ruffled appearance of dirty jeans and a yellow and blue check shirt.
 

He shook her hand politely as if they were strangers and whistled lowly as if embarrassed at her short dress, nylons and obvious lack of modesty.  
 

“Jeez Fern what do you look like…Daddy will go mad…when he sees you like that…I’d swear I can see your…undergarments!” 
 

Fern remembered what a sexual prude Jim was, indeed as she used to be! 
 

They’d hardly even kissed, but when his father had proposed that she marry him then, it seemed too good a prospect to refuse for a poor, solitary girl who worked in the local supermarket. 
 

Their family was one of the richest in the county and the ranch they lived on was spectacular and luxurious. 
 

It had seemed such a wonderfully good idea at the time but a lot had changed in a few days and the world was getting larger than she had ever imagined. 
 

It took over 2 hours to get from the airport to the ranch house, where the sprawling estate seemed to stretch out in desolation for miles in any direction. 
 

Virtually on all of their journey, her future husband kept constantly repeating that his father would not be happy at the outlandish way Fern was dressed and presented.
 

By the time she removed herself stiffly and tiredly from the car, she was in an unusually, fighting mood and although she was energy drained, she hitched her skirt to her hips and marched brazenly into the house unconcerned at any threat from Jim’s, paternal parent.
 

As her confidence had grown it seemed her irrational fears had diminished, and she was not frightened of seemingly anyone, anymore. 
 

The man saw her immediately as she entered the superbly, cream furnished open lounge and kitchen area, and he smiled at her engagingly.
 

“Hi Fern have a good trip?”
 

She nodded and waited for him to say anything, but his grey eyes only looked at her in passing, as if ignoring the revealing, feminine flesh and beauty she had on such obvious display. 
 

She took a beer from the fridge while Jim took her bags to her room, and then sat on a high, wooden chair at the breakfast bar with her white underwear clearly on show below her tight, short, provocative, tan dress.
 

Fern was challenging them both and she knew it!
 

Her fiancé suddenly returned and screamed childishly at his father; his large, hazel brown eyes bulging and flashing with rage.
 

“Tell her Dad…look at Fern….she looks Cheap… Trashy…tell her to take those clothes off…and cover herself tell her…tell her!”  
 

Jim’s father gazed at him and then at Fern and she noticed how much leaner and fitter he was than his agitated son. 
 

His face was rugged and worn by the tough, outdoor life but his features were actually, unusually soft, and his cold, grey eyes sparkled with life and vitality as he spoke calmly but with a dry, Australian drawl.
 

“She’s goin’ to be your wife Boy…you deal with her!” 
 

The young man turned on Fern, walked to her and knocked the can of beer from her hand in juvenile temper and it splashed onto the tiled floor in a clatter. 
 

“Take them off you…Whore…no wife of mine’s goin’ round with a short dress like that on…I can see your knickers!”
 

Fern stood up, then in a flash, lifted her skirt, pulled the pants from her body and threw them at the man in fiery, demonstrable ire and anger as he caught them in his fingers in reflex. 
 

“Fuck you Jim…they’re off now…and so am I…I’m tired and I’m leaving…so fuck you!” 
 

Instinctively she pretended to be upset, and rushed out of the spacious, open, living area to go upstairs to her room with tears apparently forming and welling in her newly mischievous, emerald eyes. 
 

However when she got behind the main entrance to the lounge she stopped silently and then surreptitiously peeked through the crack in the doors to see what they were saying, and wondered how Ray, the father, would now react.
 

He was the true power in the house and as she watched, the mature man just smiled animatedly and seemed amused at her sudden show of force.
 

“Well that’s it Son…take her back to town!”
 

The boy wailed at him like the child the father had known him to be all of his life.
 

“No Dad…sort it for me…please…I still want her….still love her!”
 

The grizzled, older male shook his lean head.
 

“She’s no good Son…like your mother…let her go Son!”
 

The boy rotated his head sadly and pleaded with him. 
 

“Sort it Dad…please.”
 

Ray sipped his beer and stroked his pointed chin sagely.
 

“You’ll have to do as I say then Son…”
 

The boy nodded constantly as if he was demented, and his father continued purposely.
 

“…Go for a drive and cool off and I’ll speak to her… see what I can do…pass me her underwear!”
 

Jim threw the delicate smalls to him and, as his father clenched them in his fist, the young man walked out through the patio doors, to the Jeep and drove off in a temper and a huge, emotive cloud of Australian, desert dust. 
 

Fern then returned her attention to Ray, watched fascinated, and then in disbelief, as the man looked around ensuring he was alone; he crumpled the white lingerie in his hands and then, fully believing no one was looking, drew them to his nostrils and inhaled.
 

Fern pulsed as she saw that he was smelling and tasting her sexual scent like some dog on heat, and her lascivious interest was heightened by the sordid knowledge that she had climaxed in that underwear that very, same day. 
 

Ray, thinking he was unobserved, found the crotch of the pants and breathed again deeply, as if dirtily and disgustingly, relishing the aroma of this young female.
 

The young girl watching, after her initial revulsion smiled to herself in lurid realisation that this apparently, powerful male was in fact just another man to control and play with.  
 

It was somehow instinctively clear he wanted her; deviantly and privately to smell her, and strangely and perversely she did not mind at all. 
 

If he genuinely wished to worship her, then he could, but of course, on her terms.
 

She watched as his hand went to his crotch and she knew that he was hard; just the smell of her salivating vagina sent this man erect and it was all quite fascinating and unbelievable!
 

He was now sitting quietly but still holding her pants in his hand; Fern slipped away silently and went to lie on the bed to rest until she heard his firm footsteps on the stairs. 
 

As he came into her room she pretended to cry and sob but ensured that her dress was high on her hips to tease and torment him as she felt sure it would.
 

He whispered to her nervously as he tapped on her door.
 

“Fern…it’s… Ray.”
 

She turned to him and the moisture of feminine, emotional tears, were miraculously in her eyes but, unknown to the man, for effect only! 
 

“I’ll have to leave Ray…you both think…I’m a Tramp!”
 

The man looked down and stuttered uneasily.
 

“Jim don’t understand…ladies things, Fern!”
 

Fern’s acting skills were developing apace, and she threw her hand in the air theatrically as if she was Scarlett O’Hara in Gone with the Wind!
 

“I’ll still have to leave Ray…I can’t let anyone dictate to me…I like to dress as I will…no-one…not even you, Ray will tell me.” 
 

She stopped suddenly as if shocked and surprised at her own forthrightness and fortitude then she turned her back to him but, to her surprise he only spoke softly to her, as if in a prayer.
 

“Please don’t leave Fern…Jim don’t comprehend but I do…my wife…my…”
 

He began to struggle for his words but eventually continued.
 

“…My wife…liked to dress like you!”
 

Fern spoke only in reflex to his tone, as intuitively she could sense something dark and deeply buried within the elder man. 
 

“Like a Tramp…hey Ray? You’re telling me …she was a Tramp?”
 

Fern could see his face redden and then his erection try to spring from his crotch, as it pressed and bulged against his tight, fawn riding jeans.
 

Her knickers that he had been sniffing were absentmindedly still in his fist and fingers and Fern continued to follow her instincts, although she was just guessing where this was all leading.
 

“Did she like sexy underwear Ray?”
 

The man nodded and his face was a mixture of crimson and purple.
 

“Go on Ray…you can tell me…what else?”
 

It was as if he was drowning somehow, but still desperate to share his obvious and heavy burden and could only splutter in reply to her.
 

“I can’t discuss it, it ain’t right!”
 

Fern spoke to him in exasperation.
 

“You know…I’m tired Ray…I need a bath… if you want me to stay you can sit and talk to me and, either tell me the truth or I’m going in the morning as I said…”
 

The man’s grey eyes simply glowed like polished stone and stared at her weakly.
 

“…I need to know who you are Ray…if I’m going to live here!”   
 

The man suddenly surprised her and whispered very softly.
 

“Would you like me to run you a bath Fern…I did that for my wife.”
 

She smiled sensing some type of unknown victory already.
 

“That would be nice Ray…with plenty of bubbles!”
 

He went into the en-suite and prepared the soothing aromatic water for her, and Fern sensed and profoundly felt that her future father in law wanted to confide some suppressed secret to her; she just had to handle him correctly and tease it out of him!
 

He returned almost straight away, was extremely agitated and anxious and spoke as if she was a royal Queen.
 

“It’s full Fern…I’ll go and get you some wine that’s what…”
 

She laughed at his obvious desire to be submissive.
 

“You did for your wife…?”
 

She stared at him and he seemed to wilt under her intrusive, dazzling, green gaze.
 

“She made you do… a lot Ray!”
 

He watched her as if waiting for her to remove her dress but she was still cautious in all this new madness and adventure. 
 

“Turn your back Ray…I ain’t your wife…but get me a drink ‘cause I’d like you to tell me about her!”
 

The man left the small bedroom and Fern slipped off her clothing and disappeared into the en suite and then beneath the bubbles; she was revelling and enjoying playing with the older man and wondered what exactly this was and how far she could go with it.
 

He came back and Fern relaxed back in the full, warm water and let the froth cover her; she took the cold wine he offered and gestured for him to sit on the small, wooden chair nearby, he sat as if he was an innocent, little child and she giggled at him.
 

“God it’s nice to be clean…I was so smelly from that long flight…mind you… you know that Ray…don’t you?” 
 

His face returned to deep red once more.
 

“What dddddo you mean?”
 

Fern just sipped her dry alcohol, relished a vital surge of power and stared at him accusingly.
 

“Ray…please…I saw you smelling my panties.”
 

The man went to get up in his shame but she raised her hands to stop him as if she had complete autonomy. 
 

“It’s, alright Ray…I understand… now sit down and tell me…you used to smell your wife’s… undies…yes?”
 

The man nodded in mortification but she pretended as if she was some kind of expert, where in fact she was an inexperienced virgin and completely unsure of everything and anything.
 

But she mysteriously seemed as if she had a nose for these divisive, sexual shenanigans and she was set to follow it!
 

“Don’t be shy Ray…I used to be… but I’m not anymore.”
 

He murmured weakly
 

“I can see that Fern.”
 

Fern ingested her drink further and drained the glass. 
 

“Get me some more Ray will you…and relax?” 
 

The wine soothed her and she began to wonder just what his wife did make Ray endure; for such a strong and vibrant man, he suddenly seemed so docile and pathetic and seemed to be so happy and content in that role.
 

When he returned, Fern fixed him once more with her glistening, opal centres.
 

“Your wife was a Bossy Cow, Ray?”
 

The man nodded and she snapped at him like a dog as if testing her boundaries. 
 

“Speak Ray…don’t nod! And…you liked her being bossy Ray didn’t you?”
 

He went to move is head again but checked himself and muttered timidly. 
 

“I suppose I did!”
 

She washed her arms slowly and then her breasts that were masked by the white lather, whilst all the time watching Ray impossibly trying not to stare at her in undisguised admiration.
 

This man was tantalisingly almost under her control; she felt it and knew it and she questioned him remorselessly.
 

“I bet you did whatever she wanted?”
 

He spoke coldly suddenly, as if trying to regain some initiative with her.
 

“I did Fern… but now… I’m goin’ to ask you a few things”
 

She breathed in feeling a distinct, icy chill rising from him and wondered perhaps if she had overplayed her hand.
 

“Are you a virgin?”
 

Her reply was honest.
 

“I am, Ray.”
 

She drew breath and then settled back in the water, drank some more wine and shared thoughts that had been with her for many days now.
 

“I was… well you know me Ray… very shy… but I bought this ring whilst I was away and…I don’t know somehow… it’s made me look at things differently…”
 

She laughed at her own irony and discovery.
 

“…And somehow makes people see me differently!”
 

He spoke with acidity in his tone.
 

“You sure seem different…I would never have suggested you marry Jim if I thought you were so… provocative and flighty!”
 

Fern just shrugged and whispered to him; she had long lost her fear of life and him, somehow!
 

“Well I’ll just go then Ray…that’s not a problem!”
 

He instantly lost any ground he had just made in his verbal reposte with her.
 

“No I don’t mean to be rude Fern… it’s just that… you seem a handful for young Jim.”
 

She laughed at him again, gaining strength with every passing word.
 

“I’m a handful for any man Ray!” 
 

He smiled shyly, apparently on the back foot once more. 
 

“I can see that… have you ever been with a man… sexually…Fern?”
 

The girl blinked her bright, fair, eyelashes as if she was shocked at such a question.       
 

“Ray that’s very personal…I’m sure your wife never let you speak to her like that.”
 

He was somewhere deep in thought, seemed to forget who he was talking to, and lost himself for a moment. 
 

“No…I had to be careful what I said but if she said the magic words… then I had to do… as I was told.”
 

Fern was so intrigued; this was getting better and better.
 

“And what are the magic words Ray?”
 

He looked at her coolly, firmly and with conviction.
 

“You ain’t ever goin’ to know Fern!”
 

She smiled and spoke sharply, sensing a change of pace and tack was in order. 
 

“That’s fine then Ray…now…do you want to see my wedding dress…you can help me with a decision.”
 

Those grey, stone eyes were instantly gleaming again at the mere prospect of seeing her most private, feminine treasures.
 

“Sure.”
 

She suddenly sensed his craving and need for this.
 

“Say please, Ray then I may let you.”
 

He did not even think to refuse her.
 

“Please Fern…I would like to help.”
 

She nodded at his complicity and enthusiasm.
 

“Go into the room and there’s a blue case…bring the dress in here and open the small, grey, carrier bag, there’s some underwear in it…bring that in too.”
 

Ray went immediately and obediently; he seemed happy when he’d been instructed and he brought in the white gown, then the bag. 
 

Fern smiled at him in satisfaction sensing her own excitement and developing power, surge and rush around her flowing, pumping, excited blood.
 

“Take the items out Ray… now…”
 

She stared at him with disarming purity.
 

“…Which do you think would be most appropriate for my wedding night?”
 

He took the underwear from the bag and held up a white, then a black pair of fine lacy, G-string panties. 
 

There were stockings to match and Fern could tell instantly, by the bright colour on the man’s normally, pale face that just holding them aroused him beyond reason. 
 

She teased him mercilessly.
 

“Feel the material Ray…if you wanted to uncover me on our, wedding night which ones would you choose?”
 

He let the material play on his fingers and stuttered as if the experience was overwhelming his senses. 
 

“The white ones…they seem very nice.”
 

The wine was still being consumed by the girl and it made her seem and feel invincible.
 

“But a bit tarty Ray? Will young Jim want to fuck me when he sees me in them?”
 

The man blinked vacuously and helplessly, obviously not knowing what to say or how to reply to such an outrageous query, and it just made Fern more forceful and adventurous with her inquisition and teasing of him.
 

“Do you want me to try them on Ray and you can see…I would value your opinion.”
 

He nodded as if his head was not part of his body and it was flowing up and down on an involuntary basis.
 

“Then pass me a towel and wait outside Ray and… I’ll show you.”
 

Fern dried herself thoroughly then put on the stockings and underwear, and drew the elegant dress around her slight figure. 
 

Her hair was brushed into a tight, ginger bun and she smiled into the reflected image in the mirror; she was beautiful, was in charge, or was set and determined she was very soon going to be!
 

She emerged into the bedroom and Ray whistled as he saw her. 
 

“You look so swell Fern!”
 

Her body twirled in delight and the white dress revolved with her; she picked up the hem of the white gown and drew it up to her waist exposing her white, frilly, lacy underwear.
 

“What do you think of them…Ray…?”
 

His slate eyes were almost bulging out of their sockets as she carried on. 
 

“…The silk and satin is so fine and sensual… I’d love you to feel it again…Ray…”
 

She recognised his torment and torture and seemed to thrill in his discomfort, as she continued her taming and domestication of him.
 

“…But on me… I’d need to trust you Ray and you’d need to trust me…wouldn’t you like to feel it Ray?”
 

The older man stared at her wildly; his eyes sparkled and focussed only on her crotch, the white sheer panties and thick curly wonders beyond; suddenly something inside him seemed to crumble, break and surrender and he whispered almost silently in submission.
 

He was so obviously driven and desperate to succumb to her!
 

“Pussy whipped…!”
 

Fern glared at him with her cruel, green globes as almost an instruction to continue, and he did so meekly.
 

“…If my wife Katie said Pussy whipped then I was bound... I had to do… whatever she wanted!”
 

The young girl in the wedding dress breathed in, and smiled in barely suppressed, superiority and elation.
 

“And that’s what you want from me Ray…you want me to Pussy whip you! You miss it…don’t you?”
 

Her hand touched the front of her underwear and she saw the terrible hunger and desire to do the same in his pathetic, shiny eyes. 
 

“I’ll show it to you Ray but on my terms…you’ve smelt my pants but I’ll let you smell the real thing. Are you ready Ray to be Pussy whipped by me…but I’ll be just as hard on you, as your Slut of a wife Katie!”
 

The man could see the outline of Fern’s vaginal slit and the thick, bright, pubic hair that seemed to swell and fill the sheer, delicious material.
 

He could not resist his compulsion for her any longer and blurted out in his confusion and frustration.
 

“Yes, yes, yes! Say it… you Bitch!”
 

Fern took her time and allowed him to suffer more, as if she sensed that was what he truly wanted, until finally she had waited long enough, and whispered in triumph.
 

“Pussy whipped.”
 

She looked into the man’s stony, dancing eyes and saw the look of fear, devotion and expectancy there.
 

“You have to do as I want Ray exactly...and tell me the truth?”
 

He groaned and stuttered.
 

“Th..th..that’s right Fern…until you say Pussy whipped and release me!” 
 

She laughed at the unbelievable predicament he had so willingly placed himself in and laughed at his self-inflicted torment.
 

“This is a good game…your Katie was very smart…you have to tell the truth now Ray?”
 

He closed his eyes in utter shame and humiliation and strange, base pleasure!
 

“Everything!”
 

She shivered in delectation; this was just too delicious!
 

“Well unclip me from this dress but do not touch me Ray…I’m not for you to handle or feel until I tell you!”
 

The man began to unbutton her and she stepped out of the outfit; she was now only dressed in just her knickers, bra, and nylons, stretched taut from a white, suspender belt. 
 

“Hang it up Ray…oh and by the way what did Katie make you call her when you were like this?”
 

He was purple in mortification but she could tell he was also engaged and very, very excited; the man obviously craved this and was undoubtedly relishing his subjugation and beginning of service to her.
 

“Mistress!”
 

That strangely made sense, to Fern.
 

“Then that is what you will call me Ray…is that clear?”
 

His answer demonstrated his co-operation and need.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

Fern only had on her underwear now and she stood to her full but diminutive height, feeling the full flush and sense of power her femininity gave her.
 

“You like my body Ray…you’d like to fuck it?”
 

He nodded eagerly. 
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

She was increasingly curious.
 

“How long has Katie been gone?”
 

They spoke quickly.
 

“4 years.”
 

“And how do you relieve yourself Ray?”
 

He blushed and went silent but she pressed him cruelly.
 

“You tell me Ray…you have to!”
 

He cried in his indignity.
 

“I masturbate into her underwear.”
 

Fern squealed in amusement.
 

“What a waste Ray…now you can masturbate yourself into mine…you do belong to me now?”
 

He blinked in acceptance and she went on.
 

“OK, take your clothes off and… where are my dirty knickers?”  
 

He pulled them from his pocket and put them on the bed then, under her wilful gaze and direction, he slowly removed his clothes. 
 

His body was lean and strong; not muscular, but fit, and his erection was small but stuck out before him like a tiny, slim, rapier. 
 

Fern looked at it closely she had not seen one in the daylight before and was fascinated to inspect the magical flesh that expanded and contracted so effortlessly. 
 

It was white, fairly insignificant, a little petite, with a pointed smooth tip and it was lined with light blue veins; under the penis were his two balls set in small sacs and it was surrounded by thick, black, but now greying hair.
 

“Put on my panties Ray…but sniff them first…what does it smell of?”
 

The man drew the crumpled material to his nose and inhaled; Fern saw his erection stiffen further, and it made her tremble in some hidden, deviant impulse as he gasped at her. 
 

“It smells of your cunt…your sopping cunt!”
 

She had the power to confide in him now; she knew he could no longer judge her! 
 

“And it was wet Ray…a man on the aeroplane stuck his fingers inside me and made me come.”
 

He cried out weakly in anger.
 

“You Dirty Whore!”
 

Fern’s green diamonds, flashed in correction.
 

“Katie didn’t let you speak to her like that Ray…did she?”
 

He was happily confounded under her tirade.
 

“No.”
 

Her lucid spheres dazzled and reprimanded him again.
 

“No… Mistress!”
 

He muttered apologetically to his mistake.
 

“No Mistress!”
 

She smiled contentedly; she had him now!
 

“OK…Ray...now… put the knickers on”
 

He pushed his legs through the holes and pulled the light, sensual, feminine material around his genitals; the front covering hardly containing his erect, little cock.
 

“How does that seem Ray…good?”
 

He was so red, full and ready to explode.
 

“Yes Mistress!”
 

She walked to him and placed her hand on his erection through his new, naughty, silky home and squeezed it; the man groaned and she felt how close to a climax he was.
 

“What did Katie like you to do for her?”
 

He was almost crying in anticipation.
 

“She liked me to lick her…thing… until she climaxed!”
 

Fern was equally turned on now.
 

“Did she let you fuck her Ray?”
 

He was so honest; he was obviously a good, little slave.
 

“Sometimes…if I was good!”
 

The girl scolded him wickedly.
 

“You can’t fuck me Ray…do you want to see what you can’t have Ray?”
 

He nodded and groaned like a bestial animal; she pulled her pants to one side showing him her innocent, pure vagina and bushy red hair.
 

“I am going to let you smell it, and lick it Ray, just like your Katie did…but it’s only Young Jim that’s going to fuck it…”
 

Fern was simply revelling in this game; the more she played it the more irresistible and addictive it was becoming. 
 

“…But let’s release all that pent-up semen Ray first…I want you safe when you service me….don’t want any mistakes do we?”
 

He grunted and Fern allowed her hand begin to move along his erection through the material on the pants, and he mumbled out to her as she caressed it.
 

“Sometimes Katie would suck it Mistress.”
 

The young girl was extremely amused.
 

“I bet you liked that Ray…her sucking your cock…but now she’s probably sucking someone else’s!”
 

The man jerked forward, it seemed that he was always so agitated and hurt at the mention of his wife’s name or probable infidelity.
 

“She did that when she was with me…she treated me terribly!”
 

Fern had no sympathy; he was just a foolish male.
 

“Well I’m going to be worse Ray…you tell me everything that happened and I’ll make you suffer even more …but…I might even suck your prick as well, if I like your stories!”
 

He was listening and almost dancing on his toes to his imminent ejaculation and her titillating words.
 

“Will you…will you…please!”
 

She felt him on the very, very edge of his orgasm and, she squeezed his tiny balls hard a final time, and watched as his semen poured out of his penis and smothered the thin, female pretty, white, brief knickers.
 

He stood and shook the vibration out of him and looked at her with relief, fear, indignity and trepidation, all combined.
 

The grown, experienced man knew that he had declared his innermost secret to this young girl and now he had to do as she wished.
 

But this young woman looked so divine however, dressed in just her white wedding, bra, panties and stockings; she was so beautiful and in spite of his demonstrable disgrace, he was weirdly ecstatic to formally be in her service.
 

He secretly missed his sadistic, tortuous life with his former wife too much, and he was irrationally pleased that he could finally share it again with someone.
 

Fern smiled as if she felt his adoration and veneration of her. 
 

“You’re safe now Ray…all this hardness is gone.” 
 

Her fingers teased the front of the saturated, wet knickers where his limp penis had now retreated safely inside.
 

“It’s my turn for pleasure now and… for more information about you and Katie…you are bound to tell the truth?”
 

His voice was almost monotone, as if masking and suppressing his excitement, capitulation and agreement in all of this debauchery.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

Her empowerment now seemed to have no boundaries.
 

“Remove my bra and pants but leave my stockings on.”
 

The man moved behind her, undid her top then came around to stand in front of her and peeled the white knickers from the crotch and crevice of her bottom, to enable her step out gingerly from them.
 

“Smell them Ray…you know you want to…then hang them back on the small hanger with my wedding dress!”
 He brought them to his face, breathed deeply then walked to the cupboard and placed them with the white gown, as she had instructed.   
 

Fern then lay face down on the bed. 
 

“I’m tired a Ray…there’s some oil in my bag…go and massage it into me…I’ll ask you some questions…while you do.”
 

He found the small, clear, plastic bottle then sat astride her bottom and began to pour it onto her smooth, white, lightly speckled shoulders and skin.
 

Fern felt the wetness of her cum filled panties he was wearing, on her fleshy cheeks and pointed to a chest of drawers. 
 

“Go and put some clean one’s on Ray…there’s a black pair in the top drawer.”
 

He did as he was told and, she smiled amusedly as he stained them immediately with his still, weeping penis as he drew them tightly around his genitals.
 

He returned to his position straddled above her and she closed her eyes as he began kneading the warm, relaxing liquid into her back and upper body. 
 

His hands were strong and insistent, and Fern felt her muscles begin to release tension from the flight and this endless excitement.
 

“Don’t you feel bad Ray…touching your son’s bride?”
 

The man whispered in a terrible confession.
 

“He ain’t my son…my Whore of a wife told me before she left…but I knew anyway! She was always screwing around…rubbing my nose in it...I don’t care about Jim!”
 

Fern was shocked but hid the fact immediately in her reply, in further, veiled mockery of him.
 

“That’s so awful Ray…tell me, did she come home with her pussy full of other men and get you to lick her?”
 

He gasped at her as he obediently, diligently rubbed her back.
 

“How did you know?”
 

She laughed softly and spoke the truth.
 

“Because that’s what I would have done!”
 

The sensations of being serviced so humbly were delightful to the young girl. 
 

“She was quite a girl Katie…she liked to be smelly and dirty…but you like it smelly Ray…it turns you on?” 
 

He said nothing and Fern admonished him.
 

“I asked you a question Ray?”
 

He answered as if he had to.
 

“Yes Mistress…I do.”
 

She felt his manhood begin to stir again; she turned over onto her back, opened her thin, white legs wide apart and stroked her fine, pink, crack of femininity and insulted him.
 

“This is too clean for you….rub the oil into my thighs Ray!”
 

He did as instructed and Fern began to feel her body rush and race in rising expectation.
 

“Lick my crack now Ray and don’t stop till I’ve come.”
 

His head fell immediately between her thighs and to her shock, as she had never experienced oral sex on her thin, sexual centre in her life before, suddenly wave after wave of pleasure began to build and wash over her.
 

She groaned in delight and complete, utter surprise that something so dirty could feel so spectacularly divine.
 

“Harder Ray…oh I’m going to let you do this when I’m really smelly Ray…then we can both enjoy it…oh Ray…”
 

She felt as if her brain was about to implode then explode and then it did, and she exhaled, sensed her whole being vibrate like a drum and then relaxed back in utter delight, disbelief and satisfaction onto the bed.
 

“Ray…Ray…Ray… that was really excellent!”
 She slid down the bed and released his cock from the confines of her black, cotton panties. 
 

Without a word she placed it in her mouth and began to suck, it as he groaned in absolute joy and ecstasy.
 

“Oh, yes…yes…thank you Mistress!”
 

Again this act was a first for her, but she immediately liked the sensation of oral sex; Fern seemed to enjoy every aspect of her newfound sexuality and sensuality, and almost just by instinct knew how to motivate and excite a man. 
 

She sensed his impending climax on her lips and just before his seed cascaded from his cock, she slid up the bed and let in pour over her belly and thick pubic hair and grunted sordidly and crudely at him in release.
 

“You’ve had a treat Ray now lick your crap off me… don’t leave a drop!”
 

He bent his head again and slavishly lapped every sticky, liquid essence of his sperm from her body and bushy mound, and seemed to revel in every tongued, slimy mouthful until she was clean and he was finished. 
 

The sound of Jim’s car, as it came to a shuddering halt on the front drive made them both jump; he rose up quickly and Fern addressed him exhaustedly as he did so.
 

“Send the Little Prick to his room Ray…then come and dress me for bed.”
 

The man stared at her with his granite, grey eyes set in devotion and worship, drew his jeans over the fine underwear, pulled on his shirt and went to meet and confront his son as if everything in their world was normal!
 

Fern stretched on the bed like a sleepy, happy cat and smiled to herself in contentment and glee; life certainly was becoming full of surprises! 
 

Her sex was sated and satisfied and her mind relished the weird role she had almost been, begged to play by Ray.
 

She had never realised that relationships with the opposite sex could be so much fun, or that men could be so unbelievably stupid!
 

 
 

 
 

BOOK THREE
 

Chapter 13
 

Pussy Whipped Australian Style.
 

 
 

Fern immediately listened to raised voices from outside the house and the men arguing fiercely between them, before silence reigned, and then she heard the flat heavy sound of Jim’s weighty tread as he came storming up the stairs and into the privacy of his bedroom.
 

Ray came back in to her room soon afterwards then stood and spoke politely and quietly.
 

“I’ve told him Mistress.”
 

She was obviously a little unsure of herself in all of this new mayhem and madness, and wanted to be certain that her authority was still in force.
 

“What did you tell him Ray…did you tell him that you’ve been sticking your long, wet tongue up my pussy?”
 

The man flushed in discomfort but did not move, and she could see he was still very much committed to her and this debased obligation he had so eagerly agreed to.
 

“No Mistress…I told him that I’d discuss with you and…and try to stop you wearing such minimalistic clothes.”
 

Fern rose up from the bed, went into the nearby bathroom, stood over and urinated in the toilet; she turned and stared at the man curiously. 
 

“Come and wipe me Ray…then clean it with your mouth!”
 

To her ongoing wonder the man responded instantly and gently took some tissue from the roll of paper, wiped her wet folds, then bent down and licked her, until she was salivating in pleasure, amazement and was moist from his tongue, but squeaky clean as well.
 

She smiled at him in incredulity; it seemed that there was truly nothing he would not undertake or do on her behalf and it was something of a revelation to her!
 

“I’m going to use you for everything Ray…to dress me and undress me and wipe my ass if I want you to…that is OK….isn’t it Ray?”
 

She was so delightfully wicked and condescending but the man seemed to embrace and revel in his commitment and servitude.
 

“Yes Mistress!”
 

She went and sat on a large wicker, red, cloth covered, single armchair, and sensed her body glowing in pure excitement and delectation.  
 

“Remove my stockings and… pass me my gown.”
 

Ray kneeled between her legs once more, finding his face close to her uncovered, pungent, bushy vagina and he gently pulled the stockings and garter off her white thighs, legs and belly and placed them in the top drawer on the dresser. 
 

The transparent, long, silky, cream robe that she directed him to was then handed to the girl, who pulled it over her radiant head and it covered her naked body in a single, elegant, flowing movement.
 

She observed him distractedly, as if in constant thought.
 

“Tell Jim if he does not apologise to me in the morning then the engagement is off and… I’ll go and stay in town.”
 

Ray’s voice had a fretful, frightened edge to it suddenly.
 

“Don’t do that Mistress…I’ll tell the Little Bastard…he’ll be licking your boots soon!”
 

Fern laughed, almost revelling in her ability to inflict pain and cruelty with just her words to the doting, docile man.
 

“No… he’ll be licking more than that and then no doubt fucking me on Friday…after the marriage!”
 

Ray seemed hurt but attempted to be unfazed by her acerbity and replied calmly
 

“That’s still a week away Mistress and I will show you what a good servant I can be until then…and…”
 

He looked at her with such palpable, devotion and need.
 

“…You might still want me… after you marry?”
 

It appeared that Fern was always being surprised by him.
 

“You still long to be my slave then Ray knowing another man was fucking me…I might not let you touch me at all then?”
 

He nodded sadly and Fern was beginning to slightly, vaguely understand him and his strange compulsion, fetish and desire to be humiliated and to serve her.
 

It was not easy to comprehend or accept, and she just listened as he wittered on pathetically and with undeniable self pity. 
 

“I am used to suffering…knowing the thing I worship is being soiled by others.”
 

She moved beside him and let her hand run along his strong but trembling forearm. 
 

“You like to think of it Ray…some other male using me or fucking me…”
 

She giggled in delight as his face portrayed a look of such blatant anguish.
 

“…You poor man…I’ll decide about what I will do with you…now go and speak to your son Jim…”
 

She was still terribly amused by him.
 

“…Sorry he’s not your son is he!”
 

The man left the room in a troubled state and Fern soon heard another ferocious argument between the men and then a vacuum of unusual calm, until finally a timid, gentle knock on her door.
 

She spoke as if she now owned everything around her.
 

“Enter!”
 

Ray walked in with his head bowed in disquiet and regret, then murmured apologetically and with great concern. 
 

“He will not apologise Mistress….I have failed you…I am sorry.” 
 

But the girl now had a confidence that was being reinforced by the minute, and seemed to actually relish the challenge her fiancé was presenting to her authority. 
 

“Did he? That’s very naughty…well just for that I’m going to make him…?”
 

She realised that she could not utter the words without releasing the man before her, and as if he understood her dilemma he spoke on her behalf.
 

“Pussy whipped?”
 

She smiled in delight at his perverse instincts.
 

“Exactly, Ray…I’m going to train him… just as your sweet Katie trained you…”
 

She was using her green centres to devastating effect on him.
 

“…She did train you Ray?”
 

He nodded in confirmation.
 

“Yes Mistress...Yes!”
 

She lay upon the bed and sensed her utter, divine control of him.
 

“I bet you thought you could manage her at the start… just like you thought young Jim could control me…is that what you imagined Ray?”
 

He was inscrutably, deliciously honest.
 

“Yes Mistress…you seemed so quiet and young Jim’s… a bit shy as well and …naively I thought you would be a good match…”
 

He flushed up bright red, even though he was desperately trying to remain level and placid.
 

“…I didn’t realise you were like this… Mistress…not imagined it for a minute…”
 

He stared at her nervously and with barely contained inquisitiveness.
 

“….May I ask how are you going to get him under your control?”
 

Fern shrugged in ambivalence.
 

“That’s my business Ray…your time with me tonight is nearly done…I’m tired.” 
 

She looked at him enquiringly once more; seemingly each question and answer, an ongoing discovery and education. 
 

“Do you still have your wife’s clothes?”
 

He blinked and nodded slowly.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

Another query followed but it was as if she knew the answer before she raised it. 
 

“You sleep in her clothes Ray…don’t you?”
 

He stuttered in his mortification.
 

“Hhhhow do you know Mistress?”
 

She laughed quietly.
 

“‘Cause… I just do Ray…what do you sleep in?”
 

His face was purple once more and he mumbled and stumbled in his embarrassment.
 

“Her pink nightie and her…underwear!”
 

Fern simply adored his discomfort and ashamed reaction, to her delightful teasing of him.
 

“You mean her knickers Ray…her little panties…that’s what turns you on…say it…I sleep in her panties!”
 

He groaned in his patent disgrace.
 

“Yes…yes…I sleep in her…panties.”
 

Fern pressed him; she knew that he was almost hers’ forever now, if she wanted him to be?
 

“And you come in them each night while you fantasise and dream of who’s fucking her?”
 

His eyes were closed shut in his dishonour and shame.
 

“How do you know? …Yes Mistress!”
 

She shook her pretty, red hair, like a small, bright wave of colour, in the sheer, disgusting wonder of it all.
 

“Ray you go right now and throw all her stuff away and come back immediately when you’ve done it all…don’t save or keep any of your favourite items!”
 

It was as if she knew that he wanted to save something, and the feeble male went to argue with her but realised he could not and then left, and she berated him forcefully as he departed.
 

“Everything… Ray…I will check!”
 

He returned in 15 minutes and addressed her meekly.
 

 “I have done it Mistress but…”
 

His head was cast down to the floor in his distress.
 

“…It has caused me much pain.”
 

Fern only laughed in satisfaction at his unease.
 

“Good Ray because you serve my pussy not hers’ now… go and take some of my underwear and my short white nightie…from the dresser… go on…you know exactly where they all are!”
 

He moved, opened the sliding, wooden drawers and held the delicate objects in his vibrating, nervous, long fingers, 
 

“…Now when you go to bed you can think of my pussy not hers’…and…”
 

She was feeling, exceptionally devilish. 
 

“…Who’s going to be soiling, me!”
 

He could only stare at her in helplessness and expectation as if awaiting her next, cruel words of command to him. 
 

“Raise my gown Ray…look at my vagina!”
 

He did so and gazed at it while Fern spread her thighs wide, and far apart so the man could clearly see every shape, curve and crevice of her sharp, dark, slit, crack and infinite, divine line of femininity. 
 

“Kiss it Ray…you serve it now…kiss it…masturbate thinking only about this Ray…smell it…pour your seed into my small, pretty panties and knickers thinking only about this…”
 

She laughed at the, irresistible, torturous expression of his ruddy, contorted face.
 

“…This is what controls you now!”
 

He bent his head between her thighs and placed his nose against the soft folds of her flesh and inhaled, as if it was the sweet aroma of the most fragrant, irresistible flower.  
 

Fern saw his penis bulge then twitch in his stretched trousers and was fully satisfied that she could quickly wean him from thinking of his devious and promiscuous ex-wife.
 

She spoke to him now as if he was a mere chattel or servant.
 

“I want to see in the morning wearing one pair of those panties covered in your semen Ray…now you can go…”
 

She smiled at him, held her breath for just an instant, then exhaled in true delight at this entertaining, wondrous game they were embarked and set upon.’
 

“Pussy whipped!’
 

The man blinked and nodded at his dismissal, left the room hurriedly and Fern lay back completely exhausted from her day. 
 

She was almost in subconscious shock, and desperately tried to understand and come to terms with what had transpired, but it was not an easy thing to do.
 

It appeared that in a single evening she had control of Ray, the wealthiest man in town, someone she had always looked at with awe and now he was worshipping her just for her femininity, sexuality and debatable beauty!
 

It was simply, completely and utterly unbelievable!
 

However the young girl felt flushed and alive; satisfied from her orgasm but seemingly hungry for the start of the next day when untold new opportunities for her amusement and improvement would no doubt present themselves.
 

Surprisingly she was just not frightened of the unknown; she rubbed the golden, magical ring on her finger and sensed the spirit of the goddess Aphrodite flowing within her, and accepted that with her guidance nothing seemed to phase or worry her anymore! 
 

She was just drifting off to much needed sleep when her relaxation and separation from the waking world was interrupted by an intrusive, light knock on her door and she groaned in weary reply.
 

“Enter.” 
 

Her mind was fatigued now and she knew that it was Ray, with some more foolishness, and she resolved in her dazed, disoriented state, that he would get a piece of her mind.
 


  

To her surprise however, as she opened her eyes to see, it was her fiancé Jim, and he looked down in the darkness at the carpeted floor sheepishly, as if he was uneasy to face her.
 

“I’m sorry to disturb you Fern but… just…”
 

She was quick to anger with him and snarled.
 

“So you should be Jim…I’ve been very upset.”
 

The boy’s tone was suddenly pleading.
 

“I don’t want you to go Fern…I still want to marry you…I love you but you know as my Dad said…”
 

He sounded exactly like Ray suddenly!
 

“…I don’t understand women!”
 

She was thrilled at this new development; it was perfect and she led him gently through the door he was opening, like one of the innocent, little lambs on their massive farm, to the slaughter house and scolded him fiercely as she did so.
 

“You don’t understand me Jim…how dare you tell me what knickers to wear!”
 

The young man was shaking in the sheer terror of her anger and distain of him.
 

“I need to understand a bit more…Fern…maybe if you can explain?”
 

She looked at him; he was quivering before her and she knew this was the beginning of his training, but she was so worn out from the day. 
 

The young man was attractive, in a strange sort of way, with blonde straggly hair and a thickset body, but his young face was a little too round and his pale eyes betrayed a slowness that was not endearing to her.
 

“I’m tired Jim…your Dad’s been with me all night!”
 

The boy pleaded with her so timidly, as if he was an inexperienced, irritating child.
 

“Please, Fern!”
 

Exasperatedly she turned on the small, side light and saw instantly that he was dressed in a dirty pair of grey pyjamas and sighed in her disapproval and displeasure.
 

“Look at how you’re dressed Jim it’s so unattractive…ladies like to be dressed in sensual clothes…soft materials…and be surrounded by other people that do as well.”
 

She pointed to the half opened carry-case from her trip.
 

“Pick up my knickers on the top there…go on!”
 

He gingerly lifted up the clean light, blue pants that he could see; they were thin, delicate cotton and he held them nervously in his fingers and stared at her in bemusement.
 

“Put them by your face Jim; tell me how they feel?”
 

He rubbed them against him and blushed ever so slightly. 
 

“They feel nice…soft.”
 

Fern smiled at his naivety and compliance.
 

“They are so velvety…they feel so comfortable around my vagina Jim!”
 

He flushed properly now, even brighter red and she laughed. 
 

“Do you not like the word vagina, Jim?  But it’s what’s between my legs… a vagina…a pussy!”
 

He coloured ever deeper crimson, and she used her increasingly developing acting skills to pretend to be annoyed. 
 

“Jim, go to bed…you don’t understand!”
 

He wailed and mumbled to her, in his stupidity and desperation.
 

“Then show me Fern…please!”
 

She sat up on her pillow.
 

“You’ll have to do exactly what I say.”
 

He nodded but it was an insufficient response for her.
 

“Say that you will do what I ask…promise.”
 

He was almost crying in frustration now.
 

“I promise…promise…I’ll do exactly as you ask Fern!”
 

She smiled inside but kept her face in an agitated, stern expression.
 

“Take off your trousers Jim…come on, I’m going to see your manhood soon enough anyway!”
 

He did immediately as she said, and Fern was suddenly looking at a small, thin, flaccid penis hanging over an insignificant pair of balls, surrounded by thick, blonde, pubic hair.
 

She suppressed a wry smile.
 

“Put my knickers on Jim…see how good they feel over your bits.”
 

He shook his head in shock and disbelief but Fern confronted him angrily.
 

“You promised…it’s private…just between us…you said you wanted to learn…so do it, now Jim…now or… get out!”
 

He closed his eyes in shame, but pulled the pretty, blue, female finery over his ankles and soon they wrapped around his lumpy, coarse manhood and she saw him pulse in reflex and dirty pleasure as he did so.
 

He seemed so much like Ray and now as his sturdy, undisciplined body was under her initial control she set about his mind.
 

“My vagina’s been in those panties Jim…now you go to bed and think about my pussy being where your little cock is!”
 

As she spoke his penis swelled and it deviantly thrilled and delighted her. 
 

“You are not allowed to touch it Jim…” 
 

His erection was becoming firm now and she instructed him as she watched it grow against the fine, sensitive fabric of the knickers. 
 

“Just think about my pussy….don’t touch…do you promise…it will… help you Jim!”
 

He nodded so lamely and acceded, far too quickly to her authority over him.
 

“I promise Fern…thank you.”
 

She smiled in her barely suppressed emotional delight of her initial conquest and superiority over him.
 

“That’s fine Jim…now come and give me a kiss, goodnight!”
 

He walked over to her in her bright, tiny underwear tight around his genitals and pressed his lips to her proffered cheek, then left her room in disgrace, with his small but solid erection bursting out of the delicious panties.
 

Fern snuggled in her bed and giggled to herself; she knew he would not be able to sleep and it seemed insanely, that both men in the house were now dreaming and fantasising about her, and she sensed how wet her sliver of sexuality was becoming at the delicious thought of it.
 

It appeared that she was somehow completely in league with all this sexual craziness and degradation, just as much as they were!
 

Fern slept deeply and imagined in her reverie she could almost hear the tinkling laughter and voice of the beautiful goddess she had previously seen. 
 

Her message to her was always the same; to be the most sensuous, adventurous woman that she could be and, to enjoy the mortal life that had been so temporarily granted to her.
 

A tap on her door awakened her and without her formal permission, young Jim staggered in with his large, calloused hand covering his crotch. 
 

She opened her eyes amusedly and waved him to put his palms to the side and she saw his male flesh, firmly erect in her knickers.
 

A dark smile crossed her striking, sweet face. 
 

“What have you learnt Jim?”
 

He murmured shyly and dryly.
 

“That your underwear feels nice!”
 

She giggled.
 

“And?”
 

He groaned in fetid need.
 

“It makes me so horny…I’ve not been able to sleep all night Fern!”
 

Her developing performing skills now attempted the portrayal of compassion and warmth, but she actually felt none for the silly boy.
 

“Come to the bed Jim…come on!” 
 

He sat beside her and she very lightly pushed the material against his little, male show of force and power.
 

“You need some release Jim?”
 

The young man was so desperate for salvation from his hormonal urges, and literally cried in his primal need.
 

“Yes Fern…I’ve been hard all night and you told me not to touch it!”
 

Fern patted his bulge patronisingly and he trembled as she did so.
 

“That’s a good boy Jim…well done!”
 

She pulled the pants away from his crotch, saw his erection in all its’ short, stubby glory, and stroked the inside crotch of the knickers where her vagina would normally be. 
 

“It’s OK now Jim, you can come in my panties…pretend it’s my pussy…it’s giving you permission…come all over my nice, new knickers Jim…Good Boy…come on…think about my vagina or pussy…come on Baby!”
 

Her palm teasingly stroked his innocuous length of aroused flesh then cupped under his soft balls, and suddenly he jerked, cried, groaned and a flood of his white, sticky sperm came gushing from him and filled the delicate, thin underwear.
 

Fern quickly removed her hand and fingers, and allowed his essence to stain the fine material of the flimsy pants.
 

“Better now?”
 

He nodded pathetically and she became purposely frustrated with him.
 

“Please speak Jim…I’m not deaf!”
 

He grunted in trepidation and relief.
 

“Yes…thank you Fern I feel better…thank you.”
 

She smiled; his orgasms were nearly hers’ to control now!
 

“You’ve a lot to learn Jim…maybe too much…”
 

Her eyes looked towards the window as if she was thinking, but as with most things now, it was just for effect and she was just toying with him.
 

“…Maybe we should not get married?”
 

He stuttered in quick response.
 

“No….please Fern…I’ll do what you say! And…I have been good?”
 

Her head bobbed slowly as if in contemplation.
 

“I suppose but…you are so simple and inexperienced Jim…have you ever seen a woman …a woman’s pussy?”
 

His blue eyes were wide in purity and expectation and he confessed truthfully to her.
 

“No!”
 

Fern threw back the covers, opened her thighs and watched his pale centres focus, as she raised the hem of her gown until her hairy, red vagina was exposed.
 

“This is a lady’s sexual centre Jim…bend your head down and smell it.”
 

He prostrated his body in an ungainly fashion, and allowed his nose to sample her early morning aroma.
 

“If you want this pussy to teach you then kiss it Jim…very gently.”
 

She felt his mouth, touch her inverted genitals and, although she had not the slightest idea what she was doing with him, strangely, weirdly he did as she requested, and she knew she had him!
 

“If you want this pussy to be in charge of you…then lick and kiss it Jim!”
 

He recoiled for the briefest moment then bent his head down further, did as she had demanded, and Fern delighted as his tongue lightly fell upon her most sensitive and reactive skin.
 

“This is what you have to worship Jim…it can bring you both delight and pain but… it will control you!”
 

She clearly felt his oral caress now; it entered deeper inside her and she pulled him away from her by his blonde hair and commanded him.
 

“Stop, enough now!”
 

She rose then selected a fresh pair of white knickers from her bag, then dirtily wiped the crotch all along her salivating, sexual slit and handed them to him. 
 

“Put these on under your clothes and report back to me at 7p.m tonight. You’ll now have my pussy scent near you so you can think about it all day…don’t touch yourself…until I see you. Now go…go and do some work!”
 

The boy flushed and was embarrassed, but did not argue with her as he took the soiled underwear off him and placed the new pair around his genitals.
 

He spoke awkwardly with deference.
 

“Thank you Fern.”
 

He held his former pants in the tips of his fingers as they were saturated.
 

“What do you want me to do with these?”
 

She just giggled at his discomposure.
 

“Leave them on the carpet Jim…I’ll clean them later for you.”
 

He left immediately, ranching was hard laborious work and he was well suited to it; as she heard him drive away she thought about what she would do with herself for the day. 
 

Fern still had a job in the local store but knew that she could not work there anymore, there was too much to do and explore, and with Ray and Jim’s wealth, money seemed no longer to be a problem for her. 
 

She also resolved to phone David from the plane; modelling work definitely sounded interesting and the man himself, was quite appealing too.
 

She fancied an early morning ride and as the thought crossed her mind Ray poked his lean head around the door and spoke to her respectfully.
 

“Morning Fern.”
 

She focussed her green globes on him as if she was a spider and he was just a troublesome fly.
 

“Morning Ray…Pussy whipped!”
 

He stood still…to attention.
 

“That is what you were hoping for Ray a return to my employ…Yes?”
 

The man blinked in humble acceptance.
 

“Yes Mistress I am always here to serve you.”
 

She sat upright and stared into his eyes, but her gaze was too intrusive for him and he looked away from her as if she was burning him.
 

“How was your night in my clothes…did you think of me…what’s between my legs?”
 

As normal he was agreeably honest.
 

“Yes Mistress…I came twice.”
 

She giggled childishly.
 

“Show me Ray…now!” 
 

The man disappeared then returned and produced the pink knickers, covered in his white, crusty stains.
 

It made her feel somehow invulnerable that both of these ridiculous men were so pathetic, malleable and weak!
 

“Good Ray…now lets start my new life…I’m going to need $1,000.00 for new clothes…I’m going to quit that crabby job…and I need you to saddle a horse…I fancy a ride…oh and run me a bath.”
 

He went immediately into the en-suite to prepare her pool of water, and Fern sat on the toilet to wee and watched him put aromatic salts into the flowing, foaming, white stream. 
 

She rose and whispered to him crudely.
 

“Wipe me and clean me…there’s a nice morning smell for you!”
 

The man was not concerned with such degrading foulness; took a tissue, wiped her vaginal crevices gently and then licked it as if relishing and savouring its’ essence.
 

Fern was past being surprised at his lack of decency and pride.
 

“Remove my gown Ray…wash it… and the underwear…there’s another pair on the floor…”
 

She laughed out loud in the absurdity of it all.
 

“…Part of Jim’s training!”
 

The man picked up the dirty clothing and stared at her nervously.
 

“You won’t dispose of me Mistress?”
 

She smiled and slipped into the bubbling, fragrant, deep liquid.
 

“No Ray, as long as you’re… a good, little slave!”
 

The man looked at the foul mess, covering the knickers in his hand that were not caused by him, and asked her curiously.
 

“How have you got through to Jim, Mistress?”
 

Her shoulders just hunched a little in dismissal of him.
 

“I don’t think that is any of your business Ray …is it?”
 

The man whispered to her sadly but with apprehension and admiration.
 

“No Mistress.”
 

She began to rub her body clean and, as he was not needed further, she gave him something useful to do.
 

“Well go and saddle my horse then Ray!”
 

She chose a black G-string, a pair of tight, dark jeans and a sweatshirt; there was still an edge of early chill to the morning, as there always was before the heat permeated, and it hardened her nipples as she felt the fresh, bracing air on the open, wooden porch.
 

Ray had prepared her a lively, brown horse with a white patch on the nose and she mounted it like an expert; she had always loved riding, could only afford it sporadically but now, at the ranch, she could ride every day!
 

Life was great suddenly.
 

Looking down on Ray gave her a flush of power and she could see his eyes constantly glued to her crotch as it pressed down on the raised horn of the saddle.
 

It was as if this focal point on her body was the font of all knowledge and he was beginning to irritate her.
 

Adoration was fine but it was still a bit early in the morning for such base and primal things.
 

“Ray go and do the washing I’ll be an hour and…”
 

She laughed as she began to trot and canter towards the rising, red sun.
 

“…I might ride you when I get back!”
 

The horse moved at an initial, steady pace and Fern ground her thighs and hips into the hard, tan, leather seat as she rode. 
 

The sun was rising, gaining power and she was soon sweating; it disgusted and excited her to know Ray was dreaming only of licking her out. 
 

As her crotch was being agitated by her pelvic movement on the saddle she thought and realised just how much she liked men, and she wondered what full, intimate, carnal relations would actually be like. 
 

Her body was so alive, her vagina was soaking wet with just the thought of sex, and she could feel her prurient juices pumping into her pants and mixing with her sweat.
 

She felt as much like an animal as the sturdy, equine mount below her and it was not an unpleasant sensation.
 

The morning was spectacular and the far mountains, with a cap of white snow, were resplendent against the bright dazzling sky; she rode hard to physically test herself and it was a full 2 hours before the weary horse returned tiredly to the sanctity of his stable.  
 

Her servant Ray was awaiting her, pacing up and down as he did so.
 

“I was worried Fern.”
 

She smiled cruelly and laughed.
 

“That you wouldn’t see my pussy again, Ray?”
 

He took the pony, gave the coarse reins to the tall, stable boy then followed Fern back into the house where she was soon swallowing copious amounts of orange juice from a tall, cold carton directly from the fridge.
 

She walked up to her room and waited for Ray to join her; when he did she stood impatiently and erect, but with her elegant legs astride. 
 

“Well strip me then Ray!”
 

The man lost no time and removed her shirt, then undid her tight trousers and finally peeled the damp, denim off her. 
 

He could see her pants were sodden and wet and disgustingly he bent to his knees and licked her crack through the soaked material.
 

She revelled in amusement at his dirty craving. 
 

“Is that smelly enough for you Ray? Lie on your back!”
 

As he lay on the carpeted floor Fern removed her underwear, in a sudden, swift motion and pressed her hips down on him to let her hairy, red vagina smother his fervent face. 
 

“Taste it Ray…stick your tongue inside me and don’t stop licking until I’ve come…you Silly, Silly Man!”
 

Her hips pressed against his mouth and as his tongue licked and probed her she felt herself rising so close to an orgasm. 
 

She turned over and he licked her rear vagina as she took his firm, excited cock in her lips, then the edges of her mouth and sucked it generously. 
 

Ray ejaculated to her salacious entreaty in mere seconds and, just as she sensed him about to release, she moved her body around quickly to enable the cascading, rushing sperm to fall on her belly and thighs.
 

She began riding his mouth again furiously, then tensed, trembled and came to a glorious peak until her juices were pouring from her slit.
 

Trembling she lay back on the floor beside him happily, utterly  spent, and mumbled to him in her divine satisfaction.
 

“Lick me clean Ray and… don’t stop till I tell you!”
 

The man moved between her thighs, slowly sucked and lapped each part of her, ensuring every drop of her sweat and his ejaculate was thoroughly removed; as he did so Fern weirdly began to see him almost as a non-person. 
 

He was only there for her gratification and terribly, because she was not that type of character in her normal, ordinary, previous life, she felt that she was entitled to treat him as badly as she wanted. 
 

It seemed that in this surreal, sexual world, normal niceties and propriety did not apply; it was all about pleasure and it seemed Ray and Jim got their kicks out of her being as heartless, merciless and awful as she could to them.
 

I mean if that was what they wanted? Who was she to argue! 
 

The real excitement it appeared, especially for Ray, was to suffer and endure, abject humiliation, and she understood even in this short time, that she could and would make both Ray and Jim’s lives excruciatingly, deliciously painful for them! 
 

She sensed it was the very least she could do!
 

After a while her attentions from Ray were becoming mundane and she wished to clean herself, relax and change and she muttered coldly to her servant between her thighs.
 

“Run me a bath Ray… then lay out some clothes for the day…something short and sexy…you never know who I’ll meet.”
 

The man seemed to wince at her sharpness and insinuations, but rose up as she spoke and began to follow her commands.
 

Fern bathed, dried herself and then put on the clothes he’d selected for her; white pants a short, beige dress and no bra and she twirled and admired herself in the mirror and smiled in gratification and contentment.
 

“Mmm…nice Ray!”
 

Fern took the money she required from him and he told her modestly, and to gain her favour, that more was hers’ but for the asking.
 

There was no sense of gratitude from her, as this was expected and she gave her hair a final brush and smiled in delight; she was definitely happy, very happy!
 

“Thank you Ray…Pussy whipped!” 
 

She borrowed the Jeep and drove to the small local store where, her former manager Stew’ who kept gawking at her new decadent image and flowing legs from beneath her short skirt, accepted her resignation, reluctantly. 
 

A new mobile phone was purchased from her former centre of employment, and she rang the model agency where David from the flight, quickly spoke to her, and was instantly delighted to hear her voice and interest in his proposal.
 

An appointment was made for the morning and she laughingly ignored his jocular remarks about what he would like to do to her! 
 

She knew she could handle him; in fact, she was beginning to realise that perhaps she might just be able to handle any man! 
 

Her hometown was suddenly very small and parochial to the girl and, the $1,000 she had in her handbag, although formerly she would have seen it as a huge windfall and fortune, now made little impression on her. 
 

It was just money and she knew that money would now come easily; not just through Ray, he was already no challenge, but generally, and she sensed it for sure.
 

There was no more working or sweating for an hourly wage any longer.
 

Aimlessly she wandered around the shops and purchased some extra lingerie, slips and night attire but there was limited selection in such a backwater. 
 

Fern decided that she was going to give most of her own wardrobe to Ray and Jim and she would buy some new clothes from Melbourne tomorrow.
 

As she drifted around she nodded at people she knew, but weirdly everybody seemed changed to her, as no doubt she suddenly seemed different to them; it was as if she were a stranger in her own town. 
 

She would notice women whispering and men avoiding her stare, the provocative and divisive effect she had on everyone constantly, surprised her.
 

Her air conditioned car, transported her back home to the ranch at 4p.m and she was surprised to find Jim waiting in the kitchen and he gushed excitedly when he saw her.
 

“Hi Fern…I just needed to…to… see you.”
 

She smiled as if he was her son, not her fiancé.
 

“See what?”
 

The boy became restless and almost juvenile in his nervous movements and obvious embarrassment.
 

“You know!”
 

She stood back against the kitchen table and raised her skirt until her white knickers could be seen.
 

“This Jim…my pussy? Say it!”
 

He looked around nervously and in abashment, as if he was on camera and could be seen by others.
 

“Your, pussy!”
 

It was clear the man was aroused, hard, and Fern motioned him to lower his trousers; he did as instructed and his erection was prominent in the tiny, pale grey, knickers he was wearing.
 

“You can touch yourself now Jim…come on rub it…release your spunk into my pants then I’ll let you kneel between my thighs and you can lick me!”
 

His hand was rubbing his bulge harder and harder and faster but his eyes were staring resolutely at her crotch.
 

“Thank you Fern…thank you…thank…”
 

His body shuddered, tensed and she saw the white liquid spurting into her panties around him, and she felt her own juices flow to his disgrace, as she watched.
 

“Come and lick your Mistress now Jim, kneel before it…come on!”
 

He bent down before her, Fern raised her dress and peeled down her underwear until her vagina was revealed in all its’ hairy, glowing glory.
 

“Kiss it as though it were my mouth Jim…that’s it…harder…yes just there…use your tongue…more…that’s it…Good Boy…Good Boy…”
 

She groaned as her body stretched and reached out in search of its’ peak, and she stroked his curly, tangly, blonde hair with her fingers as she did so.
 

“Yes Jim…harder, harder!”
 

His tongue was ferocious and insistent; she pressed her hips against him and finally jolted and vibrated in completion.
 

She arched her back and exhaled in delight.
 

“Good Jim…much better!”
 

The boy confessed his soul to her.
 

“I just think about you all day Fern…about…”
 

She understood.
 

“My pussy?”
 

He nodded pathetically and she whispered to him.
 

“That’s good Jim…that’s very good…now pull your panties up and go away back to work…I’ll see you later.”
 

He quickly made himself presentable, wrapping her wet knickers around his penis as he followed her instructions and spoke as he headed to his duties on the outback.
 

“Thank you Fern…thank you!”
 

Her reply was scolding and indifferent.
 

“Go…now Jim…I’ll meet you downstairs at 8p.m and we’ll go out for dinner!”
 

He ran and Fern laughed as she watched him scuttle out of the side door and back to his labouring obligations on the farm.
 

She suddenly saw Ray’s twisted face at the window; he’d obviously been watching and he barged in threateningly through the door, and began to yell and scream at her.
 

“You Dirty Tramp…I saw what you…!”
 

Fern turned on him in unbridled fury.
 

“Pussy whipped!” 
 

Her tone was loud, cold and sounded like frosted ice in the heat of the day, and the man stood instantly quiet and still.       
 

She perused his flushed, red face for a moment and saw it was set in some hidden insanity; as if she was suddenly possessed with her own madness, she had the craziest urge to mark her territory and the instinct to act in the most deviant way possible.
 

“Kneel down before me Ray…Now!”
 

He responded immediately and the girl didn’t know quite what came over her, but she raised her hem, drew her tiny pants to one side to reveal her thin slit of sexuality.
 

She then allowed a constant, trickle of golden, yellow urine to flow impossibly from between her ivory thighs and soak and cover the confounded man’s face.
 

He stared up at her in his shock, devotion, compulsion and stupidity as if she was some modern prophet and he had just been anointed in liquid honey! 
 

As her grubby stream eventually finished she glared at him in irrational, hormonal anger, as if he truly was nothing more than a mere, ignorant creature or slave to her.
 

“Don’t ever speak to me like that again Ray…we both know you are nothing to me….your place is here between my thighs and legs serving me as I see fit…”
 

His eyes were suddenly dancing in strange exultation and fear.
 

“…Now lick me and clean me you Little…Shit!”
 

He groaned in terrible, fetid desire for her and with his face still dripping with her golden, waste water, the man buried his head in her wetness, kissing, licking and suckling subserviently and diligently every crevice and foul smelling, covered drop of her.
 

She stretched her spine and pressed his head, fast into her sexual centre, and trembled in her own sullied compunction to something so primeval, dark and dirty; then let him lick her soaking, feminine lips until they were pink and clean again.
 

Finally she groaned in horror and delight and cursed him in her perplexity of her disgusting actions and tremulous arousal.
 

“You Silly, Stupid Man…don’t even think of telling me what to do…I told you I was training Jim…you’re already tame!”
 

He was utterly, demonically overcome by her.
 

“Yes Mistress!”
 

She pushed him away with a flick of her hand and he fell back on the floor limply.
 

“Now fuck off Ray and I’ll speak to you later!”
 

He wiped his shirt on his face to stem the putrid juices and sweat on him.
 

“Yes Mistress!”
 

But the girl had not quite finished with him yet.
 

“Hang on…run the bath for me…and clean yourself…you stink and look a mess…”
 

He nodded as if he had lost his mind and in some ways he had, as she rattled on to him with her constant, ongoing demands.
 

“…I’ll need some more money for tomorrow as well…I’m going to Melbourne…in the morning.”
 

He was so off balance that he forgot himself for a moment.
 

“What for?”
 

She slapped his face lightly in play, and was flush with her absolute power over him.
 

“That’s none of your business Ray…I’ve already warned you about that…now do as I tell you and you can take some more of my old clothes.”
 

The man did not enter conversation with her; only did as he had been instructed and, after cleaning himself, running a bath and helping himself to more of Fern’s underwear, he was dismissed with the fateful words that now bound his life to hers’ of, Pussy whipped!
 

Fern enjoyed her time in her luxurious, sweet smelling bath, it gave her time to think and she knew that Jim was close to being as obedient and docile as Ray was.
 

For some strange reason she was still set on the marriage, and she was beginning to look forward to having real sex; these games were fun but as each day passed she realised that she no longer wished to remain a virgin.
 

It was only a few days until the wedding and she was pleased that it was only going to be a simple, registry affair and no honeymoon plans had yet been made. 
 

It gave her time to decide and choose where to go.
 

She did not wish Jim to be too placid, as she still somewhere had a young girl’s dreams and fantasies that she could leave all of this perversion behind her, and could have a normal marriage and relationship with her husband.
 

Naively perhaps, Fern desperately wanted Jim to take her passionately on her wedding night as any innocent bride would wish and desire from their husband.
 

Therefore she decided that she had gone as far as she wanted with his training, and that she would be warm and supportive to him that evening, and not lead him any further down the degenerate path she had begun for him.
 

He was waiting for her in the hall as arranged and she was pleased that he had made an effort by putting on an ill fitting suit, and combing his thick, light hair. 
 

She saw him glancing furtively at her legs, dressed in nylons from under her short, white skirt and noticed he did not try and criticise her appearance.
 

It seemed those days were seemingly, long gone now!
 

Ray watched them leave and Fern was not sure if she wanted him to service her later; she relaxed in the car on the way to the restaurant and tried to concentrate on Jim, but he was terribly unsure and seemed extremely uneasy to be with her.
 

They did not speak much on the short journey to the local eatery and, when they were seated at an outside table overlooking the dark, endless wastelands all around that showed hardly a single light to break the overwhelming blackness, he finally whispered to her in admiration.
 

“You look so…nice Fern…you’ve not changed your mind about the wedding?”
 

She smiled and shook her short, bright hair.
 

“No Jim…I’ll be your wife and you’ll be my… Big Man.”
 

He looked overjoyed and played with his elegant, silver knife, turning it over and over in his thick, stubby fingers.
 

“I’m sorry I told you off Fern…but I think I understand now…I’ll do whatever you want…
 

He whispered secretly, like a child.
 

“I’ve got your…pants on now…”
 

He looked at her shyly at his confession.
 

“…It makes me hard!”
 

He giggled like a mischievous boy, and Fern let her hand touch between his thighs and felt the firm masculinity there. 
 

She furtively undid his zip under the table cloth, then placed her small hand around his warm, pulsing erection and the delicate, feminine material that restrained it; finally she murmured softy and dirtily in his ear. 
 

“This can fuck me when we’re married Jim…I’ll let you!”
 

She squeezed him hard, felt him immediately jerk so unattractively in her fingers, and spend his primitive fluid into his female underwear and trousers.
 

Fern reprimanded him kindly and laughed.
 

“Jim…you need to learn to control yourself!”
 

He was so utterly meek and innocent with her.
 

“Will you teach me?”
 

She brushed back her fringe a little from her pretty face.
 

“Sure Jim, just do as you’re told…OK?”
 

The boy smiled and beamed as if he had won the lottery.
 

“OK Fern…whatever you say!”
 

By the end of the meal Fern was mildly bored with Jim, he was not funny or a great conversationalist, and she made him drive her straight back to the house, as she definitely did not wish to go to the local bar where he wanted to catch up with some of his mates!
 

She was horrified that he would even consider such a thing! 
 

For some reason her previous inclination to treat this man respectfully and as her equal, soon to be husband, evaporated completely.
 

She decided therefore, almost subconsciously, to continue his education and slide into her eventual control and authority.
 

It was as if she could not help her own compulsion or proclivity and it was pre-ordained that she, do so. 
 

The young man eventually walked her to her room, and she made him wait outside her door whilst she chose and picked up an old night-dress and matching knickers then pressed them into his hands when she returned.
 

“Wear this Jim but don’t touch yourself…just think of me…and the words Pussy whipped! Do you understand?”
 

He nodded timidly, she gave him a peck on the cheek and realised that she was drained; on refection, perhaps a little tired…of him! 
 

“I’ll see you tomorrow Jim…go to bed and dream about me…go on…if you put the nightdress on you’ll think of me!”
 

He seemed to smile as if he was suddenly in thrall to her sexual games; went to his room and within minutes Ray had crept silently into her private, sleeping space, but he was so big and clumsy that she heard him immediately. 
 

He spoke anxiously and needfully.
 

“May I serve you Mistress?”
 

She laughed; Ray actually made her laugh!
 

“Yes Ray you can Pussy whipped!” 
 

The man was now formally under control, undressed her and then hung anything that could be worn again into the wardrobe and put the other items out for washing; Fern noted how domesticated he was and liked his organisational prowess and abilities.
 

She watched him and his patent craving to please her, decadently spread her thighs wide on the large white bed and smiled at him sweetly. 
 

“Do your job, Ray…do it really thoroughly and…well!”
 

He lay on his belly like a snake between her squat, white legs and his tongue began to flick, lick and worship her.
 

His mouth worked lovingly, fastidiously and she climaxed twice, as his busy tongue explored each and every hidden, slippery crevice of her vagina.  
 

As she trembled and vibrated in her ecstasy she observed his erection, so prominent and rigid in his jeans! 
 

When she had recovered she rose up, picked up the pants she had been wearing that day and that he had carefully placed on the side for the wash, and threw them at him. 
 

“Take your trousers off Ray and jerk yourself off in these!”
 

He was immediately animated and excited, slipped his jeans off his body, and after pulling down his shorts, placed the small, delicate, panties around his erection. 
 

Fern spread her thighs wide apart so he could see her hidden, defined, glistening sexuality and Ray began to rub his erection through the fine, pink material of the knickers.
 

“Think of it in me Ray…fucking me…all of your lovely, thick, sticky spunk inside me…fuck it Ray!”
 

The man was so on the edge of his licentious high that he could not hold out his release for a single, solitary, further moment. 
 

Fern smiled as he tensed, climaxed and she watched in ongoing fascination, as his fluid spilled from his penis in thick blobs, filling and spoiling another pair of her knickers.
 

Increasingly she was realising how addicted to both this physical pleasure and control she was becoming, but rather than let it worry her, she embraced it; she had never known such fun and such discovery in herself.                    
 

But she was beginning to be very fatigued now.
 

“You can sleep in those Ray… and saddle my horse in the morning…I’m going riding before my trip to Melbourne…I’ll need more money and I’ll be back later.”
 

He was bewildered by her, disoriented by his reaction to his climax, and spoke meekly and stared with glazed, granite eyes.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

She giggled in her drift into sleep and subconscious.
 

“Oh and Ray…Pussy whipped…you’re dismissed!”
 

She rested deeply and instantly, was re-energised when woken early by gentle, insistent, knocking on her door. 
 

“Yes?” 
 

She had spoken quietly and to her amusement Jim crept in, in demonstrable, terrible agitation wearing her long, white, night gown and knickers. 
 

“I couldn’t sleep Fern…I’ve been so hard… and I’ve not touched myself… just as you instructed me!”
 

She opened her eyes wide and tried not to laugh.
 

“Do you want me to tell you more Jim?”
 

The young man nodded and she pulled the bed covers off her to reveal her nakedness; she saw his pale, sky-blue eyes staring at her sexuality, and she let her fingers run along its’ entreating, mysterious length. 
 

“My vagina is going to be your boss Jim…I’m going to Pussy whip you…bend down and smell me Jim.”
 

His head dropped between her thighs and his nose smelt her strong, emotive, diabolical sexual essence. 
 

“When I say Pussy whipped Jim…you do as I tell you…you will be under my control…that’s going to be the basis of our marriage!”
 

The young man jumped away and spluttered in shock. 
 

“I can’t do that!”
 

Fern looked at him coyly but with steel in her green, glowing centres. 
 

“Then that little thing between your legs won’t get inside me Jim and… I won’t teach you to have fun anymore!”
 

He sat pathetically on her bed in his confusion, and let her gently push him onto his back then move on top of him, until her thighs were astride his face and his sweet, salivating mouth was below her feminine slit. 
 

She felt powerful, dominant and in complete control; brought her soft wetness to his lips and reached for his stiff, little erection behind her back.
 

“Don’t you want me to be in charge Jim?” 
 

She whispered the question quietly, innocently and delicately as she gently squeezed his cock, and the young man gasped in helplessness at her prurient hands.
 

“I…I do…do Fern!” 
 

He let his tongue release from his mouth and as soon as it entered her pink folds of flesh he began to lick her and she grunted in rude, crude pleasure.
 

“Then when I say Pussy whipped you do as I command Jim!”
 

She gripped his erection tighter and he squealed like a girl; she then banged her hips harder and more fiercely against his face as she built herself determinedly and selfishly against his mouth to the orgasm she so craved. 
 

The boy groaned, gasped then spent his semen into her hand and fingers and her own mind descended into depravity and sheer bliss as he did so. 
 

Fern had reached her own release as well, in this wild world of sordid degradation and debauchery, she had seemingly created with just her perverse mind and nubile body and her spine drew up and back in delight and gratification
 

She was still astride him, like some young mistress taming a young colt, and Fern let her female juices flow into his stunned face, as she rubbed them into him and smiled down in apparent, utter supremacy over his eternal soul.
 

“Pussy whipped… Jim…you’re now Pussy whipped!”
 

The boy had no fight remaining and stared up at her with timid, blue eyes in his vulnerability and submission.
 

“Ok Fern…OK….whatever you say!”
 

She laughed almost in unrestrained hysteria.
 

“Call me Mistress, Jim, when you’re under my command!”
 

He was so mixed up and confounded but whispered only, and exactly as she instructed; what else could he do!
 “OK…Yes… Mistress…yes… Fern…Mistress!”
 

She mumbled out loud to him.
 

“Pussy whipped!”
 

The words suddenly ruled him now, and she smiled patiently, explained that he was now dismissed, could now leave, and her new obedient slave and male servant, was temporarily released from her charge, and with some relief, into his more formal, less strenuous duties for the day!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 14
 

A Marriage Made in Hades!
 

 
 

The morning held no time for entertaining Ray and, after her morning ride in the silence and sanctity of the outskirts of the barren desert and emerging heat, Fern quickly showered.
 

She dressed in white pants, a tight, black top, and a short, grey linen skirt and was soon on the drive and journey to Melbourne. 
 

As she travelled in the comfort of Ray’s, cool, dark, Range Rover she found her mind lost in thought; she had never dreamed that men could be so much fun, or that by just with a smile or a small, sexual intimation or favour, any woman could command such astonishing  power.
 

She knew that both Ray and Jim were now thinking about her, and even in the solitude of the long expedition to the big city, it made her smile in pleasure and delight that they were, and to ponder upon just how much she had changed in a few short days.
 

She glanced at the mercurial ring attached to the third finger of her right hand; it dazzled and glinted as normal in the morning brightness and it made her flush in secret enchantment and glee.
 

Even though it seemed ridiculous, she knew and accepted, however bizarrely, that this strange magical, mythical prize was completely altering and changing her life and, very much for the better! 
 

She hardly recognised the flamboyant, adventurous girl she was turning into and it made her proud of whom she was suddenly.
 

The trek to Melbourne was lengthy but easy, she enjoyed the solitude and the air conditioned privacy and comfort; it settled and soothed her to be away from the needy and demanding men at the farm somehow.
 

Too much of their adoration and worship, she had already recognised and concluded, could be somewhat suffocating!
 

The roads were fairly empty until the outskirts of the city, and then there was some traffic and confusion until she came straight into the main, central, car park that she was familiar with from previous visits. 
 

The office she was attending was in the business section, near the main station and she was impressed with the fact that David obviously had some pull in the model industry, to have such an expensive and prestigious location 
 

She found the building detailed on the card he had given her, took the lift to the 4th floor and followed various shiny, gold, pointed signs for the impressively named, Australian Model Agency. 
 

An attractive, tall, blonde girl greeted her at the reception and, after an immediate call through to her boss; Fern was then directed into inner sanctum of the main office. 
 

The man was sitting behind a simple, grey, office desk, smiled at her in welcome but continued to speak quickly into his phone that was almost glued to his ear, completing the end to some mysterious deal or other.
 

He directed her to sit opposite him, her body trembled slightly as she did so, and she sensed instantly what an interesting and exciting, new world this was! 
 

Fern stared at the busy businessman and considered how handsome and sophisticated he seemed compared to both Ray and Jim, but she still had something of the hometown girl inside her, and felt that she still wanted to be faithful to her future husband. 
 

There would be no circumstances under which she would allow this experienced stranger to make her do anything she did not want to; she was set and determined that this meeting was just a small curiosity and distraction from her real, true life…that was all!
 

David finally, and seemingly to Fern, completed the deal to his satisfaction, placed the phone back on the receiver, rose expansively from his seat and then planted a friendly kiss on her glowing, flushed cheek. 
 

He seemed to genuinely like her; warmly revel and thrill that she was in his office and had travelled so far to see him.
 

“Welcome Fern…to Wonderland!”  
 

The young girl felt slightly uncomfortable; unusually as of late, not in control at all and she instinctively crossed her legs and folded her arms defensively.
 

The man saw the obvious, physical signs of concern and smiled disarmingly at her. 
 

