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The Servant

The pressures on young most handsome Lord Rupert Shackleton were always weighty and had existed from boyhood through boarding school then university and up to him now taking over the esteemed title from his authoritarian father - the famous old General Shackleton - who had just died of gout at a grand old age leaving the title, estates and oodles of money to his only treasured son who he had sired so late in his celebrated life.

However such wealth or elevated position in high society only brought with it intolerable extra responsibility for maturing Rupert which unfortunately pressed then troubled the uncertain - if not delicate - nature of this new recipient of such largesse and extravagance.

Then, as if merely to make matters worse - after the various formal ceremonies had been conducted to enact the royal warrants or golden laurels upon his perfect blonde head - eventually the unsure youth sat down with his aging but still surprisingly spritely mother one evening who addressed him sharply and expectantly.

“The time has come Rupert to take up the mantle of your new high status and for you to immediately find a suitable wife because of course we need to re-establish the Shackleton line and both of your older sister’s brood cannot carry the male name onwards to eternity...”

Her only masculine child looked immediately distraught at the conversation because already he knew exactly where it was heading.

“…Therefore you need to quickly do your duty and procreate, my Son.”

The gentle-man’s dazzling blue eyes stared at his only parent around the elongated, opulent, highly polished empty table and displayed obvious naivety, fear and concern in them as he whispered weakly.

“I’m not ready Mummy you know I’m shy with girls.”

She snapped at him like an old bad-tempered blonde dog.

“Don’t be so foolish Rupert…I’ve seen how lovely endearing young ladies adore you and it’s high time that you stopped hanging around drinking or playing with your pretty but vacuous male companions from boarding school and beyond...”

The old woman’s soft lips slurped wine almost surprisingly inelegantly as her voice grumbled.

“…There is not to be a discussion; I have arranged a weekend for many of our most eligible maidens from decent families to come to the House and impress you; as I expect you to pick one then begin the job of fathering promptly because at my late time of life I wish to see multiple male grandchildren before I pass on.”

Her obviously anxious offspring tried to cajole, complain or argue with this hectoring matriarch but it was to no avail, especially as his easily irritated mother threatened to use her veto on Rupert’s ability to gain access to the mountain of money which - under the severe terms of the will - could remain tied up in trust for years if she was unhappy with any of his actions as the new Lord of the historic estate.

Subsequently he acquiesced to her unreasonable demands, instincts or wishes and was soon the unwilling but natural shooting male star of a small, sumptuous ball held in his honour where superior men wore black tie and the glorious women, colourful, glamorous floating ball-gowns that swirled about their feet around the vast dance-floor and made them appear like dizzying spinning tops.

As his mother had alluded to, virtually all eligible women did indeed like her child because he was slight, extremely handsome - if not disconcertingly cute for a man - and Rupert found himself that gay evening flattered by all of the multiple fluttering eyelashes in clear demonstration of obvious female interest and attention.

Unfortunately none of the multitude of glitzy, gorgeous young girls initially caught his azure eye and the evening came then went before many other events followed as his mother began to organise musical get-togethers or intimate dinners where more daughters of the most revered or occasionally lesser families could attend.

The almost fanatical ambitions his parent had to find an acceptable match - in the quickest time - swiftly lowered her normal, exceptional high standards as she of course recognised her Golden Child’s sensitive or capricious nature and the pressure that built between them soon became intense.

At one such intimate event or soiree, three young sisters - belonging to an ancient respected titled name in the area - came and took food or wine; although in all truth Rupert’s mother privately hoped that her precocious son would not choose any of them because their father had died and she knew that the family financial fortunes had gone proverbially South.

But as destiny would have it, for some strange inexplicable reason, fragile divine Rupert took a fleeting fancy then definite liking to dark-haired Emma who was the oldest, lithest and prettiest of the siblings and he duly invited her to ride the following weekend.

Rupert practically, promptly sensed this slender and blossoming girl was as near to female perfection as he was ever likely to find and at least with her as a bride then his demanding mother would finally leave him in some much needed peace.