“Relax Sweetie…this is not the dentists…you’re here to have fun and to make money…how much fun…”
 

He chuckled with dark humour that made her stomach, instinctively churn and twist.
 

“… is up to you?”
 

Fern returned his stare, felt an unnatural surge and sly feeling of trust for him then slowly began to relax; his eyes were soft, mottled brown and seemed to draw her gaze as he talked and joked with her.
 

“How is your Hick?”
 

He was referring to her fiancé and she took his edged sarcasm as a slur, and a slight against herself and her own choices in her life.
 

She spoke acidly in reply.
 

“Jim’s fine David…just fine…in fact we’re marrying in a few days time.”
 

He just laughed at her protective show and anxiety.
 

“If that’s what you want Baby then good for you…now take your clothes off and let’s have a proper look at your body!”
 

Fern immediately froze like stone, rose from her chair in anger and disgust, as if she had forgotten her lascivious and outrageous sexual adventures of the last few, crazy days, and spoke to him sharply and prudishly. 
 

“This is a mistake David…I’m going to be married…have kids…I don’t want this!”
 

The man was irritatingly happy as he focussed his full attention upon her, and Fern instantly felt completely out of her depth with the situation she had so eagerly propelled herself into.
 

“Then what are you doing here Sweetie? If you don’t want to model that’s fine…and it’s good to see you…but now… fuck off…I’m busy!”
 

Fern was shocked to be spoken to so disrespectfully but stayed rooted to her chair; she suddenly realised that she had become used to treating Ray and Jim badly and getting whatever she required, but that in the real, outside world she could not expect to be so demanding.
 

Her face blushed in a glowing, bright colour and her voice stuttered and softened to an apologetic, polite, innocent lilt.
 

“No… I do want to model David… I…I…I…I… was…just…”
 

He muttered condescendingly and finished her sentence; she was being firmly told off and put in her place and position in his domain.
 

“…Being a Silly Girl…now let’s see if you really have got as good a body as I remember?”
 

Fern was embarrassed to recall her deeds on the plane but she did want to model and resolved not to be so foolish in her bashfulness; this was David’s business and he was just doing his job and being professional after all!
 

Her top then her short skirt were removed, she was not wearing a bra and the man then looked, intently, appreciatively and admiringly at her.
 

She was now wearing nothing but her small, white, brief pants that gave a glimpse of the bright treasure below; she felt extremely exposed but also had the strangest, unrecognisable sensations of animation, and sensed her sexuality pulse with female excitement and expectation.
 

The man began to do his work on her.
 

“Pull your knickers up tight around you Baby!” 
 

Without allowing herself the luxury of time to think or worry, where she could and would question her disgraceful actions, she pulled at the fine material until it stretched against her feminine, vaginal mound so he could almost see her fine line and slit of femininity.
 

He smiled and showed his teeth, like a crocodile.
 

“Perfect…Fern…now what do you want to do?”
 

She stared at him in bemusement and gasped as she uncomfortably sensed her libido, stirring, awakening and rising.
 

“Wh..wh..What do you mean?” 
 

She was floundering like a fish out of water, feeling more and more unsure and he exhaled out slowly, as if in frustration and exasperation with her.
 

“You are Green and innocent Girl! You get $500 for a tits shoot…$1,000 for full frontal and…”
 

His dark, attractive, expressive smile was there once more, illuminating and lighting up his lean, rugged visage.
 

“…then there’s always the other side to the business…and that’s where the big bucks are!”
 

He could see she was struggling too much to absorb the information he was supplying, and could not form a coherent answer; he simply laughed and shrugged, as if sensing her uncertainty and inability to take it all in straight away. 
 

“I’ll tell you what Baby… lets do some starting pictures and see how we go…eh?”
 

Fern blinked weakly, nodded and the man led her through a white, side door to a small studio where she was placed on a tiny, silver chair whilst a large, friendly, plump lady came in, joined them and began to spread make-up on her pale, pretty face. 
 

Her body was then scented and sprayed with talc, her hair was brushed and Fern suddenly looked at herself in the sheer glass of the mirror, and was instantly taken aback by what she saw reflected back at her; she seemed beautiful, like a princess!
 

Instinctively and surprisingly, she was unashamed of her nudity or nakedness, and only wanted everybody to admire her and how lovely she looked and felt.
 

David placed himself in the middle of the cramped room, crouched behind an impressive camera set upon a thin tripod, and he shouted out gently to her. 
 

“Let’s have a few of you with just your knickers on!” 
 

Fern rose from her seat, stood on the neutrally coloured, rolled paper material on the floor that was connected to the backdrop behind her and shivered in anticipation; this was to be her first professional job! 
 

Nervously she took her place in front of him and felt the full heat of the dazzling lights as they found and spotlighted her; but she had no time to feel her anxiety as his commands and instructions came rapidly and quickly, like the rat a tat, tat of bullets from a gun.
 

“Put your hands in your hair…arch your back…push your hips…forward…lovely…”
 

She responded and moved to the intimate, soft sound of his voice, heard the camera click as she did so, and listened intently to him.
 

“…Open your legs…look dirty…no…like you’re making eyes at your lover…he wants you…he’s going to fuck you…you want him to…you Dirty Girl!”
 

Fern breathed and heaved in twisting emotions as the lens captured her innocence and exhilaration; she could instantly feel and sense her whole body sweating and surging as she posed for him.
 

Her sex lips were sodden and she realised, terribly and undeniably just how much she was revelling showing and revealing her body like this.
 

She did not understand why, but she knew she just loved and adored the fact that men would see her posing and exposing herself so provocatively; weirdly she somehow felt proud of her young, pink flesh and that the opposite sex would venerate and admire it so much.
 

David stopped for a moment and busied himself downloading some of the pictures to his computer, then removed the camera from the fixed stand, brought it to his sparkling, trained brown eye and barked at her.
 

“We’ll do some free-style…try something on from that rail Fern...quickly now.” 
 

Fern removed her wet knickers, hastily wiped her body down with a hand towel, before pulling on a black slip and G-string from the vast array of lingerie that was provided and hanging from the small, silver, clothes bar.
 

The man smiled at her and whispered perceptively and with command.
 

“We’ll do some more…I can see you like it?”
 

Fern did not deny his insight but just nodded casually, and threw back her red hair, sensually; she felt wonderfully sexual and desirable and truly revelled in this medium of exhibitionism as he continued to direct her.
 

“Pull your hair forward…sultry…that’s it…the young men are going to play with themselves just, over your pictures…”
 

She was so excited at the mere disgusting thought of it; men would masturbate over mere photographs of her, it was so sordidly arousing and unbelievable.
 

His voice seemed to reach into her inner fantasies and desire to show herself in all of her nubile, female splendour.
 

“…Raise your slip…pull your G-string tight…raise your legs…open them…wider…pull the material to one side…that’s it…further…good…gorgeous!”
 

Fern realised that her bright, vagina was fully exposed to him but shamefully did not care; she was pulsing with exhilaration, just wanted to feel the adrenaline run through her blood and the experience to last endlessly.
 

The man continued apace, as if he was also caught up in the combined sexual and sensual energy they were sharing.
 

“Stand up…pull your slip up…off…stare at me…dirtily…God… I’m hard myself just looking at you…bend over look… sexy…good pull your panties lower…lower…lie on the floor…wider…you look so wet…put your fingers inside you!”
 

Fern did as instructed and began to rub busily at her salivating folds and clitoris, until she felt her body begin to rise and rush to her urgent attentions.
 

She was so aroused and sexually wound up that she closed her eyes and became lost in her private, sordid needs; she groaned and vibrated in devilish reflex as she unexpectedly felt herself climax to tremulous release.
 

Finally her eyelids opened and she looked up into the intrusive lens, and could not contain a wry smile and a lascivious flush of foul enjoyment.
 

The camera stopped clicking; David’s engaged, red and eager face came out from behind it and laughed softly at her, as he shook his handsome head in wonder. 
 

“Wow Baby…Wow…I thought you were a natural but…Wow!”
 

Fern sensed her whole skin, spirit and very, life force was almost glowing.
 

“Was it really OK?”
 

The man gazed at her as if she were mad. 
 

“Your body, your dirty looks and an orgasm…Wow Baby…what do you think?”
 

As if tired suddenly, Fern lay back on the floor, felt the wetness, dripping and draining from between her thighs and enquired almost disappointedly. 
 

“Are we finished?” 
 

The man chuckled and whispered crudely. 
 

“Yeah…unless you want me to fuck you…I can see you’re horny.”
 

The young girl blinked, shivered and tried to mask the lust shining so obviously in her sparkling, green, opal eyes; she knew that his intuitive, perceptive observations of her sexual state were correct and did not try to hide her unworthy, feminine cravings from him.
 

“I can’t David…. I’m still a… virgin and I’m marrying Friday…”
 

The man shrugged almost in amusement at the ludicrous contradictions in her, but there was not a trace of aggression in his actions or demeanour; it helped her relax and to build her developing faith in him as she searched for an inspirational solution.
 

“…But we can do what we did on the plane…if you want?”
 

He fixed on her again with hungry, earthy, eyes but shook his head in tension and irritation. 
 

“No, that’s not enough…Girl!”
 

Her own frustrations were bubbling and surfacing inside her and she was finding it difficult to contain her own physical needs; she wanted her own release and gushed urgently at him!
 

“What do you want me to do?”
 

He whispered with equal vacillation.
 

“Kneel down and suck me off…you Dirty Bitch…Now!”
 

Fern was shocked and somehow fought the fact that she actually yearned, needed and would even consider, such base interaction.
 

“I can’t David!”
 

He laughed dirtily.
 

“Just do it…now! Do it…and then…I’ll sort you out!”
 

Her primal urge and compulsion clouded her judgement, and she drew herself up, kneeled in front of him and hurriedly undid the zip on his trousers. 
 

His erection sprung out instantly at her as if it wanted to reintroduce itself; it seemed longer and thicker than she remembered when she had previously held it on their journey together.
 

She wrapped her fingers around it, took it in her tiny mouth, innocently but then sucked it eagerly and energetically as he had so coarsely demanded. 
 

It was immediately exciting to her to be attempting such a deviant, dangerous undertaking; she squeezed and licked it slavishly and looked up in delight as the man squirmed and moaned to her inexperienced, oral caresses.
 

It was a revelation to her that any man would find this crude, crass action so entertaining.
 

This perversity was instantly, incredibly disgusting but engaging to her as well; his hands stroked her head and bright, silky hair as he cursed her, and that seemed to only add further flavour and arousal to her own provocative and emerging desire. 
 

“You Dirty Bitch…you ain’t gonna be a virgin much longer…suck it you Dirty…Fucking…Dirty…Bitch!”
 

The young girl felt him tense, and the male, hard flesh in her mouth seem to pulse and vibrate then, as he grunted in fetid delectation, thick, sticky, sperm spewed and poured into her mouth as if to choke her.
 

She spluttered, swallowed what semen she could and was left shaking in shock at her sullied part in the unbelievable, sordid events and her own aching, unresolved needs! 
 

His penis was released from between her lips and she looked up at him weakly from her prostrated position on her knees and exhaled in confusion.
 

“My turn David…my turn!” 
 

The man just laughed, replaced his damp cock in his shorts, pulled up his trousers and returned to his camera. 
 

“After lunch Baby…I’m spent! Need to eat!”
 

Fern groaned out loudly in her frustration and realised that in this world, his world, she was nothing; nothing at all! 
 

There was no power she possessed to influence him or to change his mind, and she tried to calm herself and dress, but it was so difficult as she was literally shivering and shaking in her womanly heat, to a whole concoction of sexual and hormonal desires.
 

Her underwear was sodden and she felt like a train wreck, but she recovered enough of her composure to tidy herself up and then order some salad and white wine in the small bistro that he took her to, opposite the building
 

She drank a glass quickly and it began to settle her.
 

David was complimentary and enthusing about both how she had appeared on camera in her photo session, and to her utter disbelief he handed her a cheque for $1,000. 
 

“You were sensational Fern…and there is a lot more if you want it?”
 

She held the paper money, further sipped her wine and thought she would explode in pleasure and delight; it was all so incredible and tantalising for her.
 

$1,000 just for taking her clothes off! 
 

It was all crazy; everything was surreal and upside-down in her little existence since she had placed the divine ring upon her hand.
 

“Really?”
 

She finished her second glass of the cold, dry, local liquid, as the man eyed her inquisitively and with a certain amount of mischief.
 

“Are you a virgin?”
 

She nodded and her older companion laughed and exhaled in disbelief. 
 

“Wow…such a waste Baby…you know… if you liked sex…fucking…we could make a fortune!”
 

Fern was impelled to ask him, even though she knew the answer would be something decadent and naughty, but she was desperate to discover and explore this new world and herself; she wanted to know about everything suddenly.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

David’s brown eyes just sparkled in humour and juvenile naughtiness.
 

“Eat and drink up and I’ll show you later when we get back…and by the way…” 
 

He winked teasingly and she listened innocently, completely captivated by him as if she was still a child and he, her favourite teacher.
 

“…The blow job was great!”  
 

Fern blushed in abashment although she was secretly pleased that the knowledgeable man had enjoyed her untried and untested oral abilities so much.
 

However, sensing her own tension still pervading her conscious thoughts, she wished that he would have kept his sexual promise to her straight away. 
 

The ache from her salivating, line of sexuality was unbearable and she needed release but tried her best to disguise it, being the shy, demure, reserved young lady she had always set out, and seen herself to be.
 

Lunch concluded, they were soon back in his office; Fern sat on her familiar chair and David shut the door so they had privacy, placed a silver disc directly in his computer and turned the screen fully around for her attention. 
 

In seconds, Fern saw a beautiful, petite, full breasted, blonde girl on the display; she was talking to a handsome man with dark hair and a toned, muscular physique. 
 

They started to argue and suddenly, as if for no apparent reason, they were kissing and frantically removing each other’s clothes.
 

She watched transfixed, fascinated and with wide, green, bulging eyes, as they began to quickly embrace, intertwine and share, the most base and intimate, sexual acts. 
 

The apparently sweet, pretty girl sucked his huge, aroused, erect penis as if it was sweet chocolate and although Fern had recently experienced some education in male genitalia, the flesh she had seen was not like this displayed in full, high density colour, on the small, flat screen.
 

This erection was simply enormous, monstrous, impossibly huge, and she felt her body quiver as it was inserted, so deeply inside the fragile, sexual lips of the young girl in the video. 
 

It was mesmerising for Fern; she had never seen actual copulation before, other than the brief glimpse of her cousin, and she was held spellbound at this record of the act of carnal and physical penetration, as it was so energetically and vigorously shared and enacted.
 

It was far more enthralling than she ever could have imagined and, as the man in the film began to fuck the slim, rounded girl again; her own body seemed to move in time and tandem to his lewd, urgent and most primitive motions.
 

David was by her side suddenly, whispering in her ears as if they were the soft, seductive incantations of the devil himself.
 

“That could be you Fern…being fucked…by a real man…filling you!”
 

Her opal diamonds danced and flickered as she watched; another actor joined in on the evolving sexual story and began to fuck the girl’s mouth, as his friend uncaringly rutted her vagina until she convulsed, and cried out in loud, exuberant ecstasy to her orgasm.
 

David suddenly lifted Fern lightly from her chair and she was so full of pheromones she moved as if she was floating; he raised her dress and pulled her pants down to her knees as she sank back, suddenly devoid of any energy, onto his white, leather settee. 
 

Her thighs were opening and closing involuntarily; she looked at him weakly and begged and pleaded with as she spoke.
 

“Don’t fuck me David…please!”
 

The man withdrew his erect penis from his trousers and rubbed his hardened, masculine flesh over her thighs and knickers and sensed her utter, delicious vulnerability.
 

But he was not there to seek advantage or to be predatory, that was not his nature or intent; this girl was worth money to him and he only wished to excite, please and educate her. 
 

Fern sensed that she was safe with him, took his cock in her fingers and groaned in horrible lust as his digits found her own wetness. 
 

The older man seemed to know exactly how to touch and tease her, and she was soon grunting and gasping to his caresses and delightful, gentle flicks with his fingers.
 

Suddenly Fern twisted, vibrated and climaxed in completion; his motions became equally urgent and he released himself over her, showering her belly and inverted fine folds with spurts of his thick viscous, white sperm and she squealed and sighed in her relief, liberation and gratification. 
 

“Fuck we both needed that!”
 

He looked at her dishevelled state and laughed tiredly at her observation and confession.
 

“When you are ready to work in the movies… I’m going to bend you over my desk and be the first to fuck you Fern…you see…if I don’t!”
 

But the orgasm had also brought her back to her senses temporarily, the girl dressed quickly, somewhat humiliated and embarrassed by her disgraceful actions, and murmured to him in her agitation to leave. 
 

“That won’t happen…I’m getting…”
 

The man mocked her gently.
 

“Married…I know…well maybe I’ll fuck you in your wedding dress…”
 

She was annoyed somewhat that he was having such good fun at her expense, confusion and discomfort and he continued to tease her in her haste to depart.
 

“…That would be quite a thrill? Speak to me… when you’re ready! ”
 

She ran for the door to escape him, both her mind and her body screaming in confusion and panic and she only recovered her overall balance when she reached the quiet and peace of the long straight, endless road back to the ranch and, Ray and Jim.
 

She was furious with David, he’d obviously misunderstood what type of girl she was; a bit of adventure and entertainment was one thing but the clip of the foul, base video was too much for her! 
 

How could he consider or dare even think that she could ever contemplate anything so demeaning and degrading?
 

She opened the window in her consternation and distress, allowing the wind, as it whistled in through the empty space, to ruffle her hair then soothe and calm her.
 

To her surprise, the further she travelled from the big city, and as she neared her small hometown, Fern accepted and realised that in all truth and honesty she had perversely, undoubtedly enjoyed her day and somewhat sleazy experience.
 

When she recalled the photo shoot it was undeniable that she had actually revelled in displaying her body to the camera. 
 

It was on reflection, an inescapable and unavoidable fact!
 

She decided that she would ring David tomorrow and apologise for her naivety, and ask if there was any more modelling work after she had married; she knew she had acted like such a child and hoped that he would understand and forgive her. 
 

Although she did not want to participate in the films, Fern hoped that he would still want her for some shoots; they were actually a lot of fun and she very much revelled in the squalid theatre of it.
 

She knew that neither Ray nor Jim would like her modelling but, as she drew up on the sandy, dry drive she did not much care about their opinions; this was now her own patch and territory where she was in charge.   
 

Ray was in the kitchen, he seemed in an anxious state and nodded at her as she walked in; she took his beer and sipped it slowly, thankful for the coolness of the liquid and the fact that it removed the very, last, trace, essence and taste of David’s pungent sperm.
 

The man snapped at her in irrational frustration and agitation. 
 

“Where’ve you been Fern?”
 

She retorted instantly, seemingly annoyed and exasperated with the day of feeling so utterly powerless and helpless.
 

“Pussy whipped!”
 

She raised her dress so the, now silent, trembling man, could clearly see her belly and underwear smeared in white, semen stains.
 

His face was twisted in agony at her vulgar display to him and she tortured him with her uncaring words.
 

“I’ve been modelling Ray…showing off my body…being photographed and…”
 

She could not contain a wicked chuckle.
 

“…I’ve brought a little something back for you!”
 

The man gasped at her in his shock and distress.
 

“They’re semen stains!”
 


  

Her amusement and mirth inside her only rose and grew.
 

“That’s excellent Ray…that’s right …after he…David… photographed me…naked…he poured his spunk all over me…said how I was a natural, cock teasing model and how I excited him.”    
 

Fern could see how red and bothered Ray was suddenly, and how the bulge in his tight, riding trousers was instantly, pulsing and growing.
 

“You…you Dirty…Whore!”
 

Her eyes glowed, dangerously green and he diverted his own spheres away from her corrective gaze as she toyed with him.
 

“Be careful Ray or I may…castrate you!”
 

He shook a little in his uncertainty and felt in real fear of her.
 

“I am sorry Mistress…I spoke out of turn.
 

His demonstration of contrition and devotion softened her; she breathed in as if inhaling her power here, in this environment and splendid house.
 

“Yes…I’m just like your former wife…now, kneel down and if you say please nicely, you can smell it and lick the juices off me!”
 

The man could not contain his sordid, disturbing needs and desire to serve her, in the most base and demeaning of ways.
 

“Please Mistress!”
 

She stood erectly to her full but diminutive height; the man knelt before her and as she continued to hold her hem up, he then disgustingly and shamefully buried his face in her pants and the sordid essence, stains and wetness below them. 
 

She drew the material of her knickers to one side as he disgraced himself completely. 
 

His tongue gorged on her soft, salivating sexuality; smelling, savouring and tasting the essence of another man upon her sweet, perfumed, female form and delicate, soft skin.
 

He mumbled as he did so as if he was possessed by foul demons. 
 

“You Dirty Whore Dirty… Dirty…Dirty Whore!”
 

Fern felt her body convulse and pushed herself forcefully against his face as she moved unstoppably towards her climax.
 

“I am and that is what you crave me to be…you Pathetic Man! Lick him out of me…another male’s seed and essence from my body!”
 

He grimaced and grunted as if he were a mere animal and primitive being. 
 

His mouth suckled and licked her ferociously until finally, she fell mentally over her sexual abyss and trembled to her summit, holding his head tightly into her hips until her body finally stopped shaking and became stilled.
 

She exhaled in the blessed release of her prurient tension.
 

“Thank you Ray…I feel better now…Pussy whipped…and clean my clothes… eh?”   
 

A glance at his flushed face revealed that he was bursting for his own gratification; she slipped her soaking knickers from her hips and motioned to him to remove his trousers and loose, check underpants. 
 

Her hands and fingers drew her stained underwear around over his feet and ankles, up his legs and thighs then teased them over his pressing, erect manhood and she smiled as his flesh pushed and pressed urgently against the lace.
 

“Release in here Ray…come on…mix yours’ with David’s seed…now… “
 

She saw how his eyes were consumed in madness and was desperate to ask a question…the most important question, given that she was marrying Jim so shortly!
 

She answered for him as if to only provoke him further.
 

“…I’ve not been fucked yet Ray…but soon… I will be with your Bastard Son…the result of someone else’s virile essence up your wife’s pussy…probably in your bed!”
 

She touched the tip of his bulge and he grunted in an unmanageable overload and reaction to this irresistible, audacious humiliation; jerked forward in impulse, and filled the slim, delicate underwear with his rush of sticky semen.
 

He shuddered and gasped in his overwhelming shame and dishonour.
 

“You are a Bitch!” 
 

Fern just smiled and ran her fingers through his dishevelled hair.
 

“I am… do you no longer wish to serve me Ray…it will only be be worse and worse for you as we go!”
 

He could only stare up at her pathetically with his agitated, slate spheres that spoke only of his acceptance and subjugation to her.
 

“No Mistress…I am sorry to be so overcome…I am happy to be yours’!” 
 

He had already been dismissed and he groaned in his feebleness, slipped his jeans over the wet panties, picked up his normal, male underwear and escaped quickly of the room as if he could not face any more of her mockery or abuse of him.
 

Fern felt satisfied but fatigued, closed the door of her room to separate herself from the men as she needed some sanctity from the madness all around her. 
 

She then ran herself a bath and enclosed her body in its’ protective, solitary warmth and aromatic richness. 
 

Her mind was dull but also full of strange and provocative ideas! 
 

She had now decided and accepted completely, that she had loved the day at the agency and modelling; showing off her body had been a true pleasure and was undoubtedly an enjoyable, intoxicating experience for her. 
 

In fact all the sexual activity she had engaged in since she had first found the ring had seemed natural and fun.
 

It was as if she had been built and wired to play these absorbing, wild, sexual games and she thought how her sensitive, womanly instincts had brought her so far in such a short space of time. 
 

Instinctively her hand rose upwards and she looked at the enigmatic band on her finger, how it shimmered and sparkled and a familiar, rich glow, rippled through her body. 
 

Her thoughts ran to her vision of Aphrodite, of how ludicrous and absurd it all seemed, but how incredibly real it was and how deeply her attitude and life had been affected. 
 

Fern pondered on her impending marriage to Jim; impossibly and weirdly it still seemed a sensible thing to do! 
 

All her life she had only known financial uncertainty but, once married, she knew that with her control over both father and son she would be safe, and a girl with so little other support needed to be secure at all times.
 

Increasingly her imagination turned to finally giving her body to a man, to her fiancé Jim and she shivered even in the all consuming heat of the bath at the intriguing prospect.
 

Her divisive memory recalled the outlandish, dirty sexual film David had shown her, the men with their huge, gargantuan, impossible erections. 
 

The thoughts did not only stir and stimulate her, they also made her nervous and she was pleased that young Jim would have her, and she could still model occasionally without descending into any further sexual decadency or impropriety.
 

She felt that a normal life was still available and possible; a home and a family, it was all within her grasp, and the delicious thing was that she could dictate to both her husband and her father-in-law.
 

Nothing could apparently go wrong or stand in her way!
 

The ceremony was in only two days, and she wondered where she would decide their honeymoon was to be. 
 

There was no plan for such a treat as she had originally thought that just the marriage was enough for her, but now the world seemed to be her oyster and anything and everything was entertainingly possible.
 

Her mind meandered; it had been a while since she had seen Jim and she hoped that her control over him had increased in this short time she had been away. 
 

The water was becoming lukewarm in its’ tepor and her disorientation, and she was about to remove her body from the small, sullied pool, when she heard a soft knock at the door and she answered as if she was royalty. 
 

“Come in”
 

She saw Jim’s large frame edge through the doorway, as if he was there to answer the question she had just flagged up to herself, and she barked at him sharply as if she desired only to unsettle him.
 

 “Yes?” 
 

His eyes looked downward as he murmured and mumbled his words. 
 

“Hello Mistress…”
 

He was so deliciously respectful and meek to her.
 

“No Jim…I’ve not said the magic words…what are they?”
 

He whispered quietly as if the whole house could hear his subjugation and complicity.
 

“Pussy whipped.”
 

Fern laughed in glee.
 

“Yes Jim…that’s right…Pussy whipped… you may now call me Mistress.”
 

The boy was quivering and shaking and adhered utterly to the rules of this divisive game.
 

“Yes Mistress.”
 

Her green globes watched him inquisitively and accusingly and he found it hard to look in her direction.
 

“What do you want Jim?”
 

He flushed in repressed desire and she smiled in delight at his reticence but obvious need for her sanction and command.
 

“Take your trousers off and let me see if you are wearing my knickers?”
 

He did quickly as if he craved to, and she saw a pair of her lace, black panties hugging his erection tightly and could literally feel his sexual tension and need to release.
 

“Good Jim, Good Boy…they’re lovely…you can touch yourself now…go on…then I’ll let you dry me…go on Jim jerk off into my pretty panties…”
 

The boy stroked his hardness and closed his eyes as she crafted and painted a degenerate picture for him with her cruel, tortuous words.
 

“Imagine its inside me…rub harder Jim…harder!”
 

The young man groaned and jerked almost violently; Fern saw the skimpy underwear fill with his show of grey stain and she felt herself pulse with absolute power as her future husband just quivered pathetically before her, half dressed, humiliated and waiting only and endlessly for her instruction.
 

She mumbled to fill the void for him.
 

“Get me a towel Jim…hurry up!”
 

He complied immediately and ignored how ridiculous he looked with the soaking underwear around the lower parts of his big frame. 
 

Fern stood up in the bath with her legs just apart and let him drape the large, blue towel around her shoulders and stared at him, as he again could not hold her intrusive gaze.
 

 “Dry me here Jim…” 
 

She pressed her hips and wet, hairy, red mound forward provocatively.
 

“…Use a small hand towel…yes…now kneel…yes that’s it!”
 

His thick fingers ran the edges of the dry cloth against her fine, flat pubic hair and she pushed against the delicious roughness of the material and muttered in delectation.
 

“Look at it Jim…you’ll be seeing it all the time soon…it is in charge of you now.”
 

She felt her sexual, sliver of flesh becoming dry with his diligent rubbing and wiping, but rapidly also wet with her permissive, deviant arousal 
 

“Stick your tongue in me Jim…yes…deeper…mmm…you’re a Good Boy…harder…just there…yes…yes…Yes!”
 

She felt her head swim, wetness pour from the provoked, feminine slit between her thighs and over the man’s flushed face kneeling before her; he compulsively licked her roused, pink lips so determinedly with his salacious, eager tongue.
 

She patted his head as he pleasured her virginal, resplendently, covered folds so selflessly. 
 

“Jim you are doing really well.”
 

He stared up and stumbled over his words.
 

“I aaam…I…I…I’m still not sure?”
 

She laughed at his frailty and faintness of heart.
 

“Well I’m still here Jim…and I am willing to marry you…but you must obey me in all things.”
 

His words were music to her ears.
 “I will… always do as I’m told Mistress…you know I worship you!”
 

She stepped out of the bath and wrapped the large towel around her body completely.
 

“Good Jim now you can leave and I don’t want to see you again tonight…sleep in my gown and knickers as normal, but no touching yourself…”
 

She offered out the irresistible enticement of a treat to him.
 

“…I might give you a blow job in the morning!”
 

She saw his sensitive, trusting eyes glimmer and sparkle in anticipation and expectation. 
 

“We’ll see…now fuck off to your room and by the way …I want to go to Sydney for our honeymoon…the best hotel. It will be great…Pussy whipped…you are discharged!”
 

He pulled up his trousers and, carrying the sensual lingerie she had provided for his rest in his stubby fingers, was gone in an instant. 
 

Fern felt relieved and happy and was increasingly, extremely comfortable in her role as mistress and superior to them all.
 

Dinner was in Ray’s sole company but she felt extremely tired and did not tease him too much, or give him permission to visit to her room. 
 

Ultimately, and in submission to her exhaustion, she gave instructions to him for her ride on her favourite pony in the morning, and went to bed early, alone! 
 

She sank and surrendered into a deep sleep and saw Aphrodite briefly in her reverie and garden, and in all of her flowing beauty and femininity. 
 

The goddess was tantalisingly real and more than a hallucination, but frustratingly she could not talk to her, could not reach her, until, as she had been told, she was no longer a virgin and her innocence had been removed.
 

However in her fantasy and lunacy she just waved at her politely and promised she would see her, very, very soon!
 

The next days on the farm seemed to fly; Jim was completely under her control and responded now to her every word and instruction. 
 

Ray also was utterly compliant as well, and although Fern shared the odd sexual interlude with both men, she mainly concentrated on ensuring her impending wedding would be as near perfect as possible.
 

The event was to be as planned, a small, local affair, with friends of Ray and Jim, and some of her school and ex work mates but she wanted to put on, as good a show as she could.      
 

On the morning of her special day she bathed early in preparation for the service at midday and Ray was on call to attend her, like a hand maiden. 
 

Her dress and all her underwear were laid out on the bed, and Ray pressed and ironed everything, patiently and lovingly for her.
 

When Fern emerged out of her bath, where her pale skin had been wonderfully softened and scented, she eventually stood to attention in her bedroom; she let her covering, drop to the floor and stood naked before her, soon to be, father in law.
 

She smiled at him sensing his confusion at both his potential loss of what he shared with her, yet his gain of a new daughter in law.
 

“Rub me Ray…slowly!”
 

The man grabbed the rough cloth and began to wipe and brush her skin, ensuring every delicate, sensual part of her was perfectly dry and clean. 
 

He lingered on her crotch and rubbed her vagina softly until her ginger, pubic hair sprang out in cleanliness and her sex lips were perfectly pink, pure and he whimpered in overwhelming fondness and compulsion.
 

“I love you Mistress!”
 

She giggled at his helplessness and obvious devotion.
 

“Of course you do Ray…but young Jim is going to fuck me…does that hurt you?”
 

He stared down at the white and black granite tiles on the floor of the bathroom and mumbled sadly.
 

“You know it does Mistress!”
 

She shrugged in ambivalence.
 

“Well that’s just tough on you then Ray…now dress me!”
 

Ray rolled her stockings on each leg, attached them to her suspenders and then gradually, as if relishing his work, drew her white, silk panties around her crotch until her virginal, red and pink sexuality was fully hidden and covered. 
 

He placed her bra around her, clipped it at the back, and finally helped her step into the beautiful, white, delicate silk and lace wedding dress.
 

He stood back and admired her as she sat at the dressing table to fix her bright, glowing, sweet smelling hair. 
 

“You look wonderful Fern.”
 

Fern shivered in delight; amazingly, she actually felt beautiful.
 

“Thank you Ray…like your wife did when she married you?”
 

The man nodded meekly and wretchedly, but she only laughed dismissively at his distress.
 

“Then she fucked your Mate…the best man didn’t she?”
 

He stared at her in deep hurt and bewilderment.
 

“How did you know? She made me watch her…the Dirty Whore…she…”
 

Fern was not interested; this was to be her magical time and she would not dwell of Rays’ torment or past misadventures. 
 

“I just sensed it… enough now Ray! You obviously deserved it…go and get changed…I’ll see you in the car!”
 

Fern was finally alone; she looked in the mirror and tried to reassure herself that she knew what she was doing. 
 

In some ways she did, as the young girl now had no family; she liked and felt comfortable with Ray and Jim and this home where she sensed she would be safe, and happy?
 

Turmoil was too strong a word for her concerns, and she did have reservations but ultimately, she had convinced herself of the common sense of her plan. 
 

She applied the finishing touches to her make-up and finally and determinedly walked downstairs to join Ray in the car for the short drive to the church. 
 

The slight, young girl indeed looked as pretty as a picture, felt divine as well, and she wished that her mother who had sacrificed so much for her, could have been here to share this wonderful, fantastical day.
 

Everyone drew breath when she walked boldly down the aisle; it was hard for anyone to remember what a gawky, plain creature she had been but a few weeks ago. 
 

The music from the small, arousing organ ultimately stopped and contractual words of devotion were exchanged and suddenly she was looking up into Jim’s weak, dark, hazel eyes speaking promises of obligations that she hardly intended to keep to. 
 

“I do!”
 

Fern stood on tiptoes and whispered to her new husband. 
 

“You can kiss me now Jim.”
 

He bent down and Fern felt his tongue play roughly with hers, and the vicar blessed them with the eternal words of forthcoming, marital bliss. 
 

“…Pronounce you man and wife!”
 

She drew away from him immediately and they ran through a flurry of raining confetti that showered over them like a paper squall until they reached the large, white Rolls Royce that was waiting to take them to the reception. 
 

As they reached the privacy of the vehicle Jim tried to kiss her again, but Fern pushed him from her and snarled at him defensively, almost in reflex and without meaning to.
 

“Pussy whipped!”
 

Jim instantly sat still and motionless, as Fern tried to rapidly explain her dominant and instinctive actions to him.
 

“Just wait, Jim…let’s have a drink and I’ll…I’ll let you touch me later!”
 

In marital consolation she kissed him very lightly on his forehead, and he smiled lamely in appreciation of her kindness and warmth. 
 

“Thank you Mistress…I am very happy.”
 

Her hands and arms drew across herself, as if to try to disguise her disquiet and consternation; she stared out of the window and saw the passers by watching her and waving, but she did not respond or wave back!
 

She was married now and terribly she did not sense anything of the joy or elation, she had expected to flow through her.
 

Her fingers stroked her husband’s thick hand and she spoke softly and with a sincerity she did not truly feel.
 “You will be happy Jim…I’ll be a good wife…now let’s join our guests!”
 

Her husband nodded and smiled stupidly, and it only seemed to enlarge the tiny crack of worry that was appearing and getting wider all the time.
 

The reception was no more than an orgy of beer and wild gyrations to the sparkly coloured lights and loud music from the disco; Fern was surprised however to find just how far she had grown apart from her former friends. 
 

The beautiful bride as she was, seemingly no longer wanted to drink or talk stupidly and inanely about the store or this backward, one horse town. 
 

Fern recoiled from the melee strangely as if she had not organised it so carefully, stepped back and watched disapprovingly as her new husband became increasingly drunk, and she soon, sadly wished to leave her own wedding celebration. 
 

Fern suddenly craved silence and separation and walked outside onto the balcony and looked up at the dark, inspirational sky.
 

She thought only about her mother again as she stared at the bright stars that were always so clear and bright in the firmament of the outback, and the trace of a tear welled in her shimmering, green eyes.
 

Ray came and took his place quietly beside her as if sensing her melancholy and placed his broad, strong arm around her shoulders as if in comfort. 
 

“I’m pleased that you’re going to be a part of my family Fern.”
 

She was unusually sensitive and whispered poignantly.
 

“Are you Ray…even though I can do such terrible things to you?”
 

He just smiled at her in silent acquiescence.
 

“I am happy Fern…I have had no-one to share my life with or serve, for so long.”
 

The girl giggled cheekily, cheered by his support and honesty; what they did was not so terrible, it was just a small game and not life and death, and she held onto his strong, attentive, reassuring arm.
 

“Well you can serve me Ray…but tonight as it’s a special evening so I’ll serve you…a small treat… because Jim will fuck me!”
 

Her body bent forward in the shadows, removed his erection from inside the expensive, black trousers of his evening suit and brought him quickly to a climax with her increasingly expert, little mouth, tongue and lips. 
 

She had only just wiped her mouth and Ray had gaspingly turned away from her, to do up his pants, when Jim staggered drunkenly to join them and exhaled in excitement as the fresh air hit him like a proverbial hammer. 
 

“What a beaut’ wedding Fern!”
 

The party was over and she took his hand and led him to the luxurious car and then to the airport hotel where, after being sick in the toilet, he collapsed unattractively and revoltingly into a drunken stupor on the floor! 
 

Fern then lay by herself tiredly on the bed, an untouched virgin and still in her wonderful wedding gown; she had got what she so desired and in the silence and her introspection she actually began to wonder if this marriage was actually what she wanted after all!  
 

After a while, and as her husband slept, Fern changed into the smooth, silk negligee she had bought especially for her wedding night and wanted to cry. 
 

She looked at the stupid, ignorant young man beside her and wanted to hit him, but she was his wife now; she still wanted her marriage to work and decided that she needed to be patient and give it a little time, effort and patience.
 

Sleep captured her eventually, and when she awoke her new husband was still gently snoring and she shook him and looked at the clock in mild panic. 
 

“The flight’s in 2 hours Jim…come on!”
 

He jumped up with a start and within minutes, both of them and their luggage were whisking towards the departure desk for the flight to Sydney; her wedding dress and other accessories left for Ray to collect and take home.
 

Only on the flight did Jim look meekly at Fern and mutter heartfelt words of apology and profound regret to her.
 

“I’m sorry…for being drunk…don’t say those words…you know…I want to be in charge this fortnight…please!”
 

Fern looked at him mischievously but with more than a trace of anger at his reprehensible behaviour on her wedding day and supposedly, special night! 
 

“What words Jim?”
 

He hissed at her not wishing anyone to overhear.
 

“You know.”
 

She was happy again, as if this game lifted her spirits and laughed at his patent, nervous concern.
 

“Oh Jim…you mean Pussy whipped!”
 

She watched, as his hazel eyes glistened and seemed to widen in mixed, perplexed, private emotions.
 

“Yes Mistress!”
 

Her words were suddenly harsh and cold and full of resentment. 
 

“I was ready for you Jim…last night…I wanted fucking on my wedding night…you were disgracefully, incapacitated and drunk!”
 

He looked down in his shame and distress.
 

“I’m sorry Mistress.”
 

Her voice was mocking. 
 

“Do you want to fuck me Jim?”
 

He nodded his beer fuelled, crimson face and she whispered disrespectfully and crudely.
 

“Rub your cock Jim…think about my aching wet cunt last night…wanting you…that’s it…rub harder…harder!”
 

Her husband groaned under his bated breath; Fern saw the wet patch in his trousers where he had pressed himself, and she felt disgracefully aroused for the first time since they had been tied the matrimonial knot! 
 

She was not sure if her raging libido was testimony to the power she had over him or just how she had become, but she knew that she could remain a virgin no longer.  
 

She released him from his subservient state on the plane with use of the casual but powerful words, and they arrived at their hotel in Sydney within a few hours. 
 

They were soon swimming in the cool, infinity pool and Fern admired Jim’s broad, strong body as they did so; it was not muscular but it was firm and strong and she suddenly desired and wanted him.
 

When they returned to the room they stripped quickly from their costumes, threw themselves at each other, and she was so wet and agitated that Jim’s aroused cock was at her slick, vaginal entrance in less than a few excited moments.
 

They fell onto the bed Fern lay on her back and immediately felt Jim’s huge weight on top of her as his erection finally slid just against, and almost inside her slippery, energised, inviting folds.
 

To her shock and discontent her husband suddenly muttered, had a couple of urgent strokes of lovemaking and then with a firm forward thrust of his body finally, pathetically buried his large head into her delicate, swan like neck.
 

“Fuck…fuck…ohhh!” 
 

Fern felt the surface of her vagina wet, realised that Jim had finished his sexual admonishments, and she was no longer a virgin, or was she? She was unsure! 
 

The only thing she felt for certain…was sullied, despoiled, frustrated and irrationally and uncontrollably angry!
 

She said nothing to Jim and tried to accept that it was his first time as well, but the same thing happened after they retired to bed after dinner that evening, and then again, first thing the following morning.
 

In her sleep and rest she had occasional dreams where she thought she saw Aphrodite; Fern sensed she was no longer a virgin and felt the goddess could speak to her but she seemed only to smile at her and watch supportively from a respectful distance.
 

All through the first week Fern tried to be a loyal, dutiful wife; she encouraged Jim, held him, cajoled him, and tried to love him, but the sex was beyond terrible and almost over and completed before it had even begun.
 

It was all so dispiriting and disconcerting. 
 

Her husband could get erect; a manful but unimpressive, thin 6 inches of hardened flesh, but as soon as he placed it near her sexual centre he came far too quickly, pouring his seed weakly just inside, or over her mound and she was convinced that she had never been penetrated properly.
 

But awfully, she was still so unsettlingly unsure!
 

Finally, with only a few days of the honeymoon left, her frustrations overtook her, as her husband was playing with his succulent steak over dinner and she addressed at him icily and coldly. 
 

“Jim…I’ve tried to let you be a man but this is my honeymoon and regretfully I want to enjoy it what remains of it…Pussy whipped…you Stupid Boy!”
 

The young man immediately stopped chewing his raw, red meat.
 

 “But…but…”
 

Fern was insistent; she had fully reached the end of her short tether with him.
 

“No buts Jim…if you want to change our arrangement…and I did make it perfectly clear to you…the marriage is off!”
 

The man trembled, put his silver knife and fork down and began to panic.
 

“No Fern…Mistress…I understand!”
 

Jim had lost his appetite suddenly, the meal was concluded quickly and they were soon in the privacy of the bedroom where the newly, married girl removed her clothes and made him kneel subserviently between her pale, slim thighs. 
 

“Lick me…you Stupid Fuck…hard….I’ve not climaxed for days!”
 

Her spouse did as instructed, used his tongue diligently and within minutes Fern had the relief of the first orgasm of her honeymoon; she gripped his long, straggly, light hair and he winced as she instructed him. 
 

“Take your clothes off!” 
 

He did exactly as she bade him without question or word; she lay back on the bed naked while he kneeled between her thighs and Fern instructed him to masturbate and rub his small but solid erection until his white seed spilled, perversely over her belly and radiant, pubic hair.
 

She flushed with grossness and pleasure; it was in reality the first sexual enjoyment of her marriage and it made her begin to realise, accept and understand that perhaps marital conformity was not going to be the way for her!
 

“Lick it off Jim…I’ve been cleaning your mess up all week… myself!”
 

He bent his head and she felt his tongue lick and wash her; depravedly this servile play and experience felt more natural to her and she knew right there and then, that a normal relationship was never going to be possible with her unfortunate, puerile, husband Jim.
 

Her body was more relaxed now and she was empowered once again; she listened to the low base, invasive, subversive sounds from the disco permeating the whole hotel. 
 

She then threw Jim her negligee, observed him curiously and with a stern gaze, as he pulled the white, sheer garment around him without any formal instruction from her.
 

“This is your role now Jim…you can’t fuck me properly so you can be my servant…like…”
 

She mused in contemplation and contempt for him!
 

“…a lady in waiting!”
 

She felt under the silken gown that now draped around her man and to her glee and entertainment his puny erection began to stiffen and harden again.
 

She laughed in amusement and at his confusion to his strange desires.
 

“You like that Jim…you can dress up in my clothes lay next to me…and serve me?”
 

His cock was unusually rigid now and it seemed to further dull his mind, as she teased him mercilessly as he did not reply.
 

“But poor old me Jim…I need fucking Jim…properly! Some seed in my belly…so we can have a baby!”
 

She was already on the pill but she did not want to tell her husband that, and rattled on as if all her new spouse could do was, listen to her.
 

In truth that was his only option except to leave her and that he would now, never do!
 

“I’m going to the disco Jim…to dance and… “
 

Her eyes glowed and dazzled in the murky light as if they were green embers.
 

“Maybe get fucked…go and pick me a dress…something short!”
 

The young man pleaded with her in his distress and humiliation and mumbled pathetically.
 

“No Fern…please!”
 

His words however fell upon stony, cold, unresponsive ground. 
 

She just stared at him resolutely and firmly until finally her husband looked downwards, and sadly selected a white, mini dress, for her from the wardrobe. 
 

Fern then drew a tiny white pair of cotton pants around her crotch, sprayed her body profusely with expensive perfume and just ran her fingers aimlessly and sensually through her, shining, red, short, straight hair.
 

She shook her head finally in completion of her presentation and whispered to him. 
 

“Don’t mess with yourself Jim…wait till I return!”
 

The young man quivered, shook and stuttered in horror.
 

“But…bbbut…”
 

Fern was not listening as if now resolutely set on her chosen course.
 

“No buts… Jim…none! You had your chance!”
 

She left and slammed the door behind her and felt her libido and body race as she walked towards the vibrating sound; she wanted to be fucked so badly!
 

The disco was busy, she bought a drink and danced on the edge of the floor mixing and melting in easily with the young, energised, frenetic crowd. 
 

A sturdy, white man with a shiny, bald, head suddenly stood beside her and stroked her back lightly as way of an introduction. 
 

“Want a dance?”
 

She shrugged, moved in synchronisation to him and they enjoyed the raucous music, remained together happily in their rhythmical movements and eventually his arms held her as the slower records came on. 
 

He placed his hands on her hips and drew her body against his; she could immediately feel his hardness at his crotch and instinctively pushed against it.
 

His hands moved to her bottom, his warm mouth moved to hers and kissed it gently; she opened herself willingly to his advances, invited in his tongue, and her body needfully seemed to descend into sexual overdrive.
 

The music eventually quickened once more, as if informing the diminishing crowd that the evenings event were concluding, and he took her hand without asking, and led her through reception and into one of the elegant, silver lifts. 
 

The doors closed and they were alone; he took her in his arms again, but more insistently and let his fingers slip under her dress, felt her obvious wetness for him and whispered dirtily and crudely.
 

“You are a Horny Sheila!?
 

Fern’s mind seemed elsewhere, as if it was still dancing and she suddenly found herself in a small, basic room, with this stranger’s fingers constantly pressing and playing inside her vagina. 
 

Her pants were discarded with a casual flash of his hand down her leg and, in less than a fraction of a second, Fern sensed his thick, pulsating masculinity dangerously at the tip of her intimate, sexual entrance and she groaned in the rising lust and desire of her body.
 

She could not and did not resist him; no longer wishing to deny herself this unknown, carnal experience or opportunity.
 

Her thighs opened more than a fraction and he pushed and slipped his erection inside her so divinely easily.
 

She was so wanton and wet there was not the slightest resistance to his invasion, and he would never have guessed she was still a virginal, innocent, young girl.
 

The feeling and sensation were just instantly delicious and sublime, and she murmured in unexpected delight, as she felt her tight vagina, properly full and snug with actual, thick, male, potent flesh for the singular, first time in her life.
 

Fern was utterly intoxicated and overcome with the sheer, dirty, decadent thrill of it!
 

He removed her dress expertly and quickly then began to fuck her very slowly, as if sensing her desire for gentility and the need for her to savour the exquisite moment.
 

She just moaned weakly and softly as he stroked, kissed and squeezed her small, pink, agitated nipples as he did so.
 

His initial attempt for propriety and restraint was short lived, and he was suddenly base and rough with his movements and lost his initial finesse, but as Fern heard and felt his cock slap in and out of her slippery sliver of femininity she realised that this was exactly what she wanted.
 

He was fucking her properly, and it was exactly what she had so wantonly craved!
 

The man pushed back and down onto the bed in his eagerness, even as he was rutting her, until she was lying submissively under him with her legs splayed apart, and his stiff cock moving in and out of her like a solid, powerful hammer.
 

This weight over her body heightened the sensations and pressure of him moving inside her, and she opened her thighs wider as he fucked her with incredible energy until finally, her head seemed to swim, her body shuddered and vibrated to an unbelievably, intense, vibrating orgasm.
 

The man pressed down on her once more, increased his speed and force and she grunted in primal satisfaction as she felt his semen gush inside her, and she groaned in her sordid, happy acceptance of his slimy, earthy seed.
 

She knew for sure and certain she was certainly not a virgin any more!
 

The man groaned and gasped in relief, release and sweaty triumph.
 

“You dirty little Slut…I’ve seen you round the pool…in that little bikini…didn’t think I’d fuck you though!”
 

She ignored his crudity, closed her eyes to recover as the man collapsed by her side on the soft mattress and she tried to mask the sheer, dirty bliss of the experience and her surprising positive and enthusiastic reaction to it! 
 

Her heart was pounding and her small nipples stuck out like pellets; she was shocked at how fantastic sex could be and she lay still, unsure how her new lover would now react.
 

He placed a hand on her and explored her body intrusively and presumptively; Fern murmured to herself as he caressed her most sensitive, hidden erogenous places and teased her both physically and mentally.
 

“Thought you were on your honeymoon Girl? With that lumpy, bloke!”
 

She only laughed quietly spread her body to make everything available to him and groaned needily to his touch.
 

“I am!”
 

She saw excitedly that the man was becoming erect again and he grunted at her primitively in his arousal.
 

“Strewth…you’re fuckin’ other guys already…you’re quite a Sheila!”
 

Fern let her fingers wrap around his entreating, enticing, hardening flesh as he went on, and just smiled in explanation.
 

“Jim and I have an understanding.”
 

The man moaned in lewd, dirty, base lust.
 

“God, I’m really turned on Sheila…I mean fucking a new bride…well it’s a special treat isn’t it…!”
 

He chuckled darkly and with clear intent of further base designs on her.
 

“…You can tell your Jim…he’s an alright Cobber!” 
 

He was already poised above her and his erection was instinctively at the soft, sensitive gateway to Fern’s special formerly, innocent centre; she pulled him over her, then inside her, and found her second session of full penetrative intercourse just as sordid, stimulating and astonishing as the first! 
 

However her new man did not last long this time and she did not climax, but still found great satisfaction in the base, sexual act and groaned disgracefully in gratification as she felt his thick semen pour inside her once more.
 

The man exhaled deeply, rolled off her and she could tell he was finished; he dressed quickly and immediately in the darkness without the need for further intimacy.
 

“Might see ya’ tomorrow if the wife ain’t watchin’ Sheila…ya’ gotta leave as well…it’s me mate’s room…Good Girl!”
 

He was gone in a slam of the door, and Fern strangely felt her belly washing with slimy juices and full of male seed; it was not an unpleasant sensation! 
 

She thought about the undignified way he had treated her and then compared it to how she dealt with Jim; both experiences were opposite but somehow connected as well.
 

It was strangely interesting and beguiling, to be in control and then not to be, and it seemed to be that both sides of the sexual puzzle were appealing and compellingly addictive.  
 

She drew her knickers back around her, pulled on her dress, straightened her hair and by chance she passed the sturdy, stocky bald man who had just had her, as she walked back towards her room. 
 

He was now with his plump, blonde wife and small child. 
 

He ignored her of course and she suddenly felt a flush of rejection and irrational anger, and as she reached her room her vitriol spilled out and over on her husband, who was waiting patiently for her, still dressed in the feminine, white gown she had provided him with before she had left.
 

She barked at him in her agitation and unbalanced state of mind.
 

“Undress me!” 
 

Jim unzipped her light adornment and she let it fall lazily to the floor.
 

“Hang it up…”
 

She watched him as he completed his further task.
 

“Good now kneel down and lick me…but…”
 

She smiled as if only to hurt him cruelly.
 

“…it’s full of another man’s sperm Jim and…he fucked me twice!”
 

The pain of her revelations were immediately etched in the creases on his anguished face, but he obediently kneeled, lowered her soaked panties and buried his long, languid tongue in her wetness and she arched her back and pulled his blonde, twisted, thick hair.
 

“Oh good Jim…so good…taste him…he fucked me wonderfully…harder and harder…just so you could lick it out of me…harder Jim…Harder…!”
 

Her body was so alive, exhilarated and on edge that she climaxed quickly against his lips and gripped his locks fiercely as she vibrated and came. 
 

Her body seemed to go weak suddenly and her mind descended from the flashing stars in her mixed up head, and she noticed a huge, wet patch on the gown Jim was wearing and smiled dementedly at him. 
 

“You seem to be happy in this craziness…yes Jim?”
 

Her husband just blinked and nodded in his patent shame and abashment.
 

Fern placed her hands around her husband’s limp, wet penis; he was so weak and worthless and it seemed to wickedly empower and thrill her that he was.
 

“Run me a bath Jim and put a new pair of knickers out for me…you… can stay exactly as you are!”
 

She refreshed herself and eventually lay in the large bed alongside her weirdly, femininely attired husband
 

“I don’t know if you should be in my bed with me Jim…I did say you were just my lady in waiting now…I’ll sleep on it…now kiss me on the lips…Good Boy…kiss your mistress!”
 

He naturally knew that his wife did not mean her mouth, and he bent below the covers and placed his tongue lightly on her sexual lips and she grunted tiredly in delight at his delicious perversion.
 

“Good Boy Jim…now go and rest and we’ll have more fun tomorrow!”
 

Fern fell into a deep, trance-like slumber and was confronted instantly with a clear vision of Aphrodite in all of her beauty and flowing finery and saw immediately and delightedly she was similarly dressed, in fine, silken cloth.
 

Somehow she knew the woman, was not afraid of her but up to now all she had been was a shadow or a feeling, but now they met, almost like old friends and companions and the young girl welcomed her warmly as if she were real.
 

The goddess laughed in joy at her, and placed her soft arms around her, like the touch of the finest, lightest feather.
 

“Fern…what a journey you are embarked upon…you are most definitely a woman now…and certainly not the shy, young, introverted girl you were destined to be…”
 

She stopped for a moment and walked around her garden where the sweet scents seemed to fill the ethereal air and enliven the senses; Aphrodite stood and beamed in pleasure at her as if she was a beacon of pure, heavenly light.
 

“…Your future has changed because your mind has become receptive to new ideas and the acceptance and development of your womanhood.”
 

Fern gasped at her, hardly daring to believe this miraculous vision and world.
 

“I thought you were a dream.”
 

The magnificent apparition looked at her dryly and with good humour. 
 

“Can your life be changed so much by… just a dream?”
 

Fern shook her head and glanced at her reflection in the pedestal and the small, shining pool of still water; she looked radiant and glowing, more beautiful than she could ever have imagined or accepted and the goddess sensed her wonderment.
 

“You are to be congratulated Fern…normally the ring would now show you the potential of the feminine side of you. What you need or desire physically, but the heavenly sphere has never encountered a mortal that was so willing and ready to explore herself.”
 

She smiled in her admiration, and barely disguised adoration of the girl.
 

“We can and will show you nothing unless you deviate from your path…you have already achieved so much and are beginning to understand the meaning of your own pleasure and fulfilment.”
 

Fern looked at her shyly and with a simplicity and innocence that she felt was fast disappearing. 
 

“You mean I’m not doing anything wrong… with Ray and Jim and…”
 

She looked away from her, as if embarrassed by her recent disgraceful and decadent actions in her own reality and time.
 

“…You know!”
 

Aphrodite laughed uproariously at her purity of spirit and thought how much that it matched her own! 
 

“Definitely not…give all your lovers and admirers a hard or gratifying existence as you wish, as long as you ensure that you have a good time…the ring is about pleasure…female satisfaction however each woman attains it!”
 

The goddess kissed her, like heavenly breath on her forehead and whispered to her, like an echo that seemed to fade in the faintest of winds. 
 

“Now sleep Fern you need to rest and…I want to see how you develop now that you know more of the delicious secrets your body and mind have to offer.”
 

The dream evaporated in a female giggle of divine amusement and Fern descended into the most perfectly, restful sleep she had ever experienced. 
 

It was as if her body and mind were content and in unison for the very first time, and her spirit soared in the sanctuary of separation from the world, and the darkness of the black night.
 

Fern awoke early sensing her body surging with the emergence of the new day; she looked at her husband beside her and thought how ridiculous he seemed dressed in her nightwear.
 

The vision from last night was clear in her mind and she gazed at the ring on her finger, smiled and realised that Aphrodite was definitely not just a mere dream. 
 

Fern accepted that she could not have changed her life so completely without the feminine, surreal magic that had infused her mind and soul since she had initially placed the golden band on her finger. 
 

The mythical goddess was definitely as real as she was! 
 

Her finger rubbed the metal affectionately and it glinted as it always did, as the first rays of the sun began to find it.
 

It reinforced her decision that she would be true to herself, to the ring, and would endeavour to keep her courage and continue on the same course of discovery she had begun.
 

She breakfasted alone; she had no need to think of good manners or correctness any more regarding her husband. 
 

A pink bikini was her choice for the beach and as soon as she strode out onto the sand she was already receiving enquiring glances from admiring males. 
 

She paraded and posed proudly as if she was a film star but, like the maturing lady she was turning into, expertly ignored them all. 
 

Fern found herself revelling in the fact that she was a desirable woman; the obvious truth of men desiring her and wanting to have sex with her. 
 

It was a base aphrodisiac and she was becoming more and more addicted to the delicious reality of it, every passing day.
 

She already sensed her body becoming agitated and she finished her juice drink at the bar, and went for an early morning swim in the cool, clear, becalmed, azure sea.
 

The sun was already sharp and becoming high in the translucent sky and she relaxed on her sun-bed and let the salt water evaporate from her skin.
 

There was a sudden weight beside her, and she opened her eyes to see the smooth headed man from the previous night sitting heavily and intrusively by her side.
 

He looked nothing special in the stark light of day but his body was tight and rugged and his face had a certain, cheeky quality.
 

“The wife’s gone shoppin’ Girl…come on…Sheila…I want to pull those pink pants down and shag you!”
 

Fern pretended to be offended and answered dismissively, not wishing to appear too available to his cocky, disrespectful ways.    
 

“That’s not very polite…not…”
 

The man interjected softly and without pressure.
 

 “Fine if you don’t fancy…Sheila…no problem…”
 

She felt hot suddenly, very hot and whispered up to him in more than idle curiosity.
 

“What room?”
 

He smiled in satisfaction and certain victory.
 

 “I knew you were a dirty Sheila…101…5 minutes!”
 

Fern watched him walk away and then nonchalantly followed, sensing her mischievous, prurient, vagina pulsing fluid and confusing her mind. 
 

It amazed her at just how fully, sexually adventurous and aware she had become in just a few days or weeks.
 

The door opened at the spoken room to her lightest knock, and as she entered, she was wrapped immediately in a physical and oral embrace with the man. 
 

He removed her top with a flick of the clasp, pulled down her bikini bottoms urgently in a single motion, and moved expectantly behind her. 
 

In an instance he bent her forward and his cock was embedded in her slit of malleable, accommodating sexuality and he quickly began to fuck her energetically.
 

Fern could only groan as she felt his thighs pounding against her bottom and she grimaced as the man gripped her hair as well, to steady himself and gain traction.
 

It was obvious that this crude, boorish man was using her body for his personal, selfish pleasure but the degradation was utterly delicious and she stifled a scream as she rapidly climaxed to his frenetic entreaties and constant, rough attentions.
 

The man turned her around and forced her to her knees and she allowed him to stuff his impressively, thick cock, into her prurient, little mouth. 
 

Fern had little, previous experience in oral sex, but now she sucked and licked his cock as if it were the most important thing in the world, and used her hands, lips, mouth and tongue in an ongoing and combined, lascivious assault.
 

Her lover was soon gasping for breath and he ultimately gripped her hair in tension as he exploded his semen into her mouth and she spluttered but swallowed the warm, life affirming fluid as he finally relaxed his grip on her, and smiled in triumph. 
 

“You need a bit more practice Girl…suck it…suck...”
 

She let the wet flesh stay in her mouth and moved her head sharply back and forward and teased it as he suggested and wished.
 

To her shock and glee it started to regain its’ life and power once more, and she felt her body flush as she began to enjoy her perverse role, and the fact that this stranger was revelling in her sordid actions so much. 
 

It was still so strange and bizarre that her wet tongue and lips could cause a man to become hard like this; it was another sign of her power over the male of the species, and as he became more and more deliciously solid she set about pleasing him once more.
 

He allowed her to suckle and lick him for a while and then, when sexually ready, was soon fucking her again from behind. 
 

She could only let him, helplessly and without question, and soon felt the rush of his sticky come inside her and a further dirty sensation of pleasure and adrenaline infuse her senses and soil her mind.
 

She sighed and groaned in her gross satisfaction and the man stood over her and began to pull his long, blue and yellow trunks on and laughed in his gratification, elation and success. 
 

“You really are a Dirty Girl Sheila!” 
 

He shooed her out of his room and she was soon lounging on her bed in the sun once more with the man’s essence leaking into her tight, bright, pink, bikini bottoms. 
 

It took her a whole hour to recover, the pull of real sex was so powerful and addictive and she closed her eyes and tried not to think about what she was doing as it was too disturbing and distracting for her.
 

Jim was swimming in the pool and Fern tried to note and list his endearing, positive qualities in her mind, but all she could come up with was… obedient!
 

Her husband was like a puppy, just a pet; docile and tamed and like all animals he was likeable in his own way but for distraction and amusement only, and needed to be trained and controlled at all times.
 

Fern mused and thought and was not quite sure why both sides of her sexual personality pleased and excited her so much. 
 

She liked to be in charge, in control, but she could also feel the attraction and compulsion when, during sex, she was the one who was subservient. 
 

It was confusing but exciting at the same time and she squeezed her thighs together and her sexual lips, pulsed instinctively as she thought about it.
 

Jim came to lie on the bed beside her and smiled at her weakly.
 

 “You look nice!”
 

Fern fixed him coldly and corrected him.
 

 “Mistress!”
 

He mumbled and flushed unable to hold her gaze as always.
 

“Mistress!”
 

Fern whispered in mockery as if to test his reaction. 
 

“Jim sometimes I don’t know why I married you?” 
 

He could hardly contain his panic.
 

“Have I done something wrong?”
 

She spoke tersely and tensely and with sudden true thoughts and real, genuine concerns as to what the future now held for them both.
 

“No…but maybe I should just let you go Jim…forget the marriage?”
 

The man could sense her unusual seriousness and pleaded with her.
 

“No Mistress please…I can’t manage without you now…I will do only as you tell me!”
 

Fern snarled at him but without any malice at all.
 

“You’re pathetic Jim!”
 

He only spoke quietly not wishing to incur her further wrath.
 

“I am Mistress.” 
 

His weakness, complicity and compunction strangely sated and satisfied her; her husband was beyond any self-control and she knew that his life was hers’ to play with as she wished. 
 

But somehow the desire to continue on with him in his servitude and devotion was already beginning to lose its’ appeal. 
 

Her intuition wondered about Jim’s sexuality, he seemed masculine but there was something weak and feminine about him as well, that she could not really grasp. 
 

Fern concluded that sexuality was something of a mystery and a riddle and she certainly did not have all the answers.
 

As yet!
 

There were only a few nights left of the holiday and Fern was losing her freckles to a healthy tan on her face, and her body was turning a delicious, golden, liquid brown from the pampering of cream, oil and constant sun. 
 

She dressed for the evening in a light blue, cotton dress and matching underwear and glowed from the orgasm Jim had just provided with his mouth.
 

She looked and felt wonderful and she was beginning to be aware of a new constant, emerging sexual pull from her vagina that had previously been unnoticed or unrecognised. 
 

Her experience of oral servicing from Jim was engaging and pleasant, and often resulted in the completion of a physical release for her, but it was not the same as the interactive, invasive, rough sex she had experienced with the man in the hotel.
 

It seemed somewhat second rate in comparison.
 

They decided to eat just down the beach and Fern saw her lover sitting with his family in the foyer on the ground floor as she walked past.
 

He ignored her, as previously, and she began to feel frustrated that she would receive none of his rude, crude and invigorating, base attentions that evening. 
 

After dinner she eventually sat in the bar on one of the high, silver stools, sent Jim off to bed to lay her clothes out for the night and the following day, and felt extremely happy, healthy and luxuriously contented. 
 

There was a movement and sound from beside her, and then the man from the previous evening and subsequent morning, was seated on the next stool, but with his back pressed almost to hers whilst he casually ordered some drinks.
 

“I’m Keith, by the way…” 
 

He whispered hardly moving his mouth as he addressed her.
 

“…The wife’s over in the corner can’t talk…pity….’cause… I’ve got a real stiffy!”
 

Fern hardly blinked and spoke, also keeping her lips locked together and pressed flat.
 

 “My room’s 606…if you fancy…come along!”
 

He responded and sounded like ventriloquist’s dummy.
 

“What about your husband?”
 

She laughed, which with her lips still together, was not an easy thing to do!
 

“I’ll sort him out Keith…see you later.”
 

He just gasped at her in disbelief.
 

“Strewth…Sheila!” 
 

He stumbled back to the table where he handed glasses of liquid refreshment around to his small but growing family. 
 

His wife was pretty, but heavy, with the signs of the hardship of a life with him and a new small child.
 

Fern knew she should have felt guilty about her disgraceful actions in encouraging her husband to be so unfaithful, but she only wanted the sex and, Keith, the Bastard, was on his holidays after all!
 

When she reached her room Jim was dressed in her long, beige negligee and she suggested that he wear a pair of her fine, cotton panties as well.
 

She changed into the sheer, black slip he had laid out for her and made him stand upright and to attention as she addressed him.
 

“I’m bringing a man here…back to the room…to fuck me…you are to be polite to him! He is here to please me…make me feel like a woman on honeymoon…do you understand?”
 

She saw his hazel eyes bulging and his penis, hopelessly pressing and pushing at the sensual material of the knickers and night-gown.
 

“No…”
 

Fern shook her head slowly.
 

“Slaves don’t say no to their mistresses …do they Jim?”
 

He closed his eyes in distress and compliance to her absolute, diabolical rule.
 

“No…Mistress.”
 

Her words were crude and divisive and she relaxed back on the bed as she spoke.
 

“Now you can lick me and make me nice and slippery for Keith…so his big cock can fuck me…so slowly and easily!”
 

Her husband groaned in his shame but lay down pathetically between her white thighs and her vagina was sopping in seconds; she shivered and groaned in delectation, almost as much at the thoughts of her own depravity, as from his slavish, oral actions.
 

“You can lick it as well… after he’s finished…”
 

There was a soft tap on the door and Fern jumped up and made Jim stand, like a soldier on parade, and rigidly upright again. 
 

She then brushed and quickly stroked her hair, sprayed herself lightly with perfume until she was content with her appearance and instructed him. 
 

“Let him in Jim…will you…and…be polite or… else!”
 

He opened the door and Keith casually walked in, trying his best immediately not to notice the pretty nightdress Jim was wearing.
 

Fern spoke sharply to her husband.
 

“Welcome Keith, Jim…tell him that you’re pleased that he’s come to fuck me.”
 

Her husband just blurted out in his blind confusion.
 

“W…w...welcome Keith…I…I’m pleased you’re here to… fuck my wife.”
 

The man chuckled in good humour.
 

“That’s real hospitable of you Cobber…get me a beer…will you Mate and… by the way…”
 

His smile became a slight, shallow laugh.
 

“Nice outfit, Mate!”
 

Jim passed him a cold one from the fridge and Fern reposed provocatively on the large white bed. 
 

“Pull my pants off Jim and show Keith what you’ve been licking for him!”
 

Her husband did as he was ordered without question, and Fern opened her thighs wide so Keith could see her sopping, inverted, dark line of feminine sexuality.
 

The man downed his beer and removed his clothes quickly, as if he was in a hurry.
 

“That’s mighty good of you Jim…or should I call you Sheila…now let me show you what a man can do!”
 

He leapt on Fern suddenly and with ferocious energy, like a powerful animal, and began to fuck her with all his strength, and what he obviously thought was his sexual magic!
 

He turned his head to Jim mockingly, as he did so.
 

“You gotta’ give it lots of power Sheila…look how the Little Woman loves it!”
 Fern was irritated at his attempts at humour but could not help writhing to his penetrative efforts, and opened her thighs weakly as he brought her so close to her orgasm.
 

The man sensed her on the sexual edge, turned her over onto her knees and began to take her from behind as if she was mere dog! 
 

He slapped her bottom hard, making a sharp flat sound that reverberated around the room and she screamed in humiliation, pain and the heavenly pleasure of her degradation.
 

Finally Fern could sense his speed increasing and him nearing his climax; she turned onto her back, pulled him hungrily down on top of her and groaned out to him in fetid lust.
 

“Inside me, put it inside me Keith!”
 

He tensed, stuck his raging hard flesh in her slippery pussy and groaned as his seed gushed inside her belly and womb, then sighed in relief and release, as he rolled heavily and fully spent, off her.
 

“Wow Sheila that was great!”
 

Fern opened her thighs squat so Jim could see the man’s sperm dripping from her fine, distinct, slimy, sexual line. 
 

“Lick me clean Jim…now!”
 

Her husband bent his head and his tongue lapped at the foul juices like a base hound until all the, viscous, white liquid had been removed.
 

When he finished it was clear that he had also climaxed in his dirty excitement, as his new beige gown was caked with his own show.
 

The man just sniggered and exhaled in his surprise.
 

“Strewth…you’re an unusual couple…”
 

He laughed suddenly, looked at Fern’s blushing husband then took his own, wet penis in his fingers and pointed it at Jim who just stared back at him in ongoing trauma.
 

“…If you like it that much then come and suck this… Sheila!”  
 

He stood up and made Jim kneel as if to take his weeping flesh in his tremulous mouth; Fern’s husband feigned revulsion, but he still bent down on the floor as if he had no choice. 
 

“Suck it now Sheila…make it hard Girl!”
 

Jim tried to refuse but the man gripped his hair until he squealed in pain, and as he opened his lips, the man stuck his sodden, male flesh inside it.
 

Fern watched in utter amazement as her new partner began to draw the perverse, stranger’s cock as if he’d been doing it all his life. 
 

Keith held his hair tighter, pumped his hips against him fiercely, until his hard penis soon became erect and long once more, and then he made Jim open his mouth wide as he fucked it.
 

“That’s’ why you like someone else to fuck your wife Sheila…’cause you’re just a Faggoty, Nancy-Boy in your wife’s…sexy clothes!”
 

Jim’s face was a picture; beetroot red but with an unmistakable trace of pleasure all over it, through the utter debasement and humiliation of it all.
 

Keith swore and Fern watched spellbound as, after a good face fucking, he eventually poured his semen down his throat and then over his face as he wiped himself clean on his cheeks and plump, red lips.
 

He gasped and choked but the man did not release him straight away.
 

“You liked that Nancy-Boy…?”
 

Jim gave the faintest trace of a nod and the man threw himself on the bed to recover and Fern, obviously wishing to help, took his slippery penis in her hand and dried it gently as he stroked her hair softly and spoke to her husband with utter distain.
 

“Get me another beer Sheila hey…there’s a Good Girl!”
 

Fern smiled in disbelief and astonishment; her coarse, arrogant lover had shown her something new, something she had not been aware of, and she remembered Aphrodite’s words of everything being not as it appeared, and her encouragement for her to explore herself.
 

“How did you know he was queer Keith?”
 

The man was amused and chuckled loudly, as if her question was inane.
 

“Well just look at the Poor Sap…he’ll want poking up his backside before long…but that’s not for me Girl!”
 

Fern giggled with him, disrespectfully of her husband, and wrapped her lips around his masculine, sodden flesh.
 

“Better you poke me!” 
 

He grunted and muttered.
 

“Strewth…you girls give me no rest…eh!”
 

It took Keith half an hour to recover his penile powers then he screwed Fern roughly whilst never taking his eyes off Jim, who just stood quietly and watched from the side with round, brown, absorbed eyes.
 

He finished in the early morning and slipped out of the room quietly and with a supercilious, presumptive promise. 
 

“If you’re both sweet to me tomorrow then we might do it again…see ya!”
 

He left the room and Fern was too tired to even speak to her husband. 
 

She slept deeply and soundly and was only vaguely aware of the tinkling sounds of Aphrodite’s gentle, amused laughter as she did so.
 

In the morning Fern woke early and saw her husband lying beside her; he still had on her now, sullied gown, and his lips showed traces of hardened semen from the night before. 
 

Whatever respect she ever had for him was now long gone and she was pleased and relieved that he was no more than a mere servant to her now.
 

Her body was dirty from the night before and she showered quickly to escape the stain, smell and then the claustrophobia of the room and breakfasted by herself.
 

She had chosen a small, white, thong bikini and lay out in the early morning sun to relax, recover and rest. 
 

Jim did not appear until midday and he looked very sheepish as he sat on the edge of her bed and whispered to her apologetically, in his embarrassment and mortification.
 

“Sorry about last night Fern…don’t know what came over me!”
 

Fern stared at him amusedly, then enquiringly with her rich, green globes and he quickly looked away from her in shame.
 

“You mean sucking Keith’s cock and swallowing his spunk?”
 

He appeared as if he wanted the ground to swallow him up as she continued to engage and relish tormenting him. 
 

“He said you fancied it up your ass?”
 

She saw him shudder, but detected a trace of prurient interest in his earthy eyes.
 

“Don’t lie to me Jim I can read you…now fuck off somewhere…I’ll see you later!”
 

He disappeared quickly as if glad he no longer had to suffer her tortuous wit, and Fern relaxed in the sun thinking about everything and nothing at all.
 

In the early afternoon Keith came over and sat beside her.
 

“It’s my last night here Sheila, the wife’s already flown home early so I can be with you, if you fancy?”
 

Fern patted the spare bed by her own, and her admirer lay back upon it and played absentmindedly with the white string on his red, swimming trunks
 

“I’m bringing a friend for your Sheila tonight… so dress him like a girl!”
 

Fern spoke breathlessly and with curiosity.
 

“What are you going to do?”
 

He laughed and his dark eyes shone in perversity.
 

“You’ll see Sheila…you’ll see…now take me to your room and give me a good blow job…better than your husband’s.”      
 

Fern did as requested and the man did nothing but let her service him, and he just selfishly stroked her bright hair as he came gushing into her mouth.
 

From her kneeling position, Fern looked up at him weakly and wondered why she enjoyed this degrading experience so much and giving herself so easily to such an big headed, ignorant bastard!
 

But the fact irrefutably was that she did, and it seemed that everything was something of a mystery nowadays!
 

They returned to the pool where he lazed beside her on the sun-bed for a while then excused himself, she presumed to attend the bar, and he made tentative arrangement with her as he left.
 

“I’ll be at your door at 8p.m and I’m going ta’ fuck you ragged…you Little Whore!”
 

He was gone before she could reply and although she knew she should have been slighted and insulted, at his presumption and coarseness, her slippery, sexual folds told her how much she wanted him to keep his pledge
 

She found Jim and ensured that they ate early; when they returned to the room she placed him in a small, black pair of knickers and a short, purple slip. 
 

His hair was becoming long and she put it in a small ponytail and put some lipstick on his mouth for fun; he actually looked more than, slightly feminine and she noticed him surreptitiously looking at his reflection in the mirror as if to secretly admire himself.
 

She pulled on a sheer, white negligee for herself and as she quickly placed her matching string, knickers around her hips she jumped to a loud rasp on the door. 
 

Jim opened it and Keith walked calmly in with a tall, black, male companion, and smiled sweetly but with utter innocence. 
 

“This is Devlin…Dev’…and this… is my Sheila and this…”
 

He pointed at Jim’s shivering, trembling form.
 

“…Sweet thing… is your Sheila!”
 

Fern saw Jim’s painted lips curl in anger, but he had no time to say anything as the tall, black stranger grabbed his hair and made him kneel, subserviently before him. 
 

He had him undo his trousers in a second and, as his huge, black cock was revealed, Jim literally gasped as it stood proudly before his quivering, salivating lips.
 

The man stroked his blonde hair and placed a finger in his mouth and Fern watched in incredulity as her life partner just looked up at him pathetically in strange confusion, apprehension and fear.
 

Her husband showed no inclination to co-operate at first, but the black man patiently let the tip of his long cock rub against his dripping mouth almost without any protest at all.
 

The black pointed top of the erection slid in first, and then the thick shaft, until unbelievably it began to choke him as it hit the very back of his throat. 
 

Dev’ smiled, withdrew a little, stroked Jim’s hair teasingly and he began to suck on it slowly then earnestly as Keith sat beside Fern and they both watched on, utterly fascinated and mesmerised.
 

Keith explained to Fern and encouraged his friend as he did so.
 

“This is Dev’s thing… he loves breaking in new queers…”
 

He chuckled and shouted out to his friend.
 

“…Give him a good time Dev’!”
 

The black man smiled and let Jim draw on his flesh increasingly, eagerly and enthusiastically.
 

He then withdrew his erection from his busy mouth, bent him onto all fours on the floor, raised his silky slip and pulled his tight, black knickers to his knees.
 

Fern heard her husband moan softly but without any trace of sincerity. 
 

“Don’t… don’t… please!”
 

Dev’ just laughed, and slapped his soft, squishy, white bottom hard!
 

“Quiet Sheila…or I’ll fuck you…without greasing you first!”
 

Jim quietened immediately, and the black man rubbed thick gel into his anal passage and Fern watched transfixed as slowly he placed his hips behind her husband, and then probed him and pushed his impossibly huge, dark cock inside his tight, virginal anus. 
 

The strong, silent black man began to fuck him and Jim bent his head forward and grunted to each diabolical thrust until Fern saw his breathing quicken, as if he was now completely engaged in his debasement, and about to climax in complicity and pleasure.
 

The back man felt his compulsion and degradation, patted his head and withdrew his cock from his tight, rear passage.
 

“Now Sheila…suck me properly…like a Good Queer Girl!”
 

Jim groaned disgustingly but responded with a new energy, and the man gripped his hair roughly and let him gorge on his thick masculinity, until he tensed and came all over his flushed and ruddy face.
 

Dev’ smiled at his friend. 
 

“He’s a Honey Mate…just a Honey!”
 

Keith chuckled back, threw him a key and laughed in his obvious amusement.
 

“Take him to my room for the night Dev’…enjoy!” 
 

Jim looked at his wife helplessly who just shrugged in endless wonder and surprise.
 

“Go and get your ass pounded Dear…that’s fine…Keith is here to fuck me!”
 

Her spouse pulled a robe around him to cover his feminine attire, and weakly followed his new, personal, best friend out of the room, as Fern murmured to her lover in complete disbelief and shock.
 

“Well I’m speechless…speechless!”
 

Her companion laughed, pushed her back onto the bed and placed his erection quickly and fully in her open mouth.
 


  

“Good…Sheila…that’s really good!”
 

The night’s lurid adventures with her decadent lover went on for many hours and in the morning Fern awoke alone, and fully, sexually satisfied after their long session, in a way she had not experienced before. 
 

Fern presumed Keith had gone back to his family and in some strange way she was pleased that she would not see him again. 
 

Her body had taken what it wanted and needed from him; she had learned something as well about life, from the crude, rude ruffian and now needed time to privately, evaluate it.
 

Jim sneaked into the room as she was thinking, and he seemed immediately different. 
 

He smiled at her sheepishly, femininely and embarrassed, but Fern knew and could tell that he’d decadently, disgustingly, outrageously enjoyed himself.
 

She snapped at him as if she was angry but she was not at all.
 

“Take my clothes off Jim! Have a bath…shave your pubic hair off and don’t cut the hair on your head…it should be long now…like a girl’s.”
 

He whispered sadly to her.
 

“I’m sorry…if I’ve done wrong!”
 

Fern smiled in understanding and replied softly and with unusual warmth.
 

“If you enjoyed it then you’ve done nothing to be ashamed of!”
 

To his disgrace and humiliation, terribly she could tell by the way his mouth rose slightly at the edges, he had.
 

The remaining days of the holiday were strange, Jim slept out with Devlin who was at the hotel for another week, and Fern spent some time alone thinking about her life. 
 

Her husband was ever more docile and subservient than before and he was showing more and more feminine traits. 
 

Their marriage was a sham but somehow Fern knew it weirdly suited her. 
 

She had security, control, power and freedom; most of all, her experiences with Jim had given her unlimited license to explore and educate herself and she was pleased that a normal marriage was not, as yet, her destiny. 
 

Her husband’s tongue was used occasionally to pleasure herself, as was her will of him, but he was nothing now but a mere chattel and servant in her eyes. 
 

It was clear to her that she had a craven hunger for sex and physical, lascivious adventure; it was more and more apparent with every day that went by. 
 

However she recognised that she had ample time to decide her direction and her future. 
 

The holiday was at last concluded, they left the honeymoon and hotel behind them and, as the car rounded the last curve back to the ranch on the very, last stage of their return journey, Fern was extremely pleased to be home.
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 15
 

Fern Meets Eli.

 
 

Ray was there on the white, wooden porch to greet them and he was shocked when he saw his son Jim, in a tight pair of denims and a ponytail and he questioned him incredulously.
 

“Is that lipstick?”
 

Fern interjected; she was tired.
 

“Pussy whipped.”
 

The older man fell instantly silent and she explained the newly, evolved situation as best she could, and then turned to her new husband.
 

“I’ll be sleeping in my own room tonight Jim…”
 

She smiled in amusement at his disquiet and obvious distress.
 

“…And you can tell your Dad how you’ve become a black man’s, toy!”
 

Ray could see instantly by the redness in his son’s face that there was more than a grain of truth in what she alluded to, and he turned away from him in horror and disgust.
 

Fern was suddenly secure and confident enough to reveal her secret liaison with Ray; there was no longer need for hidden secrets given what she had seen her spouse recently endure, enjoy, and be party to.
 

“Your father can see to me tonight Jim…you can go to town if you want…”
 

She giggled at his embarrassment and humiliation, as if he wanted to deny what his true inclinations were.
 

“…You know the Pink bar!’”
 

Ray knew that this small, out of the main drag, unsavoury venue was a haunt for gay men and he blinked at the girl weakly, but she only snapped at him in irritation and a certain amount of anger at his unfair judgement of his only son.
 

“You want to say something Ray?”
 

The man just shrugged as if in ambivalence and suddenly remembering his own sexual proclivities, spoke softly.
 

“No Mistress….I’ll run your bath.”
 

Fern nodded then luxuriated in the scented water he prepared while Ray fastidiously cleansed every sensual part of her; she mused, relaxed, giggled and seemed constantly amused at her new, crazy life.   
 

These men were so weak, domesticated and docile; she knew that she could do as she pleased with either of them and she had no need to keep them separate with regards to her whimsies or needs any longer.
 

Her naked young body wanted sex; it had been days since Keith had used and taken her and she wondered wildly and promiscuously what Ray would be like. 
 

She really wanted a man like the arrogant Keith, who would just fuck her forcefully but maybe her new father in law would surprise her.
 

After almost falling asleep in her liquid respite and repose, she rose from the bath and lay back on her bed with just a towel draped around her; her body was dripping in dampness and smouldering wetness and she called Ray to dry her. 
 

He removed the cloth covering, began to rub her and, as he reached the matted, ginger down between her slim thighs, she opened them wide and he gently pressed the soft but rough material, against her sexual, sensitive, pink lips.
 

A wave of sordid, sensual anticipation washed over her and she spoke to him crudely and dirtily. 
 

“Take your clothes off Ray…let me see your cock!”
 

He removed them quickly and instantly; his hard body was naked and his erection was clearly visible and protruding out from the centre of dark, greying, pubic hair. 
 

Disappointingly it was only a mere 5 inches in length, but it was, masculine, hard and solid and her prurient vagina salivated, as if he was more impressively built.
 

“You want to fuck me Ray?”
 

The man’s grey eyes gleamed and glinted like sparkling, glistening rock, and he gasped in undisguised joy and anticipation.
 

“Yes Mistress! Yes Mistress…Yes!”
 

She smiled at his enthusiasm and felt her own deviant thrill, and rush of expectation.
 

“Go on then Ray…put it in me…fuck me!”
 

She looked at him teasingly but with growing passion and lust.
 

“…You have my permission...show me you’re better than your…Bastard Son!”
 

Ray drew himself over her slim, delicate, cleansed body and Fern closed her eyes as his erect flesh breached her sliver of feminine sexuality then, almost before she had drawn breath, there was a sudden sensation of penetration, a second’s weak thrusting and she felt his seed over her mound and a trickle of his semen just inside her.
 

She screamed at him in bewilderment, utter enragement and exasperation.
 

“Ray…Ray…Ray…you’re pathetic…pathetic!”
 

Her whole being, seemed to groan in maddening frustration and she stared at him in terrible anger and undisguised antagonism.
 

“Go down and lick me till I come…suck all that sperm off me…out of me…”
 

She exhaled loudly, still in her infuriation and berated him fiercely.
 

“No wonder your wife screwed around…now…you Silly Boy….bring me off…Now!”
 

He quickly buried his head between her spread, pale thighs and did not stop his tongue probing and serving every sensual, responsive, sunken, soft part of her femininity, until she had climaxed animatedly… twice!
 

It settled her sensibilities a touch, she breathed deeply in relief and looked at him in mixed feelings of satisfaction, disgust and utter disdain. 
 

“That is the first and last time you’ll ever fuck me Ray…you’re not capable…”
 

She sensed some faint irony and humour return to her in her rush of well being that was beginning to circulate through her heated blood with the after effect of her orgasms. 
 

“…but you know that don’t you Ray!”
 

His pale, grey eyes stared up at her meekly and weakly from between her open thighs and displayed his complete submission and lack of pride.
 

“Yes Mistress…I am…but I will do anything you ask of me.”
 

She was exhausted suddenly, turned her back on him and dismissed him, as if he was a mere worthless, useless employee.
 

“I’m going to sleep Ray…now fuck off and do the washing…I’ll see you in the morning….and Ray…”
 

He stared at her, his expression wrapped in an exquisite mixture of deep set, pain and pleasure.
 

“Pussy whipped!”
 

Life settled into a pattern over the following week and it was not long before Fern realised that this life, while comfortable, privileged and safe, was boring and increasingly lacking the mental, physical challenge and development she so needed. 
 

It was also short of real sex, as although the oral attentions from her male slaves were on tap and always pleasurable, the experiences they provided were beginning to be almost tiresome, lacked danger, excitement and ultimately any real satisfaction for her.
 

Fern was unsure what to do and her mind increasingly began to think and linger on David, and the intriguing, decadent model agency in Melbourne. 
 

When she thought about him, or men in general she could not control, she felt her libido rise; such males interested her and caused her lascivious tension to build. 
 

The sexual activity she had received from, and with Keith on her honeymoon, had opened something inside her and she now felt ready, willing and empowered to explore her salacious, physical needs further.
 

After some thought and deliberation she rang David early one morning to discuss her possible interest in further modelling, but to her dismay the apparently, constantly busy man was not initially receptive to her call.
 

It was ultimately only after her third attempt and a heartfelt request for help to his secretary, who seemed to like and remember her, that he finally appeared to consent and condescend to speak to her.
 

When he did his tone was terse and somewhat icily, cold.
 

“Hi Fern…what do you want…I’m in meetings!” 
 

Fern was a little taken aback at his change in attitude towards her and stuttered pathetically to him, as she was taken somewhat off her guard at his aggressive tone.
 

 “Oh I…I…I’m sssorry David…I thought I’d let you take some more photos…of me...you said you wanted to?”
 

Her heart sank instantly at his dismissive, uninterested, distant reply.
 

“Not interested Darlin’…those photos we did were good, but now with the weekly growth of the internet… there’s no money in them…”
 

He chuckled at his own humour.
 

“…Seems there’s too many Sheila’s, wanting to take their kit off….for free!” 
 

Fern’s mind raced in her disappointment; she had so craved to go back to the studio and the glamour and stimulating environment of the Australian Model Agency.
 

“But I want to David… please…I’ll even consider..you know?”
 

She fell silent and the man’s voice suddenly rose up a tone in apparent, lurid interest and curiosity.
 

“Yes…consider…?”
 

She closed her eyes in disbelief and humiliation to what she was about to say.
 

“…Those films… you showed me…those terrible films!”
 

She heard the man sigh in delight and suddenly he was the same engaging David that she had met on the plane and seen in his devilish studio; he began to tease and taunt her cruelly and sadistically. 
 

“How’s the marriage…true love… and the kids?”
 

Fern was growing up and she ignored his attempts to rile and belittle her, as if she now knew desperately what she wanted and required from him.
 

“Fuck that….I want, more David!”
 

Although she could not see him, she could literally feel him relax and revel in her perverted, evocative words and he whispered enticingly to her.
 

“OK…. this afternoon… bring your wedding outfit…everything…stockings, knickers…I’ll do a series of you stripping off…you know…dirty bride?”
 

She happily gushed at his suggestion; she suddenly had another chance with him and there was not even a thought of propriety or argument to his squalid, indecent, immoral suggestions as she replied.
 

“Yes David…that’s fine…I’ll bring…everything!”
 

He gurgled quietly and Fern could almost see his, flushed face in a supercilious expression as he casually dropped a last closing remark on her.
 

“Oh… and one final thing, Fern….to think about, on your journey!”
 

She was so nervous and excited and spoke in an enthusiastic rush of breath.
 

“Yes?”
 

His titter became a full blown laugh and his crude response caused her to shake and shudder and almost drop the phone.
 

“When we’ve finished Baby… I’m going to bend you over my desk…stick my cock in you… and fuck you...Hard!”
 

The phone went dead instantly and Fern could feel her heart beating and banging loudly, like the slapped notes on a bass guitar.
 

Sudden moral turmoil overwhelmed her again, and she immediately questioned whether she was really going to drive to Melbourne and let this man strip her naked, and then fuck her like some menial servant and whore?
 

Fern was quivering and shuddering; her brain was full of a mixed raft of crazy feelings and emotions, and she wondered just what type of girl she had now become?
 

Her agitation, excitement and wetness however demonstrated and told her what she wanted and craved so badly, and she tried not to examine her promiscuous, unworthy actions too deeply. 
 

She promptly grabbed all the clothes she would need and, without a word to her men, was on her way to the studio in Melbourne in less than an hour. 
 

She arrived just after 12.30p.m and was kept waiting and seething in the reception until 2 p.m. when she was finally allowed and ushered, into, David’s inner sanctum and office. 
 

The man acknowledged her with a nod, ignored the fact that he had been too preoccupied to see her sooner, and smiled at her in a strange show of his power and superiority. 
 

“I knew you were a Dirty Girl, Fern…now go and change and I’ll be with you…you do as I tell you when you are here…do you understand?”
 

Fern blushed, nodded but did not reply as if not wishing to verbalise her capitulation to his rule; she walked through the familiar, side door, into the small, private studio and changed into her wedding outfit that was in her accompanying cases. 
 

The plump woman from the previous visit came to keep her company, gave a hug of welcome, applied make-up then toyed and teased her hair until Fern glanced at her reflection in the long mirror and thought how divine she now appeared.
 

She looked better than she had at her real wedding!
 

Eventually she stood meekly in the centre of the set and, as David settled behind the central, still camera and, as she began the session, she sensed a full rush of delicious, electrical energy, whizz around her body in joyful, thrilling delectation. 
 

It was as if she knew and understood that this was where she belonged, right at the very centre of all of this debauchery and perversion.
 

The man spoke as previously and began with admiring words that made her skin glow in excitement and arousal.
 

“Beautiful Fern, now…”
 

The next half-hour was spent with her casually, slowly removing each item of clothing until she was showing the most intimate parts of her body to the camera from every, possible, conceivable and personal angle. 
 

Finally David, her accepted mentor, was more than happy, and he waved his hand at her theatrically, casually and smiled in general satisfaction.
 

“Perfect OK, finished…go into my office.”
 

Fern realised that she was now completely naked, sensed her exposure and vulnerability then tried to protest and beg him feebly. 
 

“Not like this David… please?”
 

The man just laughed at her disconcertion and distress.
 

“Yes you’re right Baby… OK put your stockings, suspenders and panties back on!”
 

She looked at him shyly, hopelessly; the man seemed to twist everything she said and he barked at her in irritation as her mind meandered aimlessly.
 

“Now you Silly Bitch…Now!”
 

Fern was trembling as she pulled the lingerie up her legs and around her waist, but she sensed her body pulsing and she walked into his office with feminine, needful wetness dripping from her aching, vaginal slit and mound.
 

David followed her after a few minutes and, without a word, he placed his hands on her hips, bent her body forwards until her breasts and torso was spread over his flat, grey desk, and he placed his fingers on the silk underwear covering her bottom.
 

Fern groaned and cried softly.
 

“Not like this David…it’s so gross and demeaning!” 
 

He ignored her completely; his palms stroked her available soft, sensitive flesh and she could not speak further as he lowered her pants to her knees, exposing her plump, tender, white bottom to him and sneered in his apparent victory and control over her.
 

“Exactly like this Baby…it’s time you dropped your pretentions of grandeur, you’re a Cheap Whore and Pussy…it’s about time you realised!” 
 

She had no time to respond or think and just gasped as his rigid cock entered her; she gripped the front of the flat surface she was trapped upon, as he slammed his agitated flesh into her sopping slit and grunted in primal delight as he did so.
 

“I told you I’d fuck you…in fact you’re going to get fucked a lot Fern…lots of men…lots of film of this pussy getting shafted!”
 

She was so insulted and humiliated but shamefully, her overriding sensations were of her mind exploding with the exquisite pleasure of the urgent, much needed, real sex, and soon after, her female, trembling, vibrating high! 
 

Her body was being degraded, sullied and dirtied but disgustingly she utterly revelled in the irresistible, flowing pheromones of her complete degradation.
 

The tight, compacted motions of his taking of her, slowly but inexorably increasing in force, until finally he groaned in relief, as his seed poured inside her and her body fell-forward, flat and completely limp on his desk. 
 

Fern was so overwhelmed she could hardly move, felt David separate from her then sensed, to her ongoing shock, a new body behind her and she tried to speak to deny him, but was compelled to silence instantly as her vaginal snugness was suddenly full again. 
 

Her eyes closed in disgusting bliss and she grunted and groaned like the Whore David had crudely described her to be. 
 

But she was so massively, delightfully, stuffed with taut, tight, solid, male flesh, and a new wonderful rhythm of fornication that was sending her libido dancing and racing all at the same time.
 

David’s voice could be heard somewhere in her muddled, fuddled brain.
 

“This is Sonny…fucking you now Fern…one of your new film partners…say hello!”
 

But Fern was still muted and could only grunt as the man took her, longer and harder than she had ever experienced, until she groaned in utter wonderment and screamed in ecstasy to a further, impossible orgasm. 
 

The unseen stranger then withdrew from her and she was dragged, like a floppy doll from the desk onto the floor where she could see that Sonny was impressively real; a tall, well-built, black man with a still erect, dark, delicious penis that seemed to stretch and go on vertically forever. 
 

He smiled at her, firmly pulled her onto her knees and then placed her head to the tip of his pulsating, black cock and held it until she began to lick and suckle it.
 

She was sweating profusely now; saw David with a larger camera in his hands, catching her pleasure, perplexity and disgrace, and she began to let her tongue play expertly with his penile flesh as if she was suddenly complicit in her debasement and soiling.
 

He laughed amusedly as he filmed her.
 

“I knew you were a Whore Fern…now love that prick Baby…suck it…I want to see you draw the come from it…harder…suck it you Dirty, Little, Fucking Whore!”
 

Fern suddenly lost her pretentions of displeasure for this lurid, fetid scenario and realised that she was in fact adoring and savouring… all of it!
 

Her whole being sensed this huge, black man, on the end of this cock, in her slippery, little mouth, begin to catch his breath and groan in completion, as his sperm poured and spewed from him, and cascaded all over her eager, energised, willing face. 
 

She squeezed it with her lips and oral muscles, lapped up all the juices, ignoring the primitive show she was providing, her disgrace, and the terrible, undisputable fact that she did not know this divine, unfamiliar, new partner at all!
 

It was utterly captivating, compelling and unbelievable.
 

David smiled at her in happiness and exultation and it seemed and appeared to her that the perverse events of the day, were finally now concluded to his gratification and satisfaction.
 

“I think we’re in business Baby!” 
 

Fern lay on the floor, exhausted, ashamed but knowing full well that the divisive sex had been wonderful, and she knew that she should not be too judgemental of herself, as she would need more, very soon!
 

She looked up at him, gulped in unqualified confusion then wiped and licked the remaining, sticky, white, male essence from her face and fingers.
 

“OK David…OK…I’m in…I’ll be in your movies!”
 

The man smiled as if he already knew; he could see that this effervescent, seemingly innocent, young girl was simply made and designed for this deviant, dirty, sexual life and their unusual medium of entertainment.
 

The men let her get dressed in peace, and to her surprise, once the physical interaction and crude baseness was out of the way, everyone was completely normal, friendly and businesslike.
 

Sex, as she was beginning to realise and understand, unhinged everyone and, in one way or another, sent the whole wide, unstable world of men and women, all a little mad!
 

They all went to the same local bistro from the few weeks previous, and to her surprise, after a few glasses of wine Fern confided in them, and told them all about her unusual, unspeakable marriage and her weird arrangements with Ray and Jim.
 

Her new boss’s eyes lit up like brown, shining sparklers, as he received the divine, outrageous inspiration of an idea. 
 

“What about a wedding at your ranch…the dress and everything… a few of our girls as bridesmaids…Jim marrying you…not performing of course… and then you being fucked by the best man etc…etc…perfect!”
 

He laughed at his own insanity.
 

“It might win an Oscar!”
 

Fern looked at him in complete surprise and shock. 
 

“I can’t David….it’s so…depraved.”
 

The man beamed a huge, energetic smile at her.
 

“Exactly…Exactly!”
 

As she said the word she felt herself light up in the unison of humour with him, and began to giggle in lurid excitement and anticipation. 
 

“Mmmm…so depraved!” 
 

Fern deviously knew it was no problem for her to organise, she agreed a location fee with him, as any professional person would, and they trooped back to the office to finalise all of the details.
 

It took about an hour and, they were about to shake hands to allow her to leave when she held onto Sonny’s long fingers lingeringly, and stared at him in growing mischief.
 

“Can you do me again Sonny…but come inside me…I like Jim to lick it out!”
 

The man looked down, laughed and teased her.
 

“Say please Fern!”
 

The man was a Bastard; it seemed they all were in this business!
 

She dropped immediately to her knees however in good humour, lowered his trousers with a flash of her hands and prurient fingers, and whispered to the monstrous, black erection that leapt out impressively to greet her.
 

“Pretty… please!”
 

Sonny let her suckle his genitals for a while, then took her to the white settee, placed her on her back, then fucked her urgently and firmly until Fern could take no more sensations of powerful wonder, and climaxed loudly then grunted in primitive bliss, as his thick sperm gushed up inside her belly.
 

David, not wishing to be excluded, then took his turn over her, and his semen was soon washing inside her tight, flat, inverted folds as well.
 

Everyone was sated and she recovered, dressed into her jeans and agreed a date for the film in a fortnight.
 

Another two shoots were also pencilled in after that, and she knew that they would in fact be filmed, full sex sessions, with whomever David chose for her.
 

She did not dwell on such immoral facts; it was part of her chosen business and future now!
 

It seemed that she understood what was expected of her and was no longer worried or intimidated; she was increasingly confident and assured that she could handle herself in this provocative and sleazy environment and unsavoury game.
 

Bizarrely it was somehow as if she had always been destined to play her part in this surreal, sexual world!
 

Fern looked at the cheque made out to her for $5,000.00, placed it in her small purse, whistled and smiled expressively at David.
 

“So I am a Whore after all.”
 

The man laughed with her, not at her; they were on the same team now.
 

“Sure are Baby…but we all are in one way or another!” 
 

Her legs seemed spongy on her walk to the car and she sensed her mind and body almost floating on the long journey back to the ranch. 
 

The men’s sperm had hardened on her underwear and she felt wonderfully, incredibly, sensually alive and utterly like a young, maturing woman.
 

It was an intoxicating and divine feeling and she found it hard to deny the fact that it was so pleasing and irresistible to her. 
 

She thought about the film at the ranch and smiled, it was a good idea as she knew that within a few days of returning to the farm with her men, she would soon be in need, and yearning for some further, sexual adventure and release.
 

It was how she was built and she began to realise and accept it.
 

When she arrived back she saw Jim and she wagged her finger at him, and he followed her up to her room like her favourite dog.
 

She stood masterfully before him and handed down her instructions.
 

“Take my clothes off!” 
 

He complied of course and her stained underwear was revealed in all of its’ matted glories, as the final, disgusting clothing layer was revealed.
 

“I’ve been fucking…bend down Jim and taste it… good… harder…you Little Queer…you like sperm as much as me…”
 

The man was on his knees in an instant and she soon groaned to an orgasm as his long, liquid tongue explored her; she pulled his hair sharply and roughly as he did so, muttered darkly at him and laughed in her absolute perversity, and his complicity and veneration. 
 

“Do you want to get married again Sweetie?”
 

The weeks simply flew by until the shoot and the film; the sets created were wonderful and Fern was amazed at the luxurious budget available, for a sex, motion picture. 
 

Both Ray and Jim were initially horrified at what was going on but being Pussy whipped they had no voice and desired no choice, and eventually took their roles in the play-acting. 
 

Jim married his wife again, in the same outfits and wedding dress they had for the real one, then watched, as she was unfaithful with the black, best man, Sonny of course, and various guests after him. 
 

Fern was now confident with her sexuality, exhibitionism and her lascivious needs and she played her part in the outlandish escapade with skill and vigour, without inhibition and with complete enthusiasm.
 

The film ended, wrapped up in a couple of mad, insane days; the guests departed and she was once again alone in the large house with her malleable men. 
 

They were companions, lovers, friends and servants rolled into one, and she was extremely content and comfortable with them, for the moment.
 

The day after the final scene, Fern was extremely tired and needing to recover, slept deeply and alone; she found herself in her reverie confronted by Aphrodite once more, who beamed at her glowingly as always.
 

“Hello Child…you have been busy.”
 

Fern returned her entreaty and gleaming smile, confident even in her surreal visions.
 

The goddess walked with her around the heavenly, green, delights and wonders of surreal nature all around them. 
 

“You are a remarkable woman Fern…the ring has shown you nothing but possibilities and potential and, you have embraced life from that point…there is nothing the ring can teach you now that you will not eventually discover for yourself!”
 

Fern took her hand and it felt like pure light and pulsing energy.
 

“Thank you Aphrodite…it is hard to believe who I am now to who I was.”
 

The deity only smiled affectionately at her.
 

“That is true Young Lady…a mortal life can be changed with just a thought or an idea and you are the living proof of that.”
 

Fern looked into her incredibly, blue spheres, shyly and coyly.
 

“Can I keep the ring?”
 

The beautiful woman draped in cool, languid, golden silk laughed at such a selfish question.
 

“For a while Fern…but you are obliged to give it to some woman who is worthy or unworthy…otherwise…”
 

She laughed like tinkling glass.
 

“I will get bored and… I do so love and enjoy seeing how my new pupils, guests and charges perform.”
 

She stroked her bright hair and it was as if Fern was illuminated in a blessed, golden glow of light.
 

“Do not deny me my pleasure Child…”
 

She smiled at Fern a final time, and her appearance seemed to radiate a pure essence that began to fade and melt away as her voice tailed off to almost an ethereal whisper. 
 

“I will not see you again Fern…you will be fine…enjoy your mortal life!”
 

The dream ended and she slept soundly and restfully, but in the morning when she awoke, Fern sensed and was consumed by a little sadness. 
 

She remembered the conversation with Aphrodite and relaxed; she was maturing, confident and knew that she would survive and prosper from this point onwards in her life.
 

The months passed and Fern amazingly, became something of a national celebrity, with provocative, beautiful pictures of her appearing everywhere.
 

Scandal in the Outback, the film she made, proved a sensation and rumour surrounded her about the affairs, sexual impropriety and unusual personal and private life at the now, notorious ranch.
 

She took it all in her stride and revelled in the notoriety; she was becoming rich and had learnt the lesson that in her business, there was no such thing as bad publicity.
 

Surprisingly Fern was invited on a late evening, talk show, on one of her promotional tours to Sydney to discuss and defend her unusual, provocative and unorthodox way of life and, as with all things now, she accepted the challenge and call to do so willingly.
 

She was completely undaunted and unafraid, and found herself in a small, television studio confronted by a gaggle of young women from a local morality group, apparently all outraged at her film career and, outrageous life-style. 
 

One of the protesting women was particularly vocal and sharp; she was young and slim with short, brunette hair and long legs that flowed out attractively from under the smart, navy, pencil skirt of her suit.
 

She bellowed, as soon the programme they were embarked upon aired and, as she piled her anger and scorn upon her, her own pretty face became crimson with obvious rage, sanctimony and disgust.
 

“You’re a disgrace to womanhood…what about morality, the institution of marriage, common decency…where is your self respect Girl?” 
 

The other women in the small, cramped studio erupted spontaneously in applause, and Fern was surprised at how unflustered and unflappable she was even in this confrontational, adverse environment.
 

Somehow she had become a confident woman, and patiently waited for the clapping to cease before she answered coolly and calmly. 
 

“Women have the choice how to live, there are too many of us that endure a shell of a life…live in fear, hide behind our anxiety, insecurity, prejudice, and sexual guilt…”
 

She stroked her resplendent red hair, looked stunning, caught her breath, smiled then continued.
 

“… I used to be like that but now I embrace life… welcome my femininity and opportunities that come my way and… when it is time for me to settle then I will…but not just yet…I am …enjoying myself.”
 

The crowd quietened and listened, thought, digested her replies and by the end of the programme she had made her point to everyone; apart from it seemed, the young lady with the elegant, slim legs who, literally and obviously, was boiling with resentment, irritation and agitation throughout! 
 

Fern had seldom seen such fire and anger and she was surprised at the final conclusion of the evening, and the red lights went out, when this incensed, fiery woman sought her out and came to speak to her privately.
 

She held out her fragile hand, Fern shook it earnestly as her prosecutor mumbled, with her face still flushed, bright red in mysterious, ongoing agitation.
 

“My name is Eli…I…I…I hate what you do and your lifestyle but…I admired your forthrightness and ability to put your point over…you were, and are, very interesting Fern!”
 

The slight girl smiled and noticed her eyes; interesting, wild, mesmerising, dark, emotional, shiny spheres.
 

“That’s very nice of you Eli…but…” 
 

She smiled warmly and with humour.
 

“…Maybe we’re more alike than you think…just had different choices and experiences…who knows, you may have turned out like me!”
 

The woman seemed to instantly lose her politeness; blazed and crackled in heated anger at her, like a roaring, raging, burning and spitting fire.
 

“I don’t think so….I’m married, with a career…I don’t think I’d ever be prostituting myself…like you…it’s disgusting!”
 

Fern looked at her and giggled without the remotest abashment or embarrassment about her chosen profession, career and life choices. 
 

“You have a certain look and a hidden glint in your black, mercurial eyes Eli…and I bet there are a few secrets in your own head…Hey?”
 

Fern saw the young woman blush and suddenly and instinctively, she took the ring off, slipped it onto a slim finger of the intense woman’s, delicate hand and spoke to her gently and quietly. 
 

“This is a gift for you Eli…it is a treasure…it will show you more about life than you know and I can tell you.”
 

She sniggered at her wickedly and teased her with a joke. 
 

“We might be in the same film soon…who knows?” 
 

Fern laughed, kissed her on each of her constantly, glowing, red cheeks and was gone into the dispersing crowd and out into the shadowy night before Eli could refuse the golden present that was now on her hand. 
 

The woman was shocked and unbalanced but looked at the band glistening and gleaming so wonderfully, and felt a sense of ease that had been missing from her all evening, and in fact a lot longer than she would care to admit, even to herself! 
 

And this horrible, promiscuous, disgusting, immoral girl was gone, so she had to accept the ring now; she decided and promised herself categorically, that she would give it back next time she met her. 
 

She definitely sensed she would! For certain! 
 

Her body shuddered in ongoing infuriation and outrage, as she realised that she wouldn’t willingly keep any gift, from such a disreputable, dissolute type of person such as her!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 16
 

One Solitary Taste is Never Enough.
 

Eli had been extremely fazed and disconcerted by the experience of the talk show; the young woman had irrationally incensed her and she could not completely understand why?
 

Also she found it impossible to contemplate how any person could prostitute herself like this audacious, promiscuous but eloquent young lady had.
 

It was all so diabolical, unimaginable and foul! 
 

She thought of how Fern had defended what she did for a living and the fetid, bare disgrace of allowing men to use her so casually for sex; it was just so deviant and degrading and she could not work out how any sensible, self respecting female would allow it? 
 

It was repellent and disgusting and she could sense every fibre of her body swell in anger and contempt for the girl and her disreputable, dissolute lifestyle.
 

The hairs on the back of her neck were literally standing on end at the very sordid considerations of such primitive, awful acts with so many different partners, and for some reason it consumed and revolted her to her very soul.
 

She said a short, brief farewell to all of her girlfriends on the programme and congratulated them on what a sterling job they had done in establishing their points, confirming and assuring them all that theirs’ was the correct position on the high, moral ground of life.
 

As she left the building however, somewhere deep in her subconscious she recognised the fact, however she tried to deny it, the sole, solitary voice of her petite, pretty, prurient adversary had somehow spoken with truth and sincerity as well.
 

It seemed that both sides of this ethical argument could not be reconciled in her mixed up head and it confused and vexed her terribly.
 

She was still bubbling with rage all the way home and was pleased to see the familiarity of their high rise block on the very spectacular and picturesque edge of Sydney Harbour. 
 

She hoped her husband Kevin would be there, as if she privately and desperately needed some type of reinforcement of her own values. 
 

It was as though the evening’s discussion had unsettled and unbalanced her completely and her life partner would soon confirm that theirs’ was the correct way of living? 
 

Kevin was a hospital administrator and she had an established position working in the pharmacy, as a qualified laboratory assistant and considered herself to be only a few qualifications below a doctor!
 

In any event she was a professional! 
 

The expensive apartment was their luxury; she knew it was a little more than they could truly afford, but prospects for them both at their medical workplace were good and a little sacrifice, desire and ambition to better themselves, and to climb the property ladder, was surely not too much to ask?
 

Was it?
 

Eli sensed that she was still so aggravated; Kevin was not yet back and she ran a bath, eased her incandescent mind and body into the soothing waters and quickly settled inside it, trying to understand and introspectively analyse herself. 
 

Why had this devilish young woman upset her so much? 
 

Every time she thought about her she would grimace, and her unlined, appealing, young face would contort into transparent, reddening rage. 
 

Eli ducked her head under the water and shook herself fiercely to try and clear her dizzy head; she wasn’t going to think about the contemptible woman any more!
 

The warm, glowing liquid relaxed her for a good hour and when she raised herself from the small, soapy pond she felt better and looked into the large, silver mirror as she draped a white, luxurious towel around herself. 
 

Her reflection confirmed to her that she was attractive; she’d always had a pretty face and she knew that under the white, wrapped, loose, cloth covering, her body was lean and lithe and her breasts were full and firm with glowing youth and vitality. 
 

It gave her some satisfaction that her own feminine charms were just as good as that precocious woman’s, but she knew that she could never use it for mere financial gain and even the idea that anyone could do such a crude, base thing seemed so impossible and unpalatable.
 

It was just so crass, debasing and disgusting!
 

She was annoyed at allowing her mind to constantly dwell on the irritating girl again; she was not worthy of even her anger or disgust and was less than nothing in her dark, darting, dancing eyes.
 

The door opened to thankfully distract her, and she smiled and addressed the small, blonde-haired man, as he gingerly strode into the exquisite en-suite bathroom.
 

“Hello Darling…I’m just dressing…I’ll book La Village.”
 

She saw his blue globes, pale and narrow at her. 
 

“For God-sake Eli…we’ve got the mortgage on Friday…we’re not millionaires…you know this apartment is crippling us…it’s over $100.00 at that restaurant…each!”
 

She returned his nervous, concerned stare, ignored his admonishment and quickly changed the subject. 
 

“I was on television tonight…did you see me Darling?”
 

He nodded and muttered in reply.
 

“I did actually, that girl…you know the… Whore…you told me about…well she was actually quite… impressive!”
 

He immediately regretted his casual observation as his wife turned on him like a whistling whirlwind, in terrible, undisguised fury. 
 

“Impressive! Are you mad…she’s… just…!”
 

Words failed her and she went into her bedroom and slammed the door in temper and her husband followed her a few minutes later and spoke to her softly and in conciliation.
 

“I’ve booked the restaurant Darling…and you were great on television…just perfect…I don’t know why you let that silly girl annoy you like this.”
 

Eli smiled, Kevin was always so adorable and supportive; she knew that she was so lucky in her marriage and gazed lovingly at him.
 

“It is important that I’m seen Darling…”
 

She stroked her short, dark, shimmering hair.
 

“…Raise my profile with the women’s group...you know…networking!”
 

The man’s blue globes flashed with real concern, and he stuttered at her as if unsure what to say and watching his exact words.
 

“I...I…I…just worry about the money, Eli!” 
 

Again he bit his lip and wished he’d kept quiet, as another fearsome tirade rained down upon him from his uptight, constantly exasperated, wife.
 

However, things calmed down and they left to eat, in good spirits, but they were extremely quiet over their lavish dinner as Eli did her best to nod to and ingratiate herself with all the best of Sydney society that was all around them. 
 

They seemed friendly enough with her, smiled and made eye contact, but she felt that her real dreams of acceptance at this elevated social level were dependent on money, it was the key to success;  hard work and effort seemed tragically, insufficient!
 

When they arrived back home, she threw her clothes on the floor and, without removing her make-up, slid into their large, expansive, white bed.
 

Her thoughts meandered once again to the television programme and that horrible unedifying girl; she felt suddenly, achingly wanton, in need of love and more importantly sex from her partner. 
 

Surprisingly, considering her puritan, moral, perspective on life, Eli quite enjoyed intimacy and physical contact with a man; she secretly always had, even from quite a promiscuous, young age. 
 

But not like that girl today did! 
 

Her sexual life was now only with her husband and that surely was the only acceptable way and how things were meant to be! 
 

Kevin picked up her clothes, placed them in the appropriate cupboards and drawers, brushed his teeth, fell beside her into bed and whispered tiredly to her.
 

“Good night Darling…I do so love you.”
 

Eli felt him near her, drew him close to her warm body and spoke crude, urgent, craven words without thinking.
 

“Make love to me Kevin…hard…like that Bitch Fern has it!”
 

She felt his mouth on hers, a rise of passion and frisson; his penis began to harden then… nothing… as her husband inhaled in a deep, mournful breath of frustration. 
 

“I can’t Eli…I want to but all I can think about is the money and the debts…they’re getting on top of me…I can’t cope…just can’t!”
 

He groaned in his incapacity, turned away from her and kissed her on her forehead, dotingly and fondly as he did so.
 

“Night, night Eli…we’ll do it tomorrow…promise…love you!”
 

He turned away from her and went to sleep and she began to fiddle with the ring on her finger, cursing at unmet, physical needs and her eternal misfortune to be so poor; she was always so overwhelmingly frustrated and angry nowadays!
 

Maddeningly as well, her body was craving relief and release; all she could think about was the horrible girl from those terrible, sexual films and, the crude, base, raw, primitive, sex that it reputedly portrayed.
 

Well she wasn’t quite sure what it showed as she had never even seen the films, but she could see it them her mind’s eye and tonight her lurid imagination was torturing her!
 

It was unbearable, causing her to break out in hot flushes, tossing and turning until her mind seemed to flip and then finally, after a long undignified, unfair struggle with her consciousness, it finally allowed her to slip into much sought after and required slumber.
 

To her utter confusion and disbelief she suddenly found herself in Aphrodite’s garden and she gasped at the radiant goddess and her own barely covered, naked form. 
 

She knew instantly that that this was a dream but it seemed, so undeniably and unnervingly real as the magnificent woman smiled at her.
 

“Welcome Eli…you seem unsettled and unhappy My Dear?”
 

The young girl was immediately defensive and spiky, even in her reverie, and snarled back at her.  
 

“I’m not unhappy…I’m…”
 

The deity led her very quietly to the pedestal of water and Eli suddenly saw a beautiful vision of herself in a gorgeous short black evening dress, playing roulette! 
 

Betting chips were piled high in front of her and she was sparkling, happy and glowing with agitation and excitement.
 

Eli was immediately mesmerised in this strange vision and muttered out loud.
 

“How do you know this is my weakness?”
 

The eternal, divine woman soothingly explained to her about the ring, what it could see, what its’ true, unusual purpose was, and Eli seemed and appeared to listen, but she could hardly wrest her distrusting gaze from the still, visible water.
 

The goddess whispered alluring, seductive words in her sleeping ear.
 

“Do you want to gamble Eli? Say the word and you can be at that table, playing, winning or losing and living the glamorous, daring life you have always so wanted?”
 

The girl muttered and murmured, in her disbelief and her twisted, confusion, longing and craving.
 

“It’s been so long since I gambled…”
 

She gasped for breath, as if utterly consumed by her compulsion.
 

“…It got me into terrible trouble!”
 

Aphrodite teased her memory.
 

“With a man? You remember the man Eli?”
 

The young woman snapped at her wildly in reply, like a small, aggressive, angry dog.
 

“How do you know? How do you know? How do you know?”
 

The goddess just laughed quietly at her agitation and distress.
 

“The ring sees all of you My Girl…I know your secrets, it knows you and your precious, hidden desires…do you still want to play Eli…play the game of risk?”
 

The girl shook herself and waited to awaken, only finally realising and accepting to her unease, this was no ordinary separation from her own true existence. 
 

She tried to control herself but all the time the thoughts of the lovely dress, the gambling tables and the excitement of it all was teasing, entreating and calling her to come.
 

And her mind was persuading, tricking and teasing her, and after all, it was only an illusion; surely she could give in to a dream!
 

Finally, Eli could resist her impulses no longer and shyly, she nodded her delicate, pretty head and, after the goddess explained the strict rules of the ring, she closed her sceptical, mistrusting eyes in acceptance.
 

When she opened them, to her delight and ongoing confusion she was suddenly thrusting a pile of bright, blue chips onto a rich, green baize table full of black and red numbers.
 

It was insanely, instantly, irresistibly thrilling! 
 

As in the picture she had viewed in the mysterious pedestal, she was dressed in a short, black dress, bright, sparkly jewellery and she could sense the finery of stockings and suspenders underneath. 
 

There was a mirror opposite her and she glimpsed her reflection; her make-up was heavy, her lips bright, trashy red and her naked, small breasts were almost falling out of the tight, clingy black gown, but she looked provocative, pretty and literally pumped and pulsed with energetic life.
 

The silver wheel shimmered in the dazzling lights and span in a whirl of bright colours; an electric shock seemed to vibrate over her body in madcap, flashing excitement. 
 

It ran from the tips of her toes to her dark fragile head and suddenly one of her numbers amazingly came up on the slowing wheel of chance, and she seemed to explode in absolute glee and exhilaration.
 

Piles of brightly, coloured chips cascaded before her and, over the course of the next few hours she revelled in the tension, and sensations of chance and roulette. 
 

In the safety of the dream she became ever more reckless with her bets and gambling, and as the evening wore on her stake and money had dwindled and dissipated to nothing.
 

She sat at the pretty table, so full of primary colours, and felt distinctly miserable, as even in a reverie the sense of loss was still stark and palpable.
 

Sadly and finally, as the captivating, hypnotic, silver wheel span in spectacular wonder once more, she did not have the means to take part. 
 

All she could think about was, that was even in her wildest, most extraordinary dreams, life was still so unfair to her and even here she could not gain the riches she so desperately sought and needfully desired!
 

There was a soft voice that suddenly came from behind her. 
 

“I can lend you some money Girl…if you would like?” 
 

Eli turned to see a small man, smartly dressed in a black, evening suit; he was Caucasian, slim with dark hair and deep brown eyes and given that this was a stupid fantasy and she was compulsively driven to gamble, Eli nodded quickly in acceptance and agreement.
 

Fresh, green chips went before her, the wheel span and within half an hour the man’s generosity had irresponsibly but undeniably vanished, in one, bad bet after another.
 

It was still early evening, the casino was still busy and bustling but Eli was about to leave as she could not bear to watch and not be able to take her place and play.
 

It was a horrible, nauseating feeling and sensation for her.
 

However her mysterious benefactor appeared beside her, spoke icily and with an unmistakable, threatening undercurrent in his tone. 
 

“I think we have something to discuss My Dear!”
 

She tried to walk away but she realised that she had in truth borrowed the money and, as it was just a foolish hallucination anyway, she decided to play her role, listen and enter a possible debate with him.
 

She was excellent at negotiation and dealing with problems and she was sure that she could sort something out; perhaps borrow some more and win his original loan back straight away!
 

The smartly dressed, small, innocuous man politely explained that he was staying in the hotel and she acceptingly escorted him back to his room as requested, where they could discuss delicate matters like money owed, in more privacy.
 

Eventually she sat on a chair in his bedroom as he stood before her and fixed them both a large, copper-looking drink from the well stocked bar.
 

He passed her the small whisky with ice, and to her surprise it smelled and tasted real on her pallet and seemed to infuse her senses, as if it was not a mere, liquid illusion from a surreal world.
 

Everything seemed so inexplicably tactile, flavoursome and true and she knew she had never, ever experienced a dream like this!
 

His dark brown globes focussed on her as he spoke quietly.
 

“How do you propose to return my money Young Lady?”
 

Fern shrugged, wishing she could wake up but remembering Aphrodite’s warning about a possible 24 hours, she would have to spend in this time and place.
 

The man was standing beside her; he suddenly raised her up off the chair and onto her little feet and she felt him invasively place his warm, sweaty hand on her covered bottom! 
 

She pushed it off in annoyance and repulsion but he looked at her coldly and with barely, disguised threat. 
 

“It’s you or the dough Sweetie…you were an expensive piece of ass with that money you lost, now behave yourself and relax or… you’re going to get hurt!”
 

His palm touched her covered bottom once more, she brushed him off again in reflex and suddenly, to her utter horror and shock, she felt his hand slap her face, hard! 
 

The pain stung her and she could feel the blood rise in her cheek to stain it red, and although she knew it was a but a reverie she sensed the pain and humiliation of it and a tremulous rush and sharp pang of actual, stark fear.
 

His hand was upon her soft posterior again, and this time she did not protest as his fingers slid under her dress and suddenly they were inside her small, delicate panties. 
 

She could only catch her breath as her vagina reacted instantly and lasciviously to his penetration of it and began to quickly, weep moisture.
 

He pushed her forward and she bent down and leaned against the wall instinctively, to support her and keep her balance. 
 

She groaned and complained in her disgrace, as she felt her knickers lowered to her knees, then the man’s body behind her and the unmistakable sound of a zip being lowered.
 

He muttered to her darkly and with intent and she gasped in her sudden helplessness to the situation she was now in
 

“Girls that borrow and don’t pay back are Whores, Baby!” 
 

Eli cried in ongoing terror and fright as she felt a hard penis push itself against her naked rear crotch, bottom and available, tight but slippery crevices.
 

Her body wanted to move and run, but had been trapped by her greed, stupidity and was now frozen in terror; she could only be still and allow this awful, odious, little man to explore and invade her most female, intimate places and womanly privacy.
 

Eli hated to be so weak, docile and malleable but she had no choice other than to allow him to abuse her, and felt his increasingly, busy fingers working inside her slit of femininity. 
 

She then terribly, disturbingly, felt her sexual libido begin to awaken, although she tried her best to deny it with words of self pity to him.
 

“Please Sir… I’m not like this…please Sir…please!”
 

The stranger only kept twisting and turning her slippery lips and flesh and using his hard, little digits on her most erogenous zones as she began to fight for breath.
 

His erection was pressed against her and to her shame she pushed her hips instinctively back against the hardness; he teased her soft ass cheeks apart then slowly and demandingly inserted his dominant flesh inside her, now excited, sticky, vaginal lips. 
 

Eli, remembering how horny she had been earlier, could only grunt weakly as, with a small slap of her soft, rear, white, giving flesh, the mysterious man filled her with his stiff, dominating cock, and began to gently fuck and scold her in equal measure.
 

“You Dirty Whore…not paying your bill…you Little, Fucking, Cheap Slut… this is where you pay…girls like you!”
 

Eli felt the solidity slap in and out of her wetness as he began to take her; she compliantly pressed against the unforgiving wall firmly with her hands and then pushed her body back disgracefully to meet his emerging, furious thrusts and assault on her pussy. 
 

He was banging her hard now, the slippery, fuck, fuck, fuck of his masculine rigidity, fouling and mastering her most precious, female, salacious centre.
 

To her disbelief at her own decadence, she groaned to a loud, tremulous orgasm and in her own diabolical pleasure, just before the man held her short hair and poured his seed inside her in a frenzy of final maniacal, primitive movements with his hips.
 

Her body then bent over and she felt her legs go weak;  he drew away from her, staggering like a drunk to the bar, and poured himself another strong drink.
 

“Take your clothes off Baby…except the stockings…gonna’ get my money’s worth out of you Bitch!”
 

Eli stared at him as if to argue but she had already been sullied and fucked now, and could not see the point of squabbling or denying him more of what he had already taken!  
 

Especially as this was all fantasy anyway!
 

Her dress came off with a twist of a zip; she threw her black, frilly knickers onto the floor until just her midnight stockings framed her dark, pubic bush and placed her hands on her hips challengingly.
 

“Is this OK?”
 

He smiled dirtily and with his semen dripping from her she felt humiliated but, in the safety and sanctity of the vision, secretly excited and relished the sheer, devilish adventure and promiscuity as well.
 

Privately Eli had always fantasised about rough sex like this but never had the opportunity or courage to actually experience it!
 

It was wild and better than that; it was safe!
 

She suddenly warmed and smiled at the man who was admiring her nudity hungrily, as if they were willing lovers and she placed herself elegantly under the white sheets on the large, hotel bed as if accepting her role suddenly.
 

“Pour me a drink Baby! Will you?”
 

The man tipped more scotch in a crystal glass and handed it to her; he then removed his own clothes and slid in beside her, immediately teasing her small, pink, sensitive nipples and as she moaned in pleasure, he laughed in cruel irony.
 

“You girls…you pretend to be so prim and proper...but you’re just Cheap Cunt!”
 

He was so rude and crude and she wanted to hit him but his fingers were on her clitoris and she was lost in her disreputable, foul lust and fetid desires.
 

With a few further teases and learned touches, Eli was open to him; he fucked her relentlessly and she responded in equal measure, delighting in the fantasy and her ability to reach ongoing orgasms with this dynamic, assertive stranger. 
 

After an hour’s, dirty, sordid, screwing where he took her from every angle and position, they dozed and Eli was surprised to wake up to find that she was still in her dream, and even more amazed to still be in this delicious, devilish, man’s bed.
 

He felt her move beside him and stroked her short hair tantalisingly and softly. 
 

“The tables are still open Baby; go down on me and if you’re good I’ll give you some more money to play.”
 

She automatically wanted to refuse him, but felt her head being pushed firmly under the covers and her mouth found his plump, warm erection as if it was such an easy and natural thing for her to do, especially for financial gain! 
 

Even in this parallel world she initially recoiled at the thought of oral sex; she had never given such an awful thing to anyone, but she kept reminding herself that this was only a reverie. 
 

The rich man was going to give her some more money to play and she only had to be co-operative; instinctively therefore she opened her mouth and invited the long flesh inside her soft, wet, oral cavity.
 

She began to suck it, running her tongue along its’ length as if she knew what to do, and to her eternal surprise and incredulity, she began to strangely enjoy the sensation of giving such deviant pleasure and service. 
 

He began to moan to her oral caress which she found thrilling, and she licked his powerful, stiff erection and large sacs with heavy balls then flushed in tension, as she felt them laden and heavy with sperm. 
 

Her own sexual slit was already soaked by her own display of compunction and complicity; she drew and pulled him eagerly and feverishly with her lips and small mouth, as he groaned, squeezed her hair and called her terrible, coarse names.
 

He tensed then jerked and suddenly her mouth was flowing and full of his rich, viscous endless seed and she choked in diabolical shock as she quickly opened her eyes and awoke to her amazement, in her own dark, familiar bedroom.
 

Impossibly the man’s rich, slimy, creamy essence was still held between her tightly, drawn lips and she rushed to the toilet and spat the fetid, white liquid down the bowl! 
 

It was insane, how could her mouth be full of sperm from a dream! 
 

She walked back into the room, Kevin was still asleep and to her incredulity and trauma, it was most definitely not his seed in her mouth. 
 

Her body was sweating and she touched her sodden vagina and found the wetness and white stains that spoke of her infidelity and believed she was truly going mad. 
 

The clock showed that hardly 5 minutes had transpired in her world, but her time in Aphrodite’s mercurial world had been so much longer and so incredibly, irrationally, dynamically, real!
 

Eli urgently ran to the bathroom and let the shower wash away the slimy, sticky, liquid traces of her infidelity. 
 

Her sex lips were red through use; they spoke and screamed of her unfaithfulness and fecklessness, and she felt like screaming as if she had become a lunatic. 
 

The mysterious, gold, ring glistened and glinted on her finger and part of her wanted to rip it from her and throw it away but she knew she couldn’t. 
 

Her body was still reliving the experiences she had just had, and she had to privately admit to herself that she felt more alive and vital than ever before. 
 

Her dark eyes watched her husband sleeping so silently, and she was grateful that he could not see inside her mind; thoughts that had been deeply hidden and suppressed for so long were suddenly at the forefront of her brain and she felt horribly, mystified and confused.
 

She had always enjoyed the small amount of sexual interaction she had received in her past; secretly like all women she supposed, she had fantasies and private womanly cravings but, that was normal, wasn’t it?
 

However, suddenly, incredibly this small inoffensive, shining sphere on her finger somehow had brought them bubbling up to the surface like bright red buoys on the choppy ocean of her newly, unpredictable life. 
 

It was all so intoxicating and impossible to comprehend; she fought to retain her sense and sensibilities and eventually settled back into bed, imagining somehow bizarrely, that perhaps it was in fact a dream and the semen and the stains were…?
 

Suddenly she was too exhausted to work it all out.
 

Eli was utterly exhausted and slept as soon as her head hit the pillow; she awoke refreshed and lively and her husband noticed her spark and smiled at her lovingly. 
 

“You look frisky Eli.”
 

Within seconds they were entwined and to her shame she made love to her husband with incredible energy while thinking only about the casino and the diminutive, little man that had treated her so badly, but fucked her so debasingly and, although she hated to admit it to her puritan self, so wonderfully as well!
 

Eli came quickly and groaned in satisfaction as Kevin spent and dispensed his seed inside her and smiled happily as if all was well in his world.
 

He could never have imagined or guessed in a 1,000 years that her true pleasure, arousal and gratification, was not due to him!
 

“You are lively today Eli…what have you been dreaming about?”
 

She coloured up beetroot red, not wishing to disclose or share her awful, dirty thoughts and ran to the shower for sanctuary.
 

On emerging she dressed quickly and bullied him as she didn’t want any idle chat.
 

“Come on we’ve both got busy days.”
 

Eli sailed through her work and although she tried to put the experience of her vision to the back of her mind, all she could think about was the casino and the divine, compulsive rush and spin of the mercurial, silver wheel 
 

Gambling was her Achilles’ heel and lifelong weakness, she had always loved to play games of fate and luck, but she knew early on in her existence it was the road to ruin for her, and after some difficult experiences at university vowed never to take the path again. 
 

She had kept her promise, until now, but the dream had awoken a terrible hunger and need in her; betting was a drug, and more alarmingly for her now, it was now somehow mixed with sordid sex as well? 
 

Her pale, pretty face coloured again just thinking about it, and concluded that she should not be embarrassed and silly; it was only a puerile, stupid dream after all!
 

There was a meeting and a meal after work with her group women against pornography and again, she was the most vocal voice with the select band of demure, sensible ladies. 
 

Eli felt no contradiction with her dream of the previous evening, and her true honest revulsion to the degradation of women in general. 
 

One was reality and one was…well she wasn’t really sure what it was? But as she was driving home she felt her body surging at just the tantalising thought of the discordant, unsettling, fantasy repeating. 
 

Kevin was already in bed as she arrived at the apartment and she showered, pulled a silken pair of knickers around her and slipped into bed with a real, nervous sense of licentious expectation. 
 

She snuggled up near her husband and her hands lingered on his genitals but they were soft, uninteresting and limp, and he moved tiredly away from her, like an elderly man. 
 

“I can’t Eli…the money thing…you know…and we did it last night…why are you so…you know…so twitchy?”
 

She turned in annoyance from him, his words and actions burning her; she gripped her ring and prayed to be back in her dream, away from her reality and frustrations, and she spoke to her husband dismissively and cuttingly.
 

“Go to sleep Kevin, I’m fine Darling…go to sleep!”
 

Her husband was indeed fatigued and was soon snoring softly and irritatingly; Eli drifted into dozing wishing only for a repeat of last night’s adventure that took her so far out of her own, wearisome world.
 

Her eyes closed and suddenly and magically she was there; in the lavender scent and heavenly light of the garden with a loose flowing robe around her and Aphrodite’s gentle words and eternal, beauteous smile to greet her.   
 

“Welcome Eli…it is good to see you again…but disappointingly our time together is to be very short.”
 

Eli sensed her whole energetic spirit begin to flag and panic.
 

“What do you mean? Why…I wanted…”
 

The ethereal being, simply laughed at her.
 

“The same dream…experience Eli…I know… the ring sees you…it will always be what you desire…as a woman you are well formed that is why the period you were granted in your recent foray was less than I said; more experience in my sphere was unnecessary for you and time is only relevant to mortals, it is meaningless in my realm!”
 

She smiled at her kindly.
 

“It is now for you to chose where you go in your own, living life…there is nothing else for me or my ring to show you!”
 

The young girl seemed to cry and complain bitterly as the dream of adventure she so longed for, was suddenly turning into a nightmare of frustration.
 

“I can’t do that in my real life…I can’t!”
 

Aphrodite continued to smile enigmatically and enlighten her.
 

“But you did Eli…when you were young…you gambled and sold your sexual services to a young man…to pay for it…you… enjoyed it Eli!”
 

She blushed and drew her eyes from her in shame. 
 

“How do you know…I only…jerked him off…the Creep…it was disgusting…”
 

The beauteous woman giggled at her, as if enjoying her embarrassment, confusion and distress. 
 

“Well your life with your husband is there for you… lots of meetings and struggle…maybe children and more expense and sacrifice?”
 

She laughed in amusement.
 

“It is up to you… I have shown you your innermost desires…if you can contain them… then it is your mortal right to do so!”
 

Eli was desperate infused with foul longing and dark cravings, and begged her from the bottom of her newly discovered, black soul.
 

“I want to be at the casino again…please!” 
 

The goddess groaned tantalisingly as if being seduced and persuaded by her pleas.
 

“You cannot re-live the same dream Eli…it is the rules.”
 

The irrational girl was not to be denied.
 

“The following period…I want going back to there…I want to play a final game, please…I want one last time at the tables…please, please, please!”
 

Aphrodite giggled in exasperation, entertainment and girlish hilarity at her obvious show of craven enthusiasm.
 

“And on your knees Eli…Eh?”
 

The eternal being shook her head in wonder and acceptance of the girl’s unworthy but compulsive, earthly wishes.
 

“I will do as you ask Eli but it will only fuel the fire in your mind and you can never enter my world again…the ring is useless to you now so pass it on to someone deserving.”
 

Eli spoke quietly and enquiringly.
 

“As Fern did to me?”
 

The goddess nodded and whispered.
 

“As Fern did for you….as a treat I’ll send you back just when…mmm.”
 

Eli closed her eyes and as she did so she could instantly feel the man’s cock in her mouth once more; she knew it was just before she had woken last night, and she knew he was about to disgustingly come! 
 

She tried to pull away but the sperm cascaded into her mouth again and she swallowed it between bouts of gasping and choking as he grunted in his selfish, sexual relief
 

“Good Baby…now lick it clean and I’ll give you some extra dollars to play!”
 

Eli suckled on the shrivelled flesh as if she had completely lost any self respect and used her tongue expertly, to cleanse the man’s sodden, slippery genitals.
 

Her eyes looked up at him, as if to ask his permission to stop and he slapped her soft bottom playfully, and laughed in his authority over her licentious actions.
 

“Ok…you’re free…maybe not free…”
 

He chucked again in irony at his impending joke and at his obvious control of her now.
 

“…You’re an expensive…Whore!”
 

She smiled, ignoring his crude insults, as if overwhelmingly delighted to be back in her dream and now relishing and feeling perversely, disarmingly, comfortable in her degrading role as a woman of easy virtue in this bizzare life
 

“Yeah I am!”
 

Her body was soiled and smelly; she showered and dressed in the same clothes she had worn previously and felt seedy and dirty but shamefully, did not mind at all. 
 

Her face was soon re-painted and she applied colour and gloss to her thin lips and looked at her reflection in the mirror. 
 

She was really very pretty, angelic looking; had a small nose, pretty dark, almost black eyes and fine bones and features. 
 

Her brunette hair was slightly bobbed at the front and was trimmed just below her slender neck; her dress was low cut, very revealing and tightly hugged her slim, sensual body. 
 

Eli knew men desired her and she felt deliciously wanton, alive and simply longing to make the irresistible tables once more.
 

The man was dressing as she emerged from the bathroom and she held his white shirt out for him to put his arms into and asked him brazenly and greedily. 
 

“My money?”
 

She smiled coyly and stroked his arm teasingly.
 

“Pleasey…please!”
 

He reached into his jacket as if he was cruelly going to deny her, but then smiled coldly at his constant, droll humour at her expense, spoke gruffly and handed her five $1,000 notes.
 

“Make it last Baby…you’re good…but not that good…I’ll be back later!”
 

Her slim neck bent forward and kissed him on his moist head, as if they were close lovers not the strangers they were.
 

The money had inflamed her, burned her hands and mind, and she had wanted to show her heartfelt appreciation.
 

Empowered by her sudden refinancing, she re-entered the casino as if she owned it, it was late evening and she was buzzing with energy and life.
 

Eli had money and the safety of her dream to play; she sat down at the mesmerising green table and gambled eagerly and ever uncontrollably. 
 

Every number she bet upon seemed to win and to her joy and delight she suddenly had chips in every, pretty colour piled up mountainously in front of her. 
 

Instinct told her to stop and be sensible, but a different, more powerful compulsion drove her on; she knew she should finish and she tried to once or twice, but the divine pull of her addiction, was just too much for her.
 

It was as if she was under an evil, witch’s spell and was being forced and compelled to stay and take her part, as if she was utterly entranced and only wanted, wished and craved to watch the balls and numbers evolve and cascade. 
 

Eventually her man returned and sat beside her and she jumped as he stroked her naked, sensual, silky back chuckling as he noted her pile of monetary tokens. 
 

“Doing well Baby…good…meet Dean.”
 

Eli shook the new stranger’s hand, however she did not divert her gaze from the table but for the merest moment, and by the time the casino eventually closed she was disappointed it all now had to end, but she was still high on being a big winner on the night. 
 

She ate with both men, drank more champagne than she should and waved her winnings at them; chips that had now been magically changed to cash! 
 

Her mind was so agitated, intoxicated and excited and she walked back to the room, still in a daze and saw that there was a new pink negligee on the bed, and her lover whispered to her suggestively.
 

 “Put it on Baby!”
 

Eli stripped without argument, showered, then pulled the short, silken top over her and applied lipstick on her tight, plump, mouth again.
 

Sweet perfume was liberally sprayed on her neck, breasts and belly and she felt her awakened vagina ache so badly; she knew she was going to be fucked and it disgracefully and degradingly seemed like a perfect end to the day.
 

When she emerged from the bathroom she saw that in fact both men were waiting, as if sexual predators ready to pounce on her, and her previous lover looked at her and smiled. 
 

“I like to watch Baby as well…fuck Dean first OK…there’s a Good Girl!”
 

Before she could object the new burly man was beside her and his hands were under her skimpy top; she was already wet from all of this intoxication and his fingers explored her slippery sexuality as if she belonged to him.
 

Her slight form was bent forward over the bed and his flesh was in hers’ in seconds and her night of debasement and submission to them began. 
 

To her shame and dishonour Eli was reluctant, hardly at all; even when both men took her together she responded vigorously and enthusiastically and reached orgasms, and her own satisfaction, constantly to their endless rutting, fucking and fouling of her. 
 

Eventually she slept from pure, physical fatigue and surprisingly awoke with them both beside her in the morning; she was however not upset or dismayed to still be involved and party to her wicked fantasy.
 

Her small, slim master ordered her and she complied immediately and willingly. 
 

“Do your job Baby!” 
 

Eli nodded, slipped down the sheets and professionally gave each man her increasingly expert, oral attentions and brought them to the very edge and precipice of their sexual release. 
 

As she did so, she sensed that her time here was almost up; she had experienced this unbelievable world again and knew it was for the last time. 
 

She was confused and perplexed however in the darkness, and gasped as the first, then the second man, released selfishly and foully into her mouth.
 

Eli suddenly felt demeaned and sick, no longer wishing to be treated like some useless dog, and was finally pleased that she was soon to be returning to her own realm.
 

Her eyes opened and sure enough she was in the safety of her own bed, beside her dormant, slumbering, unaware husband. 
 

Her mouth was so impossibly full of sperm, once more, and she ran to the bathroom and washed this fantastical, diabolical, impossible, adventure and fantasy from her. 
 

She quickly, anxiously and privately examined her body; her sex lips were bruised but the marks were fading fast and in seconds there would be not an essence or a trace of her recent debasement and depravity to be seen. 
 

That was except in her thoughts; in her raging mind the experience was embedded deeply into her consciousness but she felt confident that she could and would control her vices in this, her own world. 
 

A vision or a fancy, even one as real as this, was one thing, but she could never allow herself to lose herself in her own, actual life.
 

Eli therefore slept soundly until morning in her mental and physical satisfaction and awoke alive and fresh; her husband noticed and castigated her in fragility.
 

“How can you be so cool and relaxed when the mortgage is due so soon?”
 

Eli breathed deeply and wondered if he would ever stop moaning about their endless capital problems and it annoyed her why he didn’t earn more; instantly he was suddenly reduced, useless and pathetic in her eyes! 
 

At work she was still so confounded and aroused and her mind started working strangely; she remembered the money she had gathered in the casino, last night where it had been so easy to win, and there had been so much! 
 

It had been so effortless and simple; a few numbers and then all their financial troubles would be over and she and Kevin could relax. 
 

The thought excited and terrified her and her consciousness and conscience battled the whole day, leaving her irrational, tired and irritable. 
 

Eli had always kept her gambling addiction suppressed and under wraps after that fateful time at university, but her beguiling dreams had rekindled a raging fire inside her and she felt that she was slowly being dragged along until she submitted or was burnt.
 

She had an argument with Kevin almost as soon as he arrived home, and he walked out and slammed the door to the flat causing a small earthquake as he did so. 
 

The spat was over money again; it was enough to tip her over the edge of an irresistible fall and set her on her new, fateful, foolish course.
 

Eli knew for certain that if she had her stake money she could win at the tables; she could and would win big, and it would undoubtedly solve everything! 
 

She told herself it would be a one off, just enough to make life a little more bearable and, it was not until she was walking through the doors of the casino on the far side of the illuminated harbour that she realised, her heart was buzzing and beating like a low, bass note on a large pair of speakers.
 

A glance in the mirror confirmed that she had dressed smartly for her adventure, not sleazily as she had in her dream, and she was most definitely in charge of her actions.
 

This was completely different; she had on a cool, smart, sophisticated suit and grey blouse and was not like the girl in her dream!
 

This was not a reverie but her true reality, and she was certain that she could beat the tables and gamble, on her own terms
 

A cheque for $1,000.00 from the mortgage account was cashed and, after an initial win, soon had nothing left in front of her at all. 
 

More money was freed from her bank, until by midnight this one access to funds was empty and the $3,000.00 that was in there had been frittered away.
 

But Eli knew that her luck would soon turn and she borrowed on her credit card, then her emergency bankcard, to keep herself in chips, just to continue. 
 

The wheel span and the bright, circular motions again seemed to hypnotise and mesmerise her completely. 
 

Black, red, green and silver seemed to spin, twist and twirl before her spellbound eyes until finally the room stood still, as if the very air had been sucked out like a vacuum, and she had not a single chip, nor dollar left!
 

Her mind looked around waiting for the rich man in her dreams to save her, but he was not there; this was real life, and as she walked out into the warmth of the black Sydney evening her actions and their consequences hit her like a runaway truck.
 

She was broke, she’s lost nearly $10,000.00 and the loan on their palatial, already unaffordable home, would not be paid. 
 

The apartment overlooking Sydney harbour was history, and she knew it would affect her work, her marriage and terribly her standing in the community. 
 


  

Eli was terrified and distraught and cursed herself for her stupidity, greed and avarice; how could she explain what she had just done?
 

Her impulse was to run as she could not face her husband now; but worse was she could not contend with how her well to do friends would pity her for her foolishness and mindless descent into poverty.
 

Obviously she could not sleep, just tossed and turned as her husband innocently snoozed beside her.
 

In her craziness and insanity she realised and concluded, that he only way to get back to level and solve her problem was to get more money for another stake, and she could win all her losses back.
 

And make a profit!
 

Unbelievably this is exactly what she did, by borrowing from whomever she could, taking out more credit cards until by the end of the fortnight, and due to her uncontrollable, insatiable, wild, gambling obsession and addiction, her debts and problems had developed and grown unstoppably and insurmountably, to $50,000!
 

 
 

Chapter 17
 

Compulsion & Addiction Leads to Disaster
 

 
 

Eli had not told Kevin about her debts; how could she? 
 

And she was hardly listening when he snarled and threw a gold embossed invitation that had just arrived on the shining, gloss, wooden kitchen table.
 

“Richard Jones has invited us again… to his annual party…doesn’t he ever learn!”   
 

Eli picked it up and looked at the expensive card casually; she knew Richard Jones, her mind seemed to swim and meander and remembered what they had perversely shared in the faded past and felt her pulse begin to race. 
 

She indeed remembered him. 
 

Her memories flooded back to that sordid time at university when she again had some gambling debts, and he had agreed to pay them off for a solitary, sullied, sexual favour. 
 

Eli shuddered in foul disgrace whenever she thought about it; she had only agreed to relieve him with her hands and fine, subtle fingers but the sordid shame and degradation of it had never left her! 
 

Her debt at that far distant event had only been $300.00, a huge sum at the time, but she had behaved like a prostitute and had vowed afterwards never to see or even speak to him again. 
 

Worst of all, he agonisingly and humiliatingly made his pleasure last for seemingly hours and she never forgot the final moment when he selfishly climaxed and came, covering her hands with his thick, viscous sperm, debasing and soiling her soul in the process, and giving her a sick, black feeling in the pit of her belly. 
 

Somehow the sense of sordid depravity had never left her!
 

Richard had been such a creep at university, insignificant and scrawny and most of the girls used to tease or belittle him; well he’d somehow deserved it! 
 

But he had always been smart and very clever; he seemed to attract money to him like a gift and now he had an empire spanning all types of businesses. 
 

She had chosen Kevin at university because he had been cool and intelligent but now that was not the case, and most definitely not in financial matters.
 

Her husband, unfortunately for her, was ordinary; very ordinary indeed!
 

Richard held this annual dinner for his old university friends, purely and seemingly only to gloat over them, and she had heard strange, unheralded, unconfirmed rumours that some of her old girlfriends now worked for, and were sexually available to him. 
 

They had always refused his previous invitations but he continued to send one annually, as if just to tempt and tease them to change their minds.
 

The whole seedy, dirty, scene regarding the man revolted her, but he was rich, and he liked her and…in her terror and desperation, she felt that just maybe he could help find an answer to her insoluble problems?
 

She turned the invitation over, looked at the prestigious address listed and whispered quietly to her husband, as if it was just an unimportant, throwaway comment.
 

“Let’s accept his request Kevin…just for once and… for the hell of it!” 
 

Eli knew that her agreement to attend would completely bamboozle him, given her previously open hatred towards the man, and she walked quickly away from him and into the kitchen before she could read the full shock in his face and then have to explain her reasoning as to why she had changed her normally, resolute mind.
 

They argued about it briefly but Eli, for her own obviously, hidden reasons, was insistent and historically she always got what she wanted with Kevin.
 

Therefore on Thursday night, and as specified on the splendid, gold inscribed summons, they were walking into Richard Jones’ mansion in the heights, overlooking Sydney harbour laid out for the whole world to admire, in all its’ glowing finery as the evening turned to darkness. 
 

Fern was nervous but she had wanted to look her best and had worn her shortest, blue dress and black lingerie that showed her elegant legs off to their fullest, devastating and most positive effect. 
 

Kevin had wanted to tell his wife not to display herself in this way but made a presumption for her reasons to dress so provocatively, and could see his wife’s decadent point in showing Richard what he could never have, even with all his money!
 

It gave him a certain amount of pleasure and satisfaction that not everything in life could be bought with a bagful of nefariously, gained riches.
 

Although the truth was he had no knowledge that this was how Richard had amassed his vast wealth but it made him feel better to think of him in this way!
 

The house was luxurious and impressive and the reception room was full of old friends; Eli forgot all her financial troubles for a few minutes and became a student again in her head, and gossiped and reminisced about the good old, university days. 
 

An exquisite smart man greeted her, he was dressed immaculately in a rich navy suit, and a sharp red tie; he was vital and erect with short, brown hair and deep green eyes and smiled at her invitingly. 
 

“Hi Eli…so glad you could come…you look great.”
 

Eli could not contain a gasp of surprise.
 

“Richard? You’ve…”
 

The man laughed and muttered in self deprecation.
 

“…Changed?”
 

He smiled again in false modesty as he winked, allowing one eyelid to confidently fall to cover his glinting, emerald eye.
 

“A little…but not too much.”
 

The flush of bright, red colour on her face informed both Eli and Richard that she had been caught off guard and, somewhat dazed by his demeanour and charm, she tried immediately to mask her disquiet and lack of balance. 
 

A gong sounded and vibrated as if to rescue her and, as if they were on a film set, the small crowd dissolved into an ornate, dining room where the table was laid out in magnificent, golden splendour and celebration.
 

Eli was seated next to Richard and she smiled at Kevin reassuringly, as she knew that he was only placing her there to aggravate and intimidate her husband; they had never gotten on that well in their previous associations.
 

But she could handle Richard, she always had and even though things had changed a lot she felt she knew exactly what she was doing! 
 

The courses and sumptuous meal, to her amusement and shock was served by pretty girls, dressed in various coloured leotards and tights, more colloquially recognised as bunny costumes, with  little fluffy white pompom tails, and small, furry, white ears.
 

It was only during the main course that Eli to her horror, suddenly realised that they were her old schoolmates as well! 
 

She recognised a friend called Kathy; she was wearing a white, tight, suit that gathered and showed her breasts and accentuated her plump rear and mound as she moved.
 

The outfit curved high on her hips and fell sharply into her bottom creating a perfect female sensual, sexual shape.
 

As she passed by Eli called out to her in recognition.
 

“Hi Kathy!” 
 

The girl looked directly towards Richard who nodded and smiled engagingly at her, but with absolute control and lacking the faintest trace of humour or warmth.
 

“It’s OK Kathy you can say hello to Eli but be quick…you’re on my time here!” 
 

The girl came and stood beside her, and Richard presumptuously stroked her nylon-clad leg as if she belonged to him, as she spoke gushingly to Eli.
 

It seemed to make the young woman uncomfortable and embarrassed; Eli was as well, for her, and she remembered what a bad time they had given Richard at university.
 

Kathy, like Eli, had been one of the most sought after girls, and they did give nerdy boys like Richard a tough and uncomfortable experience in, and on the fringes of, their company at that particular period of their lives.
 

In those Halcyon days it was considered an honour and a privilege for ordinary, young men such as Richard to be even seen with them!
 

They had not intended to be mean but they were young and stupid and only had time for, and wanted to be seen with, the most eligible males on campus.
 

Quickly Kathy made an excuse to leave and they both seemed grateful for their separation and, the sexily clad girl looked and addressed Richard deferentially and with some trepidation, before she scurried back to her servile work
 

“I’ve got to run Eli…we’ll catch up soon…sorry Richard!”
 

Eli thought she knew all of the four girls serving but was not quite sure, and after her brief conversation with her former classmate the other young women did not make eye contact with her, and were extremely diligent and professional in their duties. 
 

They also looked stunningly feminine and beautiful and it intrigued her that Richard could wield such authority and she asked him directly what was beguiling her mind.
 

“How did you get them all to work for you Richard?”
 

He smiled at her like a Machiavellian, cunning, green eyed fox. 
 

“Everyone needs something…normally money…so we reach an agreement that everyone is happy with…look their husbands are sitting around the table…so everyone gets what they want!”
 

Eli was still utterly confused.
 

“But…how?  What?”
 

He wiped the trace of a crumb from her brightly coloured lips and Eli saw her own husband look at her in crimson fury, and it made her stomach complete a strange, backwards flip.
 

“No more questions Eli…”
 

His translucent globes focussed on her suddenly and it made her gasp and feel very vulnerable.
 

“…Why are you here Eli…what is it that you want? You have never accepted my invitations before!”
 

His eyes focussed directly into her dark windmills and bore into the very centre of her being.
 

“Have you been gambling again?”
 

She flushed and blushed scarlet and he seemed to know her predicament incisively, instinctively and immediately, as he laughed at her.
 

“You have… you Silly Girl!”
 

Her legs turned to jelly and she looked at him pathetically. 
 

“How did you know?”
 

He smiled at her and chuckled again and revealed a small indication of his knowledge and power.
 

“It was my club in which you lost all that money Eli!”
 

She felt herself go white, looked at her husband in panic then back at this enigmatic, well-informed, man. 
 

“I need to talk to you!”
 

Richard had been confident before with her, but now he was supercilious and utterly superior, as if he knew that he had her!
 

“Soon Eli…soon…now enjoy your dessert.”
 

But she had lost her appetite, could no longer eat and it seemed like an eternity before she was led into a rear office with him; she crossed her stocking clad legs, as if somehow to protect herself, reposed elegantly, on a small, black leather couch opposite him and tried to relax. 
 

However, she nearly fainted when her husband Kevin walked in to join them but kept quiet until the three of them were seated, and then listened anxiously as Richard began to speak.
 

“I believe in being honest and straightforward so please tell Kevin what you are doing here and what your problem is Eli!”
 

She was immediately, struck dumb and the man coaxed her gently as if she was a lame, helpless, mute animal.
 

“Eli please…the truth is always better than lies and deception…it is not so terrible what you have done! Please tell him!” 
 

She shook her head but then blurted out and cried in real shame and terror at her seated, shocked, traumatised husband. 
 

“I’ve lost $50,000.00 in the casino…!” 
 

Tears that had been forming and welling in her eyes were now flowing down her cheeks, her life partner sat back and his normally pale face went ashen as she went on.
 

 “…We’re ruined!”
 

Kevin looked stunned and could only open and close his mouth like some demented fish trying to hang on to life outside his normal, safe, watery environment.
 

Richard sat back and let the voluminous silence devour Eli and her spouse then, he spoke softly and with devilish purpose.
 

“Look…$50,000.00 is a lot of money but…”
 

He smiled serenely and innocently.
 

“…I look after my old friends and am prepared to give you the money…on one, small condition.”
 

Eli gushed at him, only desperate for an answer to her terrible, devastating, irreparable situation.
 

“What’s that?”
 

He continued slowly as if measuring each word for its’ full effect.
 

“I want to have you in my employ for 24 hours Eli…”
 

He chuckled demonically.
 

“…Completely in my employ…I will do with you as I wish…and… I want Kevin’s blessing.”
 

Eli’s husband could not contain himself any longer and screamed at him in unbridled, fearsome rage.
 

“Fuck you…Richard…fuck you…you were always a wanker at Uni’ and now you’re even a bigger wanker…fuck you!”    
 

He waited for Eli to join his tirade but she kept unnervingly still and quiet, and he stared at her in ire and frustration for a response.
 

“Tell him Eli…he’s not going to have you…he’ll fuck you…his dirty, little hands will have you…no… no… no!”
 

Eli looked at her husband and whispered shameful words to him.
 

“It’s only 24 hours Kevin…you know that I… did things for him before…so I know him…what’s a quick fuck… then we’ll be… us again!”
 

Kevin cried, moaned and wailed in disbelief.
 

“No Eli, I forbid it…No!” 
 

But his partner sat unmoved and Kevin could quickly see, to his revulsion, sorrow and sadness that his pretty, headstrong wife had made her mind up.
 

But there was worse to come as the dominant man turned the unfair screw of life for him.
 

“I need your permission Kevin…that’s part of my fee…payback for university time…give me permission to have your wife for $50,000!”
 

Kevin looked away towards the red, velvet drapes and kept stony silent but Eli sidled up to him on the chair and touched his shaking hand. 
 

“Trust me Darling…we don’t want to lose the apartment…trust me!”
 

Kevin still shook his head but was persuaded and seduced by her entreaties and reassurances and eventually stuttered, helplessly and weakly. 
 

“Y…Y…you have it… you have my permission… you Bastard!”
 

The man laughed in insufferable glee and clapped his hands in celebration.
 

“Good…now go and enjoy the rest of the evening and I’ll expect Eli at 6p.m tomorrow…bring her yourself Kevin…I want you to hand her over to my care, personally.”
 

They left the room and the house soon after, as they both had lost their spirit and energy for further badinage and company; they did not speak until they were in the safety of their own flat and then the large, pristine bed.
 

Eli immediately tried to calm and reassure him.
 

“It’s only one day…Kevin…don’t fret so…it’ll be fine then we’ll be clear.”
 

His face was however foully twisted in pain, disgust and confusion.
 

“But I can see him fucking you Eli…in my head…like some whore…you’re just a Cheap …Whore Eli!”
 

She somehow suddenly sensed a deviant, rising excitement in him, and sure enough to her shock, he moved urgently on top of her open body and thrust his erection crudely inside her aroused, wet vagina and, as he moved his hips in his crude passion, his mouth spoke only of his indecent, unworthy, demented thoughts.
 

“He’s going to fuck you Eli…you Dirty Whore…fuck you…up here…ohhh!”
 

She felt his release and realised it was almost the first time they had had proper, penetrative sex for months; normally he would climax almost before he was inside her.
 

Her voice whispered to him dryly and with distaste as if their problems were all his fault.
 

 “Turns you on though Kevin, doesn’t it?” 
 

Her body drew away from him in disdain as if he repulsed her, but privately she was strangely calm about the turn of events, as if she instinctively had been expecting it. 
 

It was to be just some sex with Richard, her debts would be clear and she could get back to their usual routine.
 

But unnervingly with everything that was going on in her world, she was wondering what normal was anymore? 
 

Her life was suddenly all so confusing; she felt her husband’s sperm inside her then shivered and felt her body pulse darkly and deviantly, at the thought of her unknown obligations tomorrow to the wealthy, wicked Richard.
 

It was impossible for her to understand as things were becoming so complicated, unbalanced and out of her control but, as she felt her very skin seem to buzz with unusual energy, she knew it was sordid, disgusting, but somehow enticingly exhilarating as well.
 

It was definitely exciting and possibly verging on, intoxicating!
 

She worked all day in an agitated and stressed state and, although Kevin finished especially early, with the build up of traffic at that time of night, they still arrived at Richard’s house a few minutes late. 
 

He opened the main door to his home and personally led them into the grand, reception hall and proceeded to scold Kevin sharply in his annoyance and irritation. 
 

“She’s 10 minutes late… which will cost you another 2 hours…now please help her remove her clothes…I don’t want her in all her work trash!” 
 

Neither of them moved and Eli was about to ague about the extra time penalty, but she immediately considered her precarious, financial position, thought about the money she owed and slipped off her jacket, then her long, black, work skirt and handed them to Kevin.
 

She snapped at him in her agitation as wishing to blame someone for the perilous and helpless position she found herself in.
 

“Help me with my bra Stupid!” 
 

Her husband obliged and soon she was standing completely naked, apart from a slim, blue, pair of tight knickers around her pulsating mound. 
 

She stood proudly erect and tried her best not to be intimidated by her humiliating ordeal, whilst Richard watched them and barked his orders; there were obviously to be no niceties today!
 

“Everything removed Eli! Kevin…peel her panties down and off her…slowly!” 
 

Eli’s husband flinched but obediently kneeled before his wife, and rolled down the underwear to reveal her thick, brown bush, covering her plump, vaginal, rounded shape.
 

She now truly felt her nakedness, her helplessness and exposure, and looked down at the floor in her shame; in fact she gazed anywhere but at Richard’s pompous, engaged face.
 

But she was a mere chattel and servant now, seemingly bought and paid for, and she had to listen as her new temporary master spoke quietly but firmly
 

“Good …now hand her to me Kevin…gently…I’m in charge of her now!”
 

Kevin passed Eli’s petite, trembling, shaking fingers to Richard and he tried not to look at his nude wife as this horrible, supercilious man took her towards the stairs that no doubt led up towards the bedrooms.
 

His affluent tormentor smiled at him in utter contempt and superiority. 
 

“We’ll see you at 8p.m tomorrow…bring a robe…I will return her to you as naked as she is now and… with the money!”
 

Kevin finally watched his wife’s pert, fleshy bottom disappear up the winding staircase and sadly walked out of the grandiose, front entrance. 
 

He detested what he was doing, hated that horrible Richard and hated that he was going to fuck his precious, lovely wife; but most of all he loathed the fact that he had a hard on from the second he had helped remove her clothes and given her away!
 

He got into the car drove down the road and, to his eternal shame, had to remove his aching penis from his trousers and disgustingly masturbate to completion all over them, before he could continue! 
 

It was as if an overwhelming urge had overtaken him and compelled him to do so, and diabolically it seemed the only way to release and relieve his sickening arousal, and deviant excitement and frustration to this unforeseen circumstance.
 

When he was sated and spent, and had dirtily and foully climaxed his sticky seed over his clothes, he felt more disturbed and mortified than at any time in his life!
 

Eli felt her whole body trembling as she let herself be guided lightly by the hand, into a large elegant, white bedroom where she sat on the spotless duvet and looked weakly and expectantly at Richard.
 

She tried to sound courageous but it was just bravado.
 

“Come and… fuck me then…that’s what you want…get it over with…you Creep!”
 

Richard moved towards her and she jumped in her turmoil as his soft hand touched her back and he chuckled softly but spoke with a barbed, almost menacing edge.  
 

“Don’t be in such a rush Eli…and don’t be rude…or the deal’s off…do you understand?”
 

She was trembling with a fusion and concoction of mixed, confused, unrecognisable, unmanageable emotions
 

“Yes…I’m sorry…I’m nervous…what do you want me to do?”
 

He stroked her short, soft, black hair.
 

“There’s an outfit in the cupboard…put it on…you can serve dinner tonight.”
 

Eli jumped again as he lightly removed his hand from her body, left her side and moved towards the door. 
 

“I expect you downstairs in 20 minutes…look your very best Eli…I expect my staff to be well presented and professional!”
 

The door closed and Eli rose, still shaking and opened the dark, oak cupboard; hanging there was a beautiful black leotard with gold braid and a small gold tail on the seat, a pair of silk black pantyhose, a divine black and gold choker and a little, cute, pill box hat. 
 

She remembered Kathy from last night; she was to be one of Richard girls now…but reassuringly for her, just for one day!       
 

The pantyhose were the finest silk and nylon and they simply flowed sensually up her legs then around her hips; she was not wearing knickers and, as she pulled them tight up against her crotch, she suddenly received an unrecognisable rush of dark excitement and adrenaline. 
 

She looked in the mirror and saw her brown, bushy hair under the fine, heavenly material and felt her feminine sexuality, pulse. 
 

Gingerly she stepped into the open holes of the pretty leotard, pulled it up and drew the straps over her shoulders until the suit clung to her tightly around her mound and her small ass; she then tweaked the small, fluffy tail on her bottom fondly with her fingers, as if she somehow, peculiarly, liked it! 
 

The choker was clipped around her neck; she then placed the small hat at an angle on her soft head and pulled the spring wire holding it under her chin.
 

Eli glanced into the mirror again and ran her hands through her hair under the hat until everything was just right and perfect. 
 

Her image looked sexy and she hated the fact that she felt sexy; she shuddered as she had been so determined that she would not enjoy this experience. 
 

She was absolutely determined not to! 
 

However all the silver surfaces all around her drew her attention constantly and she could not stop looking at her reflection and disarmingly she indeed appeared so… wonderful! 
 

It was hard to feel dispassionate and she did the finishing touches to her make-up,  had one final admiring glance at her reflected image and went downstairs feeling the tight, clingy suit fit her like a leather glove and exactly as she had been instructed. 
 

She felt strange: it was like she was in a play, in costume and she adored the way the snug outfit clung to her, making each step she took, arousing, sensuous, sexual and elegant.
 

Richard was dressed in a sombre grey suit and black shirt and he hardly appeared to notice her at all when she walked in to him.
 

She felt almost slighted as she had gone to such an effort to dress the part he wanted her to portray, and she stood meekly to attention before him as he walked around and inspected her as if she was farm stock!
 

“Serve the drinks and the dinner…my guests are important…no talking and… if I want you, touch you…comply…do you understand?”
 

He moved closely beside her suddenly, and let a finger run over her smooth costume, from the tip of her breasts to the very centre of her womanly rise of pleasure.
 

She tried not to moan as he touched her so teasingly and presumptively but it was impossible for her to suppress her excitement completely, and flushed brightly at him.
 

“Yes Richard I won’t let you down!”
 

He smiled then depressed his finger a little harder directly on the spot where her clitoris was, and she almost squealed but bit her painted lip instead, as he spoke.
 

“By the way Eli…the outfit really suits you…you look beautiful.”
 

In spite of her frustrations and deep set embarrassment, she blushed and tried not to look into the man’s deep, green eyes and somehow disappointingly for her, he removed his hand and the faint pressure from her pulsating body.  
 

She was ushered into the kitchen and the chef, adorned in formal white regalia, handed her a tray full of 7 fluted, pink, champagne glasses; she was told to go to the sitting room where the diners had arrived. 
 

Eli served everyone drinks as if she had been a waitress all her life, and kept a constant liquid supply available to everyone. 
 

The only girl serving or on duty was her, and she waitressed expertly through dinner and noticed that some of the gentlemen guests would give her pretty bottom or tail a friendly tap as she leant over them. 
 

She wanted to object but caught an occasional, telling glance from Richard, held her tongue and normal temper, and unusually for her, said nothing; nothing at all!
 

Finally the meal was over and one of the guests, a large chubby man with small spectacles on his flushed, rounded face, presumably from too much alcohol, mumbled and complimented his host on his exemplary generosity.
 

“…And I must say Richard…what a spectacular way you have of serving food…”
 

He stared intently at Eli.
 

“She was truly excellent both in her service and…if you do not mind me being forward Sir…in her undeniable beauty.”
 

Richard smiled and beckoned Eli forward, who could not contain a real blush of abashment and strange pleasure at the compliment; it had been so long since she was admired just for her womanly charms. 
 

“Your public have thanked you Eli…please give them a gesture of appreciation back.”
 

Eli curtsied elegantly but childishly in false glee, and the small gathering of ladies and gentlemen clapped her politely as one of the older women questioned him.
 

“Where did you find such a girl Richard?”
 

The odious man smiled in juvenile mischief
 

“Oh Eli and I go back a long way…this is her way of helping me out.”
 

He reached out and drew her close by his side as if they were more than best friends, and stroked her soft pompom on her bottom firmly and laughed in delight.
 

“These outfits bring out the wicked side in her!”
 

The woman that asked the query, giggled as if she was a silly, inane girl.  
 

“If I had a figure like hers’ I’d be very naughty as well…I don’t think I could even squeeze into a costume like that, even a large size!”
 

The whole table went into mild hysteria at the thought of the grand woman dressed in a bunny costume and, after further drinks in the drawing room, the guests left and the formal part of the evening was over. 
 

Eli felt numb; she was so embarrassed but mercurially alive, showing her body in this way and being played with and laughed at, like some mere inert, sexual object.
 

But as well as being demeaning, there was something also so privately and tantalisingly delicious about dressing up and parading.  
 

She knew however, that Richard was having his own back on her for not choosing him at university, getting revenge on all the girls that snubbed him! 
 

She wanted to scream, to leave but she had to focus on the money and debts and somehow just needed to be patient, grit her teeth, suffer and get through this nightmare.
 

Richard came to her after his last acquaintance had left and kissed her gently on her aromatic, shiny short hair. 
 

“Thank you Eli you were excellent…drink this!”
 

He handed her a large, elegant crystal glass of champagne and she sipped it nervously then stared at him in apprehension and trepidation as he smiled at her with intent.
 

“My room is up on the right…having a shower and there is a gown for you to put on behind the door…then some perfume…I want you to smell as divinely as you look…then get into my bed and I will be with you shortly.”
 

Eli quaffed the bubbling wine quickly, sensing the alcohol settle and confuse her equally, but in truth it did little to quell her distress or unease.
 

Her small, dainty steps took her up the stairs and she entered Richard’s bedroom where a large, four-poster bed with white linen, covers centred the room and she looked at it sadly and with real vexation. 
 

Was she just going to lie in this man’s bed and wait for him to come and fuck her? It seemed such an awful, dishonourable and bizarre thing to do!       
 

She removed the divisive costume and hung it on the wall and she washed her body profusely in the nearby en-suite bathroom noticing how disturbed, sweaty and sticky she was. 
 

An array of perfume was laid out on a small, French dressing table and she tested them all and sprayed herself with the most expensive fragrance available 
 

There was a short, white slip hanging on the back of the door as she had been informed, and she drew the lingerie over her head and felt the perfect silk, caress her skin.
 

It was impossible not to notice her reflections in the mirrors all around her, and she so wanted to see how she appeared as she suddenly seemed to be fascinated with her new provocative image and salacious persona. 
 

Eli cut a dazzling figure; she had no underwear on and although she tried to stop them, she could feel her sexual lips weeping with base, womanly desire and expectation. 
 

She knew that Richard, the Bastard, was going to put his flesh tightly inside her, then take her and fuck her and, in spite of her refined, moralistic centre and propriety, she could feel her primal expectation and libido already leaping and rising.
 

She brushed her hair again until in gleamed, and walked silently into the main bedroom then slipped between the man’s crisp, pristine, linen sheets. 
 

It felt so good to be lying down; she knew that after tonight her money troubles would be over and she could return to normal; she decided that she would give herself to Richard fully, but reluctantly, enjoy the sex as best she could under the circumstances, and on her own shaky terms.
 

The door glided open silently and her new master strode purposely in; he threw his clothes onto a chair and suddenly his warm body was beside her in the large, expansive bed. 
 

He waited for no invitation before he placed his hands on her flat belly, then her bottom and let them play with her perfect back and the arched descent of her delicately, curved spine.
 

His voice was a cross between an entreaty and a whisper.
 

“Eli…I’ve thought about this for so long…since you jerked me off at Uni’…”
 

He laughed with cruel, warped irony.
 

“… For just a few dollars and now I can do with you as I wish!”
 

She tried to defend her questionable honour, and hissed at him in sharp reply.
 

“Just tonight you Bastard…just tonight!”
 

He mumbled and squeezed one of her hard, tiny, pink, incredibly reactive nipples
 

“Maybe…and perhaps you just want to be a Whore!”
 

Before Eli could respond she felt his hand on her vagina and whimpered as he pushed against her giving wetness; his fingers were like electric buttons and she groaned and squirmed as he writhingly brought her unbelievably, and expertly to one orgasm and climax after another.
 

His mouth was constantly on her nipples and breasts, in urgent sucking and licking motions, and she reached out and her own hand found his stiff, hard cock. 
 

She held it instinctively, only grateful for something sexual, tactile and masculine to feel, press and squeeze as her own body dissolved into unprecedented bliss.
 

Richard played with her for hours, taking command of her, but not wishing to lay over her and place himself within her taut, hidden passages, and when he sensed that she was completely spent he stroked her back and whispered to her. 
 

“Jerk me off now Eli…my turn to come!”
 

She slid down the bed and looked at the large, impressive, solid, thick erection in front of her; it was about 7 inches long and circumcised. 
 

She let her hand and fingers run along its blue veined, length and pulsed in primitive reflex as it jerked to her investigative, insistent touch. 
 

Her senses were in overdrive, she could not ever remember being so relaxed and satisfied with any man; very naturally and without thinking, she bent her head and took the tip of the stiff flesh in her salivating mouth.
 

She had never given or offered oral sex to anyone but now she felt that she wanted to, and Richard stroked the slim, dark crevice of her ass as she pleasured him. 
 

“Suck it Eli…harder…God you give good head Baby…harder…good… mmm… I’m going to come…put your hands under my balls Eli…Good Girl…you Dirty…Girl!”
 

Eli felt his seed cascade into her mouth and she gulped the slippery liquid down without hesitation; she suckled it as if not wishing to remove the rigidity from her recently, prurient mouth and finally lay her head on Richard’s smooth, flat belly and complained to him in bitter irony.
 

“You’re such a Sod Richard!”
 

He laughed softly and with some amusement.
 

“And you’re such a Whore Eli…how do you manage with old Kevin…no money and not to much down here either I’d bet!”
 

Eli wanted to defend her husband but Richard’s fingers were between her legs again, she had not the strength to argue, and just gasped pathetically at him.
 

“Why don’t you fuck me Richard?”
 

He spoke pointedly and devilishly.
 

“Because the fun, knows that I can! And I want you to come to me after I let you go and ask to…be my…fuck bunny!”
 

Eli groaned, sensing another climax was so inevitably close.
 

“I’ll never do that…never, never, never!”
 

Her brain descended into a mass of flashing, blinding colours; she groaned and collapsed ever more tiredly beside him and into his surprisingly, toned muscular arms, as he had obviously been working out.
 

She felt warm and relaxed, strangely comfortable and instinctively she placed one arm around his chest and let the other fall to cover his limp manhood and he murmured in satisfaction to her entreaties.
 

“I always remember when you jerked me off for $300.00 Eli…it always turned me on…you were so innocent!”
 

She felt his cock begin to twitch as he talked about her historical night of shame so long ago, and she just listened as he went humiliatingly on.
 

“And now you’re in my bed…”
 

Eli was searching for her pride and snapped back at him.
 

“But for a lot more money!”
 

He laughed out loud.
 

“That’s just the amount, the principle’s the same Eli…but all you girls that gave me such a hard time are all so similar…I’ve had most of you now!”
 

Eli felt most ashamed that she’d let herself sink so low and she went to remove her hand from his hardening, pleasing penis.
 

“Don’t do that Eli…I like it…I’m getting turned on just thinking about what’s running through your mind…is he going to fuck me? I bet you’d like me to fuck you Eli…fill you full of sperm…maybe impregnate you?”
 

His fingers found her wetness again and she whimpered weakly; she hated feeling so helpless but there was something so wonderful about it as well, and his cock was becoming so rigid again, and she squeezed it aggressively and with passion.
 

“Yes, fuck me Richard…fuck me…please…I can’t bear it!”
 

He seemed just to want only, to tease and play with her though.
 

“No not yet Eli; not just yet!” 
 

He soothed and toyed with her body in equal measure for seemingly, endless hours until finally she reached another peak and the aching, nagging, delicious tension inside her subsided.
 

In all of her life she had never felt so fulfilled or sexually contented, his erection was still solid and she sat on his legs and let her hands stroke and enjoy it.
 

She kneeled directly over him and let the tip of his erect cock find the narrow, slick gateway to the slippery, needy wetness between her thighs. 
 

“Just let me put it inside Richard!”
 

He looked at her and shook his handsome head. 
 

“No Eli when I fuck you… you will belong to me…be my fuck bunny…your husband will never touch you again without my permission…he will recognise me as being the better man!”
 

Eli looked at him with disbelief, hatred and in undisguised horror and as if he was mad. 
 

“You’re evil Richard…just evil…I’m going tomorrow and… you’ll never see me again!”
 

She felt her hips rocking backwards and forwards on top of him and hated how her libido and primal craving betrayed her. 
 

Her fingers pulled at his cock and Richard pulsed like a dam that was on the very point of bursting and releasing its’ pent up force, and he sensed her craving.
 

“Just imagine that all inside you Eli…filling you…you want a baby…my baby?”
 

She gasped in denial of all of this.
 

“No…no…no!” 
 

Her previously refined mind grunted and groaned, but instinctively, she dirtily placed her mouth and soft lips over the tip of his stiffness just before it released and spurted out his rich, slimy, virile cream.
 

She felt as if she was part of him, the sexual interaction had been overwhelming, and the fact that he had pleasured her without taking and fucking her was intoxicating and ever more unnerving for her. 
 

Her mind and spirit were fatigued and she turned away from him in exhaustion, slept and dreamt of Kevin watching her and of the goddess Aphrodite smiling, beaming light and mockingly, laughing at her!
 

She awoke early and felt her hand on her sleeping partner. 
 

He was still dreaming and she looked at him in the soft, early dawn’s, luminescence; Richard was lean and now amazingly handsome, his legs had a soft down of hair and his stomach and chest were tight and without a trace of fat. 
 

His penis was half-erect and it was surrounded by thick, dark hair and it dangled loosely in front of two, large, full masculine sacs. 
 

She recalled what he said regarding him impregnating her, gazed at the soft pouches containing his sperm, and she felt her body and femininity pulse at the sordid thought of it! 
 

She had never wanted children but the vision and mere idea of her having this virile man pumping his seed inside her, appealed and filled her with undeniable lust.
 

Eli had been on the pill for years but resolved, in her compulsive insanity, to come off it as soon as she left this house. 
 

Her thoughts wavered and twisted as if they were being buffeted by a breeze, she listened to her mental processes and shook herself; she was married, what was she doing having these types of bizarre fantasies?
 

But instinctively her hand cupped his balls and her lips began to tease his cock once more until it was rigid and she suddenly recognised she was becoming more involved, seduced and engaged with this new oral adventure than she had realised.
 

The fact that she liked giving head to him was patently undeniable! 
 

She didn’t know why she was so horny but Richard let her play until she had brought him to a climax, and her face and body were covered with his potent, enticing, pungent, seed again.    
 

He rose without talking to her and looked at the bright, yellow, digital clock.
 

“It’s 6.45am Eli get up and go to work,”
 

She looked at him as if constantly shocked. 
 

“But the deal…you said a full 24 hours…I was going to cry off sick!”
 

He was sharp, precise and matter of fact.
 

“No Eli, go to work…work is work and fun is…well… fun! There’s a ladies, business suit in the cupboard. Be back here at 5.30p.m and you can either go back to Kevin at 8p.m, or come with me to the casino and have some more… fun…make your own arrangements or excuses with Kevin!”
 

She stuttered unsure what to do or say.
 

“Bbbbut…but…the deal?”
 

He looked at her innocently and whispered softly. 
 

“The deal is now concluded.” 
 

He was fully dressed now, in a dark shirt and casual trousers; he threw her a thick, white envelope and smiled without warmth. 
 

“Inside is $55,000.00…the money we agreed and $5,000 extra for you to buy a dress for tonight and give you a stake at the tables…tell me what you want to do at 5.30p.m!”
 

Eli answered immediately and quickly; perhaps too quickly!
 

“I’ll go back with my husband at 8p.m!”
 

He shrugged as if disinterested.
 

“Tell me at 5.30p.m and if that is so then you must give me the extra money back…there’s breakfast for you downstairs…have a good day!”
 

He left and Eli stretched out in the bed and breathed deeply; her trauma and torment was finally, almost over and concluded.
 

She closed her eyes and suddenly realised that she had never had so much adventure, gratification and pleasure in a single evening. 
 

Also it was impossible to believe that Richard had insisted that she go to work…and let her off her sexual obligations so easily; he really was a Little Sod!
 

However she also knew that she would have done so much more for him if he had only wanted her to, and it made her shudder at the base, disgusting, shameful thought of it. 
 

Curiosity made her open the plumped up, white envelope and she poured out thick bundles of money, intently counted it and separated $5,000 dollars as if she already had a plan for it.
 

The small pile of green, divine paper caught her attention, inflamed her imagination and, she dangerously began to think about what it could provide for her? 
 

Her previously frustrated spirit luxuriated in the windfall and good fortune, it had been so long since she had bought a new dress and then to have a stake again without touching the money they so needed?
 

It was so, so fantastic and tempting to play the tables one last time and it seemed that it was already, tantalisingly irresistible to her!
 

Eli rose out of bed and looked at her reflection, her slip was covered in dried sperm and she looked scruffy and dishevelled. 
 

It appeared that she had been fucking all night but the constant ache in her vagina told her that she had not, and she showered to clean her crevices and skin, at the same time as crude and unworthy thoughts seemed to bounce about perversely to pollute her mind!
 

As Richard had informed her, some work clothes had been provided in the cupboard, and she put the navy suit on in wonderment at Richard’s attention to detail, and reused the array of perfumes from her choices of last night.
 

The reserved $5,000 was placed safely into her wallet and she held onto the envelope full of the remaining money extremely tightly, as if it would slip from her grasp and place her in trouble once more! 
 

She only had orange juice and toast from the breakfast table and dialled Kevin from her cell phone as she entered the taxi, provided to take her to her work.
 

“Hi it’s me…yeah I’m fine…meet me outside reception at the hospital in 10 minutes…I’ve got the money…yeah he was fine…see you!”
 

Her husband was awaiting her when she arrived and thrust the envelope unceremoniously into his clammy hands and whispered unfeelingly cruelly to him.
 

“Don’t pick me up tonight Kevin!”
 

He gasped at her in disbelief.
 

“What?”
 

She lied proficiently.
 

“Look I can’t explain…but something important has come up for Richard…I’ll see you at the house tomorrow morning…can’t explain…love you…see you later!”
 

Eli kissed him on his forehead and rapidly escaped into the sanctuary of the hospital dispensary where thankfully he could not gain access and interrogate her. 
 

It was hard for her to believe what she’d done, but she desperately wanted to go with Richard that evening to the casino and that was her sole, immoral, priority.
 

She dwelt on her dilemma all morning, constantly changing her opinion about what she should do, however, as if she truly knew her mind, she took the afternoon off her duties at the hospital to shop in an exclusive area of the city she would never normally visit because of the unreasonable price of the clothes.
 

But today she had real money, and she spent hours choosing a perfect, black number and accessories that she hoped Richard would appreciate. 
 

The dress was over $1,000 and the lingerie over $400; the pants and suspenders were exquisite, lace and silk and she felt herself blush and flush in delectation as she tried them on. 
 

As she admired her body in the mirror of the changing room, Eli understood that she privately and perversely wanted him to take them off her and fuck her. 
 

She craved him to fill her belly full of his seed and, as she lounged in the beauty parlour, having her nails preened, and body waxed and pampered, her daydreams were about his wonderful physicality and his fabulous wealth.
 

It appeared to her the two things were indivisible, connected and utterly desirable and compelling for her.    
 

She spent the money as if it were nothing, it was as if this was the exclusive life she felt she was born for, a world of privilege in which she was to be, feted, served and waited upon. 
 

Kevin kept ringing her on her mobile but she ignored the calls as she had clearly made her decision; it seemed that there was little more to discuss!
 

Eli was seated in Richard’s lounge when he returned at 5.30pm exactly, and she sipped her champagne elegantly as he came in and smiled at her. 
 

“Good day Eli…by the way I’m taking Linda tonight…you said you didn’t want to go!”
 

Eli spluttered into her sparkling, drink in consternation and dismay.
 

 “No…you can’t…I want to go…please!”
 

She leapt up as if to demonstrate her longing. 
 

“Please Richard…I’ve bought an outfit…Please.”
 

He stroked her hair, then gently pushed her down to her knees, before his covered crotch and mumbled suggestively. 
 

“Persuade me Eli.”
 

She needed no coaxing or other inducements; she removed his penis in a second, and began to suck his instantly, expanding flesh and begged him submissively.
 

“Please…please…please Richard…just tonight…I’ve told Kevin…he understands!”
 

He stretched back and laughed at her desperation and lack of pride.
 “That I’m the better man?”
 

Her mouth gave coarse, crude testimony to her answer.
 

“I don’t suck his cock!” 
 

Her head moved along his elongated flesh expertly and he savoured her capitulation and depravity.
 

“I’m coming Eli…open wide…good…”
 

He ejaculated huge volumes of white, salty but sweet liquid into her and she did not release him until he was completely spent and he laughed out at her in his mischief.
 

“I was only joking about Linda by the way; it’s your night tonight Eli!”
 

She looked up at him and groaned at his trick and deception. 
 

“You’re such a Bugger Richard!”
 

But she laughed at his joke, they quaffed more champagne and it was not long before she had showered again and dressed in her new exquisite clothes.
 

Richard whistled when he saw her, and she twirled to show off her new outfit then danced beside him excitedly and whispered enticingly.
 

“I’ve bought a treat for you Richard!”
 

He smiled commandingly.
 

“Then show me Eli.”
 

She raised the hem of her short black dress and showed him her new underwear, stockings and suspenders as if she were a child showing off to her boyfriend at kindergarten.
 

He touched the front of her knickers and she hardly suppressed her moan of agitation and pleasure. 
 

“Very nice Eli…but I’m still not fucking you…you know what you have to do to make that happen.”
 

She grunted and snapped in her frustration.
 

“Be your fuck bunny…very tasteful…I’m worth more than that Richard!”
 

He was ambivalent to her, as always.
 

“That’s your choice Eli but let me tell you… as soon as I start fucking you your legs are never going to be closed…you’re going to be full of my seed and come…”
 

He chuckled wickedly.
 

“…And maybe some friends of mine!”
 

She hissed at him angrily; he was always just so horrible to her!
 

“Forget it Richard…I’ll suck you off all night and then we’ll part…OK?”
 

He nodded in agreement.
 

“No problem…let’s go and enjoy the evening.”   
 

Eli’s anger lasted momentarily, the sexual ache between her thighs was a far worse, raging tension and she kept thinking about what he’d said to her. 
 

It was unfathomable as to why the thought of this man fucking her turn her on so much? 
 

She desperately wanted to surrender to him completely but could not face the prospect of doing so, as what would possibly then come afterwards?
 

A Rolls Royce took them to the casino, they ate at the very best table and Eli spent the whole night relishing playing, her favourite game of roulette. 
 

Luck seemingly was her friend tonight and it was past 2a.m before Richard could drag her away with only half of the winnings she had but 30 minutes previously. 
 

The chips were changed and she counted out the cash as they drove back to his house and whistled as if she was the one with all the money suddenly.
 

“$10,650…plus the $5,000 I started with…what an evening!”
 

She threw her arms around him in a large hug of appreciation and kissed his neck with emotive and wild passion. 
 

“Thank you Richard…it was just wonderful.”
 

She reached for his cock and he drew her hand away, chided and rebuked her. 
 

“Later Eli…try and be a Lady…not a Whore!”
 

The words stung her and she went quiet as Richard spoke into his phone about some business deal or other and she noticed how his mind was on the go all the time. 
 

When they arrived at his house her petty upset had been forgotten, and she kissed him again and mumbled in compliant weakness for him. 
 

“I did enjoy the evening Richard.”
 

He patted her leg and bottom condescendingly.
 

“Good Eli now run upstairs like a Good Girl, you can strip and let me have a look at all that expensive underwear I paid for!”
 

She giggled dementedly, did as instructed immediately, and when Richard came into the room she was standing upright by the bed and was dressed only in her stockings, suspenders and black, small, silk knickers.
 

He whispered at her earnestly and with some amusement.
 

“Eli you look like a Dirty Dream!”
 

She smiled as if he had paid her a compliment.
 

 “You paid for me so I guess I am…your Whore!”
 

She parted her legs and lowered her pants a little so he could see the tip of her vagina and her dark, pubic hair.
 

“Wouldn’t you like to fuck me?”
 

He smiled, appearing always so cool and in charge. 
 

“On my terms Eli…only then!
 

She shook her head in frustration but squealed childishly as she ran into his bed as if it was where she belonged.
 

“Well then I’ll give you the best blow job you’ve ever had for giving me such a good time Richard!”
 

In seconds his cock was in her lips and they spent the whole night devouring and pleasuring each other and Eli lost count of the number of times she climaxed to his intimate touch, and made him cover her with his sticky semen. 
 

She tried every womanly trick she knew to get him to take her, but he resisted her open invitations and, as the early morning light invaded their darkness, she realised that her adventure with him had finished.
 

They breakfasted in silence and Richard gave her an exquisite, gold, business card with his private number written and inscribed upon it. 
 

“If you change your mind then ring me but…it will be on my rules as I said.”
 

Eli looked at him regretfully and surprisingly sadly. 
 

“That will never happen, Richard!”
 

The man smiled, ate his cereal and within minutes Eli was in a taxi, in the work suit he had given her, her old clothes and new dress and accessories in a travelling bag, and over $10,000 in her purse!
 

She was happier and more enthused with life than she could ever remember.  
 

It was Saturday, there was no work today, Kevin was there to meet her at the flat as she arrived, and he threw his arms around her expressively and non-judgementally.
 

“I’ve missed you Darling…thank you for what you did for us!”
 

She kissed him back but felt none of the passion she had just experienced. 
 

“I need a shower Kevin…please.”
 

She let the water cleanse her but could still feel Richard all over her and emerged from the bathroom to find Kevin with nothing but his red shorts on and a pronounced, petite bulge inside them. 
 

He literally pounced on her in his lust, and in shock she fell back onto the bed as he pushed himself just inside her and, closing his eyes as if in some lewd fantasy, and began to jerk himself earnestly atop her. 
 

“You’ve been with him…fucking…God… you’ve …been fucking him…you’ve…been…”
 

He came disgustingly like some foul, base animal and she felt his seed weeping weakly inside her belly and she yelled at him in disbelief and fury.
 

“Kevin…off me… you Creep…get off!”
 

He withdrew from her and he could see the trauma in her face. 
 

“I’m sorry…sorry it’s been hard for me I’ve been thinking…”
 

Eli berated him coldly.
 

“Thinking too much…Richard was a gentleman…of sorts…that’s the last time you fuck me… without my permission Kevin… Richard wasn’t like that!”
 

Her husband muttered dementedly.
 

“What was he like?”
 

She was annoyed with him and it showed, and she let her irritated mouth run away with her.
 

“He was a better man than you!”
 

As if to prove her point her husband asked questions better left unspoken.
 

“How?”
 

Eli lost her patience completely.
 

“Enough…I’m going to do some shopping and go for a walk…and I’ll be out tonight so… cook your own tea!”
 

Eli was furious with him, but he had provided the available excuse she needed to revisit the casino after her relaxing sojourn; the money she had won was burning a hole in her purse and she remembered how much she had been in front the previous night. 
 

That evening, she broke-level and when she arrived home, her husband was waiting for her anxiously, apprehensively and apologetically.
 

“I’m sorry Eli…about this morning….”
 

She was too tired to argue or discuss.
 

“Forget it Kevin now, let’s go to sleep…I’m beat.”
 

However once again when they reached their marital bed her husband was all over her like a rash, as he whispered and muttered crudely.
 

“Tell me what he did to you Eli…tell me, tell me…? I don’t mind.”
 

She felt his erection pressing her thigh and turned on the sidelight angrily.
 

“I can see it turns you on… I don’t want to discuss it!”
 

Kevin was irritatingly insistent.
 

“Please tell me Eli…it’s driving me mad!”
 

She threw back the bedclothes, saw the timid bulge in his pyjamas and something inside her snapped.
 

“OK, OK you asked for it Kevin…”
 

She sat up and stared at him fiercely.
 

“Take you bottoms off…let’s see your little monster!”
 

To her surprise he did exactly as she told him, removed his pyjama trousers and stood by the bed with his little, trembling, infantile flesh pointing out from between his pale, thin thighs. 
 

Eli looked at his hard, little penis and he suddenly seemed weak and pathetic to her and less like a man than she ever realised.
 

“Don’t bring that horrible thing near me Kevin …”
 

Her dark eyes captured his once more.
 

“So you want me to tell you Darling… as it turns you on so much?”
 

He just looked at her blankly and coloured up purple and she chastised him.
 

“Well ask me!”
 

He groaned in humiliation but capitulated promptly.
 

“Please Eli…tell me I need to know!”
 

She exhaled, thought, waited and finally spoke. 
 

“He made me dress up in a bunny costume…like the girls were wearing that night…but black and gold…I served dinner…he put his hands on me as if he owned me… then…he took me to bed and he played with my…”
 

Her innocent face blushed, but not as much as his.
 

“…You know…until I came…then again…and again!”
 

She looked at her husband intently; his brown eyes were glazed and wild in wonder. 
 

“Go on Eli…what did he do to you then?”
 

She was consumed with her own sordid reminiscences now.
 

“I was so turned on with his teasing that I sucked his cock…over and over…I swallowed his sperm. I wanted him to fuck me so badly but he wouldn’t…”
 

Her husband was struck dumb and spellbound in his bemused, befuddled head and she screamed at him in her own madness.
 

“…He said that he was the better man and if he fucked me then I would be his to impregnate, to pass on to his friends; be a… Whore…”
 

Eli was so aroused now and saw her husband was as well.
 

“…Is this turning you on Kevin?”
 

Eli watched in confusion as he urgently took hold of his erect flesh and, jerked himself off disgracefully, until the sheets in front of her were stained with his undignified show of producing thin, weak sperm.
 

Perversely she now felt herself being turned on, and as her husband lay flat on their bed to recover, she kneeled over her his tormented face and muttered viciously.
 

“Lick me you Stupid Boy…this is all you’re good for now!”
 

In her previous, promiscuous past Eli had experienced men and women bringing her off like this, and she now desperately needed Kevin to suck her thin, sensitive, sexual line and folds of sodden flesh with his soft, pink, wet tongue until she found her release.
 

She pressed down on him with her hips, quickly climaxed and as she did so she grunted, vibrated and trembled and she sat heavily on his face in her prurient satisfaction and confusion.
 

“Now don’t ask me about it again…OK?”
 

He nodded with his mouth dripping and they separated, then both slept immediately and their lives seemed to change forever from this indecent point. 
 

Things seemed and appeared the same; where they would live and work but in the evenings Eli would go to the casino alone, and at night Kevin would press her to tell him more about what she had done with the dreadful Richard.
 

Eli still cared for Kevin, but she had lost respect for him and began to see him more and more as less of a man and a husband!
 

Strangely she enjoyed relating the tales of her debauchery and watching how it excited him, but would not allow him to touch her anymore and she would only let him relieve himself to her perverse stories. 
 

Eli constantly marvelled at his new sex drive in this deviant arrangement, as when they had been a normal couple he had such a repressed libido that they hardly had sex at all! 
 

Also for some reason she suddenly enjoyed the new evolving power she had over him, and she would only allow him to provide oral relief for her as she wished or demanded; anything else seemed uninteresting and unacceptable.
 

On one occasion at the casino Eli saw Richard; he was with a beautiful woman and he acknowledged her but they did not speak. 
 

His date was strikingly attractive and Eli felt an intense pang of jealously, but she tried to wash the feeling off her shoulders, as she did not wish to return to him on his crazy, outrageous, obtuse terms.
 

The gambling for her was nightly, obsessive and continuous, it took over her life and to her horror within a fortnight she was back in debt.
 

It was not as yet to the same amount she had owed previously, but she realised that this existence could not continue or be sustained.
 

Eli found that she looked at the gold card in her bag with Richard’s number on more and more, and knew that she wanted to be with him; she longed for and craved the lifestyle he could supply and a man who could take charge of her. 
 

Terribly she also desired and yearned for him to have her and to fuck her, seemingly whatever the consequences would be! 
 

Since the nights she had spent with him she had felt her sexual urges growing inside her, and the deviant direction and disintegration of the relationship with her husband only made matters worse. 
 

She sat down with Kevin that evening, spoke to him softly but seriously, and as calmly and empathetically as she possibly could.
 

“We need to part Kevin…I won’t live like this anymore…I can’t get Richard out of my mind…I think I want to be with him.”
 

His face dropped in demonstrable pain and sadness. 
 

“Then he is the better man.”
 

Eli felt uncomfortable but still had little sympathy for him now.
 

“He is for me Kevin…he makes me feel like a woman…I need his strength…”
 

Her husband still had his wits however and spoke to her bitterly.
 

“And his money and his…” 
 

But his wife had no more shame or regret.
 

“Yes Kevin…his money…and his big cock, so I can lead the full life I deserve…no scrimping anymore.”
 

The spite between them was so palpable they could almost touch and feel it.
 

“So you’ll be his Whore?”
 

She laughed at his assumption that the word could sting her.
 

“Yes I will Kevin…whatever he wants…and I’ll enjoy it…so you and I have to finish…I don’t want to hurt you anymore!”
 

He went silent for a moment then whispered shyly, words to shock her to her foundation.
 

“What if I accept the situation Eli?”
 

Her dark eyes flashed in utter confusion.
 

“Accept him fucking me? Using me whenever he wants? Impregnating me…you can never accept that Kevin…surely?”
 

He groaned pathetically in his emotional hell.
 

“I can do that Eli…I can!”
 

She saw the fanatical look in his eyes and the small bulge in his trousers and she felt strangely excited and elated; it was as if she could have her cake and eat it as well, and she humiliated her hapless husband ever further. 
 

“Say that Richard is the better man and you’re happy that he will fill me with his thick, virile sperm!”
 

He cried and moaned in his anguish but had no fight or shame left within him.
 

“He is the better man Eli…I acknowledge and am content that he’s going to fuck you and make you… happy!”
 

She watched him squirm then continued, and seemed to gain some sort of sadistic pleasure and power from her spoken, evolving conditions.
 

“You’ll understand, even if I come and tell you that I am with his child and you will watch his seed growing in me?”
 

He went bright red but mumbled without the slightest trace of any visible pride.
 

“I will Eli.”
 

She was already testing his boundaries.
 

“I might ask him to stay here and be in our bed…whilst you sleep in the spare room Darling…could you do that?”
 

He was lost in his lunacy and nodded maniacally.
 

“I would rather stay here with you, even on those terrible terms.”
 

Her sharp eyes looked at him curiously, inhaled, and picked up her cell phone; she removed the golden card from her bag and right in front of her mesmerised partner dialled the ornately, detailed number listed there.
 

As she did so she genuinely sensed that sometimes true destiny carried casualties along the way, and it was always inevitable that someone like her would be with a moneyed and powerful man like Richard Jones.
 

The tone was ringing out and she felt her heart pulse and only longed for him to answer and to be with him; she was so desperate to accept and welcome eagerly, all he could offer and bring to her life!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 18
 

Pride Comes Before a Submissive Fall.
 

 
 

The line was suddenly answered. 
 

“Richard Jones.”
 

She spoke quietly but with agitation, and as seductively as she could.
 

“It’s Eli, I’ve thought about your offer Richard…I would like to accept.”
 

The man sounded surprised and was almost silent
 

“Oh!” 
 

His non committal answer unnerved her and she began to panic, as if terrified she had gone though all of this upheaval with her husband and her suitor had changed his mind!
 

“Hello, hello, Richard…don’t you want me?”
 

He spoke softly but questioningly to her.
 

“Yes Eli I do but on my terms as I have said…have you told Kevin?”
 

She nodded her head stupidly as if he could see her.
 

“Yes I’ve explained things to him… he’s sitting here.”
 

He laughed teasingly.
 

“OK… beg me to come here and fuck you!”
 

She groaned in frustration, but this was the excitement and degradation she so craved and although she was humiliated, she confessed her soul, answered him and the ongoing demands that he rattled at her, like shots from a machine gun. 
 

“OK Richard Please let me come to you. Yes I want you to… fuck me! I’ve stopped taking my contraception…pump me full…yes make me pregnant…I don’t care…Kevin will hand me to you…yes tomorrow…what time…straight after work…thank you…thank you. We won’t be late…you won’t regret it… thank…”
 

The button on her phone was depressed and she smiled in some weird type of insanity and glee at her husband, who was watching open-mouthed at her show of desperation and loss of all the self respect she had ever possessed.
 

Eli recognised she was suddenly like a different woman, and she sniggered at him vapidly and stupidly as if to validate her own thoughts and analysis of herself. 
 

“It is done….as you heard…”
 

She stared at him with irrational, black eyes.
 

“…Is it settled between us?”
 

He nodded feebly and pathetically.
 

“Yes Eli you know it is!”
 

Her body language displayed that she instantly felt more confident and assured.
 

“Then I need to prepare myself for my new life with Richard…you can help me…you will help me Kevin?”
 

He blinked and nodded in acceptance, Eli got to her feet and stood erect, as if demonstrating her decisiveness, then went into the bathroom and luxuriated in fragrant, bath water and only thought about her appointment tomorrow. 
 

Her initial reserve had evaporated with her final decision and conversation with Richard, and she felt her body now surging with demonic lust and expectation.
 

Painstakingly she shaved her legs and arms thoroughly until they were smooth, then looked at the tangled-bush between her thighs and was unhappy with the wiry, small, dark forest that was there.
 

She walked out nakedly into her bedroom and called to her husband who came to her instantly and attentively.
 

“Get some scissors and a fine razor…and trim me here Darling…I want it to be perfect for Richard”
 

Her husband grimaced as his wife placed a large, white towel on the bed and then reclined on it, opened her legs and thighs and allowed him to nervously labour as instructed. 
 

He then proceeded diligently to trim and shave her thick, sexual hair until only a slither of dark down remained on either side of her fine, delicate, vaginal line.
 

Eli took a small, round mirror and placed it directly where Kevin had been busy working and was delighted with what she saw reflected; her slight, indented crack was shaped, dark, pink, defined and feminine and she knew Richard would be pleased with her.
 

Kevin spoke uncertainly and with admiration in his tone.
 

“You look so lovely Eli…can I touch it?”
 

She gazed at him as he focussed his attention on her pretty, female rise and then giggled as if only to torment him.
 

“No…well only with your tongue Kevin…you can lick it slowly and think of Richard…if you want?”  
 

Her energy and excitement was boundless and she opened her thighs squat and smiled at him, as he was dithering and staring at her newly bald mound as if unsure what to do.
 

She let her finger run right along the flexible folds of her most sensitive flesh, and tortured him exquisitely.
 

“Put your tongue here Kevin…don’t be shy or embarrassed…I’m not, when I suck Richard’s cock!” 
 

He squinted in debasement, bent his head then kissed and licked her slit of sexuality lovingly and slavishly with his long, wet tongue. 
 

It was clear that he was hard in his check shorts, and Eli teased him mercilessly then groaned in her own depravity and lust.
 

“After tomorrow this will be so full of his seed and sperm…I might let you suck his juices out of me…”
 

They were suddenly both indecently excited and she grunted as he served her.
 

“Lick it harder Kevin you Pathetic Man…Harder!”
 

Eli was so overcome with her own arousal that she reached orgasm and vibrated quickly; saw that her husband had climaxed in his underwear as well, and she turned away from him icily as if she found him contemptible.
 

“I will sleep by myself tonight Darling…you go into the spare room…I’m sure you understand…don’t you?”
 

He just blinked vacuously, without reply then left her, and to her shame Eli did not feel the slightest guilt or remorse for treating him with such disdain; just impatience for the start of her new beginning!
 

She slept peacefully, contentedly, assured in her choices and she privately cherished and nurtured the sexual need in her that was ever more awakening. 
 

Her dreams as always were about Aphrodite; the beauteous, ethereal lady was still smiling and watching her, but Eli understood that she could no longer meet her and was unable to influence her life decisions. 
 

The direction she travelled in her transient, mortal journey was her own, and she had now made the most important one that she was positive would make everything so much better and richer for her.
 


  

She would no longer have to live a half life in the shadows anymore, and would ultimately be with a man who could provide for her in all the ways that a woman of her social standing expected and would truly deserve!
 

When she finally awoke she was rested and revived and wore the navy suit to work that Richard had given her; she felt physically excited and sexual all day and was pleased that Kevin was on time to pick her up. 
 

As they drove to her appointment with her new choice of mate, he questioned her timidly and politely as if he was not her husband; as though they were strangers and separate from each other.
 

“Are you sure you want to go through with this Eli?
 

Her answer was a stringent, dismissive scowl.
 

“I am. Are you...?”
 

Her dark eyes were blazing in fire at him.
 

“…If you can’t take what I want to do, then walk away and I’ll get a taxi, but if you come into Richard’s house with me then you’re my… Cuckold husband and you will know your place!”
 

Kevin blushed in obvious shame, but she made her point again so there could be no misunderstandings.
 

“Do you understand Darling? Richard is my master now…I will do anything for him and you must respect that fact!”
 

He spoke almost silently and deferentially.
 

“Yes Eli…I do know and understand my position.”
 

She was indifferent to his upset and patent, mental struggle to this strange arrangement.
 

“Good…now do not upset him!”
 

They arrived on time and Richard opened the door as previously, and welcomed them both cordially.
 

He sat down in the sumptuous lounge and let Kevin recline opposite him, but Eli was left to stand and she shifted on her small feet anxiously, and looked at Richard for instruction.
 

The man left her to stew and suffer for a few moments as if he gleaned pleasure in her agitation, and it reinforced his dominant position, before he spoke directly.
 

“So you want to come to me Eli with everything that entails?”
 

Her head bobbed up and down like a rubber toy.
 

“Yes Richard…I want to but….”
 

She looked away embarrassed.
 

“…I’m sorry but I spent all that money…”
 

He chuckled as if he knew and understood her.
 

“You won’t have to worry about such things with me Eli…not anymore!”
 

The words were like sweet refrain to her ears, her spirit was instantly illuminated and her face lit up like a Christmas tree.
 

“I know Richard…I want to please you, to dress up for you…serve you like I did that night…”
 

She made an honest but disgraceful confession.
 

“…I enjoyed it!”
 

He seemed to relish her disclosure and confusion and added to it.
 

“Did you tell Kevin how you sucked me and begged me to… fuck you?”
 

Eli coloured up but continued to speak the truth in reply.
 

“Yes…I told him and was prepared to leave him, but he wants to stay as my… Cuckold… husband!”
 

The man seemed engaged and delighted.
 

“That’s interesting Eli…so he admits I’m the better man?” 
 

He looked straight at Kevin and he nodded at him weakly.
 

“You are the better man Richard!”
 

Eli’s new lover now seemed truly happy with the unreal situation, and smiled contentedly.  
 

“That is true…now Eli… you go upstairs and put your costume on… so you can show Kevin how sexy you look in it.”
 

She walked quickly away, as if now prepared to follow every instruction from him immediately, and Richard spoke acidly to Kevin as she did so.
 

“You were such a Stuck Up Prick at university…I swore I would show you all…and I have…your wife will make a great Whore for me!”
 

The object of his contempt said nothing, but his face continued to glow beetroot red in a melee of confused, swirling thoughts and emotions.
 

Richard heard Eli’s soft footsteps on the stairs and Kevin gasped when he saw his wife dressed in the black, delicious, bunny girl outfit and of course the petite, pill box hat! 
 

The leotard fitted her body so tightly, accentuating every, divine, sensuous bump and crevice of her; she went and stood beside Richard demurely, and he stroked her pert, deliciously covered ass.
 

He patted her gently and beamed in pride at her perfect form that was dressed just for his gratification, as if she was already part of his stable of available, female flesh.
 

“Now doesn’t she look good…and of course, in her sexual prime!”
 

He let his finger run along the crack in her bottom that was accentuated by the skin-tight suit and pushed her forward.
 

“Eli, go and release Kevin’s little erection…I bet he’s excited seeing you like this!”
 

She stared at him in surprise but went over to her quaking husband, unzipped him, and to his ignominy, his small, hard cock was displayed for them all to see and Richard just chuckled wickedly.
 

“I’m pleased you’re enjoying yourself Kevin…now Eli you show your husband who is Boss…now…please!”
 

He released his own erection which was far more impressive than the one already on display, and she came to him, kneeled, took it in her bright red, coloured lips and mouth then began to eagerly and lovingly suck it for him.
 

Richard stroked her hair and soft face as she did so.
 

“She never did this for you Kevin… look at her…your wife is such a good, obedient Little Whore…and soon I’ll be fucking her…”
 

Kevin’s hand was suddenly drawn to his erection in uncontainable, sordid reflex and Richard watched his fetid compulsion and mocked him terribly.
 

“That’s it Kevin… you play with your little penis while your Pretty, Dirty Wife gives me a good blow job!”
 

He laughed as Eli continued to lick and suck his balls and penis expertly, and extremely enthusiastically. 
 

To his eternal damnation Kevin was so excited that he climaxed over his fingers and trousers long before Richard finally ejaculated into Eli’s lascivious, salacious mouth.
 

The dominant man groaned and moaned in selfish delight as he did so, then wiped his cock on her lips and kneeled down and patted her slim, taut belly.
 

“You can go now Kevin…and…”
 

He seemed to truly relish this deviant game.
 

“…Paint the spare room…you may need it!”
 

The man walked to the exit with his head down and turned to his wife a final time.
 

“When are you back, Eli?”
 

Her new owner answered for her.
 

“When I allow her to leave! Now fuck off Kevin!”
 

The front door slammed, they were suddenly alone and Eli placed her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately on the lips, relishing his busy tongue, the taste of sperm on her mouth and snickered childishly.
 

 “I’m your little fuck bunny now Richard!”
 

The man whispered to her crudely.
 

“And how does a bunny like to be fucked Eli?” 
 

She stood up and then bent herself forward showing him her bottom with her feminine sexuality only just covered by the minute, thin material on the costume that magically seemed to disappear up her tight ass.
 

He kissed her squashy, nylon and silk covered rear and she grunted dirtily. 
 

“What do you want me to do?”
 

He relished his authority over her and everything in his world and, as much as he was ready to fuck her, power was his true aphrodisiac and the fact that he knew he could now take the divine, precocious, previously, so egotistical Eli, whenever he wished, was truly intoxicating for him!
 

“Go and change for the casino…we’ll eat and play then come back and…”
 

He was in such a happy mood.
 

“…Play some more!”
 

Her feet ran up the stairs two at a time, her hands threw off the heavenly costume and she pulsed as she saw the dampness in the inner crotch from her stimulation.
 

She put on her dress and accessories from the other night, brushed her hair and felt more alive than she had ever done before
 

Richard came into the room and she rose up straight to greet him and literally beamed in her contentedness and excitement
 

“You look so good Eli.” 
 

He smiled in charming appreciation of her, placed his arms around her slim waist, stood behind her and she felt his hands under her dress and in her little knickers. 
 

Immediately she groaned in response as he found her slippery wetness and she let herself be bent forward as he lowered her underwear to her knees.
 

She sensed him release his cock; tensed and instinctively readied her body to receive his favour, and his thick, demanding, wondrous flesh inside her.
 

It was obvious that she was now his completely, was willing and open, to his ascendant, masculine pleasure and whispered only of her devotion and subjugation to him.
 

“Fuck me Richard…I’ve wanted this for so long…fuck me Darling…I’m your Fuck Bunny…so…”
 

The man thrust himself within her soft, sexual walls in a single, pointed motion and he grasped a handful of her short, silken hair and pulled her back and forward as Eli screamed lustfully in pleasure and exultation 
 

“Yes…yes…Bunny fuck…me…fuck…me…me.”
 

Richard moved roughly into her, enjoying the feeling of absolute power over his formerly pompous, superior, female classmate.
 

He placed his hands on her soft, warm, ass cheeks and felt her complicity to him as he rutted her ever harder from behind.
 

“You Dirty Whore Eli…tell me you love this…love being fucked like this….”
 

He slapped her flesh and she squealed and cried in response.
 

“I do Darling you know it…oh fuck… harder I’m there…oh, oh my God!”
 

He sensed her tremble and climax and could not stop himself jerking in completion as well, and releasing huge volumes of his spunk inside her tight, vaginal passage.
 

Eli fell forward but his strong hand held her limp body still, and out in front of him, and she could hardly stand, but emitted gasps of enchantment and wonder as she trembled.
 

“Oh Richard…that was….”
 

He stroked her spine and pressed her malleable, white, pert, sweet bottom back towards his hips and sweating flesh.
 

 “Just the start Eli…you’re mine now…pull your knickers up and let’s leave!”
 

He released her and she fell to her knees then struggled to stand up straight in her endless, ongoing vibrations.
 

Eventually she did, then ignored the flood of juices from her sexual slit and stared at him insipidly and curiously.
 

“Don’t you want me to change Darling?”
 

He chuckled dirtily.
 

“No Eli…I like the idea of me inside you…over you…let’s go!”
 

She laughed at his coarse, disgusting ideas, pulled her underwear tight around her mound, brushed down her dress and smoothed her hair.
 

From the outside she somehow still managed to look so innocent and demure, but the steady trickle of male essence and fluid into her panties told her that from the inside, she was definitely not the same person any more. 
 

She almost wanted and expected to feel bad and disgraced, but as his seed hardened and stained on her; she only had the weirdest feeling of energy, base lust, desire, and terribly just revelled in the sordid sensations.
 

Her dark eyes looked at her new master with compulsion and adoration, and just wanted to surrender herself to him in every possible, conceivable way. 
 

In the car she sat close by him, touched him, kissed him and showed him how happy she was that he had allowed her to stay within his realm.
 

Eli forgot about him only whilst she played the hypnotic tables and to her joy she won a small fortune, in the compelling hours that she spent before the silver, spinning wheel.
 

For once she was happy to leave the club early, and on arriving home she ran to the shower and cleansed herself thoroughly.
 

She had bought a new lemon babydoll with her and after she had dried and richly perfumed her body, she pulled the short feminine item over her skin and admired herself in the ornate, gold leaf, silver mirror of the bathroom.
 

Her reflected vision told her that she looked sexy; the fine gown only reached below her navel and her small firm breasts and pointed nipples showed her arousal, and were visibly hard through the sheer material. 
 

Eli had never felt so completely wanton in her existence and she moved out into the main room and stood before Richard who was waiting for her in his large bed and he smiled in anticipation as he saw her.
 

“Eli you look so gorgeous, sexual and fuckable!”
 

She looked into his glowing, enticing, green globes, pulled the pants of her outfit to the floor and raised the hem of her gown to show him her newly shaved vagina that was now so pink and perfect!
 

“I got Kevin to trim it for you…I wanted to be clean and unspoilt … this belongs to you now Richard….I belong to you!”
 

His emerald diamonds sparkled in amusement and satisfaction.
 

“Beautiful…and you want me to keep it busy Eli?”
 

She moved towards him eagerly as if to offer completely, whatever she had to him.
 

“Yes Darling…whatever you want Richard.”
 

He moved on top of the bed, relaxed back and she could see his erection standing vertically like a proud, solid soldier. 
 

“Come and sit on me Eli.”
 

Her mouth turned up in pleasure as she glided over him, sat astride his thighs and slowly lowered herself onto his steely, lengthy cock. 
 

She groaned in delectation as it smoothly entered her slippery wetness, and she grabbed it tightly and wantonly with her compacted, vaginal muscles.
 

He stayed utterly, demonically still and she moved herself against his prurient hardness; over and over she jerked her hips, sensing her mind and body surging and building as she twisted and turned upon him. 
 

She came once, then again in wild vibration, and all she could do was to press, push and think about, drawing his seed deeply up inside her.
 

Her mind descended into pure, crude, primal desire and she lost her reserve and finally began to bang her hips roughly and urgently against him. 
 

“Fill me up Richard, fuck me…fill me…up!”
 

Her hands grabbed his pelvis and pushed down hard again with her sodden lips; she felt him squirm and convulse and then the blessed release of his fluid, as it gushed and exploded inside her welcoming belly.
 

In exultation she then sat on his shrinking, seeping penis not wishing to release it, and bent her head until it lay on his chest and murmured to him in exultation.
 

“God Richard, why do I love this so much?”
 

He smiled and informed her, what she already knew.
 

“Because you were made for this life Eli, that’s why!”
 

They slept for a while and when Eli awoke she felt Richard’s expressive, intrusive hands on her cracks and crevices again. 
 

Her thighs opened instinctively and she pulled him on top of her, only wanting to feel him pressing down demandingly against her body, his muscular weight dominant against her own counter pressure, and she grunted as his pointed flesh entered her urgently
 

“Fuck me hard Richard…harder…hard…”
 

He pounded against her forcefully and she wrapped her legs around him and drew her breath in short bursts to each forward motion. 
 

She came and then felt wave after wave of vibrating pleasure wash over her, as he kept rutting, pounding and fucking her constantly. 
 

Finally she could sense him build to his final, pivotal thrust and she locked her legs tightly around him and exhaled, as she felt his seed rush devilishly and divinely inside her velvet, sugar walls once more.
 

The emotions were overwhelming, complete submission and degradation, but Eli felt warm and alive and she snuggled closely up next to the man who laughed tiredly.
 

“Eli you are so good at this!”
 

She smiled in their bodily passion for one another, and the night continued in this disreputable vein of touching, dozing and fucking endlessly! 
 

Eli suddenly could not understand why she was ever previously introverted and reticent about sex? 
 

With this man she gladly used her intimate, female erogenous zones without any form of shyness or self-consciousness, and was happy to perform any sex act Richard demanded or encouraged. 
 

She even allowed him to place his cock just inside her tight, almost impenetrable anus, and she screamed in mock horror as he did so.
 

But it was just for fun, it was only at the very rim and periphery of her rear cavity, and it was just an amusing, innocuous little game after all!
 

Sleep finally overtook them both and in the morning when Eli arose, she was diabolically, drenched and covered in Richard’s thick, voluminous semen. 
 

The shower was a pleasure and she then dressed for work and looked at her master who was only barely conscious and whispered sheepishly to him.
 

“What time would you like me back Richard?”
 

He smiled at her.
 

“After work…and see how Kevin got on last night…let him know what a Dirty, Whore his wife is.”
 

Eli giggled as if her lover had made a joke.
 

“I’ll tell him now if you want?” 
 

She picked up her small, white phone beside the bed and pressed a silver button.
 

“Hi Kevin…it’s me…did you sleep well…? No…?”
 

She chuckled.
 

“…Well I didn’t either… Richard was very, very demanding!”
 

Her ear caught his gasp and she laughed darkly at his anguish.
 

“Of course Darling he fucked my body wonderfully all night; I hope you are pleased for me!”
 

Richard was close beside her on the bed and her free hand fumbled under the duvet until it found his half-erect, pulsating cock.
 

“No Darling I’m not coming home tonight Richard wants to pump me full again!”
 

Her lover was becoming solid hard, and she could not stop his hand from wandering under her skirt and lowering her new, fresh panties.
 

Her mind descended into such debased thoughts as she murmured.
 

“Bring me a couple of pairs of fresh knickers…when we meet for lunch, mine are so soiled from Richard…you know…”
 

A foul idea to share with him seemed suddenly irresistible to her.
 

“You can wear a pair of my dirty ones if you want Darling…see you for lunch!”
 

The phone was quickly discarded and she straddled over her man, pulled up her tight skirt, moved her knickers to one side and lowered her wetness onto him, until his delicious flesh was embedded in her salivating, female slit as she grunted at him.
 

“Sorry…I have to do this!” 
 

Richard laughed as her hips jerked herself against him earnestly and selfishly, in pure, primal, animal lust until she climaxed; he released and she felt the wondrous flush of his sperm inside her, giving them both completion and release from their combined tension.
 

She felt so sullied and dirty, muttered demonically and without a trace of guilt at her fecklessness and unfaithfulness to her partner.
 

“I’ll give these pants to Kevin…to show him that I’m yours’ Darling!”
 

He grunted and stroked her stiff, pointed, agitated nipples.
 

“You are full of surprises Eli!”
 

She laughed and the strange sensation of well being lasted all morning when she met with her husband in the canteen, as she had promised. 
 

Kevin looked terrible, he’d not shaved and his eyes betrayed the torture and strain he was under.
 

Surprisingly Eli was not the least bit understanding or sympathetic, he had made his choice and she had made hers’, and that was all there was to it! 
 

She took a small plastic bag containing the fresh underwear she had requested and began to tease him with a smile.
 

“These will be full of his sperm soon Kevin as well…I was swimming in the stuff last night!”
 

She saw his innocent, brown eyes widen and had a sudden instinct.
 

“He fucked me before I came out…my panties are full of him…do you want to see Darling?”
 

His earthy spheres were glassy and he nodded, but she strangely only wanted to ridicule him further.
 

“Ask me, and I’ll remove them and you can see…if you want to?”
 

His face was contorted in agony and bright excitement.
 

“Please Eli…let me look!”
 

She laughed then removed the stained underwear from around her crotch, under the privacy and coverage of the tablecloth and held them tightly in her scrunched up fingers.
 

“Do you want to smell them Kevin…lick the sperm off them!”
 

Her husband was clearly on his perverted, sexual edge and he took the fine knickers from her hand and immediately brought his tight fist that now contained them, under his nose and, to her amazement, sniffed them in foul compulsion.
 

She teased him in wonderment.
 

“Darling you do like that…don’t you!”
 

Her hand reached out for his and she removed the pants from his compacted palm, then opened the crotch and showed him the thick, unmistakable coverage of another man’s seed all over the fine, sensual material.  
 

“You can lick it off later if you want, but if you jerk off in them Darling…then please keep them as I will not want them back… I will not appreciate your seed mixed up with my lover Richard’s!”         
 

He nodded, snatched the underwear into his greedy fingers and slipped them innocuously into his pocket and tried to change the subject.
 

“The group came on to speak to you by the way last night…you know, The Women against Pornography lot!”
 

Eli laughed, as if she had forgotten all about them.
 

“Tell them I’m busy Darling…now what do you fancy…for lunch…and you do know I’m off your menu Sweetie!”
 

It was just another joke but she could see the pain etched in his face and it gave her the fiendish, strangest, wildest sensations of power and, for some ongoing, inexplicable reason she just wanted to make her husband squirm all the more.
 

“I won’t tell you about it Kevin… but Richard is so virile.”
 

His eyes were constantly wide, like windmills, when she mentioned anything about her crude intimacy with him, and he murmured agitatedly to her.
 

“Did he…you know…really fuck you?”
 

She giggled at his naivety and innocence.
 

“I told you he did over and over Kevin…and we’re going to the casino again tonight Darling, then…”
 

Her eyes closed in reflex as if to savour her unworthy, thoughts and dark desires.
 

“…I’m going to draw every last ounce of spunk and sperm out of him!”
 

Her husband snapped back suddenly at her in temper.
 

“You’re disgusting Eli!” 
 

Eli just laughed in ambivalence to his sensibilities.
 

“I suppose I am…now lets order…something with…”
 

She giggled stupidly.
 

“…Cream…I think?”
 

Eli was uncaring of her husband’s suffering or disapproval of her lifestyle, and she was pleased to take his leave at the end of their brief meal. 
 

He was no longer important or relevant to her anymore, just a vehicle for her pleasure and amusement.
 

The afternoon at work flew by and she arrived back at Richard’s house in the early evening, her body flushed with agitation and expectation. 
 

The maid let her in through the front door and she confidently entered his study energetically, without knocking. 
 

To her surprise he was standing and there was the unmistakable shape of a woman’s body kneeling between his legs, and a blonde mass of hair jerking back and forward as she sucked him obviously and eagerly.
 

It was clear from his breathing he was very close to orgasm and he groaned before grabbing the shining, long resplendent tresses tightly in his fingers, and releasing selfishly inside her plump lips and mouth. 
 

He opened his eyes, saw Eli and smiled without a trace of embarrassment or remorse, then grumbled in an instruction to her. 
 

“Go and get me a tissue!” 
 

Eli was shocked at this perverse, unexpected, sexual theatre but did so without thinking, and when she returned to the room the woman was now standing erect and looked striking in a short, red skirt, black stockings and white, tight, strappy top. 
 

It was Kathy from the recent evening and she nodded at Eli briefly, at her in recognition, but returned her attention to Richard quickly and smiled at him, in apparent devotion and appreciation. 
 

“Thank you so much… you know I really am grateful Richard…”
 

She patted his weeping penile flesh with her bright, attentive, manicured fingers
 

“…Call me if you need me!”
 

Her pretty head bent down and kissed his cock lovingly as if in a parting gesture of adoration, and he posed an innocent question to her.
 

“How’s Robert?”
 

The lively, vivacious girl smiled sweetly.
 

“Doing as he’s told!”
 

Richard was amused, as always.
 

“Good…tell him what a good Little Cock-Sucker you are now!
 

She was moving, laughing and on her way out.
 

“I will...bye Richard…Eli.”
 

She left, waggling her ass in her tight dress as she did so, and Richard distracted, the now unbalanced Eli, from saying anything to her friend with a command. 
 

“Come and wipe me…I’m dripping.”
 

She walked to him as his shrinking, sodden penis was still hanging out of his trousers, weeping the few drops of semen that had escaped being spurted down this other girl’s throat, and Eli suddenly felt insulted and demeaned.
 

“I’m not your slave Richard!” 
 

Her actions however then belied her words; she took the limp flesh in her hand and wiped the tip of it tenderly and with care.
 

“I’m not your slave Richard…” 
 

She bent her head and took his wet penis between her lips and mumbled in her submission and servile helplessness.
 

 “I’m not…I’m not…”
 

She sensed the masculinity, begin to swell in her mouth and felt her vagina begin to pump sexual juices and he chuckled at her enthused compliance.
 

“You’re my little fuck bunny Eli… just one of them… I can do with you as I please!”
 

His hand was under her skirt and she moaned as his fingers invaded her; she said nothing but just sucked him harder and harder as she sensed her body and libido surge.
 

His fingers brought her quickly to a climax and he released his ejaculate into her mouth soon after, and she collapsed onto the floor in disgrace and complained bitterly as if someone was listening or even cared.
 

“What do you do to me Richard…why do I let you do this to me?”
 

He was laughing at her.
 

“Because you like it Eli…you love this lifestyle and you get off on sex…weird sex…like me!”
 

She laid her head on his warm leg and stroked his large sodden balls as if she suddenly understood him.
 

“You like humiliating us…and our husbands…you love the control your money brings you?”
 

He stroked her hair, teasing her straight strands into soft curls in his fingers.
 

“Of course I do Eli…but it’s not just the money…you former Alpha girls, love a rich, powerful man to fuck and control you after your pathetic choices in partners!”
 

Eli felt so vulnerable and mumbled defensively.
 

“That’s not true.”
 

He pressed his prurient point.
 

“It is Eli…and you like humiliating Kevin…it gives you a kick!”
 

She denied that she was complicit in his horrible, devilish plan.
 

“No…it doesn’t…it…”
 

He stroked her swan like neck and she could not help but murmur in pleasure.
 

“Do you want to go to the casino Eli?”
 

She touched his cock again and squeezed it gently.
 

“You know I do Richard…I love it there.”
 

He smiled as he knew her weakness so well.
 

“Well we’ll drop into Kevin on the way home…might stay over…what’s his favourite outfit you wear to bed for him?”
 

Eli was surprised and strangely turned on.
 

“It’s a black, satin slip with matching colour, tiny panties…I wore it on our honeymoon.”
 

He slipped his hand under her dress and teased his energetic, educated fingers into her weeping slit once more. 
 

“How do you feel about wearing it for me...then?”
 

She licked his penis as if to answer him and show her full enthusiasm and collusion at his idea.
 

“That’s terrible Richard…you want me to dress up in my own home then fuck me in my own bed…with Kevin there…that’s so…disgusting!”
 

He literally felt her foul arousal and tension and played with her sullied imagination.
 

“We might even let him watch…see how a real man does it!”
 

His fingers toyed with her wetness again, and her folds clearly revealed how much the mere thought of what he had so deviantly suggested excited her.
 

“You are a Bad Girl Eli…a Dirty Woman is most definitely what you are now!”
 

He stopped his exploration of her and pushed her gently away. 
 

“Get dressed Whore and we’ll go.”
 

But he was hard now, she was horny and she pulled up her skirt, lowered her small briefs and bent over before him as if to show her soft, white bottom and deference to him.
 

It was as if she wanted to demonstrate her acceptance of his dominance, as if she was a timid, female, herd animal and he was the leader of the pack!
 

“Please take your fuck bunny Richard…I need it now!”
 

He smiled, took his place behind her, then began his utter and complete physical and mental mastery of her. 
 

Eli bent her head to receive his demanding seed, reached orgasm and was completely, overwhelmingly submissive to him, as he eventually jerked his lovely, thick sperm deeply inside her as if to mark his territory, and her body as his property
 

Her mouth only groaned in delight and realised the feelings and sensations of surrender to him were becoming increasing addictive!  
 

She showered and dressed as if in a daze, and as she made up her pretty face she could hardly believe what she was doing. 
 

A few weeks previously she had been respectable, hard working and, dare she think it… boring? Life had been so boring and it certainly wasn’t like that any more! 
 

Eli did the final finish to her make-up and admired her reflection; she was alive, felt more like a woman than she had ever done and this in itself was more than sufficient compensation for her to sacrifice a little, false pride.
 

They ate at the casino and Eli still had money from the previous night that she used to try and increase her stake. 
 

The numbers and time flew by, as it always did in the gaming arena, until she was led reluctantly away from the hubbub at just before 1a.m. when she was surprisingly still financially in front.
 

In her compulsion, she had forgotten all about their trip to see Kevin, until Richard turned into her road under her high, apartment block and asked for directions. 
 

She still had her key, he made her silently open the front door of her home and they crept towards the light in the lounge that was gently glowing under the door. 
 

Eli silently opened it and to her shock and disbelief, there was Kevin sitting with his legs wide apart, dressed in one of her long, grey, night-dresses bunched around his waist, watching a pornographic video.
 

She screamed at him in disgust and he nearly jumped of his chair in fright at her raging, angry voice.  
 

“What are you doing Kevin?”
 

He stood up in mortification and she could see instantly that he was erect and wearing the soiled knickers she had given him the other day.
 

“You’re sick!”
 

He was embarrassed but snarled at her in self-defence.
 

“And what about you…I keep think about Richard fucking you…I wear this to be…to be… near you!”
 

Richard emerged from the shadows behind her and smiled. 
 

“Hi Kevin pleased to see you’re enjoying yourself…raise the gown lets see how the panties look on you!”
 

Eli stared at him in bewilderment but picked up on her lover’s thread. 
 

“Do it Kevin…let’s see your little dick!”
 

Her husband shook his head but sadly raised the silky material until his erection was instantly visible through the stained, white material and he looked at the floor in his disgrace.
 

Richard took command of the bizarre situation. 
 

“Kevin…we’re staying tonight…go and get Eli dressed in that silk slip she told me about…then I’m going to fuck her in your bed and you can watch.”
 

He stared at him bemused and with apparent anger.
 

“I forbid it!”
 

Eli laughed at her husband who was dressed like a woman trying to act like a man; she took him gently by the hand and led him to their bedroom and when they were alone she whispered in mock sympathy to him.
 

“It’s too late for bravery Kevin…you do as you’re told or I will leave you and… you swore this is what you wanted!”
 

He tried to debate and argue…but it seemed futile.
 

“But here…here…in our bed!” 
 

She laughed, touched his erection that was still so prominent in her slim underwear, removed all of her clothes and smiled at him.
 

“You enjoy this Kevin…I don’t know why…but you clearly do… now go and get me the slip and the pants and I’ll let you dress me.”
 

He stood still for a few moments and she encouraged him cruelly.
 

“Come on Darling be a Good Little Girl like me…and you will like this…I promise!”
 

He meekly got the finery and, as she sprayed her favourite perfume over her body, Kevin pulled the slip over her head, kneeled down and drew her panties up her calves and thighs, and prepared her lovingly as if he was truly her servant.
 

Richard came in the room and barked out his demands and orders. 
 

“Lie on the bed Eli…”
 

He stared at Kevin then stood perfectly still, opened his arms wide and the man shook in fear as he instructed him.
 

“Undress me now… Kevin…”
 

Kevin stood frozen for a moment, then walked to him and removed his jacket as Richard continued to confound and play him.
 

“That’s it… everything!”
 

He conscientiously placed the jacket on the back of a chair then unbuckled the man’s trousers and, without any further prompting, removed Richard’s shirt and shorts until his hard cock stuck out like a thick, white spear.
 

Richard, now naked, walked and lay beside Eli on the expansive bed then coldly looked at him and smiled. 
 

“Stay still and watch!”
 

Kevin stood like petrified stone as Richard lay his hands on his wife and within seconds he was atop her, inside her slick folds and fucking her strongly as he grunted in fetid rhythm with his primitive motions. 
 

“She loves it hard Kevin…then fucked and filled with come…lots of spunk…don’t you Eli…you Dirty Whore!”
 

Richard groaned in his carnal madness and quickly poured his flowing essence inside the woman, pushed her up on the bed with her thighs wide apart and, as he rolled off her, he watched foully as his pungent, masculine seed began to trickle, in a thin, white, flowing line out of her red, used, sexual crack. 
 

“Lick it up Kevin…clean her for me please!”
 

Eli observed, as her spouse kneeled in his shame between her thighs, and let his tongue lap another man’s fluid from her slippery sliver, and she revelled in his base subservience. 
 

“Put your tongue deeper…deeper…you Stupid Fuck!”
 

He listened, worked diligently until finally he was finished and, as if it came to him naturally, he gazed at Richard for further orders, and they came immediately and perversely. 
 

“There’s still some on the end of my dick Kevin!”
 

He stared at him as if to challenge his authority but then submissively and acceptingly bent his head and took the tip of his weeping flesh in his lips, until he could disgustingly taste his wife and the last drops of semen on it, in his mouth.
 

“Suck it…like your wife does…”
 

To Eli’s amazement and confusion her husband tentatively began to lick and draw it gently in and out of his oral cavity until it was hard and erect again, and Richard withdrew it slowly from him and patted his head.
 

“You always were a Cock-Sucker Kevin… I’m pleased Eli can see you for what you are…”
 

He laughed without a modicum of pity.
 

“…But, I’m not going to waste any more of my juices on you!”
 

He raised the sensuous nightgown, the man was wearing and he could see that Kevin had come in Eli’s knickers again and he mocked him terribly.
 

“You Weird Fuck…put you hands under my balls and you can feel them pushing babies into your Whore of a wife!”
 

Richard lay between Eli’s thighs and Kevin cupped his heavy, fertile testicles in his hands, and felt the sperm weighing them down. 
 

They pressed down on his palms as Richard moved urgently once more against his life partner, and he was staggered at the man’s dominance, virility, power and force.
 

Eli was grunting and moaning to each thrust, cried out in fulfilment and in the crudest fashion to her climactic pleasures until ultimately, Richard tensed and Kevin felt the man’s balls contract, and sensed the ejaculate flooding and shooting into his wife’s, unfertilised belly. 
 

Richard pulled out from her vaginal walls immediately and sat up in recovery on the edge of the unfamiliar but comfortable bed. 
 

“Clean me up Kevin!”
 

The man stared at him in perplexity; he wanted to refuse but he had already revealed his compulsion for this debauchery and he pathetically placed Richard’s saturated, pungent penis in his mouth and savoured the last specks of his spunk, the essence of his wife’s, base smell and sexuality, all at the same time! 
 

He licked it clean then wiped it with a towel as Richard instructed, before he was cruelly dispensed with by him.
 

“Fuck off now Kevin…bring us some tea in the morning…and if you’re a Good Boy…I might let you do it again!”
 

He removed the slip Eli was wearing, picked the matching panties from the floor, threw them at him and spoke to him brusquely.
 

“And you can put these on…they smell of your Dirty Whore of a wife!”
 

Kevin left the room in his humiliation and dishonour, and Eli snuggled beside her lover and reprimanded him teasingly with a whisper.
 

“You are so deviant Richard and you were just terrible to him!”
 

The man chuckled.
 

“He deserved it!”
 

Eli somehow agreed with his conclusions and confessed her own emerging and growing wickedness.
 

“Yes he did Richard… you know…”
 

She held his weeping penis.
 

“… I just want you to fuck me all the time Darling…I’ll do anything for you!”
 

He smiled in satisfaction.
 

“Good Eli…that’s what I expect!” 
 

He stroked her head as she placed it on his chest before they both fell into a relaxed, fulfilled and comatose sleep.
 

In the morning Eli awoke first and placed her hands instantly around Richard’s penis; it swelled in her fingers to her elation, as if each time it did so it was a fresh surprise, and she squeezed it firmly, eagerly and welcomingly. 
 

She thought about Kevin and could not believe what she had witnessed last night. 
 

Her wayward husband had actually sucked Richard’s cock, tasted and swallowed his sperm and she was sure that he must now be feeling dismayed, abashed and extremely embarrassed.
 

The man beside her stirred and she let her hand squash his balls playfully; she then pushed her slippery wetness against the tip of his erection and murmured in her early morning, womanly arousal.
 

“Kevin must be suffering terribly Richard…you must stop teasing him!”
 

Her authoritarian lover just laughed.
 

“Is that what you think Eli…then you don’t know him too well…Kevin’s a Fag…a willing Cock-Sucker…like’s to be told what to do…like you!”
 

She let his insults wash from her slim shoulders like a small, inconsequential shower of rain, placed her mouth around his penis and licked it slavishly. 
 

“That’s true…but you’re not right about Kevin…I’m sure!”
 

He lay back and allowed her to subjugate herself and work on him with her tongue.
 

“You’ve talked yourself into a bet Eli…I’ll prove that he loves it…he’ll even ask to suck my cock in the end!”
 

She had him in the back of her throat now and garbled as best she could.
 

“I don’t believe you!”
 

He was becoming agitated as he neared his heaven and grunted in his frustration and impending delectation. 
 

“OK, call him in after I fuck you, make out that you’re sick of me abusing both of you and that you’re finished with me…put the blame on how I have treated him…like you’re sticking up suddenly for your husband!”
 

She looked at him as if he was mad, but she let herself be turned willingly onto her back whereupon her lover lay over her, and took her ruggedly and roughly and relieved them both in a matter of a few, frenetic, frantic, earthy minutes.
 

When they had recovered, Eli ran to the door and called her spouse and he trooped in, carrying a tray of mugs of tea, still dressed in her black slip and soiled pants.
 

Richard began the charade immediately.
 

“Who wants to suck me off?”
 

Eli walked back to him and let her mouth willingly begin consume his flesh as she complained to him sweetly as she did so. 
 

“Don’t tease Kevin…Richard, I’ll lick it for you but don’t speak to my husband like that…he doesn’t like you treating him like this…do you Kevin?”
 

The man dressed in his wife’s, sullied, dirty slip and knickers shook his head vehemently, and Richard mocked him as he did so.
 

“Don’t deny it Kevin you love it…”
 

He tortured him evilly.
 

“…Come and suck my cock Kevin…I know you want to!”
 

Eli screamed at him, playing her part to perfection.
 

“No Richard…you can fuck me but… leave my poor husband alone!”
 

The overbearing man threw her onto the bed and began to fuck her forcefully and ferociously once again, and berated to her as he did so.
 

“I’m sick of you Eli…this is you’re last load until your husband admits what a Cock-Sucker he is…he’ll now have to beg me to taste it!”
 

She groaned to her libido that was in a constant, raging rush and, as she felt a ripple of delight and a delicious orgasm tremulously vibrate over her.
 

“He’ll never do that Richard…he’s got too much… pride…Never!”
 

The man released inside her vaginal, snug, tightness then withdrew from her, and observed Kevin watching his now reducing, penile flesh as if spellbound.
 

“Want to suck it Boy?”
 

He answered in panic and flushed, bright red.
 

“No…no…Eli told you…I hated doing it!”
 

Richard shrugged in pretend annoyance.
 

“Ok Eli…you’ve made your choice, no more money or anything until Kevin apologises to me…see you!”
 

He rose in apparent anger, threw on his clothes without showering and he was gone like a wisp of dramatic wind leaving Eli, suddenly alone with her husband. 
 

She then exploded with him in fury and exasperation
 

“See what you’ve done Kevin….I’ve stuck up for you and now I’ve lost Richard!”
 

Her husband stuttered in confusion.
 

“I…I…I…”
 

She continued to storm at him.
 

“I don’t want to speak to you…get out!” 
 

He sadly left the room and she could see that he was in confusion and shock; she was pleased that her argument with Richard was only a joke, as she could not contemplate her old life back any longer. 
 

The role play and acting made her realise how helpless she would be without him, although she was confident that Kevin would not prove to show or reveal even more deviant traits than he had done already.
 

She walked out of her bedroom towards the shower and felt Richard’s semen trickling out of her, and she screamed and yelled at the top of her voice. 
 

“Kevin!” 
 

He came running towards her like a frightened rabbit and she snapped at him in her agitation.
 

“Lick Richard’s come from me…Now!”
 

Her husband instantly knelt down and buried his mouth between her thighs and extracted every ounce of the man’s seed from inside her; he was so pliant and weak, ironically like she was with Richard, and she stroked his head softly.
 

“Do you wish it was Richard’s cock Kevin…what did it taste like to you?”
 

He looked up at her shyly and she knew instinctively and immediately that he had not told her the truth about his depraved, oral experience with her lover.
 

“You did like it Kevin…I can see it in your eyes…admit it!”
 

He shook his head and Eli pushed her sodden, sexual folds against his salivating mouth harder.
 

“You Stupid Fuck I stuck up for you and you were… lying…I’m going to make your fucking life hell until you admit it and beg Richard as he asked!”
 

She allowed him to bring her the relief she desperately needed then left him, showered and stopped him as he was getting dressed.
 

“Put my pants on Kevin and when you come home tonight dress in a new negligee that you’ll buy yourself today…no more male clothes in the house for you now!”
 

She gave him no time to reply, did not meet him for their normal shared lunch and spent the whole day wondering how he was getting on. 
 

As she opened the door the answer to her question was revealed, as he was sitting in a long, new, white, night dress and she could see he was erect already.
 

She laughed in amused surprise.
 

“You look nice dear…have you spoken to Richard…I think you should…”
 

He nodded shyly but somehow with acceptance of his perversity.
 

“If that’s what you want.”
 

Eli did not allow him to wriggle of his debauched hook so easily.
 

“No Kevin the fact is…if that’s what you want…look at your prick…it never got that excited with me! Ever!”
 

He blushed in shame but the hard facts were undeniable, and Eli dialled Richard’s number on her phone, passed it to her deviant husband then listened as he whispered hoarsely as if he was struggling to form his words.
 

“Hi Richard…it’s Kevin…”
 

He drew breath then continued and Eli was increasingly astounded and fascinated as the conversation evolved.
 

“I’m sorry…I lied…yeah…I did…like it…yeah…”
 

She saw him flush at direct, revealing questions and commands from her irrepressible master and lover.
 

“…Yes, please let me do it again…please…yes…I don’t mind…What! I can’t…please… no…when…now…no…I can’t…7pm…I will…yes I’ll try…thank you…”
 

He handed Eli the phone back and was scarlet as he confessed what had actually transpired on the call she had just witnessed.
 

“He said I’ve got to dress in women’s clothes and take the bus to his house…then he’ll let me…you know…suck his…”
 

Eli finished his sentence.
 

“Penis Kevin… He’s the buck rabbit and we’re just his… bunnies now so…”
 

She giggled as if consumed in this rampant insanity.
 

“…Let’s get you… dressed then!”
 

Her husband stripped in the bedroom and Eli noticed how slim and slender he was; he fitted into a long, blue dress perfectly after Eli had put him in clean pants, pantyhose and a bra that she padded with tissue. 
 

His hair was already quite long, and after a little make-up he actually looked quite feminine and he asked her nervously, as if he was instantly the female gender he increasingly appeared to be.
 

“How do I look?”
 

She smiled and was entertained and engrossed at his obvious, dark, sordid excitement.
 

“Very sexy Darling…now go…and think about giving Richard the best blow job you can when you get there.”
 

Eli picked up a banana from the table and after peeling it suggestively, let her mouth move provocatively over the elongated, phallic shaped, white flesh of the fruit. 
 

“Like this Kevin… and use your tongue, show him what a great little Cock-Sucker you are…and want to be!”
 

She made him kneel down in his female attire, and he licked sucked and ate the decadent food as she had demonstrated, to her entertainment and utter disbelief! 
 

It was all completely immoral, indecent and extraordinary!
 

He left soon after, walking unsteadily in a pair of high heel shoes and Eli quickly showered, changed and rushed out of the apartment as well. 
 

She wanted to see what Richard would do to her husband when he arrived and she drove like a maniac to his house in the Heights.
 

Kevin had not yet reached Richard’s home by the public bus route when she walked into the hallway and, she changed into her bunny outfit, took the glass of champagne her master happily offered to her, and settled breathlessly in the darkest corner of the study to wait and watch.
 

She did not have long to relax as the doorbell sounded, Richard opened the door and escorted her femininely attired husband as if he did not know him, into the sparsely lit room.
 

Kevin stood in the centre and did not see his wife initially but he suddenly caught her glistening eyes peering at him through the darkness… but in his discomfort and shame did not meet her penetrating stare. 
 

Richard circled and walked around him as if he was prey, let his hand stroke the softness of the dress he was wearing and sneered
 

“You are a Queer Fuck, Kevin…you always were…at least Eli can see what you are now…as everyone could on your journey…!”
 

Kevin just stared blankly and humiliatingly, he observed the humour on his wife’s face even in the shadows, and she could not contain a comment. 
 

“I bet no one even questioned that you were a woman did they…?”
 

He shook his head and confirmed that he had been accepted completely in his guise and Eli giggled.
 

“…You do look nice Darling!” 
 

Richard raised the dress Kevin was wearing and his erection could clearly be seen beneath the stockings and panties she had dressed him in. 
 

Eli walked over to him and made him kneel between her thighs then kiss her mound, made so pronounced by the sexually provocative outfit.
 

“This isn’t yours… ever again Kevin…Richard has taken ownership!”
 

She sat down and Richard took her place above Kevin’s prostrated form; he removed his erection from his trousers and suddenly Kevin was sucking it submissively and eagerly as his tormentor goaded him.
 

“Harder Kevin…use your tongue…harder…Good Girl… yes…yes…yes!”
 

He came quickly as if just to make his debased, degenerate point and Kevin gulped his slimy essence down as if it was almost acceptable, natural and even pleasurable for him.
 

Richard withdrew from his lips, wiped his penis clean, over his contorted face, smearing it with the last traces of his semen and snapped at him dismissively
 

“Fuck off now Kevin…remember what you are…your Whore of a wife will be back when I’ve finished with her…with a bastard inside her…that you will look after!”
 

Kevin muttered humbly still swallowing the remnants of the man’s warm, male fluid.
 

“Yes Richard…I understand.” 
 

He pulled his female clothes around him; Eli could see that his underwear was stained and she guessed that he had come and climaxed disgracefully while subjugating himself before her new man and master.   
 

Her husband was definitely so utterly degenerate that it continually amazed her!
 

The door slammed and he was gone, and Richard sat back into his favourite, burgundy, leather chair tiredly and smiled.
 

“Get me a drink Eli and let me admire and look at your luscious legs.”
 

Champagne was poured into a crystal glass from the bulbous bottle in a nearby, silver bucket before she then paraded before him sensing his eyes devouring her.
 

Eli only wanted to please and pleasure him, and she felt that she had strangely lost her identity to him completely. 
 

She lovingly placed the drink in his hand, kneeled beside him and put his shrunken penis in her small hand; it pulsed to her touch and as it did so, she placed her mouth around it and suckled the flesh as he teased her deliciously.
 

“You’re better than your husband Eli!”
 

She laughed at his backhanded compliment, and he stroked her hair softly in appreciation of her ongoing, servile efforts.
 

Over the course of the next few months Eli’s life was a whirl of casinos and constant, rampant sex with Richard. 
 

He fucked her remorselessly and continuously, in every conceivable, possible position, and it was with some disquiet and disappointment to him that her expected pregnancy did not transpire. 
 

Eli was unsure what to think, she had not previously wished for a child but she had surrendered both her mind and body to this powerful and decadent man without reserve, and wanted to fulfil his every whim and wish. 
 

Her tests had come back negative once again from the clinic and Richard was not happy when she told him the news at the house, and he was extremely quiet throughout the evening that followed. 
 

In fact he did not speak much to her as they ate, and was almost silent as they then played the tables together, and it made her feel extremely unsettled. 
 

Eli won well, her purse was suddenly bursting with cash, and on the short drive back to his house she should have been content and celebratory, but Richard’s melancholic demeanour was strange and disconcerting for her. 
 

She placed her hand on his and spoke to him quietly and apologetically. 
 

“I’m sorry I am not yet pregnant Richard…are you angry with me?”
 

He looked at her quizzically; patently and deeply in thought. 
 

“No Eli… but I think it is time for me to move on a little…I have given you too much of my time and I have neglected some of my other girls!”
 

Eli gasped in real fear and panic.
 

“But what are you saying Richard? You can’t send me back to Kevin…you can’t!”
 

He smiled but without heat or warmth.
 

“Don’t worry Eli…I haven’t finished with you yet!”
 

He ran his hands over her dress and slipped his hand under her exposed top to caress one of her small breasts; he noticed how her nipples always hardened when squeezed so reactively, in between his finger and thumb and sighed expressively.
 

“You really do like sex Eli…that’s good!” 
 

Once inside the house he escorted her to his bedroom and he made her stand immobile in the centre; he produced a black, velvet blindfold and proceeded to place it around her eyes until her world was one of complete darkness.
 

“It is time to highlight your senses Eli…no sight, just sensation for you!”
 

She felt her dress being removed and then her pants, and she was suddenly exposed and completely naked except for her silken stockings. 
 

Trembling with renewed concern and excitement, she felt familiarly devoid of any power or will, and her body only waiting to be explored and used by him. 
 

Richard’s hand found her belly then her thighs and she murmured as his educated fingers teased her sex lips, until they began to weep to his expert, intrusive, investigations and attentions.
 

She sensed him move behind her and allowed herself to be bent forward, as if only awaiting the thick, powerful flesh that would soon be within her. 
 

Her emotions were in overdrive and she felt his erection at the base of her bottom, then as she caught her breath, with a sudden push, deep inside her vaginal, sensual, snug walls!
 

She groaned in pleasure as his cock began to move inside her and she bent her head forward but then jumped, as she impossibly felt a male body in front of her, and then familiar hands caress her hair and soft face. 
 

Richard’s voice sounded to soothe her and explain her predicament.
 

“Yes Eli…it is not me inside you…but…it is still pleasurable…No? You will give yourself to my will…other men will plough you with seed and we will see who can catch you!”
 

She heard him chuckle as she groaned at his effrontery, but his erection was tantalisingly at her mouth and she complied in her disgrace, and began to suck and suckle it obediently and instinctively as if she had no choice.
 

The man behind her was fucking her rhythmically now; she realised it was some unknown, unseen stranger taking her body, but in spite of her mental and moral revulsion, the waves of sexual pleasure were extraordinary and cascaded over her like a physical, erotic waterfall. 
 

She dropped to her knees and the male parts inside her moved with her, and she was instantly transformed into a willing vassal and receptacle for their combined, masculine pleasure.
 

Her feminine form and parts were used and taken, and she could only feel her body primitively move, meet, then rise and fall to each invasive movement or thrust.
 

She grunted as the man behind her climaxed and, as her mouth opened for life giving air, it was suddenly filled with Richard’s viscous ejaculate and she spluttered, blinked then exploded into her own sordid, degrading orgasm. 
 

She collapsed, suddenly separated from her lovers into a foetal position on the floor and, as her blindfold was removed, she saw Richard’s pompous, smug face and suddenly hated him with a vengeance, as he spoke in some hilarity, at her hopeless, helpless position! 
 

“Welcome to my new world…for you Eli!”
 

She looked hesitantly at the man that had just climaxed inside her, he was small and stocky with a perspiring bald dome, and he smiled almost shyly at her and spoke politely.
 

 “My name’s Trent…I hope that pleased you Eli because you will be seeing a lot more of me from now on in!”
 

She ran to the bathroom to escape her suffering and persecution, cleansed herself and returned to find the two men sitting nakedly on the upright, velvet covered chairs in the opposite corners of the room. 
 

Her only covering was a white, towelling robe and, at Richard’s instruction, she let it slide to the floor to expose her gleaming, pristine, pale body.
 

Trent whispered as if she was a mere object or possession, and whistled childishly.
 

“She’s a Sexy Girl…what nights can I have her?”
 

Richard drew on his half full, brandy glass.
 

“Tuesday’s and Thursdays…”
 

He chuckled wickedly.
 

“The one who puts her in the family way, pays…OK?”
 

Both men nodded, the pact was set and agreed and Eli went to speak but found herself unable to object, it was as though she no longer had any option or will of her own.
 

The men drank and then parted to separate rooms and Eli first serviced Trent, and then went into Richard’s bed, with the former man’s sperm still dripping from her. 
 

Her main master and lover’s seed was soon mixed with her wetness, and she lay back and looked at the blank, beige ceiling as if she was in some mad, disgusting, immoral, sexual nightmare. 
 

However Eli had noticed how quickly she could accept and respond to another man’s body, and even though Trent was a stranger, not her type and was not particularly attractive, she had still experienced a full climax with him. 
 

She seemed to like the sex for its own sake, and she tried to feel bad about the disconcerting fact, but could not. 
 

Disgustingly she still enjoyed this wild and wacky lifestyle and given the recent events and revelations in regards to her husband, there was certainly nothing to go home for!
 

So the next month was regular, unending sex with both men, inter-spaced with some humiliation for Kevin now and again, for both her and Richard’s entertainment, and unworthy amusement. 
 

Her lover always enjoyed showing Kevin what a Whore his wife had become, and reversely, enjoyed demonstrating to Eli how pathetic, emasculated and docile her husband was as his new found femininity developed and evolved.  
 

Kevin was now completely subservient to Richard and performed any task or sexual request asked of him, and it was indeed a strange, sullied, decadent world of intimacy and sexual exploration they all inhabited.
 

The pregnancy test for Eli at the month end again unfortunately proved negative for her and she faced Richard in his study with some concern as the man sat at his desk in demonstrative thought, whilst she shuffled her feet uncomfortably as he addressed her.
 

“You’re not a Good Bunny Eli…all my other bunnies are having babies now…I’m not happy with you!”
 

Eli spluttered pathetically.
 

“I’m ssssorry Richard…but it’s not my fault…it’s not!”
 

He was cruel and uncaring.
 

“That’s as may be but I need a break from you!”
 

She whispered in horror.
 

“I can’t….I can’t go back to my previous existence Richard…you know I can’t.”
 

He just mumbled on at her, ignoring her heartfelt pleas.
 

“You can still go to the casino….I have made an account for you…but for the next fortnight I only want you on a Sunday evening…and you can still have Trent on a Tuesday…see if one of us can get lucky…Hey?”
 

He looked at how uncomfortable she was at his unkind joke and flushed in sadistic pleasure, as he remembered how insufferably cocky this girl had been when he had known her at University. 
 

“You can always do your own thing Eli, but if you take my coin then you shall do as I bid.”
 

She nodded at him weakly, as if her fight and confidence had been eroded to an impossibly, low ebb and she listened as he then asked her an unusual question.
 

“Do your fellow workers know what an accomplished Whore you’ve become?”
 

Eli blushed unusually at such an absurd query and shook her head firmly
 

“Then tomorrow as an extra treat you can suck off the post boy…I presume that your workplace has one?”
 

Her dark eyes raged.
 

“No Richard…no!”
 

He raised his voice and slammed his hand on the desk before him to register his frustration, authority and unreasonable point.
 

“Never use that word to me, Eli… Never!”
 

She quickly nodded in submission and fear of him.
 

“A blow-job…that’s it…I don’t want anyone else inside you without my permission…do you understand!”
 

Eli looked at him as if he were deluded and insane, and whispered defensively, pretending and only hoping they were still close.
 

“As if I would, Richard?”
 

He dismissed her with a casual wave of his hand.
 

“I will know if you haven’t done as I have requested Eli….so do not try to lie or pretend…do as I instruct you…as always!”
 

She drove home quietly taking her confusion, anger and frustration out on Kevin, who was made to sleep on the floor in a pink, flowing night gown and matching knickers.
 

Her slumber was not restful and over breakfast she spoke coldly to her husband.
 

“Richard says I have to suck off the post boy…what’s his name?”
 

Kevin’s face was instantly white and he gasped in horror.
 

“Carl…you can’t Eli…he’s only just eighteen…you can’t!”
 

She ignored his protestations.
 

“Just bring him to the storage room at midday…or I might just start telling your colleagues what pretty underwear you’re wearing nowadays!”
 

Kevin blushed and they did not speak again until they met outside the door specified, and at the appointed hour. 
 

Carl was behind him, a tall, strapping boy with rich, dark eyes and short cropped hair and Eli suddenly drew her breath in anxiety and fear.
 

The boy was black, coal, inky black and Eli had never even kissed or been out with a Negro…Never!
 

He smiled at her and spoke respectfully and endearingly.
 

“Kevin said that you needed a lift with some boxes Eli…I’m here, and pleased to help!”
 

Kevin departed, almost fled, and Eli nervously led them inside the darkened the room and shut the door apprehensively behind her. 
 

She realised to her regret and humiliation that she had no option but to comply with Richard’s instruction.
 

Therefore she stood on an old pair of steps; Carl held her slim waist as she pretended to try to find a box on the very highest shelf until, accidentally on purpose, she slipped on the top step and cascaded to the floor with the young man valiantly arresting her fall. 
 

His arms held her tightly and she flushed, as her short, tight skirt got apparently snagged on the ladder, and without a word to her saviour she undid the zip and instantaneously stepped out from it. 
 

She was only wearing thin pants and nylon, hold up stockings and she could see the his bulging, inky eyes centre on her legs and what was entreatingly between them in the shadows and darkness.
 

She murmured at him as if not embarrassed at all.
 

“Thanks for saving me Carl…help me get dressed then!” 
 

The boy stood behind her in the cramped, claustrophobic space and she could sense his erection in his tight jeans; her fingers searched in the murky light for her skirt, but somehow only found his hardness and confidently, he made no attempt to remove them from their heavenly, resting spot. 
 

His hands in response now began to caress her naked legs and thighs and she turned to him, indecently tugged his jeans and boxer shorts down, and let his bulging, hidden erection almost slap her directly in the face as she released it.
 

To her complete shock the man’s erect penis was gargantuan; the fact that it was took her completely by surprise, and she groaned out loudly in shock and sudden lust.
 

“Oh Carl…what is this…fuck what is this!”
 

Her mouth, almost in salivating reflex, instantly sucked and consumed it and she grunted as his fingers entered her panties, then her wetness as he lustfully began to explore her, in urgent reciprocation. 
 

She vaguely remembered that Richard had told her to supply a blow-job only, but her desire for this immense flesh made her lose control completely, as both she and the boy grunted demonically to one another.
 

“God I’ve dreamed of fucking you Eli…you always looked so Sexy and Foxy…and now I will!”
 

He pushed her back on the low table, pulled at her knickers and although she tried to meekly protest, her thighs opened instinctively as his body lowered on top and between them, and his extraordinary penis began its’ salacious journey inside her, slippery, willing, slimy, vaginal cavity.
 

As large and thick as this flesh was, it somehow it slid in her wetness easily, and the sensation of this divine cock filling her most precious and sensual, female centre, was utterly indescribable and divine for her.
 

Once fully inserted, he held her hair firmly and began to take her body with youthful, energy, vigour and power and Eli responded with a passion for him that truly terrified her. 
 

She could only lie back with her legs weakly apart, as the boy moved and thrust endlessly against her on the hard unforgiving surface that made her so receptive, accessible and sensitive to every invasive movement of his iron flesh.
 

Uncontrollably, Eli climaxed quickly, then again, and the youth pumped himself, within her for a full half-hour until he finally tensed and came. 
 

He ultimately groaned in satisfaction, as Eli felt his weight trapping her against the smooth, cold table and he collapsed on top of her.
 

She pushed weakly up against his muscular weight, pinning her down, and exhaled in weakness and disbelief.
 

“Let me go now Carl…and don’t mention this to anyone!”
 

But the youth did not move at all, and unbelievably Eli began to feel his penis hardening inside her as his heavy body held her fast, and he grimaced meaningfully.
 

“This is too good to waste Eli!” 
 


  

He slowly began to move slowly then roughly again, and touched her vagina with his long urgent fingers as he fucked her; she felt deliciously constrained by him and could do nothing but moan timidly as he lustfully resumed his courtship.
 

Eli promptly climaxed again and was soon saturated once more as he spent his seed deeply within her womb! 
 

Her legs were trembling like wobbly Jell-O as she eventually arose; sex with Richard had been great, exciting, but not like this! 
 

This copulation was truly incredible and she found it hard to believe the power, sexual dynamism and enthusiasm of this extraordinary, young man; however she tried to mask the effect he had on her as best she could and pleaded with him.
 

“Don’t mention this Carl…to anybody…please….it’s been a mistake!”
 

He just smiled and murmured as he stood up and dressed.
 

“Sure Eli…that’s cool…thanks…see you later Eli!”
 

The boy departed immediately and she tidied her underwear, lowered her dress and left the storeroom hoping nobody would notice her. 
 

The area was quiet and she slipped back into the day seamlessly, only ever more sensing the young man’s semen hardening on her.
 

Her body felt horny all day and Eli was pleased to reach her flat and prepared to place her pungent form into a warm, fragrant bath. 
 

She removed her clothes until only her thin, black knickers were around her and she could see Carl’s thick, semen stains upon them. 
 

She admired how they hugged her nubile body and felt a rush of perverse, adrenaline pump through her and called out loudly.
 

“Kevin…come here…now!”
 

Her husband came running and stopped in the doorway as he saw his wife stretching her body languidly with just her tight pants around her, and she addressed him urgently.
 

“Lick Carl off me Kevin…start through my knickers then inside me…there’s so much up there…hurry!”
 

Kevin was constantly shocked nowadays by his wife, but dutifully he kneeled down and began to clean her.
 

Firstly through the black, silky underwear, then over and inside her vagina, as Eli disgustingly pushed her body against his tongue and imagined that Carl was inside her once more. 
 

Her fetid imagination sensed his wondrous, thick, black erection and groaned to an orgasm as her mind and body melded together in explosive union.
 

She grasped Kevin’s lengthening hair and pulled it tightly, as she murmured out loudly and expressed her prurient thoughts... 
 

“God that Little Boy was so masculine Kevin…so fucking virile!”
 

She bathed and ate then went to bed to try to rest and sleep, but all she could think about was her sex life. 
 

First Richard, Trent and then Carl; she instantly knew that her diabolical master would have been furious if he knew she had been unfaithful to his command of her, but that did not concern her greatly.
 

She was not due to see him for many days and accepted that her body was now finely attuned to divisive and devilish sex, and she definitely needed what this new, divine, black lover could offer. 
 

In the morning Eli dressed for work and pulled a tiny pair of white, thong pants around her; she already knew and had decided that she wanted Carl again and within minutes of arriving at work she sought him out. 
 

A further clandestine meeting was arranged at lunchtime, and within seconds of the door closing in the confined space of the stock room, her mouth was around his cock and his fingers were exploring inside her.
 

She lay helpless over the hard, heavenly flatness and rigidity of the desk, as he pumped her, over and over until she was again full of his seed, and only after her second orgasm was she finally sated and free of this terribly, raging ache she felt for him.
 

This continued all week and Richard’s servicing of her on the Sunday, was a mere tepid, physical distraction from Carl’s energetic attentions! 
 

The man may have had money, but even he could not compete with the infinitely, well endowed and energetic, young, black man.
 

Her obligations were fulfilled to Trent as enthusiastically as she could on the Tuesday, and Eli never once consciously thought about how disgracefully low her moral and marital standards had become. 
 

She had the casino, sex and still a husband, although Kevin was barely recognisable from the man she used to know. 
 

He was ever becoming obsessed only with her perverse, debauched, sex life, women’s clothes and underwear, and would sleep in negligees or just parade around the flat in soiled knickers with his erection visible. 
 

He was disgusting but somehow, strangely the same amiable person inside, and Eli still liked him around her for his companionship and questionable company.
 

She outrageously moved Carl into the flat after a fortnight and Kevin would pathetically make them their dinner and then listen and play with his genitalia in the spare room, to the cacophony of his wife’s groans, and cries of intimate pleasure that she made during her fornication and interaction with her new, fantastical male.
 

Carl’s lovemaking was always spectacular; he was rough and unsophisticated but that was part of his charm for Eli. 
 

The young man was pure, youthful fun and a constant erection always ready and waiting to explode inside her mouth or belly; Carl seemingly was absolutely irresistible to her! 
 

Sometimes after he had spent himself over and inside her she would ask Kevin to lick her clean, and this he did much to her dark lover’s amusement.
 

It was all weird, distasteful and whacky but to her shame, Eli truly enjoyed all of the depravity she had been involved with from the beginning of this adventure, that somehow all stemmed from the seemingly, insignificant, innocuous, golden band on her finger!
 

Eli did not miss seeing Richard, and in fact truly only resented any time away from Carl who was becoming the centre of her world. 
 

However she still performed whatever sexual requirement her financial master expected of her, although she was extremely pleased it was now only once a week.
 

The normal pregnancy test was completed as usual at the end of the month, and she could tell by the look of glee on Richard’s lean face when he saw him at their normal Sunday meeting and tryst, that something unexpected had happened.
 

“Well congratulations Eli you’ve done it…we’ve done it…you’re expecting!”
 

Eli stood stunned, as if it was impossible, but the uncomfortable fact was there had not been a single day for as long as she could remember, when her belly had not been thick and full of male sperm.
 

She tried to look pleased as she realised that Richard had performed his ultimate act of power over her and Kevin.
 

Her body was going to yield a child from, or designed by him, or that was what he thought because she obviously had not told him about Carl!
 

Richard suddenly looked kindly at her. 
 

“You will never have to worry about money again Eli…either Trent or I will take care of you…once we know who the father is…we’ll test for it shortly…come here Eli…let’s celebrate!”
 

He took her in his arms, kissed her and led her to the bedroom where he fucked her with a passion she had not felt for a long time from him and, after he had finished, he stroked her shining hair and spoke softly.
 

“You can no longer have sex Eli until the baby comes…it is my command…go to the doctor I arrange, and we will see if it’s Trent or I that is the Daddy; money will always be there for you and now and you can still play the tables as before…now go!”        
 

Eli dressed and left and was too shocked to either speak to Kevin or Carl about the life changing news for them all. 
 

The weeks passed and she took the test as organised, naively not wishing to believe there would be any consequences of her previous, disreputable actions, but when she stood before Richard on the specified Sunday again, she could tell by the absolute, raging fury in his face that the test had shown the father was unknown.
 

The man screamed at her in a rage she had never ever seen before.
 

“Who the fuck is he you…Whore?”
 

Eli blinked weakly like a fly stuck in a spider’s web and blurted out the truth.
 

 “Carl the boy from the office you told me to…”
 

His ire only grew to a twisting, whirlwind
 

“Suck him… not fuck him… you Stupid Bitch…you’ve ruined everything!”
 

Eli spoke pathetically and without thinking.
 

“But I love him!”
 

Richard’s anger was at a crescendo and he continued to scream and yell at her in his wrath and damnation, at her foul, faithless, feckless deeds
 

“Good…good….good…then go to him and let him look after you because there’s no more free ride from me!”
 

The anger and insanity he demonstrated was seemingly infectious, and Eli had a sudden flash of irrational, blind confidence.
 

“Then don’t worry Richard…that’s fine, we’ll be just fine!”
 

She turned on her heels and rushed back home where Carl was waiting for her, and he was surprised at her return so early from what he assumed was her weekly meeting with her morality group! 
 

He was even more amazed in the hour or so it took for her to tell him about the baby, and after an initial shock, and to his eternal credit, the young man seemed to relax and take it all in his youthful stride. 
 

Or so Eli thought because after a final night of base, dirty, carnal passion with him, in the morning Carl was gone; he did not come into work or in fact appear again and, as she knew almost nothing about him, she could not trace him.
 

She tried, through records at work, but these proved to be false addresses and the love of her live had scarpered at the mere thought of a child and the responsibilities that it would bring, and had left her well and truly in the lurch!
 

Eli was distraught, alone, and began to realise the terrible position she had placed herself in; she tried to keep calm, throw herself into her work and carry on, but her whole life had changed just too much and within a week she realised continuing like this was beyond her. 
 

Kevin, her life partner, was no longer her husband; he was some weird, weak cross between a man and a woman, and he wandered aimlessly around the flat as if waiting for her to reprimand or instruct him. 
 

Instinctively she knew that he would help her with the baby; she was confident that he would provide what support he could, had accepted the news of the impending birth pragmatically, and she was grateful to still have him around in her hour of need.
 

With Carl’s hasty departure Eli’s mind started to dwell more and more on Richard and what she had lost with him.
 

Even Kevin missed him weirdly, as he had accepted the fact that the man was his superior, and it was somehow insettling not having him around telling him and them, what to do. 
 

He would suggest ironically that she should apologise to him; told her how outrageously she had acted and how shameless she seemed to have become, as if he had some insight into moral parameters, which of course he did not have at all.
 

Eli recognised that her love Carl, was not really up to much in the real world, but even so was not convinced by her own argument and reasoning. 
 

Carl had been a strong, compelling, unforgettable and virile lover and had delighted her spiritually as well as physically, and she mourned the loss of him for many days. 
 

Also and disturbingly, after constant, insatiable sex for many, many months her body was jumping and craving male attention. 
 

She could not even relieve her frustrations on the roulette tables as her money had run out within days, and her line of credit had obviously been cancelled at the casino.
 

Her previously privileged and rich life had become an utter mess and a nightmare!
 

It took her only a fortnight to pick up the phone to Richard and after the third attempt he grudgingly took the call; when she heard his tone her own voice faltered, and she could feel her eyes begin to fill with self pitying tears as she begged him.
 

“Please Richard…I’m so sorry…my life is ruined…it was a mistake with Carl! Please…don’t leave me helpless like this…I’ll do anything, let me back in to your world…I need…”
 

The man spoke dryly; he knew Eli and what she needed.
 

“Money…”
 

His voice softened a little as if he too had missed her and what they had shared.
 

“You were a Good Bunny Eli, just liked being poked too much…let down the Daddy Bunny!”
 

His words and intimations were so cruel, crude and insulting to her but she had not the slightest pride left in herself anymore.
 

“I’m sorry Richard…it will never happen again…never!”
 

He exhaled in exasperation with her and as if she was a naughty, cheeky child.
 

“Come round tonight Eli and we can discuss it…7p.m, don’t be late.” 
 

Eli arrived half an hour early and Richard kept her waiting in the front room until the exact specified time; he had nothing to do, but it was mark of his power and authority that he could dictate to her once more.  
 

Eventually on the given hour he strode in purposefully and sat beside her on the elegant white couch; he stroked her hair and she kissed his fingers meekly quickly, changing to sucking his longest digit.
 

It was a sign of her devotion and servitude and Richard allowed her to make homage to him and whispered condescendingly.
 

“You are such a Silly Girl Eli…now you will have to pay the price.”
 

Her mouth was busy with his hand as she spoke.
 

“What Richard? I will do anything”
 

The man showed a ruthlessness that had fuelled his success in his life.
 

“If you want me to pay for your Bastard…pay for you, then you will be my possession…do as your told…if you don’t then you will be cut off for good! No… second chances Eli…this is your last opportunity with me!”
 

She was still sucking him and was already aroused; this degradation and environment always perversely, excited her.
 

“I understand Richard…I have been stupid…you’ve been good to me and I let you down.”
 

She undid his trousers and placed his thick, solid erection in her mouth and, after a fortnight without sex, it tasted comforting and delicious to her.
 

“Yes Eli you enjoy being a Whore so don’t forget again…you can only fuck and suck when I say.”
 

Eli heard the words but it only heightened her pleasure, as in some deviant and practical way she honestly did enjoy being Richard’s, sexual servant.
 

Also she no longer craved independence or control of her life anymore; the last few weeks had proved what poor decisions she made, and as she sensed her master building to a climax she gratefully swallowed his seed without removing her mouth from his pulsing, pumping flesh for a moment.    
 

She wiped and licked her lips, and looked at him appreciatively and weakly. 
 

“Thank you Richard…just tell me whatever you want me to do!”
 

He smiled, leant back and placed his hands firmly behind his head and whispered insultingly.
 

“There’s no sex for you until the baby comes now Eli…just blow jobs…you’re good at those…”
 

He thought for a moment as if not caring how much he had insulted her with his callous, crass observations.
 

“…Are you still friendly with Elaine? Now she was sexy at school but a real, hard ass!”
 

She nodded and sipped the champagne he offered.
 

“Yes Richard…she’s happily married though…”
 

The man laughed mockingly.
 

“Like you?”
 

Eli blushed but replied.
 

“I suppose so…do you want me to speak to her?”
 

Richard nodded slowly.
 

“Yeah persuade her to come round next week and get her in one of those uniforms…then I’ll fuck her…well you’re off the menu now; I can’t fuck you till that Bastard’s out of you!”
 

His idea seemed so unimaginably implausible.
 

“She’ll never agree Richard…never…”
 

He laughed; he always had enjoyed the impossible.
 

“Persuade her Eli…you’re my employee now…you’ve got to earn your corn…or stay as you are…”
 

She whispered sadly.
 

“I can’t…how can I go back to my old life?”
 

Richard’s eyes glowed demonically green.
 

“Then accept what you are Eli?”
 

She just stared meekly at him.
 

“What am I Richard…tell me?”
 

He was back to the effusive good humoured, obnoxiously, arrogant bastard she knew him to be.
 

“Eli you come into my house, suck my cock, and take my money…you’re a Whore Eli…mine to do with as I wish!”
 

Eli looked inside herself, she could still taste his semen in her mouth, her belly was full and growing and she felt strangely accepting of her situation, and spoke only of her gratitude and submission.
 

“I understand Richard…thank you for taking me back!”
 

He nodded at her and stroked her hair. 
 

“Bring Elaine here next week.”
 

She mumbled nervously at him.
 

“Can’t I stay?”
 

He laughed.
 

“Say please, Eli.”
 

She was not even offended at his request and just smiled.
 

“Please Richard!”
 

“OK Eli but no fucking…you can just pleasure me.”
 

She smiled, walked up to his room and removed her clothes. 
 

Her figure was still tight, masking the growing secret inside her, and she pulled a silk slip over her shoulders and slid inside his tidy bed. 
 

She felt better, relaxed finally to be reunited with him, and when Richard joined her, she spent the night massaging and sucking him lovingly and without the slightest introspection or hesitation.
 

She met Elaine a few days later and to her surprise, when she told her about her own marriage problems, the girl related that everything was not perfect in her own world and marital relationship. 
 

Elaine remembered Richard, and was fairly dismissive of him, but Eli’s enthusiasm for the man kindled her curiosity. 
 

They drank wine and at the end of the second bottle, Elaine was divulging in detail how poor her sex life was; she was in fact raging and desperate for a good fucking, but still could not imagine herself with Richard. 
 

However her interest was aroused and she agreed to come with Eli to his house the following night as her husband was away, but made it clear that she would probably only take the Mickey out of him, as she had done constantly at University.
 

Richard was out when they arrived and Eli opened champagne that was always freely available, and Elaine was impressed at the sheer, opulent luxury of the home. 
 

Eli led her to the upstairs room and directly in front of her, she began to change into her own fetching, bunny uniform. 
 

Elaine watched with rising interest and, seduced by the alcohol and the adventure of their evening, openly admired and coveted the skin-tight suit.
 

Within seconds she could not resist removing her own clothes and trying one on, from the many and varied one’s available; she was shortly admiring herself in the long mirror, now wearing a pink, clingy outfit that made her look like a teenager again!
 

She looked sensational, long willowy legs leading to a flat belly and rounded, firm boobs. 
 

The tight costume accentuated her large breasts and Eli complimented her on her figure as her old friend murmured in delight; she turned and saw the cheekily placed, fluffy tail on her backside, pinched it and giggled!
 

“God I feel so sexy in this!”
 

They went downstairs keeping the leotards and nylons on, then drank copiously until the sensuality and the wine relaxed and confused them both; by the time Richard arrived they were both very merry.
 

Elaine was shocked to see him; the man looked so different to how she had remembered, and she was suddenly aware and embarrassed at how provocatively she was dressed. 
 

She stood up, shook his hand tremulously and felt his eyes pouring over her then jumped, as he touched her back and felt a surge of electricity buzz through her.
 

He smiled, called Eli to him and without instruction, and to Elaine’s utter disbelief and shock, she knelt down, removed his penis from his trousers and began to lick and serve his protruding, dominant erection.
 

However, the inebriated girl quickly recovered as if entranced and seduced by the decadence and depravity of her friend. 
 

Without further thought, she knelt too and joined in the sexual act of oral submission to him, while Richard stroked her long, brown hair, rubbed her delicate neck and chuckled quietly and contentedly as both girls served him on their knees.
 

“It’s good to see you again too, Elaine!”
 

He motioned to Eli to unzip her from the tight, bright outfit, and she was naked within seconds, with her large breasts and thick brown areolas and nipples sensitively pronounced, and pointed in arousal and agitation, in his direction. 
 

Richard moved behind her and she groaned helplessly in her growing lust as he squeezed her mounds and crevices, then bent her body forward and stroked her soft, plump, white bottom.
 

He patted her thighs apart and she groaned in submission as he proceeded to push his pumped up cock inside her, crying pathetically as he did so.
 

“Oh no…No!” 
 

But she was lost to common sense or reticence, her backside was moving quickly against his hardness and her eyes were closed so not as to display her diabolical, sordid, faithless, lust and passion.
 

Eli watched in fascination as her old friend allowed her body to be fucked in every possible position, and the girl climaxed multiple times until eventually Richard increased his pace and released himself within her.
 

She collapsed into a naked, sweating, feminine heap on the floor and Eli thoughtfully passed her a towel.
 

It took a few minutes for everybody to recover and Elaine just draped the large, soft cloth around her, but made no attempt to get dressed. 
 

She opened her thighs and showed Richard her hairy crack, seeping with his semen, laughing, and without a trace of remorse or regret.
 

“That was so great Richard…Eli was right about you…you have changed!”
 

He smiled and innocently offered to debase and shame her further.
 

“Do you want to stay the night Elaine?”
 

Her wispy, brown, pubic hair framing her vagina was on display for him, as if to show what an immoral girl of easy virtue she now was, and she spoke and smiled wickedly to confirm the fact.
 

 “Only if you fuck me in the ass Darling!”
 

Richard told her to go to his room and she left obediently; he then turned to Eli and was extremely pleased with her, as he smiled in contentment and anticipation.
 

“Well done, she can finally use her caustic mouth for something useful…by the way…do you remember Tina?”
 

Over the next few months Eli became Richard’s obedient, utter, servant and old school, pimp and without exception, each girl she re-introduced to him, eventually succumbed to his physical or financial charms. 
 

She became ambivalent to his appetites and spent her time preparing for her new impending arrival. 
 

Carl surprisingly came to meet her through guilt one morning at work, but she had no tie to him anymore;  had no feelings at all, and she had no further need for communication with him after his token visit.
 

The baby was a healthy, brown skinned boy, she called him Richie and she led a solitary life after the birth for a while, when his needs were at there most demanding.  
 

Richard supported her financially and she was grateful for his involvement, as Kevin unfortunately was little or no help at all. 
 

It took her 6 months to regain her figure and she was delighted when she could once again squeeze into her divisive, delicious, bunny outfit.
 

Kevin often looked after the baby as Richard finally relented to allow Eli to begin her life again, and although she had read somewhere that women lost their libido and physical drive after giving birth, it had amazingly made her even more sexually needy.
 

She climaxed 3 times that first evening of renewal with her master, and Richard kept her supplied with a string of his friends and clients, so she always had some sexual activity. 
 

Eli had tried to argue and defend her honour in her own head, but in truth Richard had become the centre of her universe and she accepted her promiscuous, debasing role in his realm without question.
 

Her master normally had her once a week, and on one occasion after they had finished a marathon session, in the calm aftermath of their passion, he let her lay her head quietly on his chest. 
 

“You are just so good at sex Eli…you just loved it…from the very first time!”
 

She kissed his bare flesh and let her teeth bite him gently and giggled without regret.
 

“I didn’t really, until I got this ring and I met you!”
 

He had no understanding of her reference to any ring.
 

“A friend of mine is doing a film…she’s asked me to supply a few girls as extras, you need to be there on Tuesday…take the day off work and I’ll give you the address in the morning.”
 

She smiled at him enthusiastically.
 

“Yeah, wow that sounds like fun…I’ve never been in a film!”
 

He chuckled at her interest.
 

“Good Eli…and make sure you do a good job, it helps to pay for everything!”
 

She was effusive and enlivened at the thought of being a movie star!
 

“No problem Boss!”
 

Eli arrived at the address given to her by Richard early on the appointed morning as she had promised, and was pleased that it was a rather expensive and exclusive mansion in the hills around Sydney. 
 

The film stage was all laid out ready with lots of girls and a few muscular men.
 

It appeared that the first scene was to be around the pool and she was given a white bikini to change into, and she took her place at the rear of the set as requested. 
 

She was fascinated by all the cameras, felt privileged to be involved in such an exclusive environment and to be in a film, and watched enthralled from her vantage point as the star suddenly appeared from inside the house in a tiny, red string bikini.  
 

The main artist was a small, slim, blonde girl with large, unnaturally still breasts and to Eli’s amazement, within seconds of the lights shining and the shout of action, her painted mouth was locked around one of the erections of the males that were in a scene with her.
 

Eli suddenly, and to her horror and shame, realised that the film was a pornographic one, and she furtively tried to lower herself onto her sun-bed, and disappear out of sight.
 

However, a female voice rang out from behind the lights. 
 

“Cut!”
 

Immediately the action stopped and the petite, blonde girl looked up in surprise and hissed loudly, with a broad, ignorant, Australian lilt to her voice.
 

“What’s the problem?”
 

The directors pretty voice from behind the dazzle and the camera replied coldly, and instinctively; Eli somehow sensed she had heard it somewhere before, but she was so confounded and confused, she immediately shrugged the overwhelming feeling of familiarity off her as she listened in fascination. 
 

“You are Darling…you’re as sexy as shit…you’re fired!”
 

The small girl with the silicone implants grabbed her clothes and ran off the set in tears, and the other actors stood in shocked silence as further sweet, feminine words sounded again.
 

“You at the back…stand up!”
 

Eli realised the voice was talking to her and slowly she rose up to attention.
 

“Come forward…yes that’s it…stand next to Jeff…good figure…take your top off Dear.”
 

Eli felt the lights burning her, but being so used to taking instruction, and without thinking, she undid her bikini clasp and cups and let her plump, firm breasts fall out before her, and the voice continued to sound and speak as if she wasn’t there.
 

“Good figure…what does she feel like Jeff?” 
 

The man that was standing beside her placed his hands on her skin, and instantly his youthful mouth began to kiss and tease her small, pert, pointed, especially sensitive nipples as the decisive, dominant woman spoke a final time.
 

“Action…roll it!” 
 

Eli tried desperately to object as the man teased down her bottoms and exposed her special, private places, but initial denial and revulsion appeared to be just as her role dictated, in this sordid play or scene she had been catapulted into.
 

“No you can’t!” 
 

She moaned and cried but the camera just continued recording, caught her fear and then her sexual weakness as her body had already begun reacting to the man’s caresses; she then groaned too quickly in capitulation as his fingers began to play with her emerging wetness. 
 

His tongue entered into her vaginal softness and folds and as his stiff erection appeared before her mouth. 
 

She kissed and then suckled it and soon had forgotten all about the filming, and was fucking him with her own demonic, sexual craving and dirty, sordid passions.
 

Men seemed to handle her from all sides, one cock then another, sometimes together in every crevice she had available. 
 

They fucked her vagina, then her bottom and she moaned with each sordid thrust until she kneeled before them and let them ejaculate over her, whilst she looked and beamed happily into the lens as if she was in her own, personal heaven or hell!
 

Finally the filming was finished and she collapsed exhaustedly onto the sun-bed and tried to catch her breath. 
 

She was aching, sore and the reality of what she had just done was beginning to pervade her thoughts, leaving her in trauma and denial at what she had been party to, and allowed to happen.
 

Her body sensed someone kneel beside her, take her hand gently and she looked up to see a familiar face firmly removing the ring of Aphrodite off her finger.
 

“You won’t be needing this, anymore Eli…I think it has done its’ work and it is time to pass it on…but it was there to make your life richer… not worse!”
 

Eli looked up pathetically in her exposed, vulnerable state and recognised the girl from the television show all that time ago, and gasped at her in complete surprise.
 

“Fern!” 
 

The girl with the bright, ginger hair smiled down at her and she looked so healthy, happy and full of vitality.
 

“Yes Eli…I told you about the power of the ring… but it enriched my life. I’ve a partner now and I am on this side of the camera…maybe you were too stuck up for your own good… too greedy…now you have a new career…”
 

She giggled wickedly.
 

“And if I may say….you were just perfect for it!”
 

Eli groaned in mortification.
 

“No…oh my God… No!”
 

Fern stroked her sopping brow and smiled without pity at the woman that had lost her way so badly in her life, and with the terrible choices she had made.
 

“You want to speak to Richard? I don’t think he’ll help…do you? Just tell you to do a good job and earn money!”
 

Eli shook her head in confusion at her hopeless situation; she was trapped and she realised that her life had spiralled, inevitably down to this judgemental moment. 
 

There was clearly no way back to the prejudiced, uptight, morally superior girl she used to so love to be, and she just listened as the hateful girl finished her sentence.
 

“Have some rest tonight Eli because in the morning we start a new interracial flick and…just guess who’s the star?”
 

As the ring left her finger she heard Fern snigger softly and felt an echo of laughter buried somewhere deeply inside her head. 
 

It was a sound of a woman’s seductive tone and of such ethereal delicacy and grace; she knew instinctively that it belonged to the discordant, cruel goddess that had led her to this diabolical point in her life.
 

But Eli also recognised immediately that it was in fact her own fault, her own compulsions, selfishness, cravings and folly that had led her descent to where she was now,
 

As she truly understood what she had done and that she would never hear Aphrodite’s sweet refrain ever again, she buried her head in the bed and began to weep and cry in her agony and the reality of her new existence and sordid obligations.
 

Fern walked away and grabbed the ring tightly in her palm; it was wonderful to just hold it once more and she could hardly believe her good fortune to possess it again, or when Richard had shown her a picture of Eli. 
 

The girl seemed to have fallen from such a social and moral height from when she fatefully met her at the studio all those many months ago, and although Fern felt slightly responsible for her downfall, she also knew that if Eli could have controlled herself, the ring would have brought her such great joy and discovery, as it had for her.
 

But it was not her place to moralise and, as the goddess had told her, all mortals had to make their own choices.
 

It was just too irresistible not to place her in the film when she realised that Eli was one of Richard’s stable of women, then set up the stunt with the blonde girl to put her at the very centre of a new career path.
 

Fern had taken great pleasure in filming her and her most intimate, personal parts being invaded and was surprised at just how much the girl, feigning, initial distaste and unease, had subsequently and most demonstrably enjoyed it. 
 

Her face had betrayed her lust and pleasure; the camera always picked up any pretence and she knew Eli would be excellent in a vast range of productions she had planned. 
 

There was no sympathy inside her for the girl; this wilful stuck up young woman had made her decisions, as Fern had done previously, and she would now have to suffer and live with the consequences.
 

She held the ring again in her palm and literally felt her body pulse in pleasure almost in communal union with it; she had not expected to see it, never mind hold it again, and she realised that she now had something of a dilemma. 
 

Who should she give it to? It was a serious and perplexing question and given what had happened to Eli something of a troublesome, worrying, responsibility.    
 

She left the film set that was closing for the evening, and drove home to her house in the busy, boisterous, divine city where her lovely, lively partner was waiting for her. 
 

She had met him by accident at a gym, when they had been fighting to use the weights and had formed a bond and close friendship over the subsequent, developing few months. 
 

Kyle was a super fit bodyguard, loved and understood Fern and accepted her for what she was and the unusual lifestyle she chose to lead. 
 

Her life at the ranch, her husband and father in law still played a role in her hectic schedule, but Fern had found a happiness and peace with this man, and she was more contented and happy than she had ever been.  
 

They ate and drank rich, ruby Australian wine and Fern told him about Eli, the formerly superior, arrogant girl who had discovered a zest and dangerous addiction for her darkest appetites for life, that had led her on such an extraordinary journey and slippery, downward spiral. 
 

Her story was not much different to her own, but where as Fern felt as if she had prospered and grown under the influence of Aphrodite and the ring, the experience had undoubtedly not been the same for the other young woman. 
 

Eli had spectacularly lost her direction and soul through her avarice, greed and insatiable, uncontrollable desires and Fern now saw where this had ultimately led.
 

There had been a similar tipping point for her as well, but fortunately she corrected her course just in time, and now was reaping the rewards of a wonderfully, enjoyable, fulfilling life. 
 

But Fern still had the most uncomfortable sensations of blame for the girl’s position, and although she knew it was not truly the case, for the briefest moment she temporarily considered throwing the ring into the farthest reaches of the turbulent ocean and endless white waves that she overlooked from her exclusive house. 
 

However she dismissed the thoughts immediately; the ring was far too much of a treasure to be disposed of so casually. 
 

As had been explained by Aphrodite so clearly, there was a careful balance between divine intervention and mortal control, and it was surely not within her remit to think she could influence such things.
 

She longed to speak to the ethereal, eternal goddess again but knew that it was not possible and that she had already experienced her allotted and given time with her.
 

Fern was confused, went to bed and had ferocious sex with Kyle to distract her, and perversely thought about Eli being abused and fucked so timidly but energetically whilst she had looked on and filmed.
 

It was terrible of her to have such shadenfreude but just too delicious for her not to!
 

She fell into a deep slumber and to her surprise was instantly in the garden where Aphrodite was waiting quietly for her; the goddess looked beautiful as always, smiled and Fern gazed at her trying to remember every detail for posterity and for when she awoke.
 

“You are well Fern; I am so thrilled to see you again…pleased with the choices that you have made for yourself…you were always a clever and astute girl.”
 

Fern went to speak but Aphrodite flashed her crystal blue eyes and quietly bade her to keep still and silent.
 

“I have come to explain a few things to you Fern…I have felt your guilt and concern and have allowed you a final visit with me to release and unburden you.”
 

She touched her arm and Fern felt her heavenly spirit on her again. 
 

“It was not your fault with Eli…all you mortals have a choice…the ring only showed her about herself… her earthly, hidden desires and… she chose the narrow, selfish, greedy path… rather than the… sensible, cautious, clever way…”
 

Fern listened enthralled and utterly enraptured by her. 
 

“…She could have gambled occasionally, kept some control over her life, but she chose to hand it over to a man and now…well now, she is well and truly in a new experience for her, so to speak.”
 

Fern had to voice her concerns.
 

“But what if I give the ring to a nun or and old woman or…?” 
 

Aphrodite laughed softly and stroked her hair as if her caress was golden, morning sunlight. 
 

“Child the ring is not evil, it will not allow the mind to be shown what the body cannot cope with…for an elderly woman the ring will only provide comfort and ease.”
 

She walked a few steps with her around the magnificent, green gardens and alighted with her on a gleaming, white bench.
 

“…There are some women whose mind and body have suffered so much in your world that the ring’s power is rendered useless. The celestial, golden band can only be of use to women who still have the capacity to desire…the need to explore themselves and their sexuality…however this it is not your concern Fern…your responsibility!”
 

She gazed and dazzled her with impossibly, blue spheres.
 

“It is not your position or within your power to dictate such omnipotent things!”
 

Fern tried to raise a question but the deity had made her feel small, foolish and childlike and she only held her breath and her tongue.
 

She felt her soft lips kiss her like a small zephyr of aromatic wind on her forehead, and listened to the divinity’s gentle voice one final time. 
 

“Child do not take on the mantle of the Gods…it is not your place. Give the ring to whomever, and fate will take its’ course as it must; that is ever the mortal way of life.”
 

Fern felt her vision begin to fade into golden mist
 

“…Life can be glorious My Girl…who can say a moment in the sunshine is inferior to a life in shadow? Not you Child… now give the ring to someone of your choosing…you have your own destiny to fulfil…do not dwell on things that do not concern you…in the morning give the ring away…you will not see me again Fern…enjoy your life…I am pleased with you…you are one of my successes!”     
 

She felt her soft breath again like liquid, light rain on a warm summer morning and then awoke with a start. 
 

Her face was damp with tears; she had been moved and felt that a huge weight and load had been lifted from her delicate shoulders. 
 

She was just a girl, an ordinary woman; it was not her place to carry the responsibility of such God-like influence that she held so transiently in the eternal, golden sphere.
 

The morning came quickly and before she could enter her hectic schedule of the day, she slipped out of her house and, wanting to be surrounded by strangers, caught a bus into the centre of the filling, town centre. 
 

She wandered around the metropolitan bustle and ended up in a trendy café and ordered herself a cappuccino.
 

She had been looking for someone to relieve her of her obligation to Aphrodite and it had seemed such a difficult and onerous task, until she happened to glance at the table directly next to her. 
 

A woman, probably about late thirties was sitting, twirling an empty, white cup aimlessly; she was pretty, a little chubby, with medium length, brunette hair and a cherubic, rounded face. 
 

Her eyes were mixed brown but they looked tired and sad and Fern felt a strange pang of empathy with her.
 

She picked up her coffee and sat opposite the lady who looked up at her in acceptance, as if she had been expecting company, and spoke tiredly, almost in a whisper. 
 

“Yes?”
 

Fern held her hand that was on the table and it was warm and clammy with perspiration.
 

“You look troubled?”
 

The woman smiled and laughed in heavy irony that could only be truly shared with another woman. 
 

“Men…they give us all trouble!”
 

Fern queried her as if they were more than strangers.
 

“Boyfriend?”
 

The woman replied sadly.
 

“Husband!”
 

Fern held her firmly again and the woman jumped as she felt a golden ring being ceremoniously placed on the third finger of her right hand; Fern gripped it tightly and looked searchingly into her bewildered, frightened eyes. 
 

“I am making you a gift, don’t tell me your name or your problems…this ring will help you…show you things about yourself…but please use it wisely…please…all I can tell you is that it has improved my life!”
 

The woman only watched as the strange girl with the bright, ginger hair squeezed her fingers a final time and walked quickly to the door before she had a chance to respond or refuse such philanthropy and generosity. 
 

She drew in her breath in surprise, and found to her disconcertion that she could only look mesmerised at the gold ring that was suddenly gleaming and shining tantalisingly, like a sparkling, glowing, mesmerising light on her hand.
 

 
 

BOOK FOUR
 

Chapter 19
 

Denise Gets Lessons in Survival.
 

 
 

Denise Warwick was suddenly flustered and ill at ease, it was not in her nature to accept gifts from strangers but the event had happened so quickly, she had not had time to think, and there was something indescribable transpiring that was making her shattered spirit feel unusually, almost unnoticeably, comforted. 
 

Her body was still tired however and she concluded that there was no point running out into the street trying to find the strange woman again; it was too crazy, but there was so much insanity in her life and she ordered another coffee and tried to relax.      
 

Her mind wondered how she could have allowed herself to be in this situation; her husband was cheating on her, he had for years now, but with two young children and no money she had been forced to accept the situation. 
 

Not only was he being openly unfaithful but he made no attempt to hide his contempt and disregard for her; she was now no more than an unpaid home-worker and mother, and she hated how weak, accepting and docile she had become. 
 

The weight had slipped on her previously, lithe form almost imperceptibly; she felt awkward, unattractive, unhappy, and as she sipped her hot coffee she felt that the world was pressing, increasingly heavily on her shoulders.
 

However in her desperation the ring still glistened and shone on her finger and she smiled inwardly; she recognised it was the strangest, weirdest feeling as she was sinking in the mire of darkened, self-doubt and weakness, but somewhere deep inside her she felt a small window of light had just opened. 
 

She pushed the delicious cake that was sitting temptingly on her plate away from her, it was a tiny gesture of defiance against the overwhelming mountain of problems, but perhaps it was a start of her taking some control over her life.
 

The children needed to be collected from nursery at 1p.m and in the vacuum of time available to her, she picked up her bag, left the cafe and wandered aimlessly around the shops. 
 

Her reflection still displeased and disturbed her, but she looked at it in the mirrors and windows all around as if  for the first time for years; she was still pretty but the pounds she had put on sat heavily upon her and it seemed to be that they did so, both metaphorically and physically.    
 

Denise browsed the stores admiring the trendy clothes that she longed to buy and wear, but her husband allowed her nothing, the children were cared for, in a fashion, but everything else was measured for his own personal, selfish ends.
 

She gazed in fascination at the array of lingerie available; when she had been slim and before she was married, she had loved to dress up, it made her feel feminine and sexual, but now? 
 

Andy, her husband she knew would only laugh at her covered in these small and sensual articles, and then no doubt belittle and tell her she looked like a whale in pantyhose! 
 

She longed to leave him, there was no love anymore but how could she? 
 

Her life had always been labour and toil and she had no qualifications, no talent; she was in her husband’s, and in her own eyes, utterly worthless!
 

Denise glanced at her reflection again, deep into her pale, brown eyes and noticed she was still alive; she still had some traces and essence of spirit and fight left within her.
 

As if in recognition she drew back her shoulders and arched her back; she posed jokingly as if for her own amusement, and then laughed as weirdly she realised that maybe she still had something to offer!
 

The twins came out of school smiling and ran towards their mother, Denise was pleased that she had protected them from her true feelings and discontent; they were only six, much too young to be burdened with such unsettling and discomforting worries.
 

She hugged them and held each of their hands as they walked the mile to where they lived. Joey, her son was blonde and wiry and Jessica the girl, taller with the same coloured hair but with piercing green eyes, like her father’s. 
 

They were wonderful, happy children but Denise was beginning to realise that if she could not find contentment in her own life then sooner or later her troubles and melancholy would transpose itself onto her lovely off-springs.
 

Her husband Andy came home about 6p.m; he quickly kissed the children and went upstairs to change in readiness to go out, and he spoke to his wife brusquely. 
 

“Don’t make dinner Denise…I’m…”
 

She snapped allowing her annoyance and anger to bubble to the surface.
 

“Busy…you’re always busy!”
 

She stopped herself getting further upset and looked at her husband; he was about her height, with straggly, dark blonde hair and a lean body like her children. 
 

He was insular and hard-faced however, and although she used to find him interesting and attractive, the gloss had gone off her admiration or desire for her spouse, a long time ago.
 

Denise turned her face to one side to avoid his token kiss of affection, as he mumbled at her and went to bid her goodbye on her cheek. 
 

“I’ll be back later!”
 

The withdrawal of his presence for the evening was no loss to her, she ignored him and put on her biggest smile for her children; the small, rickety, old house was representative of how she felt and as if her whole world could all collapse at any moment.
 

Denise ate lightly, her resoluteness towards her eating regime surprising her, and after washing her children and putting them to bed, she poured herself a small glass of dry, white, cheap wine and flopped down in the comfortable, old, torn chair in the cramped, living room. 
 

Her body was exhausted, seemingly tired of everything; she closed her eyes and her senses relaxed for the first time for what seemed like an eternity, and she soon surrendered to her much needed respite and slumber.
 

Denise, to her disbelief found herself in Aphrodite’s garden and the goddess welcomed her warmly; she glanced at her reflection in the nearby, clear sheen of the water contained in the pedestal, and saw amazedly she was dressed in the finest, flowing, white silk, draped around her naked body.
 

To her delight and perplexity her image looked pretty, slim and vital and the ethereal women noticed her surprise. 
 

“That is the real you Denise…it will take so little for you to be the best you can be!”
 

The woman gasped in her complete shock.
 

“But I look so beautiful!”
 

Aphrodite touched her hand and lifted the golden, glinting band to her astonished eyes. 
 

“The ring has the power to show you your dreams and desires Denise but…do you truly wish to know?” 
 

The goddess immediately explained to the young woman about the warnings written on the ring but Denise looked at her as if she were utterly mad and gasped out in her confusion. 
 

“This is crazy!”
 

Aphrodite waved her palm over the still water on the pedestal and a vision of a woman playing with her young children appeared; they looked poor, destitute but happy and Denise smiled at the beauteous woman challengingly, and murmured in mock irony.
 

“This is my desire? A penniless, peasant woman…I seem to have that down to a tee already!” 
 

Aphrodite looked deeply into her eyes and Denise was mesmerised by the sheer clarity of the aqueous, ocean blue!
 

“As in life Denise… everything in never quite as it appears. Remember you will be held in this life for 24 hours although no time will elapse in your own world…do you wish to go on?”
 

The woman shrugged her shoulders as if there was no reason to deny herself then nodded in agreement, and in an instant she felt the warmth of a small, soft, trusting young face next to hers’. 
 

The children she was transported to in her quest, were of a similar age to her own and she kissed, walked and played with them naturally, as she explored and discovered her new basic, ancient surroundings. 
 

It was a small village or town where the houses were very primitive; mud blocks and straw roofs but it was obviously a hive of activity as the place seemed to be filled with so many people rushing about.
 

The day was spent in gentle pleasure, the countryside was but a short stroll away, it was warm and she lay and savoured the pleasures of carefree time that was so sorely missing in her own, real life. 
 

The evening came and she took her children home and fed and cared for them as if they were indeed her own flesh and blood. 
 

In fact they did belong to her in this surreal world, and she bizarrely felt and sensed the same love and protectiveness for them as she did for her twins that were sleeping peacefully in her normal existence. 
 

But the time and experience here confused her; she wondered what this strange dream was meant to reveal and when she would wake up? 
 

It seemed so long ago since she had sat wearily in her old chair!
 

She jumped as a soft rap sounded on her fragile door and she opened it nervously to see a burly man standing there in the darkness and shadows of the pitch, black night and he whispered to her earnestly.
 

“Open the door Girl…I have money now!”
 

Without thinking she silently released the latch and the man walked into the light reflected by the tiny open fire and placed two silver coins on the table.
 

“The full amount, Nell!”
 

He smiled intently and Denise drew her breath, it was clear what the man wanted, and what the girl in whose life she was sharing for the shortest moment was doing in this world; she was prostituting herself! 
 

Her instinct was to throw the money at the man but she looked towards her pure, innocent children in the corner of this most basic of accommodation, thought about her own life and felt a sudden pressure of responsibility and obligation. 
 

She mused that this was but a mere dream anyway and resolved herself to proceed as Nell would have done and whispered to him.
 

“Quietly…do not wake the Bairns!”
 

She led the man to her bed on the far side of the small house and slipped into the covers after removing her own clothes, silently and nervously.
 

Her guest quickly took off his own coverings and Denise pulsed as she saw his eager erection standing proud; it was thick and hard and it suddenly dawned on her, like a sudden unexpected shock that he was going to insert it inside her body, and take her!
 

His solid masculinity was suddenly next to her and, although she was repulsed at the thoughts of her immoral actions, her body was alive in a way she had never expected or experienced. 
 

His fingers touched her, soon found her developing wetness between her thighs and his mouth suckled her hard, aroused, erect nipples as she groaned lowly trying to keep as still and silent as she could. 
 

The foreplay did not last long and soon her client was above and between her thighs and she felt his hardness penetrate her weeping, vaginal entrance then his weight pushing and pressing her down helplessly into her soft, feather bed. 
 

The man began to breathe heavily, pounding his hips against her, and Denise bit her lip and groaned inside her head as she unnervingly felt herself climax! 
 

His body then went taught and tense and then he gasped and grunted, before she felt his seed spurting into her belly as he collapsed on top of her.
 

She took only a few moments to recover then she pushed him off her firmly, told him to put on his clothes and hissed at him as he did so. 
 

“Out now…Out!”
 

He complained bitterly and pleaded with her.
 

“But I’ve still a few minutes!”
 

Denise ignored him and with a female strength she never realised she possessed, firmly escorted the man to the door and safely out into the inky, late evening.
 

He spoke as if they were lovers.
 

“I’ll be back, Nell!”
 

She was icily cold in her retort.
 

“Well bring extra money….my price has just gone up!”  
 

The door was closed sharply and she glanced over concernedly to her children again; they had thankfully slept soundly and the only presence of the man was now between her perspiring thighs, and she placed a rag in a bowl of washing water and wiped herself thoroughly clean. 
 

There was another tap on the door and she opened it angrily, determined to give her customer a piece of her mind but to her surprise a different man was there, offering her money and without question or hesitation she accepted it, and led him quietly to her bed. 
 

This man was a little younger and more energetic and in spite of the calculating, mercenary manner at how they arrived at their intercourse and copulation, Denise found to her confusion and disquiet, that she actually enjoyed the sex. 
 

Her new client left within an hour and, after a further and final male arrival and departure, she was left to sleep and awoke early in the morning. 
 

The dawn was beautiful, the money was hidden in a box under the side table and her children were safe and cared for. 
 

She bent down to kiss them as they lingered in their sleep and she suddenly awoke with a start, realising that she had dozed in the limited comfort of her old, favourite chair. 
 

The dream had seemed like it had gone on forever, but as she looked at the clock she realised no time had passed at all in her own, insignificant world.
 

To her disconcertion she could feel a strange wetness between her thighs and went to the bathroom where she saw white sperm oozing from her, and she shook her head as if she were truly going mad.
 

Her mind and body remembered the vision; her acceptance of life as a prostitute and she thought and moralised of how absolutely absurd and seedy it all seemed.
 

Denise looked at the ring on her finger and remembered the woman from the coffee shop, then Aphrodite, and trembled in the revulsion of what she had done in her separation from her own true, but desperate life. 
 

As if in disgust and recoil at her actions, she purposely put the dangerous ring in her sewing basket and reconciled herself to the fact that, if selling her body was her only recourse to her problems, then she would stay as she was!
 

Her mind and spirit wandered upstairs and she looked lovingly at her twins resting and thought about the wonderful, delightful children in her dream. 
 

Denise hoped that they had a good life then corrected herself as if she was beginning to believe what happened in her mind was real. 
 

It was not; it was just a puerile, ridiculous fantasy and imagination!
 

However, no matter how much she tried to dismiss the thoughts of her reverie, they bombarded her senses, making her question every trace of principle, self respect or morality she thought she ever had. 
 

Denise wanted to be judgemental about the role she had played, but she could not criticise Nell from her dream, as she understood, admired and respected her; it was clear that the choices she made were due only, and entirely, for the love of her family.
 

Also and perhaps more unnerving, her body was terribly but wonderfully alive; it was as if it was aglow and she had to admit that having sex for its’ own sake, was somehow erotic and undoubtedly pleasurable for her. 
 

No, that was not true; in her heart she knew it was more than just that!
 

The thought of a man paying her for sex was strangely exciting; it aroused her mind and the dormant darkness in her soul and, for the first time for what seemed like forever, she felt her feminine sexuality and libido beginning to awaken, and pull strongly against her will, normal sensibilities and repressed desires.
 

She drifted to sleep and was awoken by her husband coming into bed very early in the morning; he smelt of beer and cheap perfume and she turned her back to him in irritation and revulsion.
 

The morning routine was always the same, Andy at work early, the kids at school and then her life at a standstill until they had to be picked up. 
 

But not today, this hour Denise went back to the apartment, took out her swimming costume and from 10am to 12pm trawled the lengths of the local, public swimming pool. 
 

She asked about, and was shown the gym, and without any conscious thought began her exercise routine that reduced her weight by half a stone in the first week.     
 

She tried to ignore the divisive ring but it seemed to entreat and call to her constantly whenever she sat idly, even for moment in the house. 
 

Worse than that was the undeniable emergence of her sexuality as it began to tease her; it was as though she craved and needed something, but she was not sure what exactly, and it made her anxious, frustrated and on edge all the time. 
 

Her partner Andy was just the same selfish, ignorant, self absorbed person as he normally was; he hardly even noticed her weight loss, or the fact that her eyes and hair shone, or even the developing revelation that his wife was still an amazingly, beautiful woman. 
 

He only had eyes and time for his own narrow world and it was becoming harder and harder for Denise to just accept that this small, decrepit, rented house and her feckless unreasonable, husband was her, or her children’s only future.
 

She stayed away from the ring for nearly a month, by which time she was beginning to get back her female, slim, slender shape and after the children were in bed one night, and Andy was on the town, as was his want, she could finally no longer resist its’ mystery and wonder.
 

She gingerly took the golden sphere from her secret hiding place, sat back in her chair and placed it on her finger, closed her eyes and as nothing happened instantly, she smiled at how juvenile and silly she was being. 
 

Her mind softened and she began to relax and to realise how foolhardy and foolish it was to think that a ring, or any mere object however much it shone and glimmered, truly had such power to change her life!
 

Denise was undoubtedly disoriented, separated herself from her world and allowed her senses to drift from the tense place they had been; before she knew she was suddenly back in the garden in a white, silken gown with Aphrodite laughing brightly and waiting to greet her.
 

“Welcome Denise…I thought you had not the courage to return to me.”
 

She gasped at her in confusion.
 

“Courage?”
 

The goddess nodded.
 

“Yes Child, courage. Courage to see your life for what it is, courage to see yourself for what you are and could be…Courage…it comes in many, varied forms!”
 

Denise whispered, slightly taken aback.
 

“Oh…but I am not a prostitute!” 
 

Her instinct was to defend her honour, as if Aphrodite was intimating and accusing her of being of low, moral character!
 

The goddess just chuckled.
 

“You are naïve My Girl, we are all prostitutes Child, in one way or another! We all have to give and take…even the Gods have to…occasionally… yet you say such things but… I know you did not think badly of the woman from your adventure.”
 

Denise nodded in complete agreement. 
 

“She was protecting her children!
 

The woman corrected her version of events.
 

“And she enjoyed the sex…as you did…so who was harmed…?”
 

Denise did not argue with her and spoke quietly.
 

“What happened to the little ones?”
 

She was comforted by her reassurance.
 

“They were well cared for and educated and…well life was extremely difficult in those times.”
 

Denise commented bitterly.
 

“As now!”
 

Aphrodite was amused at her comment and irony.
 

“As hard as sometime you living beings decide to make it…there is always an option Denise…mortals always, have a choice!”
 

She stroked her hair, impossibly lightly as if her divine touch was pure energy.
 

“You have one more journey to travel with me Denise then our time is finished, and you will know what the ring has to show you…do you wish to take it?”
 

The increasingly radiant, middle aged woman nodded and shook her head together, as if she was still so overwhelmed and confounded by this marvellous, miraculous adventure.
 

“Yes…but not as a prostitute… not that… please…not as a whore…”
 

Aphrodite waved her hand over the translucent, still waters and a beautiful, dark-haired woman was shown, holding a short, stubby gun and was standing proudly and defiantly on a windswept, gloomy, desolate hill. 
 

She was a French resistance fighter from the Second World War and she looked proud, strong and fearless.
 

“Do you wish to be like her Child? Remember courage comes in many forms!”
 

Denise nodded eagerly at this proposed new escapade and discovery, and she suddenly felt the cold metal in her hand and the chill of the wind as it whipped across the blustery, empty, high countryside. 
 

It blew her long hair across her face, and she could feel how the strong gusts made her thin skirt and lightly, knit sweater, cling tightly to her body. 
 

Her senses rushed as she could see suddenly, dark shapes emerging and moving towards her; the leading figure turned out to be a man and he spoke to her in French. 
 

To her surprise and confusion Denise understood the language instantly, and it informed her that the airmen they had been searching for had been captured by the German soldiers and she spoke instinctively and bravely.
 

“Let’s attack and get them back!” 
 

The shadowy male showed his white teeth and laughed coldly.
 

“Where Cherie…we don’t know where…come let us return to the village.”
 

They walked for about an hour and Denise found herself in a pretty, small French town that was bustling with German soldiers. 
 

She could sense the hatred and resentment towards the Nazi’s and their despised uniforms, but they were the conquerors and there was a strange sense of calm acceptance and normality about the people and the lively scene.
 

Denise was ushered into a bar and a small, dark-haired woman behind the raised, wooden counter spoke to her quickly. 
 

“Get changed Cherie we are busy tonight, look your best!”
 

Denise quickly bathed in a small, sliver, metal bath and put on the black dress laid out on the bed, then she pulled on a pair of lace, black knickers and stockings that were hanging on the back of her door. 
 

She applied some basic blusher and bright, red lipstick to her face, looked at herself in the mirror and flushed; she looked French, and extremely provocative and sexy!   
 

The small woman soon had her running around the now, busy café, serving the swathe of German soldiers that came to drink, interact and relax there.
 

Denise was popular; she laughed gaily and smiled falsely at the reviled, uniformed customers and clients as they teased her.
 

She had to ignore the fact that they let their hands unwelcomingly stay longer than necessary on her legs and backside as she passed and served them all.
 

The room suddenly went quiet as a tall, striking, arrogant figure walked dynamically into the room, and was especially noticeable by his hair that was pure blonde, short and cropped.
 

He stood still and erect in his superiority and confidence, and everyone could see that he wore the dreaded, black uniform of a Colonel in the SS.
 

The owner of the bar quickly found him a prominent table and he pushed Denise forward with a bottle of their best, red wine and whispered deferentially to him.
 

“Welcome Sir!”
 

Denise noticed the clear, perfect blue of his eyes and the conceit of his manner and she was both fascinated, disgusted, intrigued and nervous all at the same time.
 

She smiled at him deceptively as he gently took her hand, kissed it respectfully and whispered softly as if he knew her extremely well.
 

“Hello again, Cherie!”
 

A wave of anger and revulsion instantly rippled through her; how could this brute be so presumptuous and she pulled it away from him quickly, but as she walked back to the bar the bald, rotund, fat owner pulled her to one side and hissed fiercely.
 

“Be nice to him…you know he’s Colonel Franz…dangerous and…he knows where the airmen are!”  
 

Denise whispered picking up on his intimation.
 

“How nice?”
 

The man’s dark eyes glazed in hurt and sadness at what he was demanding and expecting of her!
 

“I am sorry…but as nice as you need to be Cherie…as before…I’ll make sure the room is prepared.”
 

Denise caught her breath as she realised and guessed what she was required to do, and she smiled with insincerity again at the vile, blonde man whose icy, blue eyes she could almost feel, closely following her shapely, nylon clad legs. 
 

She entered into conversation with him in fluent, faultless French and, as the bar began to empty, she was left alone sitting at his table sharing his warm, red wine.
 

The German was happy and content and smiled at the portly owner.
 

“It has been a good day Patron…I think I will stay the night…enjoy your hospitality…yes?”
 

It was not a request and he looked directly at Denise, and she lowered her head in compliance, submission and agreement without him needing to ask her the obvious question.
 

The officer with the Aryan blonde hair and steely, cool globes flushed in power and laughed in delectation.
 

“Another bottle of wine in our room Patron… the best!”
 

He rose, took Denise’s hand and they climbed briskly up the wooden stairs; she walked demurely, subserviently behind him and looked at the despised, black uniform, knowing only that she loathed it and this pompous, contemptible man.
 

She also detested the fact that she was so duty bound, and now expected to sleep with him to extract information.
 

However she had no time to dwell, they were suddenly in the room and his arms encircled her waist from behind and her bottom moved back towards his body, almost in reflex to meet the hardness in his trousers, as if she was as eager to play this disreputable game as he was.
 

His hands urgently found her breasts and they slid under her covering sweater and began to play with her sharp, taut nipples that he had helped escape from the confines of her bra.
 

Her breath began to catch as she could hear her zip being undone and she felt her dress ride down her thighs, and the man’s fingers pushing against her silky, sensual knickers. 
 

She groaned and licked her lips as his fingers slipped inside the black material and found her wetness and vaginal moisture as if disgracefully she was in league with this foulness and corruption of her.
 

The man laughed cruelly, pushed her forwards until she was pliantly bent over before his crude Germanic, masculine mastery and superiority. 
 

“You French women are all Whores!” 
 

She sensed him lowering his trousers and flushed in dark anticipation, then gasped to his sudden rush of crude force and power, as the man’s stiff, invasive cock was forced roughly into her sodden vagina. 
 

He gripped her hair and fucked her with immense energy and, although she detested this bastard of an all conquering male, her body instantly revelled in his primitive, base, disrespectful treatment of her.
 

He discarded her clothes, except for her stockings and her knickers that were now around her ankles, and she whimpered to each dominant, attacking thrust until her brain cascaded into a massive orgasm.
 

He then pushed her away from him, still solid and hard and ordered her, as if he conducted his whole life on this basis of his command and authority. 
 

“Go and lie forwards on the bed…while I discard my uniform!”
 

Her legs were shivering but somehow she crawled to the covers, kneeled on the soft mattress and turned her head to watch the man hang up his uniform and strip himself naked. 
 

Denise truly detested him but his body was perfect, muscular and hard, like rock, and his erection was so long, inviting and utterly irresistible to her.
 

She felt him kneel behind her and rub her wetness into her ass and she wailed at him pathetically.
 

“No not there, please Sir!”
 

He just laughed unfeelingly and sadistically.
 

“You all love it in there…and I enjoy to supply, my thick German sausage sliding up…up their…arschloch!”
 

Denise cried out in pain as his monster pushed, prodded and eventually forced its way up her rear cavity. 
 

Then she bent her head into the pillow in feebleness and submission as he began to take her anus, faster and faster until she was moving and sliding in time with his thrusting.
 

He mocked her, slapping her bottom cheeks hard with his palm as he did so.
 

“There you see…Lovely French Tart…lovely…lovely…”
 

She felt his essence gushing into her anal passage and she collapsed forward onto the softness of the bed and he threw himself beside her and stroked her hair. 
 

“Suck my cock now Girl…like a Good Little Whore…then I will have you again!”
 

Denise drew herself up and began to suckle on his spent penis; instinctively she remembered that she was there to extract information and began to talk as she sexually performed and debased herself for him. 
 

“You are so happy today Sir…why is that…not just because of me?”
 

The man chuckled in his arrogance.
 

“You…I don’t think so Girl…not a Whore like you…the stupid Resistance…we found the airmen…tomorrow they will be in Berlin!”
 

Her mouth sucked him harder and felt his cock begin to swell again; she licked his balls, then at the base of his cock and surprised herself how she enjoyed her foul debauchery, and whispered to him in false admiration,
 

“These men are no match for you Sir...no Resistance would dare to oppose you…!”
 

She began to let her tongue linger on the tip of his erection, placed her delicate hands onto it and gasped in real, disgusting, desire and lasciviousness.
 

“You possess so much power!” 
 

She stroked his hard thighs as she sucked his flesh and he grunted in his confidence, arrogance and lack of humility.
 

“Yes we’re taking them in the morning…in just a car…those cowardly Resistance won’t dare to risk a confrontation with the SS!”
 

She drew him even harder and he gripped her hair roughly and released his gushing, viscous sperm into her soft mouth in a jerking, tremulous motion as he mumbled.
 

“I should be going…in case we have to move them earlier!”
 

She slid on top of him until she was nakedly astride his hips and her slippery, soaking slit was open and available to him as she whispered provocatively.
 

“And leave me alone Sir? There is still so much to enjoy!”
 

He grabbed her breasts and she moaned to his touch, entreating his fingers to explore her crevices and needful, slimy holes once more.
 

She sexually surrendered to him utterly and completely, only wishing and wanting the captured airmen not to be moved until the morning!
 

He quickly succumbed to his greed, selfishness and her womanly charms then proceeded to fuck her over and over for the next few hours and, as the light began to cast its’ early morning glow, he eventually dressed into his hateful, black uniform and hurriedly left. 
 

Denise rose immediately and found the little, bald patron waiting outside her room and recounted what she had been told; he smiled and nodded in sympathy and appreciation to her.
 

“You have done well Cherie…now go and get some sleep!”
 

She returned to her bed and to her utter ongoing surprise a handsome man with dark hair and black eyes was waiting for her and gave her a warm, understanding smile 
 

“Good Cherie so he told you something useful! Now can a man sleep with his wife in this crazy, upside down world?”  
 

She slipped into the sheets beside him, felt his arms enfold her and she looked up at him weakly and asked him a question borne from her former innocence. 
 

“Do you not mind what I have to do?”
 

He whispered lovingly to her in response.
 

“No Cherie…it is something that you do for our Cause and…it is not as if you enjoyed it!”
 

She felt him on top of her and as he took his primal, marital rights, to her horror and eternal shame as he did so, she thought about nothing but the terrible, German SS bastard officer, with the abhorrent, black uniform and the perfect body and cock that had fucked her so divinely. 
 

Her eyes closed as if to shut out her thoughts and she immediately awoke in the old chair in her front room and she felt her whole body trembling and sweating in reaction to her incredible escapade! 
 

Quickly she shook herself and quickly showered, as it seemed semen was pouring from seemingly every part of her; she was, however, vital and alive and had undeniably enjoyed the adventure and sex more than she could ever have believed or imagined. 
 

However, her body and mind were tired and after a small, copper shot of whisky she threw herself into bed to recover; Andy was out, as normal, but that did not bother her anymore.
 

As soon as her head hit the pillow Aphrodite was before her, smiling and beaming radiantly, like blinding, white light. 
 

“So you see My Girl that everything is not quite as it seems and…”
 

She giggled like tinkling music.
 

“…You do have a hunger and taste for fornication!”
 

Denise blushed in her embarrassment and replied.
 

“But that is just a fantasy…I could not have sex like that in my real life.”
 

The divinity laughed softly.
 

“That is your choice Denise…my time with you is now concluded…you are armed with knowledge about yourself…it is up to you to decide! Use your assets and appetites and improve your life or remain as you are…it is all the same to me but pass the ring on to someone worthy and in need of it as you were!”
 

The troubled woman spoke quietly and urgently suddenly.
 

“Aphrodite…Aphrodite…what happened to the German officer?”
 

The goddess smiled at her in feminine understanding. 
 

“You mean the one with the delicious body and the foul, evil, fetid, mind and arrogant attitude?”
 

Denise just blinked as she realised that this eternal woman seemed to know every private thought and emotion she possessed. 
 

“He died the next day…killed by the husband…deservedly so wouldn’t you say?”
 

Denise blinked again and felt an unwelcome pang of sadness for the man that had treated her so badly, but had enlivened, roused and pleasured her body so divinely.
 

It was a contradiction between good and bad that she found devilish to try and reconcile in her thoughts. 
 

She went to speak but she heard a final farewell from the goddess like a ghostly echo then was back, between her own sheets and felt the warmth of her husband sliding in beside her. 
 

He went to touch her but she turned away from him and wished that she could speak to Aphrodite one last time, or have another of her dreams, but she unhappily knew that was no longer possible.
 

The next few days were surreal, Denise was living her familiar existence, with the same people, but her dissatisfaction with her life overwhelmed her. 
 

She kept losing weight and could now admire her shape in the mirror; she even had intercourse with her husband one night, but the experience sickened her to her stomach, and she knew that a physical relationship with this man was finished forever. 
 

The worst part for her nowadays was the constant yearning of her body for sex; the dreams she had experienced had pervaded her mind and almost never an hour went by without her thinking about the two lives she had shared so briefly. 
 

The woman who was a prostitute centred her thoughts and over her time of introspection she concluded what an admirable and brave person she had been. 
 

The same was true for the female fighter in the Resistance and it was not either of their faults for the predicaments they were in, or the fact that they gleaned and enjoyed the sexual side of their duties or obligations. 
 

They did what they had to do for a purpose and a reason, and after a divisive, further week of tormenting herself Denise rose up one morning as if charged with a fresh conviction and determination for her future.       
 

She suddenly realised with true purpose that she had to take control of her life, otherwise it would continue like this until she was too old to change it. 
 

Her time was now; this was make or break, for her!
 

Outrageously she had decided that she could play the part of the prostitute in her dream; she would sacrifice and sell her body for money and begin a path to self-sufficiency for herself and better opportunities for her children. 
 

The prospect of doing so and making such a huge decision, terrified her, but that very night she looked into her wardrobe and washed and ironed her best short, blue dress and black lace underwear that she had previously forgotten all about.
 

She knew her husband would be back late as normal, and after doing her motherly duties with her children, she put them to bed and made the babysitter comfortable in the lounge and addressed her calmly.
 

“I may be back late Jane.”
 

The young girl smiled and replied.
 

“That’s fine Denise…I’ve no school tomorrow be as late as you need to be…you enjoy yourself…if I may say… you look good and you have lost so much weight!”
 

Denise smiled, she felt attractive, excited, sexy and scared all at the same time but for the first time in years she felt vibrantly alive and, as she stepped into the taxi, her heart began to beat and bang like a big, bass drum!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 20
 

Solicitation, Empowerment, Hope and Salvation.
 

 
 

The Westin Hotel was the most exclusive in Sydney, and Denise figured it was the best place to pick up a potential man who would pay her something for the questionable, sexual delights of her female form. 
 

However, as she sat on one of the round leather stool in the darkly lit bar and ordered herself a beer she felt ridiculous, and began to panic and question what on earth she was actually doing?
 

But her now svelte legs and feminine smile attracted interest and many men offered to buy her drinks through the evening; she accepted of course and quickly began to feel unbalanced, heady and tipsy. 
 

As the night went on she chatted and conversed, told everyone who asked that she was a guest as she could not broach or face the prospect of declaring herself a brazen woman of the night or God forbid, actually asking someone to pay her to have sex with her; it was much, much, much too difficult a thing to do!    
 

Eventually she was alone and she prepared to slip unsteadily off her raised chair and make her way towards the exit, concluding that the whole impromptu idea of her making money by selling her female services had been a crazy and insane scheme anyway! 
 

Denise however, suddenly and alarmingly sensed a slim, immaculately dressed man at her side and he gently took her arm and smiled charmingly at her. 
 

“Please come with me Madam…I am the manager of the hotel I think that we need to have… a little chat!”
 

Denise sobered instantly and soon found herself sitting opposite this elegantly attired, black suited male, in a small, wood panelled office; he had rich, brown eyes, thick, short, black hair, a thin, dark moustache and surprisingly a pleasing and gentle face.
 

He spoke with utter confidence and assurance in his domain and luxurious environment. 
 


  

“Now Madam, I do not wish to give offence or be discourteous but what were you doing in the bar dressed like this…”
 

He stared at her coolly but with meaning.
 

“…Our rules of patronage do not allow for prostitutes here?”
 

Denise blushed then flushed crimson and mumbled to him in her acute embarrassment.
 

“I’m sorry…but nothing happened...Sir.
 

His earthen eyes narrowed at her prompt confession and he was surprised and amused that had trapped her so easily; she was definitely no professional, working girl!
 

“So you admit it Madam!”
 

Denise felt the tears well up in her eyes; she bent her head forward in her mortification and shame and sobbed uncontrollably.
 

“I only wanted to help my children…make some money…I’ve never done this before…or want to do it ever…again!”
 

She felt a soft tissue thrust into her face and the man stroked her head as if he was concerned for her sensibilities and well being. 
 

“You don’t need to say that Madam…what is your name?”
 

She looked up at him through her flowing, aqueous tears.
 

“Denise.”
 

The man walked away and settled comfortably back into his sumptuous brown, gold studded, leather chair and spoke very calmly and assuredly.
 

“Denise…normally this hotel frowns on working girls but…”
 

He smiled innocuously.
 

“…We do make exceptions for our best clients…but I don’t know if you…?”
 

She sensed her opportunity and gasped as if she was drowning and trying to find and breathe in, life giving air.
 

“I’d do it Sir…please…please Sir I can do it!”
 

The man stroked the aromatic sheen of his hair very gently. 
 

“I’m just not sure… you seem to know so little Madam and…”
 

Charisma and eloquence seemed to eke and pervade from every well presented part of him.
 

“…Discretion here in the hotel is so important…stand up Madam!”
 

Trembling in fright, Denise rose to her feet then to attention, and let the man look her up and down, as if noting and measuring her female assets, and then spoke cruelly but honestly. 
 

“You are pretty but perhaps a little plump for such an adventure Madam!”
 

Denise had no pride or false modesty any more and begged and pleaded as she blurted out the truth to him.
 

“I’m losing weight Sir… please!”  
 

He placed his hand to his sharp, defined chin as if in consideration of what they had to offer to each other.
 

“Remove your dress…let me see you properly!”
 

She quickly drew the blue outfit over her head without compunction or shame, only leaving her in just her underwear, and hoped that this stranger would find her body acceptable for such sullied work.
 

“Turn around…hmmm…” 
 

He whispered to himself as if consumed by his thoughts. 
 

“Not bad…OK… Denise…I will let you work…for the hotel…for me…on a trial basis now, we need to see what you know…OK?”
 

She nodded stupidly only wishing to ingratiate herself to this enigmatic stranger and please him; she went to put her clothing back on but the man stopped her with the flat, raised palm of his right hand. 
 

“No Denise get used to nakedness…this lingerie and finery are your working clothes now…now how much were you going to charge?”
 

Denise blushed in her utter innocence and ignorance in this world of decadence and disgrace she was seeking so earnestly.
 

“I don’t know…$50.00…$100.00?” 
 

The man exploded with merriment and laughter and called her to him.
 

“You are Green… Girl… I think I had better train you myself… now come here…undo my trousers.”
 

Denise stood rooted to the spot and the man smiled at her steadily but with a certain amount of mirth and good humour.
 

“Do you want my help Denise or not?”
 

Her body quietly moved in front of him; she then bent down and undid the clips and front zip on his soft, expensive, black trousers. 
 

She could see his erection contained within his white underpants and his brown eyes, glistened and glinted in his delight, as he instructed her to continue. 
 

After further teasing of his clothes his semi-erect cock nestled safely in her hands;  it was not huge, but was warm and masculine and she looked up at him again with utter purity and virtue awaiting information and instruction from him.
 

He whispered to her matter of factly as she gently squeezed his hardening flesh.
 

“This is what will earn you money Denise…but you need to know this little game…stroke it…love it…it’s a Dollar earner for you…a man’s penis is your friend now!”
 

She began to caress it more purposefully, and was surprised at how unabashed she soon felt handling a stranger’s, private parts; it grew as she played with it and she felt her own body reacting to the man’s excitement as he murmured contentedly.
 

“Most of our customers are happy with this privilege Denise…just a hand job…never give more than they are willing to pay for…it is quick and easy and you will charge $400.00 for the service?”
 

Denise heard herself exhale in surprise at the price, and gripped his flesh harder in her excitement causing him to cry out.
 

“$400.00?”
 

He grunted and quipped.
 

“Less my commission Denise…now take it into your mouth and let me see what your oral technique is like.”
 

She felt her head start to move left to right to deny him and suddenly jumped in shock, as the man gripped her hair and pulled it just a fraction, causing her to squeal and wince timidly. 
 

“Don’t be stupid Denise…how can you be a Tart and not give head? It’s a pre-requisite in this business you wish to be a part of!”
 

She flushed at her ignorance and stupidity, opened her lips and mouth and choked, as his hard length quickly filled her warm, wet, oral cavity. 
 

The man pulled her delicate head back, enabling the flesh to slide out again, and he repeated the same motion until Denise started to get the debasing message, and she began to move her mouth of her own accord, and gleaned and experienced the sensation of this type of dirty, degrading sex for the first time. 
 

To her surprise she could feel the lust, life and power in his hard, stiff, cock and she suddenly forgot that she had always hated even the very, dark, dreadful idea of such depravity.
 

She began to use her tongue, running it along the length of him and unnervingly she could feel her libido and erotic senses reacting as the man groaned to her lascivious touch.
 

“Denise this is just perfect…you are naturally submissive and good at this; I could just come now but I can’t think about my own pleasure…you must learn quickly…the charge for this is $600.00…and you’re expected to swallow…for that!”
 

At the mention of so much money Denise’s movements became even more intense and instantly the man jerked, as if he could not contain himself further; he groaned and she sensed a mass of creamy liquid flooding into her innocent, little, perfectly formed mouth. 
 

She remembered what he had told her, guzzled down as much as she could and waited patiently for the flood of ejaculate to cease. 
 

To her disbelief she was not fazed by the experience, and looked up at the man shyly and as if she desired and needed his confirmation and approval of her deviant actions.
 

“Denise that was just special…you’re going to do very well…and…”
 

He laughed and patted her pretty, delicately formed, cranium.
 

“… I think you can start straight away!”
 

He moved away from her, re-zipped his trousers and suddenly had that veneer of respectability back that was so lacking in him but a few seconds before. 
 

“Room 2211, Mr Johnston…one of our regulars…he just likes to be played with… a quick hand-job…should take you no more than a half hour…then come back here… don’t forget the money…how much Denise?”
 

Quickly she now pulled her dress back over her head and smiled anxiously.
 

“$400.00!”
 

The man chuckled at her in satisfaction.
 

“Good Girl…off you go and…see you shortly!”
 

Denise walked along the richly, carpeted lobby to the lifts sensing her sudden power of being in league with the manager of such an immense and prestigious institution. 
 

Disconcertingly, she could still taste him in her mouth and she smiled inwardly at the sweet revenge she was getting on her husband. 
 

However, as the lift rose silently to the 22nd floor, she realised that getting level with Andy was not really her goal; it was the future she was battling for, not wasting effort or time fighting against the past.
 

She knocked lightly on the shiny, wood door of room 2211 and heard a soft voice shout out. 
 

“It’s open!”
 

Her feet tripped inside and she saw an elderly, slim, lengthy man with grey hair lying on the large bed with only a brown towel draped around him, and he smiled at her warmly in greeting.
 

“Welcome…you are?”
 

She replied instantly. 
 

“Denise….What would you like from me?”
 

The man’s dark eyes danced and sparkled with a fire and energy that that did not permeate or exude from his frail body, and he answered with a trace of self deprecation. 
 

“What I would like and what I must accept are two different things…lay by me and I will tell you.”
 

Denise stood rooted to the carpet and the man waved a wad of green, crisp, monetary notes at her. 
 

“$400.00 Dear…now come here…please!”
 

Denise smiled through her unease, removed her dress and lay by the man after first placing the money into her handbag! 
 

She undid his covering and let her fingers grasp the gnarled, thin, pointed flesh that passed for the man’s erection as he spoke to her weakly, but with an edge of eager anticipation in his tone.
 

“Play with me…softly…too firm and I will not get the value from you!”
 

Denise slowed her pace and tentatively began to feel she was in charge; she spoke to the man complimentarily and very quietly, as if she sensed he wanted this massage to be conducted in relaxation and peace. 
 

“I bet this has been busy in your life?”
 

He smiled in lurid recollection.
 

“Sure has Honey…didn’t need to pay in those days!”
 

She gripped his cock a fraction harder and felt him grimace a little in his pleasure. 
 

“Who was the best then Mr Johnston?”
 

She could feel his body begin to stiffen and tense and watched as his grey eyes closed tightly in recollection. 
 

“God this filly in Scotland…buxom, red haired girl…God she loved to fuck…fuck…ohhhh.”
 

His seed flew from him and spurted into her hand, just a few drops and she wiped it onto the clean, white sheets and smiled at him warmly and soothingly.
 

“She must have been special!”
 

The man’s eyes opened slowly, as if this brief act had exhausted and tired him instantly. 
 

“She was…thank you Denise…you may go now!”
 

She rolled off the bed and reached for her dress, but the man held his shaking, agitated hand out for her to stop and murmured almost embarrassedly. 
 

“Please take your pants off; I would love to see your, pussy… Denise?”
 

She stood erect, opened her legs a little and slowly drew down her knickers until they were around her knees; she then naughtily fingered her bushy crack, and watched the man’s eyes ravish her then pulled the underwear up and laughed cheekily at him.
 

“No more freebies now Mr Johnston!”
 

The man smiled in amusement and connection with her; he liked this girl.
 

“Robert…but you can call me Bob…I’ll see you again!”
 

Denise’s eyes sparkled in gratification and exhilaration at her debased exploit.
 

“I’ll look forward to it Bob!” 
 

She pulled her clothes on again turned and made her hasty exit.
 

In the lift she could not help herself looking anxiously into her purse, as if the dollar notes she had placed inside it had vanished, but her illicit gains were still snugly there and she hugged herself in glee and exultation. 
 

Denise could not remember the last time she had seen so much money and the sensations flowing though her were intoxicating.
 

Perversely she also delighted in the fact that such a huge sum came from so little effort; it was completely mind-blowing for her.   
 

She knocked politely on the manager’s door and it opened abruptly; he questioned her suspiciously as if she had not fulfilled her obligations to him.
 

 “You were quick?”
 

She thrust the wad of money into his hand and he quickly shut the door behind them and cautioned her sharply. 
 

“Not so blatant and barefaced, Hussy! Remember discretion is the by word at the Westin!” 
 

However, once within the privacy of his office, he was calmer and played with the money in his manicured, slim hands and counted it.
 

“That’s good Denise…$100.00 for me and… $300.00 for you…fair?”
 

Denise was standing directly beside him and instinctively placed her arms around the man and hugged him as if he were her best, ever friend.
 

“Thank you! Thank you1 Thank you!”
 

The man was taken aback by her effervescent, warmth and appreciation.
 

“OK, OK… Denise enough…it’s just business… we’ve got time for one more job…oral… room… 1764…Mr Harris…”
 

He laughed in some hilarity with her.
 

“Be as quick as you can hey? I’ll keep this money safe for you!”
 

Denise was bristling with energy now, as if she had lost most, if not all her reticence, apprehension and caution.
 

“OK Partner!” 
 

She picked up her bag and walked purposefully toward the gleaming, silver lifts as if she had not a care in the world.
 

Mr Harris was a personable, rotund businessman that was her new mark or customer in room 1764; he was clean, just having bathed and he too was hardly dressed, just in a white, hotel towelling robe that was draped unceremoniously around him, without a belt. 
 

Like the working girl she now was, she took the $600 from him, put it in her bag and then removed her dress as with her previous client. 
 

Her new punter obviously liked her, as his erection burst out from behind the cloth cover, as if it were a rabbit darting, and appearing out from the tangled woods and he smiled energetically at her.
 

“You look worth the money Dear!” 
 

He lay on the bed and Denise lay beside him, undid his robe properly until both his large belly and small, stubby, erect penis could be seen. 
 

The man smiled, lay back almost immobile as if he was consumed within the centre of some erotic fantasy and mumbled dirtily to her.
 

“Slowly…make it last…please!” 
 

Denise bent over him and began to work her mouth on his little, but growing cock; licking it laboriously and slavishly, as if it was some special, delicious treat. 
 

In her mind she convinced herself it was a delight; this foul act represented $600.00, less the cut for the manager, and she was determined to give her client and customer the best value she could possibly offer. 
 

As always with her work, she was diligent and dedicated to any job she did!
 

The small chubby man began to groan and she felt his fingers on her panties and she slapped them away gently and whispered correctively, through her administrations with her tongue. 
 

“You can only touch what you’ve paid for Mr Harris!” 
 

He was writhing in pleasure now, his fat thighs wobbling uncontrollable on the soft bed until he made a muffled, gurgling noise and Denise felt his fluid and life essence, filling her mouth. 
 

The amount was minimal compared to the elegant manager’s and she swallowed it all easily then wiped her lips with her tongue, as the professional she now purported herself to be.
 

The man lay back exhaustedly as if by his Herculean efforts, and Denise wiped his weeping penis with a towel, smiled at him and pulled the dress back over her sensual, feminine form.
 

He murmured at her agitatedly and somewhat unattractively.
 

“I would like to go all the way…next time…how much would it be?”
 

Denise drew her breath and realised she did not know; however she thought on her feet like any well informed, skilled lady of the night and smiled apparently innocently, but with more than a trace of wickedness at him. 
 

“That will be a nice surprise for you Mr Harris…we will discuss it then…but I have to fly now…bye!”
 

The door slammed and she was soon safe within the confines of the almost, silent lift then in the inner sanctum of the manager’s office once more.
 

She handed him the money and after counting it he returned her evening’s wages of $800.00, and congratulated her with his inviting, sparkling, brown eyes.
 

“Well done indeed, Denise!”
 

She stood in front of his desk and looked at him shyly and whispered as if she was a virgin, and in some ways she was at this new dissolute game of life. 
 

“He asked how much for full sex!”
 

The man rose, stood behind her and firmly pushed her forward over the flat polished surface just below her, and chuckled in his enjoyment of her ongoing education. 
 

“I am sorry Denise…I have to finish your instruction!”
 

She gasped as she felt the back of her dress raised and then her pants lowered to her knees and something firm, hard and urgent, probing her. 
 

She was so demonstrably wet from all the excitement of the evening, did not even consider arguing or denying him her most precious place, and she grunted like the whore she now was as the man expertly and easily slipped his cock inside her, and then murmured in gratification as he did so.
 

“This pussy is worth $1500.00… more for a whole night…!”
 

He muttered as he sensed her vaginal muscles contract sharply in reflex around his invasive flesh and spoke crudely.
 

“God you’re tight Denise… such a good fuck!”
 

She groaned helplessly but willingly as the man took her with his firm power; her head quickly swam into a wonderful orgasm at his rutting of her, and she happily allowed her body then to just relax and lie like an empty receptacle, waiting to be fouled and filled by him.
 

The divine, cultured man took his time for as long as it pleased him to move against her softness, then tensed and spat his seed inside her belly and completed yet another, sharp, learning curve for her.
 

His flesh released her and he patted her bottom condescendingly with his palm as he withdrew, and she could only lay still and wait for her brain to return to planet earth!
 

He quickly sat back behind his desk without bothering to pull up his trousers or pants, and waved her silently away with his refined hand. 
 

“Same tomorrow Denise, starting about 9pm…are you pleased?”
 

Denise remembered the money in her purse and nodded at him honestly and with appreciation as she tried to dress in her disorientation.
 

 “Yes Sir…very…thank you Sir!”
 

The man smiled in delight, both with her deeds and attitude.
 

“My friends call me Leyland…but my girls call me Mr Tips!”
 

Denise could only look at the man weakly and with genuine, heartfelt gratitude.
 

“Thank you Mr Tips…I’ll be on time!”
 

He laughed at her dedication and obvious commitment to their enterprise.
 

“Yes please do, and buy some new underwear…something more appropriate to your…new position…you know the clients like sexy stuff…”
 

He chuckled with sordid irony.
 

“…And me too!”
 

The taxi seemed to fly through the empty evening streets and Denise suddenly began to bubble and panic about her children. 
 

Would they be safe? How could she have been so stupid to leave them? What happened if Andy came home early? 
 

What, what, what?
 

She rushed into the house only to discover her most precious parts of her, fast asleep, the babysitter watching the late night television and everything in order in her small, topsy-turvey home life. 
 

Her tension level fell instantly and she breathed in, as if suddenly realising that the universe had not stopped turning because she had chosen a new, twisted, degenerate, career path. 
 

Happily, she paid the babysitter, refusing the girl’s offer to take less; Denise could afford it, she suddenly felt that she could afford anything!
 

Her mind and spirit were soon bathing and luxuriating in the warm clean water; she looked at her body, her new developing shape and was thankful that she had something of interest to offer that could raise her from her present predicament and penniless existence. 
 

Her mind thought about Aphrodite, about the ring, about how she could never had found the pluck to do what she did tonight without the insight the divine, golden circle had incredibly provided for her. 
 

She now understood what Aphrodite talked about when she mentioned courage; it truly came in many, hidden forms! 
 

It was as if her soul and very being, whirled in a swathe of hormonal emotions, but the one feeling she did not sense in any way at all, was guilt or shame. 
 

Denise, to her amazement was not embarrassed about what she had done; she had actually quite enjoyed the physical aspect of her work, and the money was beyond her wildest dreams and expectations.
 

She found that what she had undertaken had given her a sudden, deviant purpose and the sensation of real accomplishment in her life. 
 

Fatigue however overtook her and she slept deeply, did not hear her husband creep into the bed early in the morning or leave before she awoke. 
 

He was dead to her, a stranger in her bed and her existence, but as she put most of the money earned from the previous night into her bank account, she knew that her time with him was rapidly coming to an end.
 

After dropping her children at school she purchased some cheap but appropriate lingerie for her new livelihood, and tried to relax for the rest of the day before picking them up as normal. 
 

She noticed how much her figure had improved and combined with her new eating regime, her whole appearance was becoming magically transformed for the better.
 

Unbelievably Denise found herself awaiting her evening commitments without fear although still with some trepidation, but once her children were in bed, she was soon walking nonchalantly into the foyer of the hotel as if this adventure and depravity was second nature for her. 
 

Mr Tips welcomed her in his normal, flamboyant style and she was soon busy fulfilling the first appointment he had made on her behalf. 
 

Denise found that she was becoming quickly expert in hand massage and oral pleasure, and surprisingly not many of the clients required or wanted full sex. 
 

The one customer that did lie on top and require that ultimate sacrifice from her, climaxed almost before she had settled subserviently underneath him, and the experience was more amusing and uncomfortable than sexual. 
 

She was almost pleased when her immaculately dressed mentor bent her over the desk again at the very end of the evening, and took her before she left, as her body was needy and wanton from the arousal to the debauchery and base theatre of what she was doing.
 

To her great edification and surprise she discovered, and began to realise, that prostitution was somehow not simply just about sex at all!
 

It was almost always about relief and boredom; something that a man felt he needed to do to relieve his tension, but it was certainly not at all sexually stimulating, arousing or fulfilling for her except in the rarest circumstance.
 

As Aphrodite had told her when they had first met; surprisingly nothing was ever exactly quite as it appeared! 
 

Mr Tips made other appointments for the following night and by the end of that week Denise had amassed the incredible amount of $5,000.00 in her account
 

It took her a further fortnight of wrestling with her conscience to move out, but she did so one quiet Thursday evening after leaving a simple note for her husband prominently on the bare, wooden, kitchen table. 
 

She did not even look back at the house as the taxi drove away, and she placed a protective arm around each of her children, closed her eyes and uttered a short, silent prayer. 
 

It was a heavenly plea, borne of fear, hope, relief and gratitude and her heart was beating so loudly she could almost physically feel it resonate inside her.
 

The new house was on the opposite side of town, it was small and innocuous, but Denise had made sure that each room was clean and tidy and the children whistled in glee when they saw the gleaming new television in the centre of their brightly, painted lounge. 
 

The excited twins had a drink, a quick exploration, and Denise tucked them happily into bed as if this home had been the only one they had all ever known. 
 

She finally opened a bottle of wine to celebrate and, after a couple of large glasses, congratulated and mocked herself at the same time.
 

She had shown more bravery and achieved a lot more than she could ever have dreamed, envisaged or even imagined before her magical journeys with Aphrodite. 
 

It took a couple of days to settle in completely; she had phoned Andy the morning after her departure and ignored the tirade of abuse hurtling down the phone, as she had become oblivious to all of his bile and spite a long time ago. 
 

It was Sunday before she returned to Mr Tips and he made sure that her card was full for that evening and the following few nights. 
 

Denise found that she had enjoyed her slide into debasement in some strange way, men that she had always thought as masterful were really quite timid and pliable, especially the ones that chose to pay for their debatable pleasure. 
 

Mr Tips still gave her a good fucking occasionally but less frequently, and she was surprised how much she physically enjoyed and responded to the invasion of his safe, hard, solid flesh. 
 

Her body was lean now and she could move and respond in ways she never realised; sex was, boring, alluring, fascinating, tawdry, dirty and exquisite somehow all at the same time. 
 

Like life itself it was suddenly, miraculously a never ending, wonder and fascination, and sometimes she just sat back and let it overwhelm her. 
 

Things continued as before for some months, Denise had now amassed over $50,000 and everything was rosy for her apart from an underlying sense of unease somewhere deep within her damaged soul. 
 

She had embraced this way of life for the sake and well being of her family but, in the recesses of her mind, and as she lay sometimes lonely in her bed, she knew that she longed for something more.
 

Her husband Andy had gone from happy to aggressive: to ambivalent and then finally depressed and extremely uncooperative! 
 

They had met a couple of times and for one mad moment Denise had been at the point of actually feeling sorry for him, even considering a reunion that he seemed to crave unexpectedly, as her husband spoke only of his regret for his previous, reprehensible actions. 
 

Thoughts of a normal, happy, full family life entreated her, but as she spun the gold ring on her finger a sudden clarity of vision and purpose formed around her senses, like a wall and protective shield!
 

It was as if she suddenly remembered who he was, what he had forced her to do and become, and her sympathy for him dissipated like frozen ice in the midday heat and very centre of the nearby deserts. 
 

She explained as kindly as she could that she had moved on, she wanted a divorce and as her mood changed towards him, her husband’s attitude did also, and in the middle of the busy café where they had met, she felt his hand as it stung her face in wild jealousy and uncontrollable anger.
 

She rose instantly, and challenged him with a stare so dark and steely fixed, that his blood ran still, and he listened as she spoke with equal venom.
 

“You will never touch me again Andy…Never!”
 

He went to speak but Denise turned on her heels and left the restaurant with her face reddening but her spirit flying at her ability and sudden fortitude, to be able to stand up to her now, former tormentor! 
 

She knew that a formal divorce was inevitable but he was not likely to offer one and she certainly did not intend to speak to him again in the near future.
 

It seemed that there was to be a cold war or status quo between them, and she was happy enough with that situation for the moment. 
 

Over the following weeks she heard through a friend, that he had began to drink even more than normal, and it was with some surprise that she was awoken early one morning to hear him crying and sobbing to her on the telephone.
 

“That Bastard Joe has sacked me… Me…!” 
 

He squealed at her like a meek, helpless child. 
 

“…What am I going to do Denise…what am I going to do?”
 

Without thinking, and almost as a reflex, she heard herself murmur to him.
 

“I’ll go and have a word with him Andy…now go to sleep…don’t worry.”
 

Her former partner spoke drunkenly down the phone but with grudging respect for her it seemed, for the first time for years. 
 

“Thank you Denise…thank you!”
 

It was only as her confused head hit the pillow she suddenly realised what she had agreed to do. 
 

Joe Taylor was notorious; he was a hard businessman why on earth would he listen to her vouching for a man she detested? 
 

There was also a vague memory of her once seeing him from a distance; he had been stocky and vital with greying hair and a physical presence that had made her strangely nervous.
 

Denise slept intermittently and was awoken again by her phone, with Andy mumbling about an appointment for her at midday with his mercurial, difficult boss.
 

She showered, sorted out the children and, after they had been dispatched to school, she perused her wardrobe to decide what to wear.
 

As if surprising herself, she found that she had a confidence she had gained from her experiences at the hotel and she dressed for the meeting as if she was going to her evening work; he was just another man after all!
 

The garage was a busy place and Denise ignored the wolf whistles that followed her as she walked past the workshop and entered the door to the offices. 
 

It was as if she was assured and confident in her abilities and presentation and liked the way her legs flowed effortlessly from the hem of her short, blue dress; she had not put on a bra and knew that under her outfit was nothing but a tiny pair of white, thong knickers.
 

Since the advent of the ring, Denise now liked to be as feminine, feel as womanly and attractive as possible; it was an integral part of who she was.
 

The receptionist ushered her towards the manager’s office and she was suddenly sitting directly opposite the man that all the workers feared so much, but as she expected he held no concern for her, and she addressed him directly as if he was a mere client from the hotel.
 

“Hi Joe!”
 

He spoke with an agitated edge to his voice.
 

“Hello Mrs …”
 

She interrupted him abruptly.
 

“Denise, Joe… call me Denise…Andy and I are separated now!”
 

He was shocked at being privy to such personal information.
 

“Oh!” 
 

She looked at his face, it was lean, interesting and slightly lined but his plump, bottom lip trembled and deep grey, darting eyes betrayed a softness and a definite interest in her, as he spluttered nervously.
 

“I can’t re-instate your husband… ex-husband …Andy… Denise…he’s a bad influence on my staff!”
 

Denise only nodded at him sagely in understanding of his disconcertion and unease, which surprised him as he had been expecting an argument!
 

“I agree…Joe…he’s a Bastard…won’t give me a divorce either!”
 

The man seemed confused and lost with her conviviality and mumbled pathetically again.
 

“Oh!”
 

She rose up from the chair and stood by the window distractedly, as if just so he could see her toned and shapely new figure as she whispered, almost to herself. 
 

“I really detest him…you’re not married Joe…are you?”
 

The man shook his head very laboriously and slowly. 
 

“Never met the right girl…Denise!”
 

She turned around and looked at him, met his admiring, granite gaze with a conviction and strength she never knew she possessed. 
 

“That’s a shame Joe you seem a fine man…I’ve got to go… just came in here to show willing to Andy…you know try to smooth the path between us…for the kids...”
 

Denise smiled at him disarmingly.
 

“…I knew it was a waste of time, but had to make the effort!”
 

She went towards the door and saw him lift himself, suddenly and urgently from his chair as if he was sitting on a porcupine. 
 

“Don’t leave Denise…come out the back way… let’s go for a coffee and we’ll have a chat?”
 

She agreed and he led her through the rear door of the office and then Denise allowed herself to be ushered into his silver Mercedes and, after a short drive, they were sitting comfortably beside each other on a soft, leather sofa, sipping a cappuccino in an up-market coffee bar.
 

Unbelievably she found herself interacting and genuinely connecting with this mature man and told him all about her life with Andy, although obviously omitting the part about her recent, new, career path! 
 

He also began to relax and the afternoon dragged lazily by, until she softly murmured to him.
 

“Is your apartment close by Joe?”
 

He nodded quickly and firmly.
 

“Take me there Joe…no strings…it’s been so long since I desired a man and I want to be with you!”
 

He looked genuinely taken aback and shocked, but they had an undoubted frisson between them; she was an impressive, gorgeous woman and he let her gently take his hand and flushed in electricity as she did so.
 

They were soon in his home, then his bedroom where she let her dress fall effortlessly from her shoulders to reveal her feminine wonders below.
 

Joe was suddenly reticent and stood anxiously and helplessly in the middle of the room, like a little boy waiting to be told what to do.
 

She undressed him slowly and as she pulled his underpants down she realised that his plump penis was still soft and limp.
 

Ignoring his angst and apprehension, she quietly pulled his fingers, led him to the bed and laid him out gently, as he whispered embarrassedly and apologetically to her.
 

“I’m sorry Denise but you are so beautiful that you make me nervous, and when I am… you know my thing doesn’t work!”
 

She smiled in genuine understanding, as she had seen this anxiety and condition many, many times in her work.
 

“Joe that’s fine…normal… just relax…I’m here to make it better for you now!”
 

She placed her hand around his masculine softness and then guided his penile flesh into her mouth and began to suckle him exceedingly lovingly, tenderly and gently. 
 

He was warm and reactive to her and she began to feel the flesh start to firm and harden to her experienced entreaties as she whispered to him.
 

“Touch me Joe!” 
 

Denise removed her panties until she was naked, and pulled his fingers to her most sensitive, hidden, feminine areas and naturally showed him how to explore her sexuality. 
 

“Here Joe touch me…here Joe!”
 

Her body responded amazingly to even his first inexperienced, tentative caress, and she felt him squirm and moan to his success with her, until his cock was about to explode and burst in his pride and excitement.
 

“Press me harder Joe…Harder!”
 

She sensed her own body convulsing into a spasm, as his penis spent his seed inside her mouth, and suddenly they both came miraculously together! 
 

It was an experience that she had never known before, and immediately their warm bodies cuddled each other closely in the murky, shadowy light.
 

He gasped in wonder and jubilation at her.
 

“Denise that was wonderful…you were so lovely and patient with me!”
 

She exhaled in her own completion and pleasure.
 

“It was good for me too Joe…a perfect start…if you want it to be?”
 

He spoke frankly.
 

“You mean this wasn’t just for me to fix things for Andy?”
 

She turned to him and caught him unaware with an honest and clear gaze. 
 

“No Joe…believe it or not this is what I wanted to do for me…for us…we’ll see! Do, as you want with Andy…he’s my past!”
 

He placed his strong arm around her. 
 

“Where did you learn to…you know…do what you did for me…with Andy?”
 

She felt herself blush crimson as if embarrassed by the truth, and lied to the man for the first and last time in her limited, emerging relationship, but possible, future life with him.
 

“I like to read Joe…got a good imagination as well!”
 

He laughed and kissed her passionately.
 

“You sure have!” 
 

The bond they initially formed that day began to quickly blossom; Andy was reinstated on strict conditions that included a divorce for Denise. 
 

He then had to suffer the ignominy of realising that his ex-wife was dating his boss, and the double frustration of also finally understanding fully, what he had lost. 
 

But he needed the job and within a few months he was nodding to her deferentially in acknowledgement of their new respective positions in life.
 

Denise gleaned no pleasure in informing Mr Tips that her circumstances had changed, as she respected, and had grown very close to the kind, immaculate and unusual man. 
 

He had undoubtedly helped her and although she knew and accepted there was something predatory about him, she could not have achieved what she had financially or physically without his input, and she allowed him to have her body one final time.
 

He took her to the best suite in the opulent residence, and made love to her with a passion that surprised and moved her; he finally spoke to her lovingly and warmly in the afterglow of their lovemaking and copulation.
 

“There is always a job for you here Denise!”
 

Her pretty face lit up, smiled and squeezed his seeping flesh naughtily
 

“I hope it will not be necessary…although… “
 

She spoke to him from her heart.
 

“..It has been a wonderful experience! Thank you Leyland for everything from me… and the twins!”
 

That brief session with Mr Tips ended her time and sordid, perverted schedule at the hotel and soon after, she had enrolled on a computer course at college. 
 

Denise had her children, a true sense of herself, some money, a good man that she loved and that wanted to marry her, and eventually, perhaps form a lasting family.
 

The future stretched out before her almost like a miracle.
 

One evening when she was due to meet Joe in town, she stopped suddenly and looked out over the busy, Sydney harbour and noticed how the gold ring on her finger still gleamed with unspoken life and hidden force. 
 

She spun it round affectionately in her fingers and recalled the words that the goddess had spoken to her in her dreams and the heavenly greenery of the garden 
 

It was time to move the ring onwards to someone else that needed it like she had; some other woman that could find happiness where there had been nothing but despair, and she accepted that it was time for her to let go of her most precious, divine possession.      
 

Her hands ran through her silken hair, she brushed it backwards and walked casually and purposely down towards the harbour. 
 

Denise recalled her original, strange meeting with the lovely girl that had given her the ring all that time ago and now, it was her turn to hopefully change someone else’s life and fate, for the better. 
 

The area surrounding the large, moored ships was crammed with people, milling, moving and swarming, mesmerizingly about. 
 

Women abounded but how could she know who to give it to? 
 

It was a perplexing, intimidating and almost insoluble question and problem.
 

She wandered aimlessly and ended up alighting on a cold, stone bench right on the edge of the long quay on which a young Asian woman was sobbing. 
 

Almost instinctively from how she was dressed, she knew that the young girl was a prostitute, a woman from the nearby East, shipped in presumably from some wretched family for a few dollars to spend her miserable life in a seafront brothel. 
 

Denise shivered at the realisation of how her own experiences in the sale of her own flesh had been so different and fortunate for her; she knew for sure that there was no Mr Tips in this poor girl’s life!
 

As gently as she could she sidled up to the young woman and reached out to touch her hand but the girl saw her and moved away as if terrified; Denise watched concernedly how her rich, dark eyes were so brim full of sadness, fear and unimaginable trouble.
 

She held up the ring and the girl looked at it as if it were the most beautiful thing she had ever seen; Denise smiled at her as warmly and comfortingly as she could, and spoke in broken English that she felt the girl would understand.
 

“For you…a gift…it will do you good!”
 

The girl took the ring, gingerly looked down at it as she placed it in her palm, as if it would burn her doll like, petite, tiny hand, then looked up as she spoke in surprise and gratitude, but without the merest trace of a smile. 
 

“Sank you Missee…sank you!”
 

However the woman that had been beside her had gone, and the young Asian girl just saw the back of her enter the edges of the crowd, then meld and disappear into the mass of people all around the packed seafront. 
 

Unknown to the Oriental girl watching, she was returning now to a life and possibilities that was so different to when the fantastical ring entered her possession those few months ago!
 

The name of the young woman’s who was now in possession of the ring, was Umi, and she was a Malaysian girl who had been living in Sydney for nearly 3 years now. 
 

Denise had been correct; she was indeed a prostitute working in a small brothel near the harbour, servicing the lowest form of transient, low caste, seafaring men, to all types of the most base of sexual acts. 
 

Her life was interminable, almost beyond description in its’ oppression and tragedy; every night there was constant pressure for her to perform physically and primitively to earn money for the Triad gangs that controlled her exclusively 
 

Her body was endlessly abused; her mind was utterly without spirit and almost devoid of any life or heart at all! 
 

Even though she immediately placed the golden ring on her finger, the reality of her suffering in her mortal anguish made most of the its’ divine power almost impotent and useless. 
 

Aphrodite could not console her; show her any life that could present her fantasy because the girl had no illusions or dreams that existed for her any longer; they had been drained away by the hell on earth she had been so diabolically forced into.
 

The suffering and realities of her mortal toil had almost completely destroyed her very soul! 
 

All Umi had now was this sad, oppressive existence of sexual purgatory and obligation and as she slowly trudged back towards her house of many girls, to begin work for the evening, the goddess felt and truly shared her pain, and cursed to the eternal heavens the foul, uncaring, cruel, selfish world of men!     
 

She ate meagrely, as if retaining life by mere nutrition was no pleasure for her then paraded herself, as normal behind a glass screen and began an endless procession of sexual gratification for the poorest, most squalid and putrid of miserable males that wanted some pleasure as cheaply as they could at the young girl’s expense.
 

Somewhere in the early morning she finished her fetid, diabolical, indescribable duties and she showered and despairingly dropped into her bed and hoped she would sleep and never, ever awaken! 
 

She normally could not rest, but she held the ring in the clenched fists on her touching hands as if set together in prayer and, as if by a celestial blessing, she felt herself descend into a peaceful dream that she thought was so far beyond her. 
 

Within her reverie she could amazingly see the land of her home; the high mountains and the grey mists of rain as they gently swept down to her small, familiar village and people she knew and loved, and equally loved her in return. 
 

The warm, spiritual water anointed and sprinkled over her; made her feel clean and comforted and she embraced every part of the vision and hoped it would never end.
 

But it did finish, this temporary serenity was all Aphrodite could offer the poor girl, but as her eyes faced the morning again she felt better and stronger than she had for too many burdensome years. 
 

Her life did not change however, it could not as there were too many shackles binding her, but the dream of her homeland repeated each evening in her reverie and slowly, Umi began to find something that she thought she would never have again. 
 

Hope! 
 

The wretched, downtrodden girl found a faintest, almost infinitesimal spark of hope to light and illuminate her way!
 

It was soon 3 months since she had been given the heavenly ring and it was her most treasured, secret, personal possession. 
 

Unbeknown to her captors, she had managed to save a little money and on a cloudy Tuesday evening she queued in the late-ticket office for a pass and a boat to return to Malaysia. 
 

She handed the bundle of coins and crumpled notes to a haughty, young, attractive, blonde girl behind the counter and asked for a special offer ticket to Malaysia and mumbled at her.
 

“Wan a way!”
 

The girl looked at her with disgust as she impatiently straightened the money. 
 

“You’re $5 short Girl….and this is the last, cheap ticket.”
 

Umi felt her eyes begin to fill with tears, this was her only chance, the boat was leaving in an hour, the Triad’s eyes were everywhere and she begged her.
 

“Pleese Missy…lemme go!”
 

The girl behind the counter looked at Umi’s anorexic, ill, pan face and her long, black hair and felt not the slightest empathy or pity for her. 
 

The money Umi had presented had in fact been exactly correct, but this awful girl felt like teasing this poor urchin for no cause other than she could; she disliked and despised this pathetic creature without good reason and she looked down at her coldly then smiled, evilly and sadistically.
 

“Next!”
 

The traumatized, terrified girl felt a wave of panic and desperation flow over her and instinctively she pulled the ring off her finger and waved it before the horrible, but pretty, fair haired girl behind the desk. 
 

“Fow yu pleese Missy…let me go…please Missy.”
 

The girl’s blue eyes were dazzled instantly by the ring; it gleamed and entreated her all at the same time, and she took it from her sad, weeping customer with slick, long, black hair and held it up in her elegant, slim fingers and giggled delightedly.
 

“OK Sweetie…guess I’m just a sucker for a hard luck story…here you are!”
 

Unceremoniously and without good grace, she handed her the bland, paper ticket and the Asian girl snatched it from her as if metaphorically for her life and, without looking backwards, ran towards the gangplank that would take her back to her homeland. 
 

Umi knew that an existence for her there may prove impossible, but getting on the boat and escaping had seemed equally unattainable and unlikely but a few weeks previously. 
 

Once back in her own country she knew that somehow she would find a way to survive and begin again. 
 

Umi thought about the ring and cried at its’ emotive loss to her, but she had surrendered much more than that before and, she quickly hid below decks in utter fear of the Triads, until the boat was fully on its’ way, and well clear of the bustling harbour. 
 

Only then did she have the confidence to go quickly and athletically to the highest point on the large ship and watch with blazing, angry, darkened eyes until the land of her incarceration had disappeared over the bleak, black horizon for ever!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 21
 

Melanie’s Lost Youth
 

 
 

Melanie Thompson played inattentively with the ring in her fingers on the claustrophobic, busy, bus ride back home and was amazed that the small, shiny object seemed to send tiny sparks of uncomfortable, electrical charge through her. 
 

It was weird and disconcerting and put her in a bad mood, but it never took much to place her in that position when she was doing something in her life that she did not wish to.
 

She had only taken this crummy job to help her pay towards her university and she hated the fact that she had to work; it was so demeaning for her to be dealing with ordinary, everyday, poor people! 
 

As she glanced down at her glinting prize she felt that the ring was at least some small consolation for her day’s labour, even though she knew it would be no more than cheap tat if it came from that silly, ignorant, young, foreign woman. 
 

For some reason the small Oriental girl had really annoyed her by giving money for her ticket in scraps and coins, and she had only reconfirmed her opinion that people were so stupid, aggravating and pathetic!
 

Why the inane creature could not pay by credit card as she would have done, was beyond her capacity to fathom?
 

It was a relief therefore for her that soon she could get back to her own functional, pretty house and change out of these horrible clothes, have some food and then go to the gym.
 

She could meet her friends there, get back to her true, important life and get her body in the best shape she possibly could.
 

The attractive, blonde girl was just 19 years of age, a select cheerleader for the University and considered herself to be one of the most beautiful of that exclusive, female club and the very best dancer as well!
 

She enjoyed her little existence, loved how all the boys liked and lusted after her, as she was slim with quite, large expansive breasts and radiant, long, blonde hair.
 

Her pretty face also had a button nose and a gleaming, white smile produced secretly from lots of expensive, dental care! 
 

In her own, rose tinted, self absorbed eyes she was something of a star! 
 

And, being a celebrity at her school gave her entitlements and advantages, like going out with her love interest Shane, who was also a player and a catch and was seen around campus very much as a stud and an Alpha male.
 

They made what she thought was a perfect couple, had been courting for over 12 months, seriously for nearly the last 3, and she was finally thinking of giving up her virginity and letting him go the whole way with her. 
 

It was a perplexing, social problem and one most of her friends had to deal with at some stage of their various relationships; it seemed that she was one of the last to lose her special, innocence but felt that she was not of such low morality as they were, or of easy virtue, as most of the other loose girls seemed to be!
 

It often troubled and frustrated her that nobody seemed to understand the concerns and the pressure she was under; she was such a significant person and it appeared that her privileged life was always in the spotlight and at the very centre of the vibrant, vital, pressing, university, social scene.  
 

Melanie Thompson’s world was small, simple and utterly all consuming; it all revolved around her!
 

She was still playing with the ring in her busy hands when she exploded into her house like a small tornado where her mother was busy preparing dinner. 
 

Annie was Melanie’s mother; they looked very similar but she was obviously older, her hips were a little larger, as were her substantial breasts, that were strapped firmly into her large D cup bra. 
 

But the skin on her face was still fresh, tight, soft and smooth, her hair still had a youthful, blonde lustre and sheen, and she filled out her clingy, white tracksuit with real femininity and womanly pride.
 

She saw her wonderful daughter playing with something in her hand constantly, and spoke to her in curiosity.
 

“What’s that Melanie?” 
 

Her daughter threw it to her as if it was some worthless piece of junk; her mother caught it expertly and as it hit her fingers she noticed instantly how it seemed to dance and pulse on them, causing her to gasp in complete and utter surprise.
 

“It’s beautiful Darling…how did you come by such a thing?”
 

Melanie told her the story of the events whereupon she came to possess the delicate, golden sphere and the middle aged woman only shrugged and laughed in approval at how she had misled, then cheated the small, unfortunate, Asian girl from her personal, precious, possession. 
 

“That’s life Girl, gotta… get and take what you can!”
 

Annie looked at her daughter slyly.
 

“Can I borrow it Melanie?”
 

The young girl returned her gaze, laughed at her, and politely cautioned her mother firmly as she did so.
 

“Sure…it’s only cheap rubbish but…I want it back Mum…OK!”
 

In truth the girl did not desire or value the ring at all, but by her very selfish nature she did not like to part with any possession for nothing and it helped in her ongoing negotiations with her maternal parent, if she had a little hold on her, up her sleeve!
 

It was always good to keep her mother on her toes, and the older woman nodded in acknowledgement of her daughter’s generosity to her, and marked it in their close, loving relationship. 
 

“Of course Darling…of course…just for a little while!”
 

Annie eagerly placed it onto her finger and flushed in strange delight; she held it up to the artificial light in the kitchen, and watched mesmerised at how it glistened, glinted and sparkled so hypnotically and extravagantly.
 

She twirled her body around as if she was a young girl in wild excitement, as a buzz and flush of unusual, forgotten energy and electricity seemed to ignite and spark deep inside her.
 

Frank, her husband joined them soon afterward and sat quietly at the table awaiting his evening dinner; he was a balding, rotund, burly man with a large, beer inspired, red face and he tapped the table with his knife impatiently, awaiting only his food. 
 

He was older than his wife, approaching 50 and the age gap that seemed so small when they married appeared a widening gulf and chasm that was becoming increasingly harder for his younger and more energetic partner, to now span.
 

They all got on well however, still a family, and they ate and laughed while Melanie repeated her story about the annoying, foreign girl and the mysterious ring. 
 

Frank was uninterested about her puerile tale, mainly talked about his job at the factory, and the women stayed hushed and silent as he did so; work was never a good subject to discuss over dinner or in fact, at any time at all with the two of them!
 

Melanie went out straight after eating and her father complained to his exasperated partner about the length of the small, white provocative skirt over her tight, pink leotard that she wore to exercise and show off at the nearby gym. 
 

His wife only scolded him gently, about being out of touch with the modern world and eventually she sat and mused disinterestedly over a book, whilst her husband watched the soccer on their overly large, noisy television.
 

She never much liked watching the flashing screen, or sport in particular; it seemed like such a waste of precious time to her! 
 

Frustratingly Annie still felt so young; she was still only 37, did not feel that her life was over, but somehow Frank was dragging her into old age almost unnoticed and without really much of a fight from her. 
 

She had watched with some avarice and disquiet, her talented daughter beginning her social University whirl, and to her disconcertion, could hardly contain her own private jealousy and irrational irritation. 
 

The truth was that Annie didn’t know what she wanted, but she was fed up squandering her existence and what little remained of her female vigour, and she poured herself a large scotch, then another, as if that in itself would ease her suffering.
 

Eventually she stumbled up to their double bed where her husband was already in occupation of most of it, sound asleep and snoring like a small, unattractive, Australian elephant!
 

She fell in beside him, but on the edges where there was still some finite space available and the abundance of alcohol in her system sent her immediately into profound slumber.
 

To her complete disbelief she was suddenly and instantly in the heavenly, fabulous garden with Aphrodite, having her welcome and introduction to the wonders of the mercurial, fabulous ring and all that it encompassed and entailed. 
 

The goddess soon showed her a vision of herself in the ornate, white gleaming pedestal and the sheen of the still water
 

To her scepticism and excitement she saw that she was dressed in a tight, bright, cheerleader’s outfit leaping and dancing like a young energetic nymph, and Annie quickly agreed to explore the dream world the goddess offereded her almost without thought or reservation.
 

She had listened, but did not seriously heed the warning Aphrodite told her about the power and purpose of the celestial, golden band, and was only all consumed with her lust, to explore her fantasies within the safety and confines of her dreams.
 

All her life she had never cared much about consequences, so she was certainly not going to pay much attention to a warning from a vision or hallucination when there was such fun to be had, even in a reverie!
 

Therefore in a flash she was in a schoolgirl’s dormitory; it was early morning and the group was just getting out of bed. 
 

Surprisingly Annie seemed to interact with all the young women like best friends, although she realised that she could not possibly know them at all! 
 

But it was just a stupid, crazy dream and she embraced the vision and experience completely, without questioning much about what she was doing or was happening.
 

The group of them, 8 girls in all, chatted, ate and lazed about all day until towards the evening when they changed for the upcoming game; it seemed that they were somewhere in America, sometime in the early seventies, but Annie was not interested in the history. 
 

She was becoming ever more engaged by her new female young friends talking incessantly about their extraordinary, wild, sexual lives; it appeared there was nothing they had not tried, done or experienced between them all.
 

Anal sex, oral sex, fucking, twosomes, threesomes, orgies in fact everything and anything; they were only young, apparently innocent, young ladies, but they certainly knew more about real life than she did! 
 

When Annie opened her locker and saw her bright red, cheerleader’s outfit for the impending game, her heart leapt and sang in perfect pitch, like an opera singer’s!
 

Instantly her previously dormant, lascivious libido, feminine emotions and expectations became insanely and spectacularly alive. 
 

She drew on the uniform and as the red pants touched her pulsating, moistening sliver of female flesh she felt a sudden craving, awakening and physical need deep within her body and soul. 
 

The rest of the costume was then put on, and she stood back, looked and admired her reflection in the mirror. 
 

Undoubtedly she looked fantastic and unbelievable; she was young, sexy and vibrant, just as wonderful and desirable as she had always imagined herself to be.  
 

Annie was soon on the edge of the wide, green, white lined, American football field cheering loudly with the huge, boisterous crowd all around her, and going through the basic, dance routines, instinctively and easily with her glamorous troupe of perfect cheerleaders.
 

The atmosphere was intoxicating, their team was winning and to her joy and exultation, the white uniformed, muscular young boys they were all screaming for, triumphed easily and she leapt and squealed in juvenile delight as they ran off from the field in all of their pomp, success and glory.
 

The gaggle of girls, including her, ran after them waving pompoms and still crying and shouting wildly and a tall, dark-haired girl whispered to her suddenly, as they eventually reached their changing rooms again. 
 

“The party’s in about an hour…we’ve been told just to shower… and stay in uniform…”
 

She giggled childishly and stupidly.
 

“…You know what the boys are like!”
 

Annie smiled too, she did know what boys were like or she thought she did before she had been married, but it all seemed so distant, mixed up and all so long ago.
 

The bash was already in full swing when all the girls arrived in a spectacular flash of colour and short skirts; the team were now champions and it was to be a night of raucous, intense celebration. 
 

Annie drank beer copiously from a large, silver, winning, communal bowl, and revelled in feeling youthful and precocious; she leant leisurely against a white painted wall and a short, stocky youth with blue eyes and dark hair, leant provocatively beside her. 
 

Without asking he kissed her suddenly, and Annie felt his tongue in her mouth and she jumped back and slapped him hard in reflex, but he just laughed in alcohol fuelled amusement. 
 

“Come on Tammy… we’re Champions!”
 

Annie relaxed a little and kissed him on his cheek and he reminded her a little of a young Frank; she dismissed the thought instantly as she did not wish the recollections of her husband to invade or disturb her fantasy, and continued to dance, kiss then drink some more.
 

As the evening began to pale and eventually lose its’ energy, she finally had partied enough and walked into the corridor to get back to the girl’s dormitory. 
 

There were two tall, black men from the team before her as she meandered along the narrow path, and she tried to squeeze past them but they blocked her way playfully.
 

Without thinking, as she liked the young boys instantly, she allowed herself to be gently pushed through an open door and into a small room where she flopped drunkenly onto the available soft bed and mumbled at them in her disorientation.     
 

“Take me to my room Boys…I’m tired!” 
 

She watched as one of the men closed the door and then the other burly young man, as he sat purposefully beside her.
 

 “It’s the Championship Tammy…it’s time to celebrate!”
 

Disrespectfully and without an invitation, he raised her short skirt and she felt her red panties being pulled down her thighs. 
 

She tried to vainly protest but she was more than a little drunk and privately feeling somewhat wanton, especially as, completely hidden from how she appeared to the young men, she was full of mature, womanly frustration, needs and desires. 
 

Stubby, rigid, thick, dark fingers were instantly at her vaginal entrance and then a long, languid, wet tongue, and her moans of reticence and refusal, disgracefully dissipated and quickly became ones of base, licentious, acceptance and pleasure. 
 

One of the young, black admirers pushed her thighs wide and licked the length of her salivating crack again, and Annie opened her legs to him, almost immediately and instinctively.
 

She felt her top being removed, then her bra, allowing her large breasts to hang free and sensed, for the first time in what seemed like an eternity, the delicious, almost forgotten, dark pleasures of a young man’s hands upon her.
 

Remembering as she did so, that this was just a fantasy and a dream, she gave in completely to her previously, repressed thoughts and constantly, concealed, sexual cravings in her own tepid reality.  
 

One of her suitors was now teasing her sensitive, rubbery nipples in his sharp fingers and the other was parting her thighs even wider, and she could suddenly feel something pressing, divinely against her most reactive, sexual lips. 
 

Annie then grunted in shock and delight as a long, stiff, wondrous, erection was pushed firmly, almost roughly, inside her slippery, eager, melting folds of female flesh. 
 

The black, muscular, fit male began to fuck her, and she responded willingly and pushed against the delicious hardness with all her strength until, in her sullied exultation, her mind cascaded into the flowing, bright colours of a vibrating climax. 
 

She opened her eyes, looked up and saw the black torso still on top of her, and felt his steely hips still pushing and grinding wonderfully against hers’.
 

His speed increased and he cursed loudly before she felt a hot, sticky, viscous wetness flood inside her. 
 

The other man then moved quickly from his position by her head and took his dominant place between her thick, white, open, fervent thighs, as if not wanting to be left out of their delightful game of fornication! 
 

The sex with these two dynamic black males was wondrous and intoxicating to Annie, and it was hard, dirty fucking and copulation; terribly she wanted them to use, and deliciously abuse her body over and over and over again! 
 

The pleasure however lasted temporarily and transiently, the party and events of the day had had its’ effect on them all, and as the man ejaculated inside her, they all seemed to collapse and drift off in seconds into a comatose sleep.
 

Annie awoke expecting to be in her own bed, but to her surprise there was a warm body sleeping beside her, only one, as the other black admirer must have departed, and even the most tentative glance revealed it was definitely not her elderly, chubby husband.
 

She then remembered and recalled Aphrodite’s warning about the 24 hours in this reality and questioned the experience of this reverie as if for the very first time.
 

She had never had a dream quite like this! 
 

Ever! 
 

Her mind recalled her actions of last night and she could still feel the stain of semen on her and the rank, foul smell of their debased intimacy! 
 

In her perversion she let her hands drift down the bed and the man’s erection seemed to naturally find her prurient fingers; she gripped it hungrily, felt him move and his huge, brown hand pushed her head firmly and crudely under the white sheet.
 

“Suck it Tammy…you Cheap Bitch!” 
 

Annie had never placed a man’s penis in her mouth before, but she was now lost in this strange, surreal world, and was more confused and turned on than she had ever known or experienced before. 
 

Her lips therefore took the circumcised tip between them, let her tongue lick and taste it and then very slowly, with some pushing and prompting from the virile, assertive boy, she was soon letting it enter every part of her open, cute, pretty, dripping mouth. 
 

The aroma of copulation was so strong, she could smell him, literally feel his sperm in his big sacs; it was so warm and claustrophobic but exhilarating, trapped under the sheet, and her aching vagina was immediately, weeping and salivating with lust. 
 

Her lover began to moan and gripped her hair tightly as he tensed, and then she unbelievably felt his voluminous sperm gushing into her mouth, causing her to gag and choke in trauma, shock and overwhelming disbelief.
 

Annie quickly threw off the covers in confusion and panic and suddenly heard the sound of her husband reprimanding and moaning at her loudly. 
 

“What are you doing Annie?”
 

She went to speak but realised that her mouth was full of thick, slimy ejaculate and she ran into the bathroom and spat out into the bowl as if she was being sick. 
 

Her reflection caught her eye as she looked at herself in the mirror; she was flushed, excited, her vagina still pumping fluid and she looked as if she had been screwing all night, and she had, but in a dream.
 

Or was it a dream?  Or a nightmare! 
 

She stared at herself again and saw, as she always did nowadays, a woman losing her looks and youth; she touched the ring with her fingers and knew that what she had experienced was no mere separation from this world or ordinary, regular delusion! 
 

It had been more than that; much, much more and she knew it for certain!
 

A glance at the clock told her that no time had passed in her reality, but the 24 hours in the world of the supernatural ring had felt like a full day.
 

It was all magical, compulsive and mesmerising!
 

Cravenly Annie twisted the ring in her fingers and only longed to be back in the young, black man’s, warm bed; she suddenly cursed her life and her husband and just about everything that was familiar and boring around her. 
 

Just for a brief moment she had been happy, she’d been young and reckless again, but now the reality of her true life had returned and was instantly starting to drag her down once more.
 

She returned to her place beside her husband and, after a while of discontented restlessness, listening to his incessant snoring, drifted gratefully to slumber. 
 

Aphrodite was awaiting her and Annie rushed enthusiastically to her side and gushed shyly to the goddess in her agitation and impatience.
 

“Take me there again…I…I enjoyed it….loved it!”
 

The divinity smiled and laughed like morning sunshine, at her disgraceful honesty.
 

“Of course you did… it is what you have always secretly craved and wanted!”
 

Annie spoke coldly and angrily to her in contempt and brutal bitterness, for the misfortunes, injustice and exclusions in her life and, as if it was all Aphrodite’s fault!
 

“I never experienced being young like that….it was not fair….I never had the chance to do something exciting like Tammy did… never went to a school like that…was always working!”
 

Aphrodite tried to calm, pacify and soothe her.
 

“Well that was your past…you still can still have fun Annie you are still young you can still be happy!”
 

Her thin, plucked eyebrows were raised in reply and her tone was ironic and sarcastic
 

“As a cheerleader?”
 

The goddess took not the least offence to her caustic diatribe; she understood her of course, utterly and completely as she did with whoever possessed the golden sphere.
 

“Annie, the ring has shown you about yourself and your desires; it is up to you now what you wish to do with them…your choice!”
 

She gasped and showed her obvious, unmanageable, needs and cravings.
 

“Can I go back here?”
 

The deity shook her golden hair much to her guest’s dissatisfaction and frustration. 
 

“No Annie your time with me is to be very short…your needs are simple…your mind is open and ready for change but it is only you that can decide the way forward.”
 

The older, mortal, woman pleaded and begged her.
 

“Please Aphrodite…let me live that life again…one more time please!”
 

The goddesses’ blue eyes hardened to her, as if in recognition of her selfishness, stupidity and greed but then spoke only sweetly and gently. 
 

“No Annie, go and live your own life… the ring is dead to you now, so pass it on to someone deserving…”
 

She stroked her blonde hair like her normal, ethereal, whisper of wind, and spoke to her as kindly and with as much conciliation as she could find.
 

“…Pass it to some girl that wishes to know more about herself; goodbye Annie make your choices carefully… you have a powerful need within you!”
 

Aphrodite smiled at her, like a bright spotlight initially, until the vision slowly faded and then there was nothing, but dark, black empty sleep in Annie’s twisting, tormented mind.
 

In the morning she awoke angry and noticed that her daughter had not come home, and when she arrived later that day she exploded with a rage, bred out of her own terrible, pent up female dissatisfaction, rather than care.
 

“Where were you last night Young Lady? With Shane no doubt, acting the Little Whore!”
 

Melanie was utterly taken aback by her mother’s vile, undeserved outburst. 
 

“I wasn’t actually… I was with Valerie…but just to spite you I might stay with Shane at his dorm tonight and let him fuck me… jealous are we?”
 

Annie was incandescent with fury; her face went red because her daughter seemed to know her better than she knew herself, and she snapped at her in terrible, uncontrollable ire.
 

“You’re grounded young lady…Grounded…do you understand?”
 

Her daughter flushed and exploded with her in equal passion.
 

“You’re just an envious, Frustrated Cow Mum…I hate you!” 
 

She turned on her heels and ran up to her room and slammed the door like a crash of thunder, in fuming temper behind her.
 

Instantly Annie wanted to go and console her teenager, but they were similar in too many ways and she could not rid herself of the wrath and raging fire inside herself. 
 

She hated that her daughter could see she was so diabolically frustrated, and if she had been mildly irritated before her dream of last night, she was now an active, smoking volcano ready to ignite and explode at any given moment.
 

Her offspring had been perceptively correct however; she was terribly jealous of her precocious girl, the way of life she enjoyed, but that she had so unreasonably missed from her own past and wasted, lost, educational years.
 

Melanie was young and pretty and had her future ahead of her to be reckless and irresponsible but Annie, in her mind, had nothing! 
 

No sex, no fun, no life! Simply nothing, nothing at all! 
 

Eventually they both calmed down and Annie went to her sweet, child’s room and the two of them made their peace and reached some vague compromise; Melanie was too old to be grounded but Annie made a rule, to her daughter’s resentfulness and irritation, that she now had to be always home by midnight!
 

Neither of them were happy with the situation, but life carried on anyway, without that small luxury of contentedness for them both.
 

Frank was away travelling on business and as normal Annie’s days and nights were endless and boring; she took the ring off her finger, as if that would erase the primitive, thoughts and desires in her mind but nothing could any more. 
 

All she could think about was her dream, the ache between her thighs, her nagging, invasive cravings, her life that was so unfair, and an all overpowering sense of discontent and disturbing, sexual needs. 
 

A week had gone by since her vision and fantasy with Aphrodite, and she had replayed it over a thousand times in her unsettled head and was doing so again tonight.
 

She was in bed alone, Frank was still away and she was hypnotically watching the clock, tick, tick, tick, by and nearing 12.45am!
 

Melanie was not home and Annie’s suppressed rage began to glow, smoulder and flame. 
 

All she could see was her young daughter flat on her back while Shane’s fit, strong body was pumping in and out of her tight, virginal centre and she mumbled and muttered in, what even she felt, was her rampant insanity
 

“She’s such a little Whore…such a Whore!”
 

She wanted to touch her body to release her tension, as she knew that her daughter was in the boy’s dorm and halls near the university; that’s where all the cheerleaders went late at night to have fun!
 

And she had never had fun! Never, Never, Never!
 

A sudden ridiculous impossible idea flashed into her brain; she could go down to the halls find Melanie and drag her back home and, she would be within her rights to do so, she was her mother after all! 
 

Without, hardly thinking further, she jumped out of bed and then realised that she could not just go into the boy’s dorms unnoticed, how could she get in? 
 

And that is when true inspiration and madness really hit her hard? 
 

Annie concluded that if she dressed as a cheerleader then she would not have a problem, as there were always so many girls dressed like that, running around the corridors at night.
 

It seemed, under her absurd, strained circumstance and unbalanced mind, like such a good, sensible and reasonable, plan!
 

Melanie’s spare costume was in her wardrobe and Annie pulled it on quickly, but picked out a small, white thong and a tight, black bra from her own wardrobe. 
 

She glanced into the mirror and smiled in delight; she looked eighteen in the dim, murky light and she was thrilled to notice that her breasts filled the sweater in a way that Melanie’s, smaller boobs did not. 
 

Annie flushed and knew that she looked good and getting by the security guards would surely not pose a problem.
 

The car seemed to drive itself down to the university, and she quickly felt her vagina pulsing in her unworthy arousal and excitement; but she was only doing this to protect her daughter, or that’s what she kept telling herself!
 

As she had worked out, getting past the security man was easy; he was used to cheerleaders tripping past on the way to the boy’s rooms and in the darkness and pale light Annie certainly, very much looked the resplendent part! 
 

She gazed and searched around for a notice board with names of rooms on and found Shane’s name under room 107.  
 

Her heart was beating at ten to the dozen as she skipped up the stairs and eventually found the door with the number she needed. 
 

She girded herself with her sternest look, then rehearsed her ludicrous story, and without knocking, burst through the, fortunately, unlocked door then cried and screamed out, without even looking, as loudly as she could!
 

“You Dirty Tramp Melanie!” 
 

Annie went silent immediately however, as she was confronted by the unexpected sight of a tall, athletic, black man, without a stitch of clothing on who stared at her, surprised but unabashed at his nakedness, as if she was truly, incontrovertibly round the bend.
 

“Yes?” 
 

Annie blushed scarlet to her white, ankle socks and trainers
 

“Oh….I thought Shane was here…I’m sorry!”
 

The man smiled but made no attempt to cover his body or his huge penis that was flopping and dangling dangerously from between 2 large, inescapably, noticeable, black sacs and balls.
 

“He’s got a new room now…private…”
 

He chuckled darkly.
 

“…If you know what I mean…he’s a busy boy Shane…I’ve not seen you before…what’s your name?”
 

She stuttered and fumbled in her reply.
 

“Aaaannie…I have to go!” 
 

Her body tried to move but she was becoming mesmerised by his thick, flaccid penis that began to magically expand as she stared, rudely and magnetically at it.
 

“Shane’s not here tonight though Annie, he’s fucking some girl down by the beach from what I understand…”
 

He stared at her suddenly and smiled broadly as if to confound her further.
 

“…You’re a Horny Bitch Girl… look at your huge tits!”
 

She went to leave but the man brushed past her, placed his large, black hands solidly on the door, and spoke with a certain amount of, equal menace and humour in his tone. 
 

“Rule of the digs if you turn up at this time, you have to provide a service Annie… or be reported!”
 

The mature, excited, agitated woman saw that his cock was rigid now, so much bigger and longer than she had ever seen a man’s elongated penis before; it was stiff, firm, black flesh with a rounded tip that was already spitting male juices in her direction.
 

She felt her knees go weak as the man placed his hand on the front of her top and she groaned when her nipples hardened, unnervingly and unexpectedly to his touch.
 

“I can’t…”
 

The young man smiled at her and she had to lean her body back against the door for support.
 

“Tomas…my name is Tomas…just jerk me off Girl…it’s the least you can do Annie…and I was just going to sleep and now look at me…!”
 

He laughed engagingly and seductively as she gazed in disbelief at his now impossibly expanded, huge, black, male appendage.
 

“…and this is definitely your fault!”
 

He pulled her to the bed and lay back with his erection vertical like a pole stuck in solid, unmoving, black, hairy ground and Annie watched in utter compulsion and fascination. 
 

It was impossible for her to stop or prevent her hands touching it; she cautiously and curiously ran her fingers over it and let his cock then glide, sensually and sensitively between her soft, moist palms
 

Suddenly she gripped it hard as if she needed more, and the boy grunted in primal reaction to her demands; she pulled it up and down and cupped his large, black sacs that she knew were full of male, virile, masculine, irresistible sperm.
 

Her mind was in meltdown and, as she descended into her degradation, all she could think about was blaming her promiscuous daughter for her imminent and impending disgrace
 

It was Melanie’s fault that she was here and doing all of this; her daughter was the Whore and now forcing her, yes forcing her into this disgraceful, degrading situation against her will and common sense!
 

But this thick, black cock was so divinely hard and stiff in her small, petite hands and she groaned and presumed that her uncontrollable, immoral daughter was probably doing the same thing, or even worse right now at the beach with Shane!
 

The black boy was moaning rhythmically now as well, his muscular body flexing and relaxing until suddenly he gripped her arm tightly, and she watched in lurid fascination and wonder, as huge blobs of white, thick, hot semen spurted from his penis and went dirtily but gloriously over her warm hands and arm.
 

He grunted in his satisfaction, gratification and delight and mumbled at her.
 

“That was good Annie…thank you. Now fuck off… next time I won’t let you off with just this!”
 


  

Annie gulped and gasped naively and innocently at him.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

He fell back onto his unmade bed, tiredly.
 

“If you come here again looking for Shane you’re going to get dogged…bent over and dogged Annie. You’re pussy’s going to be mine and your ass…you’d like that?”
 

Her pride responded in disgust at his crude insult and disrespect; she was a lady and a mother and was only here…?
 

She thought for a moment and in her confusion forgot the reason why she had come and placed herself in this predicament in the first place!
 

“No I certainly would not Tomas…I’m not some Little Whore you know!”
 

She felt his fingers go under her short-skirt, push against the wetness in her panties and he smiled wisely, as she grunted and groaned at his presumptive, primitive, invasive touch. 
 

“You feel like a Whore to me Girl…Now fuck off Bitch… I’ve got practice tomorrow!” 
 

Annie left the room with her head spinning, her vagina sodden and still aching terribly; she literally ran to her car and drove home with her skin and, seemingly every erogenous zone on her body, tingling in mixed, jumping, dancing, emotions! 
 

Her whole being was shaking at what a terrible chance she had taken; she’d acted disgracefully and she knew it. 
 

Disbelievingly Annie could not believe that she had taken the young man’s cock in her hand and rubbed him to release, and she stared at the semen stain on the sleeve of her sweater that seemed to show and mark her shameful, disgusting behaviour like a fetid, unwelcome badge of dishonour.
 

When she reached home she threw her clothes into the washing machine and lay in the bath and seethed that Melanie was still not back. 
 

Her imagination was in overdrive and she only thought about what she was doing with her attractive boyfriend and could not stop her raging libido persecuting her. 
 

She got into bed naked and lay prostrate with visions of her daughter’s fornication, and then wickedly, of Tomas’s strong, muscular, black body. 
 

His cock had been so huge, why had he not fucked her then this ache could subside and she could return, to normal? 
 

She seemed to doubt at that moment, she could possibly return to mundane or ordinary ever again!
 

As if in need of something to release her she remembered the mysterious ring, as perhaps she could speak to Aphrodite again but when she opened the drawer where she thought it was, it had disappeared and she presumed she had misplaced it.
 

Annie was too overwhelmed and confused to worry about it; she did not know how she could have acted so terribly, but in the safety of her own bed she had to admit that the whole event had been the best and most erotic, exotic, sexual experience of her life. 
 

She wondered whether she should mention anything to Melanie but concluded that she would keep her silence in case she wanted to try to catch her out again!
 

She thought about Tomas, about dogging and what it meant? She didn’t know for sure but she was positive it involved her being well and truly fucked! 
 

Her imagination saw her bent over and rutted forcefully in her pretty, cheerleader’s outfit; her knickers lowered and then the athletic black male putting his big, thick cock inside her and she groaned out loudly in her base addiction and mortification. 
 

But her body seemed to ache and her stomach churn at the dark, decadent thought of it, and she could feel her vagina pulsing fluid and she could not stop her fingers touching herself and eventually, irresistibly, bringing herself off to the much needed relief of an orgasm that finally allowed her to sleep.
 

In the morning Melanie was in her room and although Annie wanted to rebuke her for her misbehaviour she said nothing at all. 
 

The day passed slowly and Annie secretly ironed the outfit from last night; the stain on her sleeve was still visible, slightly, and she resolved to buy a completely new one for her daughter. 
 

She recognised that it was sad that she could not repeat the experience of the previous evening, but she would not demean herself to go to some young boy’s room again, like a helpless puppy or worse, an easy woman of ill repute, and with low almost non existent, morality!
 

Frank rang and Melanie did not come home, and by 11.30pm Annie was going frantic; the same demons of unfairness and craving tormenting her over and over and over again. 
 

By midnight to her shame and undeniable, impulse and compulsion, she was walking past the security guard at the halls without even acknowledging him, as the cheerleader’s short skirt danced sensuously on her thighs and her black, thong panties stained to her crude, feminine flow of anticipation.
 

She wanted to knock on the door but she turned the handle impatiently, and she was suddenly inside her darkest desires, as Tomas looked up at her from his seat on the narrow bed and smiled happily, but with more than a shade of arrogance.
 

“I knew you’d be back, Bitch…your pussy’s mine now Girl!”
 

Her face flushed bright pink but she said nothing, and the boy gained immediate and complete confidence with her.
 

 “Come and take my shorts off and suck my dick!”
 

Annie was in her own dream now, she was here and this young, divine, black man was commanding her and it was as if she had no will to resist him. 
 

She walked over and he stood tall as she lowered his grey boxers to the ground; his erection sprang out at her like a solid, irresistible gift and she kneeled before him and took the pointed, rounded tip of it in her pouting, plump lips and salacious mouth. 
 

Tomas stroked her bright hair; she closed her eyes and lost herself in the sensation of tasting and savouring his hard, male, delicious flesh. 
 

She had never sucked a man’s penis before other than in Aphrodite’s fantasy, but it seemed the most natural and pleasurable thing in the world to do suddenly.
 

The boy grunted and let her demean herself to his foul, selfish pleasure; his hands played with her shoulders and she warmed to each sensual, emotive touch from him. 
 

He then moved from her and lay back on his single bed, naked like some irresistible, black stud, and Annie waited innocently for his instruction.
 

“Take your top off Bitch…then your bra…let me see those huge tits!”
 

Annie was shaking but did exactly as instructed, and let the clothing fall to the floor to leave her large, milky, white breasts and thick, stiff, brown nipples exposed to him.
 

“Now your skirt…then your pants…slowly Girl!”
 She unzipped the skirt from the back and as it hit the floor she realised that only her tiny, black, moist thong remained on her body; otherwise she was utterly naked. 
 

Her fingers gripped it from the side and slowly pulled the delicate underwear down her thighs to reveal her blonde bush of pubic hair to the divisive, insistent and lewd, young man. 
 

She held her legs together but he motioned her to open them and as she did so her crack was seen in all its pink, dripping, expectant wonder as he laughed dirtily at her.
 

“Now that’s pussy and…”
 

He chuckled evilly.
 

“…I bet it’s just aching and weeping to be fucked…come over here and kneel on the bed…now Bitch!”
 

Annie moved towards him then went onto her knees, until her face was on the soft duvet and her bottom was pointing towards the superior, supercilious young man. 
 

But she could not suppress a groan, as she suddenly felt his fingers explore her sopping, vaginal lips and could not mask her arousal or desire for him as he prodded her anus and she waited for him weakly, as if she had no resolve or choice in all of this depravity.
 

“You’ll like being dogged Annie…it’s just being fucked and fucked like a Worthless Bitch or a Helpless Animal!”
 

His cock was at her vaginal entrance and she just mumbled in her complicity and sexual craving for him as instantly he was within her tight, vaginal walls, and she grunted in shock and relief to the feeling of his thick, snug, invasive flesh inside her body. 
 

His actions were immediately rough and aggressive, and she screamed as he slapped her bottom and began to take her forcefully. 
 

To her horror she sensed the door opening and inhaled in her complete exposure as a new masculine body sat by her head and another, long, black erection was at her mouth as her lover berated and teased her, as he continued to take her.
 

“Open Bitch…this is my roomy Sol…you’ve gotta’ be nice to him too!”
 

Annie shook her head fiercely but her hair was pulled and, as she opened her mouth to squeal in pain, the waiting penis was inserted rudely and insistently inside it and helplessly, instinctively, she began to suckle on the stranger’s, warm, pulsating cock. 
 

Her mind wanted to resist them both for their disregard and disrespect of her, but her body pushed against each thrust from Tomas and shamefully she was suddenly, compliantly in league with their presumptive actions and felt that she only wanted to be used and fucked hard by them both!
 

Tomas’s pace was relentless and as she felt him come to his zenith, she grunted and climaxed energetically with him, sensing her sexual muscles go into wild spasm as she did so. 
 

The man Sol, withdrew his cock from her slippery mouth and took his friend’s place behind her, but instead of fucking her pussy he outrageously began to play with her ass hole. 
 

Tomas came to her head and she obediently took his weeping cock in her open, salivating mouth and let the other man do as he wished; impossibly her anal cavity was getting wetter and wetter and slipperier and slipperier.
 

She wanted to tell the man not to push his cock inside her bottom but she had no control and just bent her head in submission as his hard, granite like flesh, slowly but irresistibly began to move slowly and inexorably up her virginal, rear passage. 
 

It was soon embedded inside her and she groaned, grimaced and cried as he began to pump her, tentatively at first, then harder and harder and ever faster and more forcefully.
 

Annie promptly climaxed again to his foul attentions and although she wanted to collapse, as her legs and arms were like rushing water, she was impaled on the man’s fleshy spike and it held her in place on her knees like a dog, with his firm, guiding hands on her hips.
 

He proceeded to then fuck her for another 20 minutes before he reached his explosion, filling her tight anal cavity with his thick, slippery, male essence!
 

He separated himself from her and she fell down exhausted, thirstily drank some beer that Sol gave her, and stared in her muddle at the two young men that had just had and fucked her so demonically and overwhelmingly.
 

They were both fit and handsome and she blushed as she realised that they had both had their dirty, masculine, pleasure of her. 
 

She was a slut, like her daughter, but for some strange reason she was without any shame or guilt; she lay across the bed and smiled beguilingly as she opened her wet, white thighs, wide apart.
 

Tomas smiled and bent his head between her legs and licked her weeping crack very tenderly and lightly
 

“You’ve got no shame Girl!”
 

Annie just grunted in her feminine delectation and moaned lowly and with utter immorality and lack of self respect. 
 

“Just fuck me Boys…I don’t care anymore!”
 

She slept between them and they screwed her relentlessly through the night until they were all eventually exhausted and sated.
 

At the conclusion of the sex, for the first time in years, Annie was actually physically content, and her body no longer hungered and drove her mind crazy with her cravings and insatiable, physical needs.
 

She slipped out of the room early in the morning and only felt some remorse when she was turning into her home path; she had been unfaithful to her husband, had acted like a tramp and now what if Melanie was at home? 
 

What would she say?
 

For the first time she was grateful her daughter was absent and she went upstairs and sank into a rich, warm bath; her vagina and anus were sore but the general feeling of well being was overpowering and she was disturbingly, disgracefully at peace.
 

She knew that she could not go back again; her reputation and her daughter’s were at stake and she had no intention for her awful, indefensible, promiscuous actions, to be common knowledge.
 

Melanie came home later in the day and neither woman questioned the other; Melanie thought it was just a tactic from her as she had absolutely no idea what her mother had been up to, and would have been shocked to her tiny toes, if she had known! 
 

Frank came home and for a few days things were almost routine once more, Annie even began to chastise her daughter about her late nights. 
 

Melanie ignored her and unfortunately as the time slipped by, her mother began to get a repeat build up of tension and sexual desire inside her again.
 

She could not face going back to the boys to be dogged again, if she went, what would that make her? 
 

Therefore as a compromise to her cravings Annie used to spend most of her afternoons dressed in the cheerleader outfit because it made her feel good and teased her body and senses, creating inside her flushing and delicious feelings of being young again.
 

The divine uniform became her daily clothes for her to parade around the house in, which was fine and innocuous until she opened the door early one afternoon to answer the bell, to find Shane standing demurely and sweetly there.
 

He smiled in genuine warmth and delight when he saw her.
 

“Hey Mrs Thompson…you look cool…I didn’t know you were a cheerleader…is Melanie here?”
 

She blushed in her discomfort of being seen like this and tried to excuse herself somewhat disingenuously. 
 

“I’m just trying it on Shane...no Melanie’s not here!” 
 

She opened the door as if to be polite and the young man walked in nervously, and she scolded him gently as if he was the sole reason for her daughter’s waywardness and promiscuity.
 

“No Shane, she’s never home nowadays…but I suppose you know more than me about that!”
 

He looked slighted and almost upset at her pointed remark.
 

“Not true Mrs Thompson, Melanie and I split up some weeks ago I was just passing; just came to say… hi…to her and to you…”
 

He seemed shy suddenly and flushed red.
 

“…I always liked you and you were nice to me….so I thought…why not?”
 

Annie felt herself blush immediately at his backhanded compliment, took him into the lounge and, as it was warm, poured him some cooling, orange juice. 
 

“Why did you split, Shane?”
 

She sat on the couch and he sat beside her and unsettlingly for Annie, he could not look her in the eye.
 

“It’s embarrassing, Mrs Thompson to tell you…you’re her mum and all!”
 

She touched the back of his head softly and pulsed immediately; his blonde hair was so silky and smelling of freshness. 
 

“Tell me Shane.”
 

He stared at her with rich, uncomfortable, trustworthy, blue eyes and then looked away again as if still unable to meet her gaze and he whispered candidly.
 

“Well Melanie was a virgin…still is as far as I know and I didn’t want to mess her about.”
 

Annie was intrigued and captivated by his tale and brave admission to her.
 

“What do you mean Shane?”
 

He was bright red suddenly.
 

“I like sex Mrs Thompson, I have lots of girls and I didn’t want her just to be another notch on my gun so to speak!”
 

She touched his warm, soft hand and she truly felt herself colour as well with him.
 

“That’s very sweet of you Shane…really!”
 

Annie realised that her skirt was high on her thigh exposing her white underwear, and she tried to pull her hem down but the boy saw them and made a crass, inappropriate joke.
 

“Nice knickers Mrs Thompson!”
 

She went quiet, abashed and tried not to notice a bulge in the boy’s, tight jeans.
 

“I think you better leave Shane…that’s not funny!”
 

He spoke quietly but suddenly with a dark edge to his tone.
 

“I heard a rumour… a woman went into the boy’s dorm, dressed as a cheerleader and got well dogged!”
 

Annie now went completely, crimson red and tried to speak but could not, and the boy read her like the open, easy book that she was.
 

“I thought it was you…so now I know…so you like being fucked Mrs Thompson?”
 

Annie rose to her feet but her legs were like wobbly jelly and she had to immediately sit back down beside him once more, but she tried to be angry and show her displeasure.
 

“Shane that’s extremely rude, please leave! Now!”
 

He placed his palm on her white, trembling, warm thigh and she sensed her libido begin to race and rise in her ongoing, feminine madness.
 

“Don’t be embarrassed Mrs Thompson all the girls love fucking but they don’t have great bodies like you do…
 

He squeezed her malleable flesh and she shivered and shook to his assertive, masculine touch as he revealed his true purpose.
 

“…I actually came here to see you… not Melanie…I’ve always fancied you but… you were just so…above me!”
 

Annie felt her desire and sexual energy rising with every sweet, seductive word the handsome young man said and she blushed and flushed constantly at him, in her hormonal appreciation of such admiration of her feminine attributes and qualities.
 

“That’s so silly Shane…I’m married…you really do need to go!”
 

Her skirt was now above her thigh and her small white thong was clearly visible with her thick, blonde, hidden, bush beneath, and the boy outrageously lifted her short hem to take a proper more invasive look at her most private place.
 

He spoke crudely and stared directly at her tiny knickers.
 

“But I don’t think you get this fucked properly Mrs Thompson?”
 

She groaned in her vulnerability and obvious, patent lust.
 

“Shane…stop this… you really need to… ”
 

She stopped talking instantly, groaned and then mumbled in denial as the boy moved his fingers until they were gently touching the delicately cotton, covered mound between her thighs.
 

“Don’t Shane…oh don’t!”
 

He ignored her completely; it was as clear as day what she so needed and craved.
 

“Let me see you Mrs Thompson…I bet it looks beautiful…just perfect!”
 

He gently moved the thin material to one side and Annie’s vagina was exposed to him; his fingers slipped just inside the giving folds of her sexuality and he felt her sopping, willing wetness.
 

“You’re as horny as me Mrs Thompson…you’re a MILF!”
 

She gasped, hardly able to contain her overpowering, physical need any longer.
 

“A what?”
 

He continued to stroke her flesh gently; she whimpered and tried to stop her thighs parting and closing but it was impossible to keep them shut to him.
 

He was just so crude and rude but so desirable and impossible for her to resist.
 

“Mum’s I’d like to Fuck…it’s an internet-thing, but you are going to be fucked Mrs Thompson!”
 

His fingers were now entering and probing her, and she began to lay back on the settee in a submissive pose and mumbled without any true resolve to deny him whatever he wanted from her.
 

“No Shane you…can’t!”
 

The boy found her clitoris, she suddenly squealed like a child with a new toy and instantly, surrendered herself and lost any vestige of self-respect she had remaining. 
 

“Ohhh… Shane, fuck… no…no…oh No…”
 

He flicked at her little bud and rise of hidden, female co-operation and laughed softy
 

“That’s better Mrs Thompson…now tell me you don’t like this?”
 

She cried out and lied to him.
 

“I don’t, don’t…fuck I just… hate it!!”” 
 

She gasped her denial but her vagina was sodden which belied her mealy-mouthed, disingenuous words.
 

He stood up and guided her hand to his trousers. 
 

“Take my jeans off and my shorts and suck me.”
 

Annie could no longer refuse herself; she kneeled before him and stripped him until his long erection was before her like some long, delicious, fleshy rapier.
 

Her eyes stared up at him weakly and he pulled her head onto his shaft until she began to draw it tentatively with her lips, letting his large hands tease her hair and undo her bra without argument as she did so. 
 

He was so big, almost as well endowed as the black men of her previous adventure, and he stood still and allowed her to demean and subjugate herself on his divine, elongated penis for many minutes.
 

Eventually he wanted more and he lay back on the couch as she removed all of her own clothes and, as directed by him, then straddled over his towering, vertical erection.
 

He ran his fingers along the line of her pink, sopping wetness and then squeezed her ample breasts and thick nipples and revelled in her uncontrollable, passion for him.
 

“Tell me you want this Mrs Thompson?”
 

His cock was at her entrance, her thighs were so wide apart and she closed her eyes in her disgrace.
 

“I do, you know I do Shane…look at me…fuck me Darling!”
 

He stroked her vagina and ass again but cruelly held her back from what she so craved and yearned for within her.
 

“Tell me you’re my Whore and I’ll fuck you…and fuck you!”
 

It was more than she could stand and she capitulated to him completely.
 

“I am…fuck…I am your Whore, Darling Shane!”
 

She grabbed his erect flesh, pressed and savoured it in her fingers in expectation.
 

“A Dirty, Whore!”
 

He allowed her to lower her wetness onto him until his cock was completely embedded inside her, then she selfishly moved herself hard and purposefully against him as she knew exactly what she needed from his divine, young, delicious, rigid flesh.
 

His hands squeezed her nipples again, then her ass cheeks and, she rode his solidity within her endlessly, until she ultimately cried and grimaced to a powerful climax; only then did she slow her pace and let her vagina cling to the steel rod inside her as it felt just too wonderful to let go.
 

He smiled up at her wickedly. 
 

“You do like sex Mrs Thompson or should I call you Annie?”
 

She murmured to him and stretched her back as if to squeeze him harder with her, slippery, vaginal muscles.
 

“Whatever you like Darling Shane…God you’re so hard.”
 

He stretched up and began to fuck her again.
 

“That’s why all the girls like me Annie…Dirty Women like you…you are a Dirty Girl Annie?”
 

She began to move against him again as if she had no choice but to do so, and made a terrible confession to the boy.
 

“I am Dirty…I love fucking!”
 

He pulled her off him and she immediately sensed and mourned the loss of him within her most precious places.
 

“Suck me Annie…blow me off and let me watch you swallow me!”
 

She alighted from him then began to draw and suck on his cock while he lay back and moaned softly and stroked her rich, blonde mane. 
 

“You’re so good Annie…so good…I’m coming… yeah!”
 

He climaxed and selfishly spent his seed down the woman’s open mouth and she did not release him until he was completely and utterly exhausted of his seed and sweet, delicious semen.
 

He lay back in relief and satisfaction then cupped her large breasts in his hands and smiled as her nipples were still so hard to his sensual touch.
 

“I’d better go Annie…got the gym!”
 

Without thinking she bent her head subserviently to him and licked his flaccid penis. 
 

“Will you come and see me tomorrow?
 

He chuckled at her enthusiasm for him; all the girls he knew were the same! 
 

“I might…but I want to fuck you in your own bed…and there’s no regular thing…you’re just a screw Annie, an easy lay!”
 

He was so rude, vulgar and disgusting but he was right, he was just a screw to her as well; a wonderful much needed, fucking screw to twist and turn on, and relieve her constant, raging tension all the time.
 

“OK Shane, I’ll see you tomorrow…whatever you say!”
 

He was shocked at her submission to him so easily, and had expected a little more reserve and pride from an experienced woman like her. 
 

“Maybe Annie…we’ll see...then perhaps I’ll get you to visit me…in Melanie’s little outfit?”
 

She laughed at his devilish mind; it seemed to match her own!
 

“We’ll see Shane Darling…God you fucked me well!”
 

The young man smiled in gratification at her compliment then left, and Annie spent the next hour lying on the couch with her thighs gently opening and closing, as if reliving and recovering from her recent outrageous, marvellous, sexual escapade. 
 

But her vagina was purring and content; her mind was finally relaxed and sated after a week of horrible, pent up frustration. 
 

Annie realised that she could not be so reticent about her choices anymore and she would not refuse herself the relief her body craved; it wasn’t fair and there was been too much inequality in her past and… she only had one life to live!
 

When her new lover arrived the following afternoon she was dressed in her best lingerie and this time she made no pretence about what she wanted.
 

She knelt before him immediately and sucked him, removed her silk panties and fucked him endlessly in just black stockings and suspenders; the young man came energetically in her belly and her mouth and when he left she was happier than she had ever known.
 

Shane continued his daily visits all week and by the end of this regular period, she felt that she could no longer manage without male attentions, even for a single day. 
 

Annie was well aware that she was still married and even tried to rekindle an active sexual relationship with her husband Frank but his weak, pathetic, uninterested efforts in marital relations made her desire for young, hard, masculine flesh even more insatiable.
 

She was not to be denied and felt herself to be almost a nymphomaniac in her physical desires and needs now, but was strangely, almost not embarrassed at the fact that she was.
 

In some ways she revelled in how her body and mind felt and responded completely to her new energetic entertaining, youthful life. 
 

Things were actually also better for her with Melanie; she knew her daughter was having regular sex now, as she was not the tidiest girl in the world, and there were regularly semen stains on her pretty lingerie she threw out for the wash. 
 

Annie did not discuss it with the girl; her daughter was only doing what she herself, had always craved and wanted to do but never had the chance to, until now!
 

But this was her time to experience carnal exploration and promiscuity, and perversely it made every passing day for her like an adventurous, physical, exciting trip to the funfair.
 

Frank had told them that he had to go away travelling for a fortnight, and although both of his women sounded disappointed, he detected a faint trace of glee in their reaction to the news, and brushed it off with just the fact they were both female.
 

He never had understood the fairer sex too well! 
 

The next morning he was gone and 14 days stretched out before Annie like it was her summer holidays of childhood all over again.
 

However Shane did not show up that afternoon and by the evening Annie was in a disappointed, dark and angry mood. 
 

Matters were made worse when Melanie came in early crying her eyes out, and the two women sat down and spoke as if for the first time for weeks.
 

Her daughter sobbed her heart out to her.
 

“Shane doesn’t love me any more Mum!”
 

Annie felt the hackles and hairs on her neck stand to attention in alarm and confusion and questioned her curtly.
 

“What do you mean?”
 

Her daughter’s grief was tangible. 
 

“We’ve been making out…you know…the whole thing for about a month now and suddenly he’s gone off me!” 
 

Guilt overwhelmed Annie and she placed her arm around her daughter and felt the terrible shame of what she had done; she had been so foolish, selfish and thoughtless, Shane was obviously now in love with her now and her poor daughter was suffering.
 

She whispered to her child as soothingly as she could under the circumstances.
 

“Don’t cry Melanie, you’re a beautiful, young girl, Shane’s not the only boy, you have to go and have some fun while you can!”
 

Her grief stricken offspring seemed surprised at her attitude.
 

“Aren’t you upset or mind I’m not a virgin anymore Mum?”
 

Her head shook gently from side to side.
 

“No Darling that’s part of life…don’t worry about Shane go out with another man bring him home if you wish…your Dad’s away… and just have fun and relax!”
 

Her daughter’s demeanour brightened like sunshine from behind a dark, grey cloud; she threw her arms around her and kissed her lovingly; her mother was so mature and understanding suddenly!
 

“Thanks Mum…I think you’re right Shane was just a dirt-bag anyway and…”
 

She sniggered childishly and inappropriately.
 

“…He did show me a good time!”
 

Annie was just about to say that she knew, but quickly bit her lip. 
 

The truth was that the boy was so sweet, not coming to her today, because of his embarrassment at the unfortunate situation.
 

It was clear that her daughter Melanie, shamefully, was obviously a tramp, throwing herself at the boy like she did, and unfortunately she would have to learn that love was often a cruel game! 
 

She resolved to visit Shane at the halls later, and as soon as Melanie went out, she changed into her cheerleader’s costume and at 10pm left for the boy’s dormitories. 
 

She found his room, knocked on the door and it swung gingerly open just a fraction and her lover’s pretty, blonde head appeared in the open small gap and he snapped at her disrespectfully.
 

“Yeah? What?”
 

Annie giggled; she knew he would be so pleased to see her!
 

“It’s me Shane let me in Darling!”
 

His eyes were cold and glassy blue.
 

“I know it’s you, I’m busy…look wait outside for about half an hour then I’ll talk to you!”
 

The door slammed and she stood in shock and humiliation at his impolite reaction to her. 
 

She wanted to leave but a frustration, hunger and rage was building inside her, as immediately she realised how Shane was messing both her and her daughter about! 
 

In her indecision what to do, she stood almost jumping on her spot outside his door, and could hear the sound of moaning from inside the room; a rhythmical grinding and the unmistakable earthy noises of a girl being taken and enjoying his divine body! 
 

The reality of what the boy was doing just a few feet away from her sent her wild as she obviously realised that he was fucking someone, and she was left waiting like some wet, needy, stupid schoolgirl for an audience with him! 
 

It was only the anger she felt that kept her static, as she was shortly going to give the rude, horrible Shane a piece of her mind and she would have left immediately but was set on having her say with him.
 

In fact she sat, stood and waited for a full hour until the door, finally opened and the tall, athletic, brunette form of Georgina Towns, giggled, smiled and tripped, delicately past in her minimalist, teenage clothing and spoke sweetly to her on the way out.
 

“Hi, Mrs Thompson…you look nice!”
 

Annie ignored her, pushed into the room and saw her faithless lover laid out unconcernedly naked on the bed, his penis small, flaccid, wet and spent of force.
 

He was tired and incredibly rude and dismissive to her.
 

“Oh you’re still here…? Don’t you girls ever have enough?”
 

Annie exploded in her frustration and pent up wrath and fury at him.
 

“You’ve had my daughter…go on… deny it!”
 

The boy looked at her with wide, pale blue eyes as if she were mad; but in all honesty he already knew that anyway!
 

“Why should I…she was a Real, Good Girl…not as terrific as you though Babe...”
 

He chuckled darkly,
 

“Melanie… is still learning!”
 

She screamed and wailed at him at the top of her voice in her disillusionment, disgrace and disbelief at his humiliation of her.
 

“But what you told me…you didn’t want to use her?”
 

He smiled slyly, with some tiny acknowledgement and sense of his of repentance and regret at his mild deception.
 

“Just a slight, white lie Annie…I just wanted to ride you…after hearing about the other boys then I thought the captain should have a go!”
 

Annie suddenly realised what had gone on and what had truly transpired; she was just a Whore for these awful, ignorant and arrogant young men and she wailed and railed at him in her debasement and dishonour.
 

“You’re such a Sod!”
 

He just laughed at her and his face lit up in an evil grin. 
 

“God you’re so horny Annie thought I couldn’t get it up again but there’s definitely something about you!”
 

She looked and noticed that his penis was twitching and slowly beginning to expand, and she gasped at him scarcely believing the young man’s blatant disrespect, utter contempt and disregard for her.
 

“You think I’m going to let you fuck me, now?”
 

He placed his fingers on his growing flesh and smiled in his absolute assurance and unbridled conviction with her.
 

“Sure you are Mrs Thompson now take your clothes off…leave your panties on and I’ll play with you for a bit…”
 

He closed his eyes for a second as if relishing what he was about to say and do.
 

“…Then I’m going to lay you on my bed, open your legs wide and give you a proper, good fucking!”
 

She groaned and snapped at him, in denial of his assumption of her complicity in his demeaning plan and game for her.
 

“You’ll do no such thing Shane…thinking you can play me off like some Little Whore…how dare you mess me and Melanie about like this… you’re a Bastard and a Disgrace!”
 

His cock was rigid now and sticking up like a horrible, fleshy white pole; Annie sensed her body pulsing and charging and had an irrational, horrible, disconcerting, overwhelming urge to touch it, although she tried desperately to hide her terrible compunction.
 

But it was so noticeably, patently obvious however, what she wanted; it was written all over her face like a big sign that spoke only of her compulsive, insatiable cravings and urges!
 

It seemed to say in enormous, huge red letters, Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! 
 

The boy could read it clearly, whispered entreatingly at her and smiled handsomely.
 

“You can’t fool me Annie…look at you dressed like a teenager…one last chance to get fucked properly…you’re probably dripping now…aren’t you?”
 

Annie knew that she was; she was in fact degenerately aroused and the whole decadent atmosphere excited her and turned her on unmistakably, but she wasn’t going to lower herself further, as if she could, and tell him that!
 

Her body turned sharply to leave purely because she knew she had to, and without looking what she was doing banged, straight into an unnoticed, open cupboard door. 
 

She was stunned temporarily and the boy leapt up quickly to support her before she fell; she allowed him to place her on the bed and was so pleased instantly to be off her shaky, trembling, wobbly feet.
 

His hand stroked her hair and she muttered and murmured in unwarranted, undeniable pleasure to his soothing touch and concerned tone. 
 

“You’ve been hurt…you need to relax Annie and get out of these tight clothes.” 
 

She felt him unclip her bra and remove her sweatshirt and she moaned as his fingers ran over her rubbery, taut nipples as if he had touched them accidentally, but of course nothing the young man did was without reason or purpose.
 

“That’s better Annie just relax and we’ll see if I was right.”
 

She stared up at him feeling so helpless, unbalanced and disoriented.
 

“About what Shane?”
 

Her panties were already exposed under her skirt that was bunched around her waist, and he very lightly touched the open, moist crotch of her pretty, fine knickers.
 

Her wetness betrayed her instantly, and she could not suppress her grunt and grumbles of desire for him.
 

“About being a Horny Bitch of course…I did tell you Annie, this is what you need, now just close your eyes…and don’t deny what you are!”
 

He eased her panties effortlessly down her thighs, unfastened her skirt and she was naked suddenly, and unnervingly, shamefully, extremely happy to be so. 
 

His fingers played along the length of her sopping, lascivious crack and she just got wetter and wetter and needier and needier as he did so!
 

Annie did not think about her husband, about Melanie or anything at all now; she was only concerned and consumed with the overwhelming and powerful, lustful cravings of her female, demanding, erogenous, sensitive form.
 

The boy expertly brought her quickly to the blessed relief of a climax with his educated, busy fingers and she vibrated and trembled uncontrollably to his touch. 
 

Finally sated, she lay on his bed looked up at him weakly, with her thighs wide and eager, instantly relaxed and completely open and submissive to him. 
 

He moved over her and she grunted in subjugation, as his cock firmly and snugly moved inside her slimy pussy, and he looked down at her closed eyes and laughed teasingly. 
 

“I told you what I’d do to you Annie, lay you on my bed with your legs apart and fuck you; you are a Little, Cheap, Fucking Whore!”
 

Her mind was no longer rational, as if it ever was nowadays; all she could sense was his flesh moving tightly inside her vaginal walls, sending endless messages of adrenaline and pleasure to her brain as she called out to him ecstatically and pathetically.
 

“Just fuck me Shane, fill me up with your come…fuck me Darling…harder…God this is so good….so, so fucking, fucking, good!”
 

His motions became ever quicker and more urgent and Annie closed then opened her eyelids in wonder, and shut them once more in blessed delight!
 

He came in jerking motions and she climaxed again in synchronisation with her young stud and felt her body go limp, as his seed spurted up inside her sopping, ever accessible belly.
 

“Oh…Shane, Shane, Shane, you Bastard…that was so…fantastic!”
 

He chuckled at her lack of propriety or decency.
 

“Well stop complaining all the time you silly woman and enjoy the sex! You were made and designed for it!”
 

Annie kept quiet and whispered weakly. 
 

“If only it were that simple!”
 

His hands explored her and she exposed every part of her voluptuous body to his hard and soft expert, invasive examinations and investigations. 
 

It was as if the boy possessed her like the devil himself; but perversely she sensed that she wanted to be owned, screwed, fucked and dominated, as if this it was her true, honest, heavenly fantasy coming to fruition and life.
 

They drifted into sleep and awoke early in the morning when the early light was creeping through the uncovered, small window. 
 

Annie remembered where she was immediately by the erect flesh poking into her back; she slipped her head under the sheets and sucked him eagerly and very confidently, considering this was still new to her in some ways, without any coercion from him at all. 
 

He tasted divine, of sex and of her own pungent, unmistakable, sexual aroma, and she felt his body begin to rise and wake to her attentions.
 

Shane stroked her hair gently and let his fingers explore her vaginal folds before he moved behind her, bent her forwards and fucked her slowly but firmly from behind until she was wonderfully full of him once again.
 

He then murmured in his release and relief and dismissed her casually.
 

“Home-time now Annie!”
 

She lay back for a second, arose, then, dressed without washing his thick covering of seed from all over her body and spoke as persuasively as she could to him.
 

“Frank’s away Shane, come and see me tonight?”
 

He looked at her suspiciously. 
 

“What about Melanie?”
 

Annie smiled with strange self assurance, bravado and recklessness.
 

“She’s always out…about 10p.m and… I’m going to dress up for you!”
 

He laughed and insulted her at the same time, as he always seemed to do.
 

“Something trashy Annie…like you!”
 

She was no longer bothered at his taunts; the sex was far more important to her and she just whispered to him with humour.
 

“You’re a real Sweetie Shane…but I feel great…whatever you say!”
 

It was before 6a.m when Annie crept back into her house and was pleased that it was quiet and still; she climbed the stairs tiredly to her bedroom and after quickly showering, lay in her cool, clean bed to recover. 
 

In the vacuum of emptiness she could suddenly detect faint rumblings from her daughter’s room; low rhythmical sounds, the unmistakable noises and reverberations of her promiscuous daughter having sex!
 

A sudden fury overtook her, but she remembered what she had said to her, where she had been last night and how ridiculous she was to somehow now irrationally moralise about her daughter’s, primal, natural, social habits. 
 

It was only what she had wanted to experience all her life and what she regretted not doing when she was at college, as she never made it to university!
 

How could she, in all conscience, now seek to chastise her for this?
 

The sounds became more and more urgent then she heard her daughter give a tiny yelp of what she recognised as repressed, sexual release and then there was just tranquillity and peace again; the undoubted, unmistakable sounds of her satisfaction! 
 

Her mind sensed how her own body was responding just listening to her, and thought instantaneously about Shane, what she had done that evening and resolved to take an unforeseen, courageous step and confess all to her precious child.
 

It was as if she could not and did not, wish to lie any more. 
 

There was the muffled crash of a door opening, then a set of a male stranger’s, heavy feet trip down the stairs, and she knew that it was now just the two of them alone in the house,
 

Annie waited a few moments then crept into her daughter’s room and lay beside her gently on her bed and whispered mockingly to her.
 

“What have you been up to Young Lady?”
 

Her daughter grimaced in discomfort, expecting a confrontation but gave as good, as she got; they were in some ways more like friends or antagonists now, and retorted softly to her mother, but in jest more than anger.
 

She was too mellow, after her time of passion and the pheromones that followed, for that!
 

“And where were you last night Mum!”
 

Annie went quiet then muttered in the beginnings of her confessional disgrace. 
 

“I was getting screwed Melanie…your mother was getting fucked…are you shocked?”
 

Her daughter drew in her breath in obvious surprise and astonishment but spoke calmly to her and almost silently.
 

“Yes Mum, I am…” 
 

However to Annie’s alarm she giggled suddenly. 
 

“…Shocked you told me, but I had a feeling you were a horny cow!”
 

Annie closed her eyes dreading her ongoing declarations and revelations, but she had to get the weight of her guilt off her substantial chest!
 

“It was Shane…I’m sorry Melanie.”
 

Her daughter turned towards her and she saw a look of mischief in her eye and to her eternal relief she just innocently laughed.
 

 “Mum you are a Little Whore…”
 

She looked at her mother’s anguish and then gave her a wry, private, knowing grin.
 

“Was he good…?”
 

Melanie smiled like a Cheshire cat again.
 

“…Stupid question… look at you…you’re buzzing!”
 

Annie went on feeling horribly uncomfortable and remorseful.
 

“I’m sorry Mel…”
 

Her offspring interrupted her sharply and in sudden gaiety.
 

“Mum don’t worry…just do what you want, his best friend was with me last night…you were right…Shane’s just another guy; I want to explore myself whilst I’m young…or I’ll end up a frustrated, old mother like you!”
 

Annie noticed that there was something shining and out of place on her daughter’s finger, and the girl caught her mother’s observant, informed glance and chuckled.
 

“Yeah it’s great isn’t it…I had the visions like you did…I think our dreams were similar…the ring and Aphrodite encouraged and showed me to be more relaxed about what I wanted, and not to be so hung up…”
 

She held her hand up in the darkness and the sphere still glinted even in the almost infinitesimal, available light. 
 

“I’m more aware and grown up now mum… I understand that sex is a gift and a pleasure and if you want to go fuck your brains out every night then that’s cool too; I’m happy, if you are!”
 

Annie made her final statement, barely believing what she was admitting to.
 

“Shane’s coming to stay this evening with me!”
 

Her daughter however was now unflappable.
 

“Good mum, that’s fine…just…”
 

She giggled again like the young girl she still was.
 

“…Don’t keep me up with your moaning…and don’t let Dad find out… Hey!”
 

The two women hugged each other and in that solitary instant they were closer than at any time in their lives; they were suddenly so immorally intertwined, no longer mother and daughter but two friends, sharing a dark secret, a very personal, private, unrepeatable secret that no one could ever know!
 

Shane did arrive that evening and Annie dressed for him in the long, silken, pink gown she had worn on her honeymoon, and the boy took immense pleasure in kneeling her on the bed and lifting the fine material over her bottom to inspect the hidden wonders below. 
 

He then fucked her with his normal, insufferable glee, arrogance and wild abandon, slapping her soft, white bottom disdainfully as he took and rutted her energetically, constantly and ingloriously.
 

Annie revelled in the sex and any request from the boy was granted with passion; she allowed him to stay over and they listened in the early morning as her lovely, lively daughter made her own echoes of rambunctious love with her new boyfriend. 
 

The dirty decadent noises created seemed to excite them both and they quickly melded together once again to form a single, fleshy union and Shane pumped furiously into her, in time, rhythm and agitation with the divisive sounds from next door.
 

It was terribly degenerate but totally irresistible to her as well!
 

A couple of nights later Melanie came back home late in the evening with her new man Drew;  Shane, who had arrived earlier, and her mother were sitting in the lounge and were already more than slightly merry from too much fruity, red wine. 
 

Annie had on just a dark, silk slip and a pair of black knickers and her daughter’s tall, blonde boyfriend could not take his avaricious eyes off her, from the moment he sat on the other settee opposite where she was relaxing.
 

Unfortunately, Annie noticed his prurient interest and was strangely empowered by her ability to constantly rouse, such young, potent, virile, masculinity! 
 

She then did not act like a mother at all, as they laughed and drank too much, and when the music played she danced provocatively and sexily in front of the two men, as if to tease them and test the boundaries of her newly discovered sexuality and appeal. 
 

Drew was an extremely, handsome young man and she could not help persistently smiling at him as she gently moved her body effortlessly and seductively to the addictive beat of the modern songs they were listening to.
 

Eventually Shane took her hand lightly, led her safely away and they climbed the stairs and Annie slid eagerly into her bed with him.
 

The young man removed his clothes, slid closely beside her and let his hands run over her smooth, perspiring, naked skin; he pressed and touched the front of her knickers and felt how wet they were then excused himself and quickly left the room.
 

Annie did not concern herself, just turned over in her happiness and comfort then felt a warm body snuggle in beside her but she knew instantly it wasn’t her lover and went to get up immediately in shock!
 

But the new masculinity was too quick for her; she felt his long body over her, his weight pressing her down and his long fingers instantly in her silken panties.
 

The stranger was teasing and twisting her degenerate mind and her flowing, feminine folds of flesh and juices deliciously at the same time; then he spoke in his craven desire, fetid appetite and urgency for her.
 

“We’ve done a swap Annie…just had to have you…you’re such a sexy woman!”
 

She gasped in denial of this awful, disgraceful turn of events but her body was already jumping, screaming and responding almost to a point beyond her fragile capacity to manage or control it.
 

Even if she had wanted to!
 

“You can’t…can’t!” 
 

But her mind was already in foul bliss as he removed her knickers and teased her sexual, salivating lips further and soon, she was laying back and softy purring and muttering to him in her compulsive, sexual gratification and confusion.
 

The new young man in her bed wasted no time in mounting her, and she pressed her palms up against his solid, muscular shoulders and groaned in her lascivious delectation as he began to move against, and fuck her roughly! 
 

He was so deliciously strapping and strong and she wrapped her legs around his tight, rigid iron back and let him bang against her as hard and divinely as he wanted to. 
 

As much as she tried to reject her complicity and compulsion for such debauchery, the truth of her excitement and liking for this life was patent and undeniable.
 

These young stallions had so much lustful energy and she soon felt her body climax to his attentions; Annie could then only relax back helplessly, as he savoured his power and mastery over her and she lay under him and let him fuck her like the Whore she had now undoubtedly become.
 

In his passion he blurted out his rampant desire then continued, ever moving more urgently, onwards and upwards, against her weak, willing flesh to his ultimate goal!
 

“You are so good Annie…so, so fucking good!” 
 

He fucked her as if he was a steam train reaching full throttle then gasped and screeched as his very essence and seed poured into her and, hard as it was for her to admit to herself, Annie knew to her shame she had loved and enjoyed every sordid, submissive, demeaning, erotic, debased second of it all!
 

It was all a dirty, disgraceful, dream come true!
 

The next few months were full of endless fantastical sex for Annie and she allowed herself to live out every sordid fantasy that she ever craved or imagined. 
 

She did it all!
 

Her husband was aware of something, it was impossible not to see and notice what she was doing and how his wife was changing, but he dared not to question or dwell too much upon it.
 

Annie felt indestructible and that she could control utterly the wicked, little world that she inhabited. 
 

That was, until the day she awoke and had her first bout of morning sickness! 
 

As she looked down the well of the toilet she knew immediately she was pregnant and that suddenly reality was about to hit her full on like the proverbial hammer. 
 

She panicked for a few weeks, realised that she had no idea who the father was, could not in all conscience abort the child, and then told her husband Frank the news as calmly as she could one evening and hoped that he would understand and support and remain by her in her hour of need. 
 

The man looked at her dryly and calmly, smiled, kissed her head and then went upstairs to meticulously pack his travelling case. 
 

Annie knew that as the door slammed behind him and the car, carefully left the drive, that their marriage was over and she was not likely to see him, ever again.
 

Melanie, on hearing of her condition, at first was non-judgemental and supportive, as she had been active and encouraging in some of her mother’s assignations; however in the end she was finally furious with her that she had been so outrageously inane not to have taken any precautions.
 

I mean, given the amount of sex Annie was having, she could not believe that any female would have been so bloody, foolish and irresponsible not to use at least some basic, preventative measures? 
 

Melanie still loved and adored her mother, but realised that she could not live around a growing product of her terrible shame that everyone seemed to know, and was either shocked or amused about.
 

It was just too much for her to bear!
 

After a few weeks soul searching she kissed Annie goodbye at the airport and moved to Melbourne to continue and finish her studies, far away from this humiliation and disgrace that seemed to be tainting and engulfing them all. 
 

Finally one sunny Sunday morning Annie sat on a stone seat by the harbour all by herself, watched the ships moving slowly across the choppy, white and oceanic blue waters and broke down in tears of terrible recognition at her plight. 
 

Her growing belly clearly showed that she was 5 months pregnant; she was now utterly alone and with no clear means of supporting herself or her imminent, new family. 
 

Annie was distraught and desperate and she looked at the apparently, innocuous, gold band that her daughter had given her as a parting gift, to replace back on her finger. 
 

But the ring of Aphrodite seemed only to mock and taunt her now; as if its’ only purpose was to remind her of how greedy, puerile and stupid she had been. 
 

A little had not been enough for her; she had wanted to live out her childish, juvenile, selfish promiscuous dreams and ideas constantly, without the slightest thought, respect or regard for the world around her that she inhabited. 
 

The results, patting her swelling stomach in mixed, hormonal feelings, were obvious; she had not heeded the warnings from the disruptive, beauteous, unforgettable goddess and she smiled wryly and sadly to herself in her melancholy, at her self-inflicted tragedy. 
 

She slipped the ring off her finger completely and looked out into the busy harbour again and concluded that the hidden depths of the ocean seemed to be where this piece of golden evil, belonged.
 

However, try as she would, she could not bring herself to launch the tiny, object to what she felt was its’ deserved place in an eternal, watery grave and permanent separation from the mortal world.
 

In acceptance of her inability to cast it away, she remembered the small, cramped, pawn shop at the far side of the harbour on the edge of the shopping mall; then thought about her dire, financial straights and ongoing, pressing requirements for ready money.
 

Annie Thompson therefore walked there determinedly, and emerged a few minutes later with a small wedge of dollars and her face looking tired, lined, old and overwhelmingly troubled and concerned. 
 

She looked out at the horizon and set her face determinedly and resolutely against the rising, warm wind and the impending, dark storm that was gathering just off the coast.
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 22
 

Briny’s Incredible African Adventure & Fate
 

 
 

Briny Garber did not know what took her to the waterfront on that special morning, it wasn’t her favourite location or environment around the busy quay, but she was restless and her feet carried her through the bustle of the city and then down towards the teeming harbour as if fate had a plan in store for her that particular day. 
 

She had been feeling this way for 12 months or more now; had long got over the divorce a few years before and, although she had been upset at her only daughter moving away to university, she had also realised that there was something deeper and more divisive, unsettling her. 
 

At 38 she was grown up, mature and not prone to flights of fancy; she knew her own mind, the desires of her still firm and tight female body, but everything inside her seemed empty as if she had nothing more to give, although she knew somewhere, she almost certainly had. 
 

She meandered around the waterfront where so many large vessels were moored and found herself outside a small, pawn shop gazing absentmindedly at the spectacular assortment of artefacts and debatable treasures behind the sheen of the glass.
 

It seemed to her that so much had been left there over endless time; a multitude of many pieces and items each probably with its’ own individual story to tell, but now probably, long forgotten about. 
 

Suddenly something sparkled and glinted and caught her bright, grey eyes; she focussed and saw a resplendent, golden ring, nestling harmlessly and spectacularly in the furthest, most inaccessible corner of the window display.
 

Briny gazed at it admiringly and although normally she wanted or desired nothing in the way of adornments, jewellery or decoration on her body, she knew that instantly and unaccountably she craved and required this, specific and spectacular ring. 
 

It seemed ridiculous to admit it even to herself, but she somehow sensed it entreating and calling to her like a fabled, irresistible, faint, siren song of long, lost mythology.
 

Instinctively she walked in boldly, inspected the object and to her delight it was even more heavenly close to, and seemed to pulse deliciously in her clenched palm, like a heartbeat.
 

She noticed that the elderly man with white hair behind the counter seemed nervous, and to her surprise did not argue when she negotiated the price down to what she felt was a ridiculously low, bargain level.
 

It was curious and unusual that this male shopkeeper handled this golden sphere so timidly and gingerly, as if it would burn him! 
 

Briny was sure that she saw him breathe deeply in relief as she gave him the few dollars he required from her, and then took it safely and seemingly gratefully, out of his ownership and possession.
 

A sense of strange elation washed over her and she sat directly in a long, elongated shadow, beside a massive, oil tanker; she removed the ring from the clear wrapper that temporarily contained it and slipped it unconventionally, onto her marriage finger. 
 

It had been such a long period since she had worn a ring there, but it felt natural, perfect and provided her with a strange, unusual, feeling of comfort as it nestled snugly against her fingers and skin.
 

The woman was a very spiritual person, immediately sensed an unmistakable peace and tranquillity move over her like a small, inspiring breeze.
 

She rose from the bench, arched her curved back and, putting her shoulders upright and straight, marched purposefully and energetically the whole 5 miles to her home.
 

Her small house was spotless, it always was; Briny Garber was neat, meticulous and extremely valued for her almost religious, obsessive and organisation skills at the office where she worked. 
 

But unfortunately she was also tired, disillusioned and bored; bored of work, of meaningless dates, meaningless sex, men… and even life itself? 
 

Was she bored of the wondrous gift of life, of her very existence and the each enriching inhalation of air?
 

It was indeed a question and a conundrum!
 

Briny wasn’t even sure anymore, but she was in need of something intangible; she was searching and seeking some mercurial spark to reignite her senses, and perhaps raise, her restless spirit and soul.
 

She sipped her sweet tea, thought deeply and mused, and decided that no, she was not bored of life; it was, as if depressingly, life, in all its’ rich, colourful glory, was somehow, disappointingly bored with her!
 

However it was getting late for such introverted philosophy; she was fatigued and she ate lightly, sipped some white wine and went to her bed. 
 

One of the men who had spent the last few months chasing her, had rung to ask and beg her for a date but she politely refused, she was not sure why as she in fact quite liked him, but it strangely seemed somehow so pointless to her.
 

Everything in the last few years felt like that and she just did not know why; she just somehow now needed perhaps some explosion of uncertainty to shake her from her melancholy and malaise! 
 

Normally Briny took time to sleep but tonight she succumbed to the darkness quickly, and was instantly thrilled to be in the garden of Aphrodite, dressed so divinely in white, sensual silk.
 

Being the open and sensitive person she was, Briny accepted and embraced this surreal world immediately!
 

She loved how the fine, material caressed against her skin and, even in a bizarre dream, suddenly felt desirable and feminine again, something she had not sensed or experienced for so very long.
 

In her reverie she listened politely to Aphrodite as if she was immediately her ethereal friend and companion; she was simply overawed by her majesty, beauty and divine femininity and tried to mentally devour the experience and drink it all in.
 

In all honesty Briny was just simply waiting for the time when she would awaken and this wondrous vision would fade, but to her developing surprise the dream did not falter or lose focus at all.
 

Suddenly it was as if she could actually feel the gentle warmth of the garden, smell the scent of the blossom and slowly she began to question whether her life was the dream and this in fact, was her new, emerging reality. 
 

She gazed and stared intently at the goddess, then listened with new attention and rapt interest to her divine words as she addressed her. 
 

“You are restless Briny…the ring has the power to show you what you desire…but take care it may not be just as you think!”
 

The mature, intelligent lady listened completely to what she now felt, was her personal, spiritual guide regarding the warnings of the ring and what it entailed, but when she was offered the chance to explore herself she agreed instantly. 
 

It was as if this extraordinary, out of this world experience was what she had been seeking for more time than she could remember.
 

Aphrodite took her to the pure pool of still water in the pedestal, and Briny immediately saw herself as a frontierswoman, dressed in a long tan skirt and a white shirt, riding on the front buckboard of a covered, wooden wagon as it was being pulled along by two sturdy, brown horses.
 

The divinity stared at her as if to ask for her approval, that she wished to go onwards in her journey? 
 

She nodded in confirmation and to her amazement Briny closed her eyes and she was suddenly on the hard, timber surface of the front seat of the small carriage feeling the uneven ground jostle and jolt the flimsy, basic, wooden transport. 
 

There were about a dozen wagons in the train, with men on fine stallions, dressed unmistakably, as fabled cowboys riding alongside them. 
 

The land was green and yellow, vast and spectacular in its’ colour, endless scope and panorama, and she guessed it was the early, untamed, much heralded, American, wild west.
 

There was a sudden shout of alarm, fear and terror and, as if from nowhere, hordes of screaming savage Indians surrounded the strung out wagon train and began attacking them at will. 
 

The horses pulling her carriage immediately bolted in panic, but within a few yards, a wheel came off and Briny fell to the floor as the carriage rolled and span over and, although she was unhurt, she was left sprawled and winded on the sandy, scrubby, dry ground.
 

To her fright, she was instantly looking up at some fierce, savage, Indian warriors and was understandably terrified at the prospect of being killed, even in her dream, and she shivered in her nightmare and prayed that she would quickly awaken.
 

But that was no option for her; she recalled the warning of the 24 hours from her heavenly guide and began to realise that unbelievably and undeniably, there was far more to this experience than just a fantasy!
 

Her aching body was bundled unceremoniously up onto a white and mottled brown, bareback pony and was led away from the carnage and death all around her, as men were still being cruelly, callously, slain and then ceremoniously scalped.
 

She gazed out in horror at the scene and realised, with the demise of the males protecting the wagon train, all the other women and children that had been on this dangerous journey were being taken as well; as she had been!
 

Incredibly it was the aroma and smells that told her how vividly real this all was; the sick stench of flesh and blood and even the rich, strong, pungent odour of the uncomfortable horse as she rode upon it.
 

It was overwhelming and mind numbing, the constant jolting of the animal as it trod its’ unsteady path on the increasingly rocky terrain made her feel sick and soon her very being was heaving and hurting from every jerky minute of her long, endless, journey to the natives’ camp.
 

When Briny eventually arrived she was taken immediately into a large, warm Tepee where elderly, Indian women fed, calmed, stripped and bathed her, and then she was left naked, alone and helpless with only an animal-skin to warm, protect and hide her uncovered, trembling female person and assets.  
 

Briny’s emotions were confused; she was scared, excited, expectant, and for the first time in years did not know what was going to happen to her and it was simply terrifying and unexpectedly…thrilling!  
 

The flap of the tent flew open dramatically and she jumped back in concern as a powerful, statuesque Indian warrior came inside, dressed in full war paint and rich, lengthy, colourful feathers in his striking, black hair, a loin cloth around his hips and, not much else!
 

He stood erect in a commanding, domineering pose; grimaced threateningly and menacingly at her then mumbled in broken English. 
 

“Good...you are ready?”
 

Briny shrank away from him but he ignored her and removed his meagre clothes; she could only gaze upon him spellbound at his marvellous, sculptured, muscular, body and be thankful that this was a mere dream that could not hurt her!
 

But what a reverie this was; it was extraordinary, unbelievable, and truly completely all absorbing and intoxicating! 
 

The man’s chest was broad and free of hair, he was lean and his hips were slender and strong; his eyes shone like black, polished stones and she could literally feel and sense his earthly, dynamic, physical aura and power. 
 

She was an experienced woman and had seen some life with the opposite sex, therefore she could also not help but observe and notice that his penis was already half erect, and she blinked in astonishment, trepidation and growing agitation at its’ impressive girth, strength and size.
 

He lay by her side and went to remove the skin wrapped around her body but Briny just gripped it tighter around her fingers in reflex to thwart him, and in reaction his hands went threateningly around her neck, and his black, evil eyes burned into her like blazing, hot, penetrating skewers. 
 

“I could kill you…White Woman…do you wish to die or be my squaw?”
 His hands firmed a little further around her delicate, elongated throat and she released her grip on the skin draped around her, until her fingers fully relaxed and her abounding, feminine treasures were unwrapped and revealed to him. 
 

She did not wish to die even in this surreal experience, and accepted meekly that providing this primitive, frightening but magnificent, male animal and stallion with sex, was to be her fate, as he whispered in his satisfaction to her as he could sense her submission.
 

“Good…your body is good!”
 

She ignored him, as she tried to disregard his coarse fingers and hands; but he played with her thin, sensitive nipples and stroked her taut, responsive belly and it was impossible for her to pretend that they were not delightfully upon, her most erogenous, primal areas.
 

Almost against her conscious will, her dormant libido began to awaken to his touch; this man undoubtedly had something ethnic and spiritual about him as well!
 

It was almost as if instinctively he knew how and where to intimately caress and explore, to make her react to him and to her utter shock and disbelief, slowly but irresistibly she found herself beginning to relax and engage with this sexual, compelling sufferance and foisted, physical endurance, being placed upon her.
 

Briny jumped and squealed as his pressing digits pushed against her developing, vaginal moisture and wetness then groaned as he gently probed her, and after a short while she was draped across the leather bed with her naked, white thighs, stretched languidly and wide apart.
 

His erection could be seen clearly now; it was long and hard and its’ tip was perilously, poised at her sodden, eager, seeping, slippery, sexual entrance. 
 

To her ongoing discovery, surprise and some shame, she was no longer frightened of him and perversely only longed and wished it to be inside her. 
 

As if he instinctively sensed her disgraceful wishes, the earthy, naked man obliged strongly, in a single, impossible, dynamic thrust. 
 

Briny grunted and moaned like she was the animal as his body then began to fuck her; it was not the type of intercourse she had known before, but a primordial, base, strong, taking and rutting of her body that she found utterly compelling and intoxicating.
 

The man had ferocious power and need of her and used her endlessly; wave after wave of pleasure overpowered her, bringing her orgasm after orgasm her until his motion became more and more tense and she felt his essence and virile seed rush up inside her. 
 

She lay back spent, exhausted, trembling and vibrating like a stretched, hide drum that was beating somewhere in the far distance; the man was still between her thighs and she sensed the wonderment and delectation in her body as he smiled in the triumphant pleasure of his conquest.
 

“You Good Squaw…you like?”
 

Briny blinked innocently at him with her slate, wild eyes and wrapped her thighs tightly around his iron waist as she whispered up to him. 
 

“I like…you Dirty Man!”
 

She squeezed his shrinking flesh with her vaginal muscles and, after separating from him, instinctively took some water from a nearby bowl and cleansed his, substantial, soaking genitals. 
 

His manhood was enormous, his penis, broad, thick, circumcised and it commanded her complete respect and full attention as if it was a pulsing, living treasure! 
 

She stroked, caressed and played with it sensitively and with care, until he became diabolically hard again.
 

This time he lay back on the hard bed as she stood above him, squatted and impaled her body onto his divine cock, then rode him ever more furiously with all of her developing, sexual energy. 
 

Normally intercourse and the intimate relations she had shared, especially in recent times, had been a tepid, passionless, pale affair but this was not sex like she had ever experience; if the normal was black and white, this was HD and Technicolor combined.
 

It was utterly extraordinary! 
 

The masculinity was like solid iron inside her and she pushed against it greedily, until he tensed again and felt her womb flood with his sperm; in that very instant she instinctively knew that she was pregnant by him.
 

It gave her a sudden, inescapable rush of overwhelming completeness and she arched her back and squeezed his flesh again in indescribable, selfish, pleasure and satisfaction. 
 

Briny awoke with a gasp; she was in her own bed and a brief glance at the clock confirmed, hardly any minutes had passed in her own time but her body was an ocean of sweat and she could feel the voluminous seed of her Indian, dream lover still washing and weeping inside her. 
 

The rank, earthy, masculine, inescapable smell of the man was on her, his essence and his musky thick odour; it was surreal but inescapable and impossible but strangely, beguilingly comforting and compelling at the same time. 
 

She lay back and she had the overwhelming sensation of being with child, she recalled that divine split second that the man had impregnated her, and undeniably, even though it had been undoubtedly a hallucination, it had been a life changing experience.
 

Her eyes were closed in confusion and recall, and also the sensations of the escapade that still surged through her blood and heated it, like lightening bolts of electricity.
 

Eventually she rose up, ran a bath and cleansed her mind and her body and tried to understand how she was so covered in thick sperm both outside and inside her; it was all so irrational, bizarre and unbelievable. 
 

Surely it had been a dream; a crazy fantasy and she tiredly went back to bed and slept better than she had since she had been an innocent child.
 

Briny Garber woke up late, breakfasted leisurely, dressed and then went to work as if nothing untoward in her life had transpired. 
 

But try as she did to ignore it, something had, a seed had been planted as if the Indian man’s potent essence had been real!
 

Sparks had undoubtedly been ignited within her intelligent, active mind and by the time she reached her home at the end of another, staid, boring day she was craving only to sleep again, meet Aphrodite once more, and absorb another wondrous, delectable, sullied adventure.
 

Suddenly, miraculously she was alive, even if only in her dreams and she did not try to understand or rationalise it, but just embraced its’ mystical wonder!     
 

She spoke to her daughter briefly, drank a whole bottle of thick, red wine and fell onto her bed longing for a new reverie, realising how absurd and ridiculous she was acting but not really caring a jot! 
 

She played with the alluring, evocative ring, twisted it around her finger and mumbled to herself as she began to doze and fall into alcoholic separation from her reality. 
 

“The ring of Aphrodite; how mad am I? Ring of Aphrodite…Aphrodite…Aphrodite!”
 

A soothing voice suddenly spoke to her in her darkness and her imagination was illuminated instantly, and she saw the golden woman, lit up like a beacon and speaking to her engagingly once more.
 

“Hello Briny.”
 

She looked and focussed her incredulous, dazzled, grey eyes; she was back in the garden and Aphrodite was smiling at her kindly and making polite enquiries of her.
 

“How are you?”
 

The mature woman laughed in amusement as if this delusion or illusion was her best friend.
 

“Bemused…is this real?”
 

Aphrodite smiled; it was always the same questions she was asked, but her patience like her spirit was endless and infinite.
 

“It is real Briny…just as your adventure was yesterday, it was a shared experience from the past as I told you…do you realise what you, truly desire now?”
 

Briny shrugged; she was and had always been a clever girl, but she was still unsure of the point of all of this extravagance and theatre, and spoke only coyly and teasingly. 
 

“I’m not sure…”
 

She smiled coquettishly, as if discerning and understanding that she might be asking for so much more than she may be entitled to.
 

“…Maybe if I could experience something again…it will become perfectly clear!”
 

The goddess laughed in delight at her attempted subterfuge, intelligence and charm.
 

“I will give you one more adventure Briny…for your effrontery…I know you realise your desires but you amuse me somewhat…for your impudence!”
 

Her smile was instantly blazing, stark, white light.
 

“A woman needs to have a little impertinence, cheek and courage!”
 

Briny looked into the pedestal, a young, black woman was dancing concentratedly; she was naked except for bright, red paint on her face and hair and her movements were slow, rhythmical and deliberate. 
 

Briny caught her breath then blinked and she was suddenly the girl, still resembled herself somehow, as a middle aged white woman, but she was undoubtedly inside the youthful, vibrant body of this divine, joyful, black girl. 
 

She was dancing with a dozen other young Negro women in a line; she knew the steps instinctively, one forward, one back, her hips thrusting forward at an array of equally young but lustful, black, male faces. 
 

It was unbearably hot, the location was a small village with straw huts, she did not know where for sure but it felt like somewhere in Africa.
 

The dance went on for hours and her body was soon perspiring and soaked in sweat; Briny knew that this was some type of mating dance and one of the male faces in the small, exclusive audience out there would soon take her! 
 

The thought excited her, it was her destiny as a woman to give herself and be impregnated; it was impersonal, simple and confusingly this ritual and musical play made perfect sense to her!
 

An elderly, bulky man that had been seated in a large, high, straw chair got up meaningfully to his feet, he was adorned with gold chains around his neck and he was undoubtedly the chief of this earthy, primitive tribe. 
 

He moved sedately to one of the women that was dancing almost in a trance, and touched her and then three of the men, and they walked together slowly, down towards the river. 
 

Each woman was prodded lightly by the chief, and partnered with two or three men until Briny felt her head being caressed softly in her turn and, as she moved towards the flowing water, two of the watching, eager, dark, males followed her. 
 

Her head turned to look back at them in womanly interest; they were tall, lean, like willowy, thin trees or weeds, naked as she was and somehow faceless; they were there just for the purpose of procreation and Briny was accepting and content with that.
 

She bathed in the cool river water to remove the red dye that was her mark of readiness, and the men served her and gently washed her sensitive, tingling body in preparation 
 

Her female form was touched with deference and respect and she felt as though they regarded her femininity as something special and of infinite value. 
 

Briny knew instinctively that she was an intrinsic part of the future of this small village and she understood that this play of reproduction was a serious and strangely, solemn ritual that dated back for so many long, unknown, unrecorded years.
 

She was now clean, draped in a white cloth and was then led to a small, grass hut directly by the side of the wide, drifting water. 
 

A small, but rich meal was awaiting them inside the cramped but comfortable, blanket covered, floor and space of the basic building. 
 

The resplendent, beaming chief strode in proudly and smiled happily at them all, as if in celebration; he drank some of the readily available, thick blood, red wine and kissed Briny on her soft head, as if to single her out for his special blessing and whispered to them all.
 

“Our future is with you!”
 

He left suddenly and immediately, Briny felt light headed, the available liquid was strong and she lay back on the cloth and looked at the two men beside her and sighed confusedly as if embracing her duty, debt and destiny to her tribe.
 

“I am ready!”
 

The first man lay by her side, stroked and caressed her; lightly at first, then more urgently until Briny felt her vagina becoming agitated, aroused and wet with her natural, earthly, womanly desire. 
 

The man felt it as well, lay between her thighs and slowly pushed his thick, lengthy, erection inside her, until it felt tight and divine within her most special place as if now an intertwined, unbreakable part of her body.  
 

His lovemaking was without any tenderness or finesse, but it was strong, zestful, deliberate, and had the delight of base, primal, primitive power!
 

Briny could only lay back, open her thighs wider and wider, serve her master above her and wait for the man to release his youthful seed in her fertile womb, to find her receptive eggs and furnish them with new life. 
 

The experience was all encompassing, consuming and she was in ecstasy, not through the sex, but with the sheer, blissful experience of it, and the intentional, purposeful act of creation and procreation!
 

She felt the man tense then groan and she cried in unison with him as her belly filled with his thick, rich, earthy, potent juices.
 

He rose quickly, gingerly and wiped her weeping folds of sexuality with a large, green leaf to cleanse her and make her magical place, pure once again.
 

The next man then began the same, base routine; it was a tradition and a ritual of perhaps a thousand, unbroken years and soon Briny was full once more with thick, white, productive, flowering seeds.
 

Her fingers found the warm, red soil of the floor under the covering of cloth and she instantaneously and instinctively knew that that she was already with child, and her whole spirit rose in heavenly exultation and delight.
 

The men however continued endlessly, as if ignorant of her insight, first one then the other, again and again until finally Briny closed her mind in dark fatigue at their endless pursuit of their quest for continuity and immortality.
 

She opened her eyes and incredibly, she was back in her own safe, clean, warm bed. 
 

Her body was dripping in sweat and was saturated, she could still sense the grains of earth in her fingers, the essence and sense of crude intimacy inside and all over her, but knew that it was only transient and now she craved more than that!
 

Suddenly Briny realised Aphrodite understood her better than she did herself; she knew for certain what she now wanted and needed.    
 

She showered quickly then dozed, and in this dream like state, Aphrodite came to her, bade her farewell and made her promise to pass the ring on to the next mortal woman that proved worthy, along her future, destined, fated path. 
 

Briny did not try to hang on to the goddess or her dream, she had been shown her heart’s desire, and she now understood exactly what had been explained and, so magically revealed to her about herself.
 

The next week was strange; she was even more restless but excited than she had ever known and early one evening she finally sat determinedly on her settee, poured herself a large brandy and faced her thoughts.
 

She knew that she wanted and desired to be impregnated, to be used for procreation and reproduction. 
 

It was more than a desire; it was an overwhelming compulsion and as she drank she began to settle to her task, deliberated and reflected about her quest deeply and introspectively. 
 

Briny acknowledged that with her looks and appealing body, she could go out on any given night and have sex and perhaps get pregnant but that was not what she craved; that was not to be her destiny and salvation. 
 

Her mind weaved and explored the limits of her lateral thoughts; she did not want an ordinary man, she wanted a native, a savage, someone who was one with nature, someone who could love her only in the most natural, crudest, basest way!
 

She began her search for the unknown on the internet, the library, then the internet again and it amazed her how many ethnic tribes still existed in the world. 
 

They were all in far-flung places however, and in many cases little was known about the customs of such remote, primitive and secretive groups.
 

Also with many potential peoples that she thought might have suited her purpose, the hand of western influence was too close for her comfort; Briny sensed she needed to be separated, secluded it all had to be just right…for her perfect, celestially inspired, production of life!  
 

She came across the Belugi, almost by accident, a name mentioned in an inconsequential book, a brief description on an African site, and a location deep in the rainforest in the Congo basin in the country that used to be called Zaire. 
 

The only information about them concerned their mating traditions that, in an old reference book, reported these rituals as base, coarse, demonic and vulgar.
 

Briny finally snapped the pages shut and exhaled in her delight; it seemed that she had found her elusive point on the map. 
 

In the following fortnight she made travel arrangements, informed her daughter of her decisions and tried to explain herself to her. 
 

She could not of course; she knew that if she thought about it too much, it would all seem so bizarre and impossible and she would then not leave, and spend her remaining life, frustrated and festering in this nether world she inhabited. 
 

In the end she decided not to discuss it further, her ticket was booked, one way, she spoke to her solicitor who tried to unsuccessfully dissuade her from her ludicrous ambitions.
 

Briney made her will and as the aeroplane lifted into the star studded, night sky she felt that she would never see her beloved home of Australia again.
 

It was only when she reached Kinshasa, did she begin to feel the magnitude of what she had undertaken; she stayed only one evening in the old style English Colonial hotel then took the riverboat, with her provisions, up the vastness of the Congo River as far as it would take her.
 

As soon as the lethargic, chugging craft left the sprawling conurbation, she felt better as the surrounding, dense, mysterious, jungle drew her somehow. 
 

The smell and the tension of stillness, then sudden noises everywhere were mesmerising; it was exciting and it filled her spirit up to the brim of her very life and soul.
 

The boat’s final stop was at a small village on the endless river called Mbandaka. 
 

Briny disembarked and looked at her faded, library map; she was still a hundred miles from where she wanted to be and she tried to relax and not worry, as she walked into the dry, dusty street and looked all around her. 
 

Dark skinned natives were running everywhere, small children in cut off jeans and tee shirts and Briny smiled in her appreciation of the irony that even here in this isolation and backwater, the civilised world was still ever present.
 

A tall, coal, black man approached her with his face twisted and contorted in demonstrative concern. 
 

“The boat will not be back for many days Missy…do you want me to find you somewhere to stay?”
 

Briny was surprised to find someone who spoke such good English and she offered her hand to the elevated, slim man, gestured to a spot on the map she was carrying and spoke to him in nervous urgency.
 


  

“I want to go here…will you take me…? I want to find the Belugi Tribe.”
 

The man dropped her elongated finger, stared in horror at her intended desire and destination and his inky, dark eyes consumed her in real fear. 
 

“No Missy…you can’t go there…not a woman like you!”
 

Briny ignored him and let him lead her to a small, mud brick house where a native girl provided her with some water and local food. 
 

She felt strangely at home in these basic conditions, and after resting, she sought out the lofty, black stranger again she had met earlier and tried to persuade him to help her, but he was scared and insistent.
 

“I cannot take you Missy…no matter how much you ask me…not a woman like you…it is impossible!”
 

Briny just smiled at him and opened her purse; she watched his dark, eyes bulge as she produced a wad of crisp, American dollars and teased, implored and begged him in the same breath. 
 

“Impossible?” 
 

The man stared continuously at the monetary fortune in front of him then shrugged in exasperation as the lure of wealth began to seduce and soften his resolve, and he whispered with mixed humour and forbearing. 
 

“Maybe not...impossible…but you will not like it there Missy…the tribe treat women bad…really bad Missy!”
 

Briny closed her eyes and smiled; she was not to be so easily distracted from her chosen purpose and muttered purposefully and determinedly.
 

“First light, tomorrow…?”
 

The man nodded seriously and went to take the cash, but Briny was too quick for him and replaced it in her purse. 
 

“…Tomorrow…you will have your money then…what is your name?”
 

The man’s black, glazed eyes were wild and filled with mixed, confused, festering, dark emotions.
 

“Jason…Missy…you is one Crazy Lady!”
 

Briny looked out at the mercurial, impenetrable, black river as it wound its way upstream and concluded that he probably was correct!                   
 

Surprisingly given the circumstances, she slept well and rose with the dawn to find Jason standing by the river, as promised, with a battered old boat waiting for her. 
 

Carefully she placed her supplies, then a single foot onto the craft and stepped into the narrow front and sat calmly; soon the engine spluttered into life and she was instantly a few metres nearer to her new, chosen destiny. 
 

She looked and inspected her vague chart of the area again and a sudden realisation dawned, there was no real or true destination; what had been a point on a map was in fact a huge, vast, enormous, uncharted jungle!
 

She was consumed with fear and doubt but in spite of this she knew what she craved, accepted her obsession and she could only hope that time would show that she had made the right choice to come.     
 

Jason had pocketed half the money and Briny told him he could have the remainder at the end on their trek and he was satisfied with that.
 

It took many days, but on the fourth evening Jason pulled the boat to the side of the river and waved his hand expressively to her.
 

“You are now in the Belugi kingdom Missy…now where do I leave you?”
 

Briny looked at him as if stunned and mumbled to him in her sudden fear. 
 

“What do you mean… leave me?”
 

His eyes were wide, fearful and expressive.
 

“Leave you Missy…I no staying here…look we’ll light a fire…they will come and see…and if they want to they will approach you…that is their way…”
 

He was anxious and gazed all around him constantly in real trepidation, dread and alarm.
 

“…Do you not understand this…I do not know where their village is…no-one does!”
 

Briny sat on the nearest rock as if this was a revelation to her; she really had been stupid to make the journey and for a second she wanted to get into the boat and return but she gripped the ring, grasped what remained of her resolve and courage and set her heart and mind to her task. 
 

“OK Jason unload my stuff and the tent…you come back here in 2 weeks…if they have not found me by then…I will go back with you.” 
 

She gave him the money she owed and promised him more when he came returned…if he returned? 
 

Briny tried desperately not to think about the madness of what she was doing but focussed on building the fire and erecting her tent, bed and covering, mosquito nets. 
 

Jason helped her nervously; he was forever looking around and watching the dark, green forest where the shadows seemed to be forever moving and making him jump. 
 

Finally the small camp, by the dark, flowing river was complete; Briny had provisions for the fortnight and Jason kissed her gently on her cheek, and moved quickly to his boat. 
 

He turned a final time to her and spoke in his concern and desperation for her.
 

“Please Missy come back with me…this is no place for a woman like you!”
 

She smiled in her compulsion, moved to him and returned his peck, then gently pushed him into the boat and watched as her last contact with her world phutted and phutted slowly down the river, until his shadows and faded reflection were consumed and lost in all the others.     
 

The fire was strong and she huddled around it, revelled in its’ warmth and light and let some meat gently burn in the sparking, crackling flames. 
 

She knew that she was insane to be doing this but felt strangely content; this was what she wanted and if she were to fail or die then at least in this single, fantastical moment, deep in the middle of the African jungle she felt alive again. 
 

It was all muddled in her brain but it made a strange sense to her and she ate and settled in her sleeping bag, tried not to be frightened of the unknown sounds all around her, and somehow slept.
 

She was awoken early by the eerie, temporary stillness and emerging, green light of the morning and she tentatively and courageously explored, along the side of the river. 
 

The fire had become low and she added more logs until the pall of smoke could be seen ascending into the clear, amazing, dynamic blue of the African sky. 
 

The impassable jungle all around had an air of majesty and anonymity about it, and although she was alone, the solitude frightened her but did not overwhelm her! 
 

Suddenly the river and the whole area was literally teeming with activity; crocodiles, hippopotamus, birds, all squawking, bellowing and literally bursting with raucous, energetic life! 
 

It was exactly how she felt, what she had wanted to experience, it was all utterly, deliriously, fantastically, intoxicating for her.   
 

By late morning Briny had the most unusual, weirdest sensation; she felt as if she was being watched. 
 

She could see nothing but darkness, impenetrability and greenery all around her, but the sensation was constant and made her feel extremely vulnerable. 
 

By accident she happened to glance at her reflection in the pools along the river, looked at herself and realised that she was in a dirty, dishevelled state; her clothes were grimy, her hair was matted and lacking her normal, beauteous lustre.
 

When she returned to the camp, she removed her all her clothes except for her pants and carefully bathed in the river, keeping a watchful eye out for lurking, hidden danger from below the waterline. 
 

Her hair was washed in the thick water and, as she sat beside her tent and began to dry herself, she knew that she was definitely being spied upon; she knew it for sure! 
 

Suddenly, instinctively she did something that went against her shy, introverted, feminine propriety and reserve. 
 

She put on a tiny, pair of white G-string panties and made no attempt to dress, she was with nature now, she had come to be impregnated and sensed that this was the time to show herself to her most sexual, evocative potential.
 

It felt strange at first to have her naked breasts on display, they were small but firm and moved and swayed gently as she walked. 
 

Her nipples were thin and still, almost pink and she wondered how she compared to the local women and whether she would be considered attractive in this unknown land? 
 

Briny felt aroused, she did not know why, but it was as if she was trying to sell herself, attract a mate and she was actually, truly becoming a native.
 

Two days passed, but Briny did not attempt to put her clothes back on, she just washed and walked and waited seemingly, to no avail. 
 

Her sensation of being spied upon had gone and she began to wonder if Jason had in fact brought her to the right area after all? 
 

Perhaps it was just the money he had come for and had taken her somewhere safe where she could not be harmed.
 

Disillusioned, Briny found some whisky in her pack and that evening, as the fire burned she watched the flames dance and flicker in red and white colours and drank profusely.
 

She was therefore inebriated when she fell into her sleeping bag and slept unusually heavily and when she awoke she felt as if she was dreaming again, as a pair of thick, black thighs were standing astride her. 
 

But there was no Aphrodite or parallel reality in this adventure! This was her own real life!
 

The legs were attached to a tall, striking black male with a fierce, enigmatic face, a striking, lean, lithe body where each muscle was clearly and exactly defined. 
 

He was a perfect, natural, male, native specimen and he was dressed in nothing but a small piece of cloth around his hips and genitals.  
 

Briny jumped up and tried to cover her body but the man laughed at her and spoke to her in a strange, unknown language and dialect. 
 

Her heart was racing and pounding and in her panic and agitation she made signs to show she did not understand; she then looked on in horror as the man began to remove the logs to put out her comforting fire.
 

Briny tried to stop him but he pushed her firmly onto the ground and she could only watch meekly and helplessly as her little camp was ruined and extinguished.
 

He finished, made a gesture for her to follow him and she tried to put on her clothes but the man stopped her; she quickly stuffed them into her bag and trudged after him as instructed with only her minuscule knickers to cover her through the clinging, dripping constantly wet undergrowth.
 

The agile, athletic man moved quickly and expertly through the density, abundance and confusion of vegetation, and she struggled vainly to keep up with him. 
 

He made no attempt to carry her bag and she realised that she had left her other necessities down by the river and was blundering and wandering through the jungle, almost naked with nothing but a small bag, full of very little.
 

After many hours she was tiring and following him at a distance, until he burst through a clearing and she saw her first sight of the fabled, Belugi village. 
 

It was a multitude of straw, mud huts and as she approached a shrill cry and wail of excitement built from the gathering tribeswomen until the growing cacophony of sound almost deafened her. 
 

Before she realised she was into the bustling, sandy centre of the community and all around her were black men and women shouting, waving frantically and excitedly dancing. 
 

She was frightened and intimidated; for the first time was in real fear of her life, and she could not believe how unbelievably stupid she had been.
 

The mysterious, black man she had been following stopped outside a huge hut and the voluminous sound suddenly died to a whisper as a striking, thick set man emerged from under a green cloth, covering the entrance to his home that seemed many times bigger than all of the others. 
 

Briny realised immediately he was the chief and cleverly bent her head in respect and deference to him. 
 

The man smiled at her understanding of her position in this hierarchy, stood aloft and pushed her onto the ground gently and held her there by placing his hand firmly on top of her head. 
 

He spoke quickly and obviously with some humour as she heard the whole camp laugh and felt so stupid, powerless and defenceless.
 

She glanced up at the man and gasped in horror and she suddenly realised he had a knife in his hand and she cried in out terror as he drew it to her head. 
 

But the man’s other broad hand and thick fingers held her fast and shouted out something, as if to the heavens above, and quickly cut a small piece of her hair from her tresses, and raised it above him as if showing off a wondrous trophy
 

All the women in the camp bent forward and lay prostrate on the floor and instinctively Briny did the same.
 

The King smiled and went back into his palatial hut and Briny was gently taken to another smaller residence where a small, basic meal was waiting for her. 
 

She drank and ate ravenously ignoring the questionable content of the food; terror and relief fuelling her appetite and it was only as she had finished, did she notice an elderly, frail, white woman watching her curiously and, as she finished her last hungry mouthful, the stranger whispered to her.
 

“And what are you doing here Young Lady…?”
 

Briny was speechless, just stared at her inquisitor aimlessly and in silence, as the woman continued her conversation as if realising her trauma and unease… and smiled warmly and reassuringly at her.
 

“My name is Sister Mary…I am sent by the church to try to teach and spread the word in this dark corner…but it is a thankless task…”
 

She chuckled as if sensing something equally dark in the woman.
 

“…And I doubt that this is why you have come?”
 

Briny regained her composure and looked at the woman’s wrinkled face and her bright, blue eyes that reflected her powerful spirit and ravaged, but wiry, thin body.
 

She whispered to her as calmly as she could.
 

“I am here to find myself….I wish to share myself with these people…I dreamed that I would!”
 

The woman’s eyes shone with disbelief and azure amusement. 
 

“Indeed Young Lady…then you are in for a challenge…because these people worship fornication and terrible practices…it is not for a Refined Girl like you!”
 

This redoubtable, unexpected missionary was a lifeline and a gift from God, but which God in this forsaken place she was unsure of, and she gasped for information from her.
 

“Do you know about their ways?”
 

The woman nodded sadly and sagely. 
 

“I do…but I do not judge them… that is up to my Lord but in my eyes for what they do… they are beyond redemption.”
 

Briny confessed her shame and irrational, absurd plan to her again.
 

“I want to be with them!” 
 

The elderly woman looked at her crossly but with patience, as if despairing of her ambitions but respecting her drive, fortitude and desire to get this far. 
 

“Then you need to see the Chief…if he accepts you then he will let you stay otherwise…”
 

Briny muttered anxiously.
 

“What? What!”
 

“I do not know Child…these are barbaric people…I do not want to think about it…you are in a lot of trouble either way…you were very foolish to come.”
 

Briny blustered to her in frustration, at her naivety to think that everything would be easy when it appeared to be undoubtedly and demonstrably so difficult.
 

“Why are you safe?” 
 

The woman chuckled in self deprecation.
 

“Look at me child…I am not for fornication and these practices… they disgust me… I amuse them… and there is always a chance, I can save them…”
 

She changed the subject.
 

“… So you want to be with them…?”
 

Briny nodded earnestly.
 

“…I will speak to the Chief…I will give you the few words I know…it may help… you…but this is near the mating season…if I were you I would beg for my life and go.”
 

Briny only pleaded with her further and more urgently.
 

“Please speak to him!”
 

The old woman left the hut and returned within the hour. 
 

“The King will see you shortly…you must bathe and smell womanly…he will send a girl to show you…I must go now…here are the words I know…”
 

Sister Mary took her hand and squeezed it with true feeling, concern and emotion.
 

“I hope that you will survive My Dear.”
 

She handed her a small book with just a few pages in it and Briny thanked her before she left and opened the first page and began to read, but it was not long before one of the older more mature tribeswomen, who was adorned in a bright, red, shawl type covering, came in and beckoned to her to follow. 
 

Briny walked out into the village and realised that she was still naked apart from a small covering of underwear around her hips and crotch, and her own body was lean and well defined, as it seemed, were all the younger men and women that were everywhere.
 

Her guide led her to a nearby cluster of rocks where to her surprise a bubbling pool was in the centre and Briny removed her soiled clothing, slipped into the water and luxuriated in the warm reviving, cleansing liquid. 
 

The woman passed her some, sticky paste and indicated that she should rub it over her skin and Briny smiled at her in gratitude and spoke cautiously.
 

“Dobata” 
 

The word meant, thank, you, according to the Sister’s notes and the black woman’s face, suddenly beamed in happiness and recognition.
 

Briny did as she was told and was surprised as the sticky gel began to lather, and she sensed her, whole ivory body, begin to feel clean and refreshed. 
 

She eventually drew herself out of the natural bath and the woman gave her some rose petals to rub onto her body that gave her a wonderful, dry, fresh scent and feminine aroma.
 

Her bag was nearby and she pulled out a fresh pair of knickers but the woman shook her head and placed a small leather loin cloth around her vaginal mound and nothing else.
 

However Briny did not object and felt strangely aroused by such native, natural, sensual attire and was finally ready to meet her destiny with the King whatever it was meant to be, as she was beckoned back outside into the growing throng of excited villagers.
 

Her eyes continued to frantically and quickly scan the precious book hoping that a word or a phrase would help her…but suddenly she was in the large hut and being pushed onto her knees before the intimidating, commanding ruler of these people. 
 

He was alone and seated on an ornate, hand crafted, wooden chair and his dark eyes studied her closely and to her surprise addressed her in very, basic English.
 

“Yu wa Belugi woman?”
 

Briny gushed eagerly at him.
 

“Ta, Ta!” 
 

She knew it meant yes.
 

He stood and moved towards her and pulled her roughly to her feet; touched her hair, then breasts, nipples and watched them harden and smiled, in her physical reaction and his own masculine delight and delectation...
 

His broad hands stroked and teased her belly and he muttered softly.
 

“Yu wa Belugi babi?”
 

Her heart was beating and racing; she was so near to her destiny and dream now!
 

“Ta, Ta!”
 

The chief gently pulled away the cloth, covering her vagina and he kneeled and looked and inspected it closely; he then sniffed and smelled it and Briny shivered in combined fear, erotic, primal lust and excitement. 
 

No-one had ever treated her like this, as if she was but a female animal and she pulsed like an electrical charge as he hissed at her.
 

“Harva, Harva!”
 

The King stood up and removed his own substantial, tan loincloth and Briny suddenly gazed at his erect cock; it was magnificent, long, black and thick with heavy, blue veins and she stood there unsure what to do as he muttered again.
 

“Harva!”
 

Suddenly Briny had a flush of understanding; she had read the word in the small book and whispered to him and nodded.
 

 “Harva! Harva!”
 

She knelt down until her face was level with his penis and she wrapped her fingers around its’ length, admiringly and respectfully and mumbled the word a final time.
 

“Harva!” 
 

She kissed the tip of his admirable, inspirational, male appendage and recalled that Harva was the word for life; this flesh was life to the tribe and she suddenly understood completely.
 

She had never worshipped a male organ before, never sucked or suckled on it, but she took the tip of it in her mouth as if she had been doing it all her life. 
 

The King smiled at her in his superiority and elevation and stroked her light, coloured hair as she pleased and pleasured him. 
 

Briny slaved and venerated over his cock lovingly, licking, teasing and worshipping this strange man’s penis as if her very existence depended upon it, as perhaps it did!
 

The man was strong and stood erect like a dark, immovable, granite statue as she served him but eventually, as her motion increased its pace, Briny felt his body tense as he released his thick semen inside her mouth and he grunted and cried in his fetid ecstasy.
 

“Harva…yu Belugi…Woman…”
 

Briny replied as best she could with the foul, liquid circling her mouth, spilling over and staining her thick, plump lips.
 

“Ta ta…Harva…ta, ta!” 
 

The man bade her to lie on a small grass bed in the centre of the hut and he joined with her and gently caressed her hair and body. 
 

His actions were sensuous and not sexual at all; he made no attempt to touch her most intimate, private organs and she fell into a restful slumber and revelled in the basic and simple environment she had craved so badly.
 

She awoke early and felt the King’s warm body beside her, he was erect and hard and she bent her head and suckled him again until he moaned and released quickly, selfishly and with gratification inside her warm, wet mouth. 
 

“U du Gud…Gud…noo go… go be Belugi Woman.”
 

She emerged from the King’s hut with nothing on but the small piece of local cloth, covering her vagina; she was incredibly an accepted member of the tribe now, and everyone she passed smiled at her and made her feel welcome. 
 

Briny devoured the few words that the old, white woman had left her and within a day or two she was able to make herself understood and was learning new meanings and phrases constantly.
 

She slept in a small hut that the King selected for her, occasionally he would come and lie with her and she was only asked and obligated, as any woman was within the tribe, to perform oral sex for him. 
 

It was clear very quickly that the act of actual copulation was something important, vital and special to the tribe; the existing, older mothers seemed to be taken at will by various men and she would come across couples fornicating all over the area. 
 

But she was part of the young women that were single and childless, and to be impregnated at some ceremony coming up; therefore could not be touched by anyone other than the King himself.
 

She was not quite sure what or when it was, but it was the talk of the small village and she tried to improve her language each day so she could understand better.
 

Her whole being was in a state of constant arousal, not necessarily sexually, but just with the basic, earthy, spiritual way of life. 
 

The tribe was very meticulous and clean, the men washed in the river nearby and the women in the hot and cold springs; Briny’s pale Caucasian skin was darkening and her hair was becoming long and bleached by the sun. 
 

She now only wore a small piece of material around her hips and genitalia and was quite becoming used to, her near constant state of nakedness; she soon looked and felt like a native Belugi and welcomed the sensation!
 

On the day of the festival she lined herself up with over a dozen of the young women of the tribe and gazed at the 30 or so men watching intently opposite her, all completely naked, put painted and decorated in white coverings and stripes. 
 

They were all strong and wiry and their private parts were all long but various shapes and delicious sizes. 
 

Briny knew that she had to choose two men and she had to show her preference by suckling her choices to ejaculation in front of the whole, gathered ensemble. 
 

Her stomach was churning and her heart pounding, she was nervous and excited all at the same time and sensed that soon this was the real beginning of her true destiny and fruition of her incredible journey.
 

The Chief walked between the two lines of men and women and the tribe began to sing and chant in growing, rousing harmonies until the wail became a rising, rousing wall of bright, poignant, energetic sound. 
 

He touched her on the head, in way of a blessing to be the first to be chosen and she understood, with that opportunity, she could then decide upon the best of the available, waiting, expectant, young, virile males
 

Quickly she went forward, having already preselected her new husbands from the band of energised, patient suitors, and she knelt initially before a striking, tall man with broad shoulders and dark, sparkling eyes.
 

Her body and head bent down and took his thick penis into her mouth and sucked it vigorously while the crowd began its chanting and shrieking until the man’s climax seemed to match the intensity of the insane, screaming crescendo.
 

The essence poured and washed down her throat and she swallowed his potent seed in gulps then moved along the line until she knelt before a shorter man, who was equally lean, and good looking, but whose penis was much thicker and larger in girth than the others.
 

The process was repeated with him and when he reached his peak and orgasm, she nearly passed out with the sheer atmosphere of heady excitement that had been created. 
 

She swallowed eagerly and greedily and the King smiled at them and waved them away from the crowd in dramatic fashion, and a full laughing bellow of good humour.
 

“Harva…Belugi…Harva!”
 

The three of them bowed slightly and walked through a small, unnoticed, hidden jungle path until they came eventually to a small clearing where there was a special pool with a small hut just nearby. 
 

Briny removed her cloth and luxuriated in the water whilst the men went into the basic accommodation to prepare the bed for her and she shivered, even in the humidity and heat, in her excitement and anticipation. 
 

In that particular moment and time she realised that she was the most important thing to these men and the tribe; she was a woman, a potential mother, creationist and life giver.
 

The men came out after a while and nodded to her to inform her everything was prepared; she smiled and lay back in the warm liquid to savour her moment of expectation.
 

This was all just incredibly perfect and better than she could ever have imagined or hoped for.
 

She rose from the water and stood erect, each of the men gazed at her nakedness and femininity as if she herself was a goddess, and she saw that they were becoming aroused with their masculine genitalia already extended and erect. 
 

Slowly and with purpose she walked to the hut and then lay on the grass bed, the tall man stood above her and began to sprinkle her body with flowers and sweet scents.
 

Finally the last ritual and custom was over and he lay beside her, touched her and soon found and discovered that she was wet and ready for her carnal, duties and obligations. 
 

He lay on top of her body without much foreplay and she groaned in compelling salvation and exultation as he began to slowly copulate with her. 
 

She was and had been a woman of the world, had been made love to, fucked, but never like this; never in her experience had she been taken like this! 
 

The man was an animal, a beast, a machine and she could only open her thighs and moan weakly as he smoothly increased his pace and power and reached his ultimate prize and stiff, almost silent climax. 
 

Her being sensed him come and groan almost imperceptivity in relief, but her respite was not long and the other man appeared above her and began to repeat the process with only determination and primal function, and without any further ceremony or ritual at all. 
 

She grasped the parched, blood coloured earth, beneath her with her fingers and revelled in the sense of helplessness whilst this man speared her with his huge, exceptional, divine cock. 
 

It pumped in and out of her relentlessly and she climaxed again and again, until he gripped her hair sharply and released his life giving seed, deeply within her fertile belly.
 

Briny knew in that second and indescribable moment that she was pregnant, she had incredibly and instantly achieved what she had dreamed of, and she lay back euphoric, exhausted and in utter exultation.
 

The men obviously did not know that one of them had been successful, and the trials, realities and traditions of impregnation carried on continuously and repetitively for a week until the base lewd appeal of the physical act of intercourse and love was lost on her. 
 

But she did not complain and responded each time with zest and energy, as a good Belugi woman should, and would have done.
 

The formal use of the honeymoon accommodation was over after this period, and Briny moved to her own hut, where the men would visit her as it pleased them, which it did endlessly! 
 

She had no choice but to be the brood mare she had chosen to be, there was no love, no feeling she was part of a primitive urge and needful act that was purely and only, about reproduction and nothing else.
 

The month revealed that she was indeed with a child and she was then left untouched by anyone within the tribe; pregnant women were venerated and seen as sacred, and no-one was allowed to desecrate a growing belly, under pain of death. 
 

She heard through some of the woman, that one of the young men had done so in his youthful enthusiasm and sexual zeal, and that he had been taken into the depths of the, oppressive, vast, dangerous jungle that surrounded them and never seen again! 
 

It made Briny realise that these people were savages after all; she often questioned her past decisions when the hardships and oppression of such a basic existence weighed down on her, but she had made her choice and tried to take both the good and the bad together as best she could.
 

She was pleased to see Sister Mary when she visited each month and she gave her the only semblance of civilisation, in this remote, desolate place. 
 

Briny begged her to help with the birth but the mild mannered nun explained that this was tribal business and beyond the parameters granted to her by the Chief and the elders of the unique, remote village.    
 

So Briny bore the actuality and the stark realities of the labour of her child in the most primitive, rudimentary, environment possible. 
 

All her visions of earth and beauty faded in the sheer pain and hell of the release and separation of the baby from her womb and it was only, eventually, when she took her small bundle of flesh in her arms did she feel any sense of true wonder. 
 

Her daughter was truly spectacular; dark eyes and a sweet face; with bright, blonde hair and a perfect golden, unblemished skin. 
 

After she had recovered from her exhaustion and the trials of her production of this rich, new life, Briny took the ring of Aphrodite from her finger and, after threading it through a strong black cord, placed it around her perfect, daughter’s neck. 
 

She named her daughter Valene, it was an African name for strength, and that is what she wished for her daughter, to be strong and resolute and be better and more successful in her life than she had been.
 

But as she coddled, loved her in her warm arms and she looked adoringly at her; seemingly, for the first time since she had been an innocent young girl herself, she was finally content and at peace with her world.
 

She had achieved something special and miraculous and she knew and felt it deep within her soul!
 

Briny was able to recuperate and spent each second with her daughter, but to her horror after a couple of months she was brought before the King who took her dominantly, crudely and sexually for the first time and it was not an experience that brought the vaguest joy, sensual delight or pleasure. 
 

It was demeaning, foul and she detested it!
 

She was acutely aware that the King only had each woman after the birth of their first child after which time she was saved for the mating ritual again.
 

The displeasure she experienced in intimacy or copulation now was not unique to the King, and with the birth of Valene it appeared that the appeal of the sexual act for her had dissipated, disappeared and gone forever, like a wisp of the smoke from the campfires that abounded the small community.
 

Now sex to her was just dirty, unwanted and unpleasant and although she tried to behave and respond like a Belugi as best she could, Briny began to realise that she could not manage any longer like this, and her life in this crude, basic environment started to be more than she could bear. 
 

She endured the rituals, and suffered months of constant, uninvited, disgusting sex with endless, faceless men, until it was realised that there would be no repeat of her initial pregnancy and it was assumed by all that she was unfortunately past the age of reproduction. 
 

This devalued her in the eyes of the King and tribe and unfortunately for her, and as she knew, the barren women were available to any male within the group that wanted, desired, or needed primal, primitive fornication. 
 

Briny, from this point then never had a choice, no woman in her position did, and what had started out as a wonderful, moral vision and quest was turning into an ongoing, debased, unforgiving, physical nightmare.
 

Her one source of happiness was her daughter who quickly grew and gained the most spectacular, young splendour. 
 

Unknown to Briny the ring was working her magic on the child who, although had natural, youthful, feminine splendour was each day being infused with the special, inner beauty of Aphrodite, the fabled and feted goddess of all things feminine and desirable.
 

Before Briny realised her daughter had reached the age of nearly 7; she was natural, wild and exquisite in her ivory sheen against the profusion of ebony and black all around her, and was much valued, treasured and respected by the Belugi tribe. 
 

However something inside Briny, her mother, had died; her life over the last few years had sapped her spirit, the constant misuse and disrespect of her body had taken its toll and she was no longer the attractive, lively, vibrant, woman she used to be. 
 

One morning she looked at her beautiful daughter, dancing playfully, like the only white Lilly in a field of red and black, ordinary, common flowers and she had a sudden, daunting, terrible sense of apprehension and fear for her daughter’s future.
 

Had she produced this wondrous, earth child for it to lose her life in this soulless, primitive empty place? 
 

She shuddered when she thought about what was in store for her in this closed, insular and introverted society, and finally concluded she had to escape!        
 

Briny had been thinking about it for many months but once she had made her mind up, acted quickly; she wrote a note for the man Jason who had brought her to this place originally, prayed he was still alive and gave it to Sister Mary. 
 

The old woman furtively promised that she would do what she could and Briny was thrilled the following month to receive a secret reply from him, telling her that he would meet her at the bend in the river where he had left her, at the apex of the new, full moon.
 

Briny worked out as best she could how to get to the location and one quiet morning at what she hoped was the right time, and when the men were away hunting, she took her daughter and sneaked out of the rear of her hut and into the dark, untamed recesses of the terrifying jungle. 
 

Her young charge was frightened and bemused, but held her hand tightly and trusted only that her mother knew what she was doing. 
 

Briny comprehended that she had signed her own death warrant with the tribe by this act of desperation, and if she was captured she would be killed. 
 

She realised that she was not of value any more and if that happened then her daughter would be lost from the world forever.
 

It made her scared but even more alive and that fact drove her on; she therefore skipped through the jungle with fear and dread that created an energy inside her that she thought had long gone and passed. 
 

They walked, trudged and travelled all day and by early evening Briny saw the moon shimmering and gleaming so purely at its highest point in the clear, dark, emotive, star filled, African sky. 
 

It was undoubtedly the full shape of it, therefore the appointed time with Jason, and she knew that she had to somehow find the original camp and meeting place, or she would fail, be doomed and all would be lost. 
 

There was a faint cry in the distance and realised to her alarm, that the men from the Belugi tribe were following close behind. 
 

In panic she grabbed her fatigued daughter in her arms; she had to find the spot and she tore at the darkening undergrowth with tenacity borne of panic and sheer terror. 
 

Suddenly, miraculously, she saw the gleam of water, reflecting the light of the resplendent, glittering, glimmering sphere in the night sky, and she realised that she was at the edge of the very river that had carried her here originally. 
 

Her ankles and feet scrambled over tree roots, rocks and boulders until, to her disbelief and joy she could see a small boat, bobbing gently in the water, just out from the shoreline before her.     
 

She gathered every ounce of her courage and dashed into the inky wetness, ignoring the dangers almost everywhere, feeling her heart beating so fast she thought it would explode and pop like an over inflated balloon. 
 

Briny literally threw her daughter into the relative safety of the rickety craft and whispered fiercely to the shadowy rescuer trembling there, and with sickening anxiety in her agitated and frightened state.
 

“Jason…go…quickly…go…they’re coming!”
 

The man needed no further instruction and released the rope attached to the shore just as demonic, dark figures burst through the dark greenery into view and began to enter the water, and scream in fury and frustration as they did so. 
 

The boat thankfully, spluttered into life and drifted into the main channel out of reach of their pursuers by the merest fractions of time and space.
 

Briny then watched them from her vantage point lodged and perched against the low slung sides of the craft and her only overriding emotion was fear; she sensed nothing but terror for these Belugi or the time she had spent with them, and felt as if she hated them all!
 

She was trembling and shaking from head to toe and, it was only when their boat had turned into the first bend in the river and the menacing, demonic, primal, masculine shapes and figures were out of sight, then out of range of their faded, angry cries, did she begin to settle and then realise that her innocent, divine, daughter was sobbing. 
 

The only home Valene had ever known was now lost to her and Briny hugged her precious, most, valuable girl, tightly to comfort her and whispered lovingly and reassuringly in her small, delicate ear. 
 

“Don’t worry Sweetie…you’re safe now!” 
 

Briny nodded tiredly at Jason in gratitude, and she snuggled against her daughter as she instantly relaxed to the gentle, reassuring, chug, chug, chug, of the heavenly engine that was putting more and more distance between her past and her future.
 

Briny tried to stay awake but the release of pressure from the terror of the flight, fuelled her exhaustion and fatigue overcame her; she rested her head against her daughter’s and drifted into slumber, the two, limp, loving, living, feminine bodies beautifully counterbalancing each other. 
 

Briny awoke to bright light and blinked as if she had been shaken; she had not been used to it as her home of recent years seemed to be forever shaded by the forest that surrounded and engulfed it. 
 

She saw Valene was munching happily on some bread and Jason smiled at her cheerily as well, and passed her some crust for her to bite on. 
 

She accepted his food and looked at the man that had risked so much for them; he was stocky, broad for a local native, but was still slim and lean and his smile seemed to light his soft face and raise her own sagging spirits, as she mumbled to him in her previously, unspoken appreciation. 
 

“Thank you Jason.”
 

The English words did not come easily or naturally to her, it had been so long since she had spoken the language properly and the man just shrugged in modesty.  
 

“What could I do Missy but come to you…you were so long in that place…I thought you were dead!”
 

Briny watched the hypnotic swirl of the dark waters created by the gentle pace of their journey and whispered almost silently, introspectively and honestly.
 

“I was!” 
 

Jason laughed cheerfully as if to break her melancholy and sombre mood.
 

“And now you have a daughter…a beautiful girl…Wow! What eyes she has…like Africa…congratulations Missy.”
 

Briny hugged her child; she was so relieved that she had escaped from the original choices she had so determinedly made, but what now? 
 

She realised that she was going to enter the real world again and felt unsure what she to do?
 

The man felt her pain, confusion, and utter weariness, and spoke gently, trying only to stop her troubled mind from making her suffer more.
 

“You look so tired Missy…are you OK?”
 

Briny felt beat and completely, absolutely, shattered from her adventure; she had achieved her goal, her crazy compulsion of a final fling at life and, as she looked at her beauteous, fantastical daughter, she began to shed a single, simple tear. 
 

In her eternal soul she knew that she would not unfortunately live to see her lovely, innocent, perfect, offspring grow. 
 

Briny Garber had used her last resources of energy to escape from her self inflicted incarceration and separation from her former, mundane life and existence, and now she knew for certain that she had little time in this world left, or remaining.
 

She smiled at the wonderful, courageous, black man that had rescued them, in eternal love, appreciation and gratitude for her and her daughter’s liberation, and whispered to him warmly.
 

“Maybe Jason…I think with luck… maybe things will be better now!”
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 23
 

A Newly Born Goddess Leads to Confrontation
 

The small, sprawling town on the edge of the river where Briny had left so long ago, and now so dramatically returned to after her folly and appointment with her much sought after fate, immediately unnerved and unbalanced her. 
 

The noise and bustle after the stillness and tranquillity of her previous incarceration, frightened her, and she let Jason take her to his basic house on the far corner of the settlement for sanctuary, respite and separation.
 

She sent her young daughter immediately out into the sandy, arid garden and turned to her rescuer and spoke pleadingly and without any confidence. 
 

“Can we stay Jason? We need a place to rest and re-gather ourselves.”
 

She looked on as the man recoiled in shock. 
 

“This is not a location for you Missy!”
 

But Briny’s breaking voice and tone was begging.
 

“Please Jason…I have no money but I will send for some…I will pay you…and…”
 

She lowered her tone to an entreaty and a dark promise.
 

“…I will please you… ”
 

The man visibly flinched and backed away at her questions, requests and unworthy intimation.
 

“No…no… no Missy…you are welcome…in my house. I was embarrassed that I have so little to offer a fine woman like you…you have to provide nothing for me…please stay and…recover!”
 

Briny began to relax a fraction and smiled at him once more in her timeless gratitude; she looked around the primitive but sprucely clean accommodation, with a small television in the corner on a high shelf, and whispered, almost to herself.
 

“This is like a palace Jason…after the last few years…a palace!”
 

So things were settled between them, Briny had no more vigour to run, and the change from the jungle to some semblance of modern life for her and her daughter, was a relief and a lot for her to adjust to. 
 

This was a wonderful, homely, perfect, temporary residence. After a few days she visited the local post office and began the slow process to recover the funds that lay in her bank account so far way.    
 

Briny was content here; she could not yet face her former world and this was a halfway house between the old and the new for her daughter, and it suited her purpose as she had so little energy to do more.
 

Valene was enrolled at the village school and within a few months was fluent in English and devouring books and information far beyond her tender years. 
 

Briny had forgotten about Aphrodite, and the ring around her daughter’s neck was her only reminder of the ethereal goddess; her everyday life however was consumed with reality, not her strange fantasies or desires anymore.
 

Jason proved a wonderful friend, protector and companion for them both. 
 

He loved them, cherished them, supplied them with a life full of laughter and simple adventure, and they both blossomed from his generous, gregarious, spontaneous, good nature. 
 

Briny slept with the man at night, but he would only hold and comfort her; he made no advances towards her body and refused any sexual services she freely offered him. 
 

It was as if she knew that her experiences with the Belugi had closed her mind off to any form of sexual intimacy or pleasure, and he felt privileged and was satisfied, just to lie so closely beside her, and let her wonderful, but fading body keep him comforted and warm.
 

Briny recovered somewhat from her initial illness and fatigue, and set her plans for her daughter when she would no longer be around; she felt her mortality constantly draining, little by little each passing day.
 

Most evenings she would sit with Jason, drink sweet, local, jungle wine and share her thoughts and fears for the future; she made him promise on his honour that he would carry her wishes out, exactly and to the letter, when she died. 
 

She arranged money for her benefactor and saviour, but she could see that it held little real value for him other that just to exist; for some reason this man had decided to devote himself to her and her daughter and she could only thank God for this fact and wondrous gift.
 

Velene had just reached 15 when the recurrence of the malaria, based plague truly took hold of her mother again; she sat distraught and helplessly beside her bed, and could not stem the flow of tears, like the endless river than ran beside the village, streaming from inside her.
 

Briny stroked her daughter’s long, blonde hair that felt like her own personal, private, soft, flowing, gleaming waterfall. 
 

“Do not cry Valene…look at you…you are my masterpiece…my legacy in this world…you are so beautiful!”
 

The young girl, tightly gripped her mother’s hand and mysteriously felt Aphrodite’s embrace and gentleness soothe and calm her mind, and whispered at her dying parent through her anguish.
 

“I’ll be OK Mum…I love you!”
 

Her eyes closed and she breathed in deeply a final time but never exhaled; she did not therefore see her daughter or her faithful partner convulse in overwhelming grief at her unfortunate, untimely demise and passing. 
 

Briny Garber was gone; she was buried in the rich, red earth she so loved the following day and, after a night of troubled sleep, early the following morning the young girl looked up enquiringly into the troubled, black eyes of her new guardian, and spoke to him in concern.
 

“What now Jason?”
 

He placed his arm around her shoulders and led her though the dusty village and down to the riverbank where they gazed out at the still, dark, muddy, swirling waters. 
 

“A new-world for us both little Valene…we will need to be strong…”
 

He smiled in the irony of what he was about to say.
 

“…Like your name…your mother named you well Valene!”
 

Briny had left her clear instructions to Jason in a large, white envelope and they walked back eventually to their house, and he opened it ceremonially and privately. 
 

He knew some of what Briny had wanted for her daughter but once he opened the package, he discovered their life for the next few years had been laid out for them. 
 

There were passports, open flight tickets, details of schools and information of accommodation in Johannesburg, South Africa. 
 

There was also a bankbook in his name with details of money on deposit. 
 

He looked and then looked again, then again; there was over $400,000.00 in his name in a bank account! 
 

His bank account; it was impossible and unbelievable!
 

Jason finally withdrew a white piece of notepaper from the envelope and read it aloud, very quietly and softly to himself. 
 

 
 

‘I have trusted you to do the best you can for my daughter…you are a good man…it will not be long before Valene is a woman and you can return to the life you know. The money is for you both… do what you think is fair with it…thank you for everything…love Briny.’
 

             
 

Jason felt a tear stain his cheek, he never cried, but the obligation placed upon him suddenly weighed heavily upon his shoulders and his stout heart, and he longed for his lovely friend to be back beside him. 
 

But she was no more, and over the next week he gathered his belongings, asked his friends to look after his property and set out with Valene on the long journey to the airport. 
 

He had never flown before or travelled far out of his village and, as they ventured from his familiarity, the journey filled him with equal fear, dread and wonder. 
 

Briny’s daughter on the other hand seemed to blossom with each passing mile and experience; the increasingly, larger towns and modern sights they came upon along their trek fascinated her, and she literally was sparking electricity when they actually reached the terminal at the incredible, fantastical airport.
 

Jason felt sure that he would die as he boarded the huge plane and the young girl held his hand and squealed in glee, as she sensed the screaming engines take them off the ground and into the clear, morning sky. 
 

Her thoughts were about the jungle, the small town on the edge of the river, her mother, and she closely gripped the ring, hung around her neck as if for security. 
 

She was sad and a little afraid to know she was leaving it behind, but happy and strangely, youthfully confident about the future as well.       
 

It took a few days for them to get settled in Johannesburg where they rented a simple but comfortable house. 
 

Valene initially caused a minor commotion with her wild, athletic looks and unusual dress sense, but she was quickly accepted at a small, high school and the two of them began to settle into some semblance of a normal, family routine. 
 

Having little formal education she was behind on most subjects but within weeks her intelligence and aptitude, marked her out as an outstanding student. 
 

She was also an exceptional sportswoman and her agility and power eclipsed all of the other girls around her by far. 
 

In simple terms Valene was a gifted, extraordinary young girl, in brains, sporting prowess and more recently in looks. 
 

She was developing into not just an ordinary, beauty, but someone of pure poetry and grace, and was becoming something of a growing wonder to those around her.
 

Jason was always so proud of her and did his best to play his paternal role, but the city life did not suit him and he would drink secretly to relieve the boredom and stress, and to try to reduce the feeling of constant pressure that had been placed upon him.
 

A couple of years went by, Valene passed onto the university and on one, hot, Sunday afternoon she sat beside her best friend, looked at him with her dazzling, dark diamonds and took his large, shaking, copper hand. 
 

Jason looked tired, he had put on weight and his bloodshot eyes and body language, betrayed the struggle of endurance this way of life had become for him.
 

The girl spoke kindly and lovingly to her redoubtable companion and what she felt was left of her family. 
 

“Jason…it is time for us to part…you have fulfilled your obligation to my mother and to me a thousand times, and now…now it is time for you…to go home and be happy…again!”
 

The man protested but his sad, flushed spheres betrayed his desire for his old house and rudimentary, quiet, home village.
 

“But …I promised…your Mum….”
 

Her black, exceptional, shiny, stones seared into his soul; she already had such power, will and tenderness! 
 

“I am nearly 18, Jason…you have done your best for me…I am happy…I am grown now…please you must go and I will come and see you soon…please do not argue with me Jason…please!”
 

She kissed him tenderly on the forehead and he blushed and, although he was dark, inky, African, black, Valene smiled at him in understanding, because she knew him, and could always tell!
 

He spoke meekly and in acceptance of her wishes.
 

“You are right…you are a Woman now…but who will protect you if I am gone?”
 

The young girl grasped the ring around her neck absentmindedly, squeezed it in her fingers and pulled at it very gently. 
 

“I don’t know but someone always has…I will be fine!”
 

They hugged and cried and within a few days Jason was back in his small house by the edge of the immense, Congo River, and Valene was immersed in an interesting essay on the emerging history of South Africa. 
 

Life went on as it inevitably would and she was surprised at just how self sufficient she could be; she was independent, self reliant and had confidence and determination way beyond her years or experience.
 

On the night of her 18th birthday, Valene had a strange vision as she slept. 
 

She dreamt that she was in a perfumed garden where a beautiful woman embraced her, informed her how she had been chosen, nurtured and shaped to be the mortal perfection of womanhood. 
 

Her apparition spoke and told her that the ring she wore around her neck was created to provide the power of showing, physical splendour and pleasure to women.
 

However in her special case it had been used to specifically confer upon her both feminine intuition, insight and inner and outer beauty. 
 

Valene looked into this woman’s eyes, blue, bright stones that sparkled like the sun itself and they mesmerised her; the dream dazzled her mind and imagination, she awoke instantly and with a start! 
 

Immediately she sensed that this was no mere fantasy and she tried to reconcile her twirling, swirling thoughts!
 

Instinctively she had always felt that there was someone or something watching over her, and perhaps that was true, but it was too confusing and it all seemed so bizarre. 
 

Her hand tugged at the ring on her neck once more like a stress ball, and slowly she felt her composure return; it was just a silly dream and reality was just nearby in her university. 
 

There was so much in her young life to contend with, she had the pressure of study and the constant interest from boys who pursued her relentlessly. 
 

Valene was popular, both with her girlfriends and males at the university, but somehow she did not feel needful or ready for romance with anyone just yet.  
 

Also the reality of money was rearing its’ unwelcome head, and gave her something else to focus on. 
 

Her mother’s dowry was nearly exhausted, years of rent, schooling, Jason, and the lack of any being earned had taken its’ toll, and the bank account was nearly empty. 
 

Valene had taken on some bar work but it was boring to her and the meagre wage was not helping much to pay her way.
 

One afternoon whilst scanning the local paper she noticed the advert for models, a French company looking for the latest, new thing and, although modelling or selling her looks did not figure in her plans, she thought she would try out and see if she could earn any real, substantial money.
 

She waited in the throng, with the other hopefuls and was just about to leave in the frustration and exasperation of the queue and confusion, when her name was called and she was quickly ushered into the private, interview room.
 

There were 5 people talking animatedly, seated along a straight, shining wooden table and as she walked over to the chair directly in front of them, she immediately noticed a respectful and unusual hush come over them all.
 

She spoke sweetly and innocently.
 

“Hello…My name is Valene…Vale’…to my friends!”
 

Francine Pascal tried to mask her instant shock and mystification. 
 

The mature, elegant woman was seated at the centre of the group and tried to look, stare or gaze at everything and anything, other that this incredible vision of emerging, effervescent womanhood that was seated demurely just a few feet away from her. 
 

She had never wanted to come to South Africa; in truth they had never found a model from this continent in the past. 
 

African women were just not right for the world market, with the occasional flash or exception, but this girl; this girl was unlike anything she had ever seen!
 

Femininity sprang from her every pore; her complexion was flawless, her figure, slight but athletic, and her skin colour was neither white nor black.
 

She was incredibly, unbelievably perfect.  
 

The young lady was tall and imposing, without being gawky and her hair was long and blonde and shone like the reflection of moonshine on a still lake. 
 

The mere sight of her took her experienced, breath away as she tried her level best to be cool and not to show it! 
 

More than that, this girl was classy, elegant, innocent, sexy, and her dark eyes shone with such intensity that each of the five members of the small panel felt numbed into silence.
 

Francine eventually broke the spell and valiantly struggled to keep her composure. 
 

“Vale’…please let Pierre take a quick photograph of you…then come back and be seated.”
 

The enigmatic teenager went behind a screen and after a few minutes some digital prints were coming up onto the exquisite, silver laptop in front of the elegant, middle aged woman dressed so smartly all in black, with silver accessories. 
 

As the pictures appeared Francine Pascal attempted again to suppress her excitement but the girl’s beauty literally sprang out from the small screen, even on the tiniest, basest picture and she shut the lid of the computer and focussed her sparkling, green eyes firmly on her.
 

In her working life she had been everywhere, seen everything, every model, supermodel, every picture of note but she had never, ever, seen a girl like this! 
 

This young woman was ethereal beauty beyond compare and strangely unique; she could feel it as sure as the air she was breathing, in small, sharp gasps. 
 

Francine Pascal could see beyond the look of the girl, beyond the page, beyond a mere picture; this young lady had something different, something intangible, something that was so feminine and womanly that it was utterly impossible to define.
 

Her soft, raised voice however still betrayed her enthusiasm, as she unsuccessfully continued her efforts to mask how she actually felt.
 

“We want you Vale’.”
 

Valene looked at her and expressed neither, alarm, excitement or surprise more…ambivalence. 
 

“For what?”
 

The woman thought, as if she was running, even though she appeared to be still, and serenely, dispassionately seated.
 

“A 2 year contract… world-wide rights…?” 
 

She asked her a question almost casually.
 

“Where are you from Vale’...?”
 

The young girl smiled at her and spoke the simple truth.
 

“Africa…I am from Africa…!” 
 

She then focussed her dark, mesmerising globes on the experienced woman, and spoke calmly and practically of business matters.
 

“How much?”
 

Pascal leaned back in her chair in consternation; the most expensive girl on her books was on $1.5 million dollars for a 2-year contract. 
 

She looked at the girl again and her heart took over her desire for wealth or gain; she wanted this girl more than she could possibly explain or understand and answered almost silently, as if money was such a crude, base and unworthy thing to discuss.
 

“$3 million dollars!”
 

She bit her lip as if disbelieving her own words, her other panellists stared at her as if she had completely lost her knowledgeable mind, but the beauteous focus of her attention was completely unflustered by the incredible offer and replied without raising her tone. 
 

“That is a lot of money Madam…let me think about it until tomorrow, and if I can see you then; you can tell me what you expect from me and what I can expect from you…”
 

She smiled, sweetly in unaffected innocence.
 

“…Where can we meet?”
 

The older woman was shocked at the offer she had made, and even more knocked off balance by this young girl’s response. 
 

She was obviously smart as well as beautiful, and Pascal knew that she had done the right thing by being up-front and honest with her; her fingers immediately scribbled on a piece of scrap paper and she passed it to her.
 

“This is my room number. Tomorrow evening 7p.m we can have supper and have a chat…it has been a pleasure to meet you Vale’…you are a remarkable young lady, and we can do great things; call my room when you arrive at the hotel!”
 

Valene nodded, walked out as elegantly as she had arrived and did not appreciate for a minute the magnitude of the offer she had just received. 
 

Her nature was calm and unflustered, as if it was part of the very fabric of her being, and she wandered through the bustle of the busy streets and tried to decide her future. 
 

A career in Architecture still drove her; she had a passion for the arts, for beauty and buildings, both antiquated and new, but she was also a woman alone, and the attraction of such a contract and the independence it could bring was not lost on her. 
 

Valene returned to her small house and saw bills that sat piled up on her table like unwelcome guests, sipped her coffee and she knew that what she had been proposed to her was going to be far too good to ignore. 
 

Also there was a sensed strange destiny about what had transpired, and it was as if this path and direction was inevitable. 
 

The following night Pascal ushered her to a small, intimate table in the corner of the hotel restaurant and ordered for them both; she focused her sparkling, green eyes on her guest and began to relax as she felt the positive, body language flowing from her divine, dinner partner and companion.
 

Valene spoke quickly and to the point.
 

“I will accept your offer Pascal…but I would like to find a way to continue my studies…it is more than a casual interest for me!”
 

The woman nodded her head in acceptance of her terms and whispered to her supportively. 
 

“There will be more to our relationship than I can put in a contract…there is something about you Vale’…I will give you my very best efforts and attentions.”
 

The women relaxed, drank wine, ate and chatted like friends. 
 

Pascal was utterly fascinated by the young girls’ life story; it was all so incredible, especially the incredible tale about her mother and the tribe.  
 

As her instincts had told her, she was perfect for her business; this young girl was already an enigma and mystery even to her and, she had not even had the slightest publicity as yet!
 

The next week went by in a blur; the agreement was signed and Valene was surprised to find herself on a plane to the wilds of central Africa but as soon as she landed it felt like home. 
 

She ran to Jason who was waiting in the arrival hall, and hugged him lovingly with all her body and soul. 
 

The photo shoot seemed mundane to her, revealing, sexy clothes, sunrises and sunsets and she found it hard to understand the rising excitement that seemed to emanate around the small group of managers and cameramen when they looked at the early rushes. 
 

It was only when she saw herself on the front cover of Vogue some few weeks later, did she suddenly take a step back and really look at the image of herself. 
 

The young woman that stared and screamed at her from the glossy cover could not be her; she was sensational, womanly, earthy… sexy and utterly spectacular! 
 

The very essence and feminine spirit contained within and inside her could be seen in the pictures, and it seemed somehow to permeate the one-dimensional medium. 
 

Her fingers gripped the ring around her neck and it centred her thoughts; she felt suddenly calmer, more in control and concluded that perhaps it was a lucky photograph, and it was all some trick of the camera and light!        
 

Pascal looked at the same cover in her office and wiped a small, unusual bead of sweat from her forehead,
 

Her Out of Africa feature to introduce Valene had been an inspiration, but the reaction was something that even she had not expected or experienced. 
 

Normally the most sought after models could command $25,000 or $30,000 per day but she was already being offered $75,000 for Valene’ and that was without haggling! 
 

More than that, the papers wanted her, the television, media, films, she was a star and that was from a lone, cheap, single, solitary shoot.
 

It was as she had expected but then far beyond that; this girl was indeed a puzzle, conundrum and a revelation all combined!
 

Pascal was a wealthy woman, money had always been important, but suddenly she no longer thought about the return on her investment. 
 

This sudden fame could destroy this young girl and her instincts were to let her return to where she had been discovered; to disappear for a sensible, little while.
 

Too much too quickly could spell disaster for her inexperienced, naive client. 
 

She had seen it so many times before with pretty girls, high living, drink, drugs and of course…men!
 

Valene only smiled in appreciation when she heard Pascal’s maternal concerns and, unknown to the woman, spoke and conversed in reply to her anxiety and concerns, with confidence born from the inspirational, celestial, divine heavens above.
 

“Madam…let them come, interview me, make me a model, a star, a celebrity…let them pay…I am beginning to know what I want…!”
 

The elder woman seemed constantly shocked by her, and held her tongue as she listened to this remarkable, impossible, unbelievable young lady
 

“…I can see it is my destiny to serve in some capacity, to help and create…I will begin a new foundation for Africa…I haven’t got it all worked out yet Pascal but…give me time…I trust you…make some good decisions for me whilst I learn…please!”
 

She kissed the woman on her cheek and her mentor felt a tear drift from her life hardened, glistening, green eyes. 
 

There was something unnerving about being around this girl, it was as if she was growing in stature and assurance by the second; suddenly this skilled, veteran businesswoman had self doubts about whether she could do her justice!
 

Over the next few years Valene became a modelling star; she was in every magazine and paper and was the perfect ambassador for whatever company or product that allied themselves with her divine face and form. 
 

The young girl created no scandal, men would pursue her continuously and, although she often enjoyed their flattery and company, she remained as private, and innocent as the first day she stepped from the dark jungle all those years before. 
 

Jason was once again now her constant companion with the exception of frequent holidays home for his spiritual rejuvenation. 
 

She needed him; his honesty, loyalty and friendship as she recognised the spectre of insincerity, especially in this industry of false beauty, was all around her!
 

Her mind tried to reconcile her lack of need for a mate, but she could not; she knew she had hidden, base, womanly desires but she revelled in the opportunity granted to her merely through her looks, and her capacity to inspire.
 

She sensed and thought that she could and would lose all of what she had, and was meticulously and slowly building, if she gave herself foolishly to any man.
 

She was therefore content to wait and bide her time and follow her destiny and course.
 

Her generosity and philanthropy prospered in Africa, countless people that had struggled for endless years, suddenly had hope then practical and financial help from her ever increasing and growing foundation and influence. 
 

Also her private dinners with presidents and Kings helped to fuel a path of aid and development, unprecedented in any era; it all increased her celebrity and soon her face and name was becoming recognised virtually, in all corners of the globe.
 

Valene was now 23, a qualified Architect and at the very height of her beauty, physical and financial powers. 
 

The inspirational, new shoot she was upon was on a grand scale; marble pillars, gold braid and silk, and a small gold crown that sat on her silken, resplendent, shining, teeming, golden hair. 
 

When people saw her they gasped, even in the privacy of the professional, photographic session. 
 

Valene looked familiar…she looked like a goddess…she looked like Venus; the fabled, revered, goddess of love and beauty!
 

The pictures sold all over the world by the millions; they adorned every bedroom, billboard, newspaper and magazine until the image and Valene were inseparable. 
 

She was suddenly a modern, mortal Venus; beautiful, spiritual, pure and chaste.
 

The girl was incredibly, world renown, the name of Venus and her own was now indistinguishable, and her fame and popularity was feted and celebrated universally. 
 

That was… almost universally!
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 24
 

Chapter 24 Aphrodite’s End… or is it?

 
 

Aphrodite had watched the transformation of her charge, from a baby, to a child, to the elegant, young woman she had grown into, with a mixture of, pride and satisfaction. 
 

She had found the process of mothering and infusing the young girl with all of her feminine charms, irresistible, and her progression to fame and fortune was initially, equally, rewarding and satisfying to her. 
 

But this latest twist in her career made the goddess rediscover something in herself that had been dormant for more centuries than she could remember. 
 

She had rediscovered jealousy and it suddenly fired and infected her spiritual and eternal soul like poison. 
 

Although she was immortal she was still a woman, filled with the very best and sometimes, the worst of female traits.
 

Her name was known throughout time, throughout human history and now this young woman, this mere mortal was upstaging her.
 

She was taking her identity, but not even her pure, original Greek name of Aphrodite, but the plagiarised, vulgar name from the Romans!
 

She detested the title of Venus, it was common and cheap, but this young woman had still stolen it from her anyway, taken her following and seemingly eroding her very memory away from the mortal, suffering world. 
 

It was all too frustrating for her and she watched on, from the sedate separation of her unnatural garden and seethed.
 

Aphrodite lived in the girl’s soul, but could never show herself fully to her, except in the way of a sixth sense or a feeling. 
 

The deity knew that it was only through her divine involvement in her life, had this child achieved so much at such a young age, but it seemed that she had suddenly accomplished too much, and it burned and embittered the goddess more than she could accept or understand.
 

However she could not involve herself in any mortal woman’s life until the moment that each girl or woman was no longer a virgin, or until the ring was but upon her finger, and that is something that Valene had never done. 
 

This was how it had always been; a law laid down by the Lord Zeus himself!
 

The girl was still pure, both in mind and spirit and Aphrodite realised that if she continued unchecked, then her own immortality in the land of human kind could be at risk, and she could be eclipsed forever by a mere imposter!
 

The goddess sat, observed, fiddled and studied her; through endless days and nights but the young girl’s actions were always untainted and exemplary. 
 

Although she was pursued and followed by men wherever she went, somehow she had not felt ready for physical involvement with a lover.
 

She had never taken such a fateful, massive step until terribly and divisively, the covetous, resentful Aphrodite decided she would help her along the slippery, immoral path of life.
 

It was Saturday night in New York, Valene had completed a mammoth shoot and had further meetings with her agent about the prospects for a television show; she had then allowed herself to be persuaded to attend a party and promote a new nightclub hosting it, at the same time. 
 

Valene was just trying to be accommodating and hospitable and truly longed for the tranquillity and rest of her hotel but at midnight, she was sitting in the VIP area, sipping champagne and trying to look interested in the heaving throng of excited and energised, young people around her.
 

It was a familiar crowd, handsome men and beautiful girls, champagne and of course the privacy of the toilets and the drugs!
 

She was always constantly amused and disgusted by this zestful, theatre of life but did not sit in judgement, and there was never a temptation or inclination for her to take part; this was not a lifestyle of her liking or choosing.
 

A man approached her as many had before, he was tall and handsome and his black hair fell around the nape of his neck like a soft, silk scarf. 
 

Valene recognised him as a famous, film star and she shook his hand and smiled but still longed to be elsewhere.
 

They engaged in conversation, and then caught her breath as suddenly she felt the strangest sensations she had ever experienced. 
 

It was as if her body had taken fire; her mouth felt dry, her limbs weak and she had a feelings and urges from her private, sensitive, sexual areas that were tantalising and almost overwhelming.
 

The fetching man sensed her discomfort and he quickly took her to a private room within the club, where some water and innocuous looking, small, white tablets were provided.
 

She sipped the liquid and took the pills and felt better to be out of the noise, but her body still pounded disturbingly and weirdly, making her feel exposed and disoriented, and she looked into the man’s, brown eyes weakly and gasped at him.
 

“What’s wrong with me?”
 

The room was suddenly only the two of them and he knelt beside her, smiled and whispered, entreatingly, seductively and falsely. 
 

“It’s called love Venus…desire and love!”
 

Valene felt weak, vulnerable and, as if she had no will at all, she allowed this stranger to take her in his welcoming arms and kiss her. 
 

As he did so, repressed passions then seemed to explode inside her like a swirling, whirling typhoon of emotional sensation! 
 

In seconds her clothes were discarded and the man was all over her; pushing, teasing, sending her mind and body into complete imbalance and distortion.
 

His foreplay was bewildering and confusing; suddenly she felt his thick flesh, enter uncomfortably and urgently, into her own special, personal, inner sanctum of life.
 

Then there was sudden discomfort, tension, wetness and finally release from this terrible, insanity, need and indecent, base sickness!
 

Valene lay back and realised what she had done; she had lost her virginity and innocence and the experience was disgusting, sullied and completely without the slightest, faintest trace of joy, pleasure, spiritual lightness of being, or delight!
 

It was just dirty, fetid and foul and she was bemused at her inexcusable, inappropriate actions and hated herself for allowing it to happen. 
 

She looked up at the man and knew she did not desire him; he was ignorant, arrogant, insincere and conceited, and not her type of person at all.
 

Worse than that, she did not even like him and yet here she was, lying nakedly beside him as if she were nothing but a weak minded imbecile as he smiled at her, seemingly glowing in his conquest, as if she was some mere object or mountain just to be pierced, speared or climbed!
 

He mumbled in his elation and triumph, as if revealing his hidden, true, despicable nature.
 

“It was great Baby! Fucking…Venus! Wow!”
 

Valene ignored him and dressed quickly as he cried out to her, in swiftly, evaporating confidence at her reaction to what had transpired between them.
 

“Give me your number Baby!” 
 

Valene did not reply; only wanted to cry, to weep for her loss of purity and virtue and her stupidity and misfortune. 
 

She had wanted sex and intimacy but when she had been ready and with someone that she felt she loved, and could not understand what led her to these insane, inane acts of depravity that were so out of character for her. 
 

The taxi had her back at the hotel in seemingly no time, and she threw off her clothes and lay limply in shock, in a boiling hot bath. 
 

Valene did not feel clean; she felt cheap, tawdry, despoiled and humiliated she could not understand it at all.
 

This was not who she was!
 

She remembered that she had a shoot in the afternoon tomorrow and she pulled on her pyjamas and tried to sleep, but the events of the evening ran over and over in her mind! 
 

It was as if she had been possessed, as if somehow, inexplicably her mind and body had not been her own.
 

Her head moved side to side in her muddle and turmoil; it was utterly impossible for her to fathom or understand!
 

She was devastated and cried endlessly, until finally rest and separation from her suddenly, chaotic life came to her. 
 

Thankfully it was the escape and sanctuary of normally, enriching, reviving sleep, overwhelming her confounded, corrupted senses.
 

But suddenly Aphrodite was there to welcome her, and the resplendent, beauteous goddess, in her normal, opulent, golden robes, threw her arms out to her expansively, and embraced the girl warmly and lovingly.
 

Valene was surprised, but then reflected, began to understand who she was, and stared at the eternal, mythical woman before her and spoke cautiously.
 

“So you are real!”
 

The supernatural being beamed at her, in pure energy and light.
 

“I am Sweet Girl…you are the holder of the ring and… I have treasured you from but a small child.”
 

Aphrodite knew immediately however that she was not talking to just another, mortal woman; this girl was not fazed and immediately accepted the parallel reality and listened to her normal tale of the ring, what it had to offer and the obligatory, cautionary warning.
 

When the divine woman had finished Valene just stared at her coolly, with her own impenetrable, ethereal, penetrating, dark eyes.
 

“And if I don’t want it…then what?”
 

Aphrodite was shocked.
 

“What do you mean My Daughter? How can you not want me? I am your mentor…your benefactor…your Mother!”
 

Valene spoke to her only with bitterness.
 

“You are not my Mother!”
 

The sharp, intelligent girl looked deeply into her clear, blue, immortal eyes and did not witness the obvious; she was insightful, could see beyond the silk, the shape, the sensuality and the incredible, astonishing beauty. 
 

Valene could glimpse inside the heavenly woman and what she saw reflected, in her mesmerising spheres, were undoubtedly traces of envy and avarice.
 

She spoke softy with growing comprehension and perception.
 

“You could not talk to me when I was a virgin…could you…?”
 

The goddess shook her head and felt herself colour up and blush as she continued.
 

“…You could not interfere with my life except in very minor and spiritual ways…?”
 

Aphrodite nodded and confirmed her thoughts; caught out in her eternal obligations, as she was immortally bound by the truth!
 

“…But you did…didn’t you? I was a mortal Aphrodite or Venus, that you were frightened would eclipse you from the imaginations and the hearts of men…”
 

Aphrodite’s eyes patently showed the hidden, awful truth, and anger roused in Valene’s heart and fired her mind and her tongue!
 

“… You helped to create me but when I did not enter your normal sphere of mortality for you to control… you decided to destroy me…”
 

Her voice rose in incandescent wrath and retribution.
 

“… It was you that caused the fire in my body, the helpless lack of control tonight…I know it…know it to be true!”
 

Valene felt herself screaming at the woman; crying, yelling and shouting in her all-consuming rage and pain.
 

The goddess could not lie or deny her accusations; it was beyond her capacity or power to do so, and only begged her forgiveness.
 

“That is true Valene…I am a woman and I admit… I am sorry…my feminine stupidity and jealously caused me to act inappropriately…forgive me Child!”
 

The young girl looked and stared at her with raging contempt. 
 

“I do not need you or your ring…you have been lost to the mortal world for a long time…it’s time you got lost again!”
 

Aphrodite’s voice rose up like a banshee’s wail of whistling, unwanted wind.
 

“No Valene…I’m sorry, do not discard me…I can keep you young…beautiful, sexual; whatever your heart desires!”
 

Valene snapped at her in her incandescent fury and passion.
 

“I desire true choice…not to be your plaything…I want to wake up and never see you again…you are…”
 

Her mind twisted and span and searched for the appropriate word to describe her, and then she found it, and spoke cruelly and viciously.
 

“Ugly… Aphrodite or Venus or whoever you think you are! You are, ugly!”
 

She saw a golden, shimmering tear appear in the goddess’s pale eye but she felt no pity for her. 
 

The sparking colours of the garden softened and faded to black and then she was awake, and she never doubted the unforgettable dream for a second! 
 

She knew it all to be true; her astonishing, incredible adventure of a life had been too unbelievable for it not to be so. 
 

Her first instincts were to dispose of the ring, to cast it aside into the vastness of the ocean or open space, but she knew that if she did such a thing then perhaps her own tiny plan for the future may have been affected. 
 

There were so many causes, so many inequalities and so little time in her own world of mere humanity and mortality, and she decided to leave it around her neck as always, and as an eternal reminder to her of what was important and what was not!
 

Her fame lasted nearly ten years, by which time she had amassed a fortune and had her aid foundations in Africa flourishing and self perpetuating. 
 

She missed her youthful beauty at first but she had met a cheery, happy, handsome, volunteer, on one of her site visits to Africa, and co-incidentally working at one of her projects.
 

Instantly some, if not all, of the feeling she had experienced that distasteful night in New York resurfaced for real.  
 

His name was Martin, tall and lovely, with short, blonde hair, a strong, delightful body and a smile and personality that seemed to stretch to the very source of the endless Congo River itself! 
 

Valene was in love; she married, and as her fame and beauty faded, conversely and surprisingly her happiness increased. 
 

Unbelievably she had discovered and found what she was seeking; love, companionship, family and soon her own divine, delightful, precious children and therefore her own personal, legacy and bequest to her personal immortality. 
 

She had two boys and three girls and as the universe turned and the planets collided, she eventually met her maker at a grand old age, and was buried in a small plot of scorched earth, beside her mother’s grave and one that belonged to a man with a simple, wooden cross upon it, and the name of Jason scrawled and gouged, in deep, basic letters.
 

It was in the small cemetery, in the African, village where her mother’s adventure had begun all those years ago, and it was as if Valene had finally come home to rest.
 

She was laid out in the coffin, in a simple, white shawl and with the mercurial, golden sphere showing clearly around her neck; it was her strict instructions in her will that the ring was to be buried along with her. 
 

The family gathered around the open, sandy, crimson, grave, but for someone that had been so famous in her life, there were surprisingly few people there in such a remote, far off place to show their respects.
 

The local preacher spoke passionately about her; the mourners listened quietly, said their goodbyes, wept sadly, and finally, eventually, went on their separate ways back to their so called, civilised world.
 

The two local gravediggers were pleased when the strangers and small crowd had departed and they could finally close the coffin and lay the mysterious woman to her eternal rest.
 

Ubaidah was a professional, ground worker but was a sly man, always looking for an opportunity or an angle.
 

He had noticed the magnetic, shiny ring around the dead woman’s neck and the fact that the side of the grave was collapsing; he quickly, swiftly and spontaneously jumped into the shallow hole to shore it up, until they were ready to begin formally filling in. 
 

Unnoticed and in an instant, he opened the lid of the box, without his partner seeing him do so, and pulled the ring from the still, cold woman’s neck and then cursed silently, as it sparked and burnt in his hand and fingers, like a heated, blazing coal!
 

He surreptitiously placed it quickly in his shirt pocket, then jumped back to level ground and hoped the other digger had not seen his theft; it was surely not robbery anyway, the woman was dead and the small object seemed so beautiful and divine! 
 

Finally and happily, he began to shovel and seal the sunken opening and grave with thick, red, cloying, African earth.
 

Ubaidah knew it would cover and enclose forever, from the living world, his callous, despicable crime, and the empty, soulless body now contained, inside it.
 

As the hole inexorably filled, the dishonest man smiled to himself secretly and with some satisfaction, as he sensed the spoils of his sin, now within his possession.
 

He knew for sure that someone, somewhere, would want such a wonderful and irresistible, golden band from him and …for a small price and a profit…of course!
 

 
 

The End
 

 
 

But in the world of the Gods there is never an end…only a new beginning!
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