In all reality his first romantic feelings toward the girl were whimsical but then when the young man saw the striking pretty Emma dressed in a smart red jacket teamed with the tightest black jodhpurs that highlighted a luscious figure - as she sat tightly or lightly on the bulbous tip of the saddle for the mornings hunting - he secretly almost had a fit of the mythical vapours!

A concentrated courtship then inevitable marriage followed in rapid time; much to his mothers mixed emotions of happiness or equal irritation for the fact that her new daughter-in-law’s family had to silently be bailed out of penury as part of the bargain regarding the joining of aristocratic blood.

However she was sanguine because it seemed that often such was the way of things between the upper social classes and perhaps always had been, even in this increasingly modern changing world when it seemed that the staid genteel fabric and universe was about to turn then surely forever alter long-held traditions.

So Rupert’s mother had her natural, secret, unspoken concerns but these were tempered by tangible feelings of relief that her son could now make the necessary babies with this sprightly young woman even though the wife that had been chosen was seemingly from a family of questionable pedigree and in her greying, judgemental head he could have easily done so much better.

After the legal ceremony, in the local crumbling old abbey and the celebration dinner then dance afterwards at the decorated town hall, the couple quietly slipped away after midnight to take a small luxurious ship to the South of France; as this destination was becoming fashionable for the upper classes of the English nobility in the early summer of 1912 when the mostly unaware world was on the verge of such cataclysmic alterations.

The Lord and new Lady took the most opulent cabin as the ship set off on the late tide and into the black evening on route to the magnificent small port of Cannes where an elegant house on the hill - staffed with servants - had been taken for the summer of their three-month honeymoon from which prolonged period the matriarch of the Shackleton family expected an heir for such expense or indulgence.

Dark-haired Emma sat wearily on the bed after the longest day of celebration while her temperamental but seemingly athletic husband Rupert went up onto the bridge to speak purposefully to the captain about the three-day passage.

The innocent girl was secretly and surely pleased she had saved her own female bloodline - of her mother and three sisters - from the financial ruin foisted upon them all since her father had died from the collapse of the mill and the subsequent pressure of what followed with the brutish banks. 

Her brown eyes however stared at the marriage bed and betrayed the troubled thoughts inside while her milky skin trembled because she was of course a virgin - as expected of a virtuous wife - and although Emma was definitely attracted to handsome Rupert, undoubtedly her whole being was nervous if not fearful of what was now expected of her regarding the physical duties of a wife.

Emma’s mother had murmured something about these base obligations in passing - she now had to her husband - but the advice proffered was confused or garbled or and as the slight girl bathed then put on a beautiful soft silken gown, she cursed her blind ignorance of such vital matters between the sexes that now caused her such angst.

Having lived on a small working estate she knew a little about the so called birds and the bees but the fact that her mind understood the dynamics or theory of what was to be done during lovemaking between a man and a woman the reality that first temperate evening of the honeymoon was truly daunting for her.  

Subsequently as she lay in her pristine white marital bed and felt the roll or motions of the gentle swell as the vessel headed into the night on the calm ocean, the young woman took hold of her courage and was set determined to do her feminine duty however painful or unpleasant it would undoubtedly prove to be.

She waited in tension but Rupert did not appear and after a while, in her exhaustion, Emma fell asleep but awoke with a start to find her new husband covered just in a cotton gown close beside her and as his hand stroked the sensual material of her own covering her voice whispered bravely.

“I am ready to be your wife in all manner or ways Rupert…but be aware that I have no experience in such unmentionable matters…so please be gentle.”

The Lord or gentleman - as if generously - in an attempt to soothe her female concerns spoke softly, empathetically and kindly.

“There is no rush Emma…let us bide our time then wait until we arrive at the residence in France so we can make the eventual evening of our consummation memorable.”

The new bride was immediately appreciative of his male understanding or tolerance but neither of them fully realised that in fact both were virgins and the thought of any actual physical intimacy or - dare she think - real fornication was extremely daunting or even disturbing for each of them.

A dark night then the next day passed in general serenity and with them gradually becoming accustomed to sharing a room or a life with the other while Rupert secretly was becoming increasingly fascinated by his wife’s exquisite wardrobe.

He tried not to notice straight away but the array of divine gowns or dresses along with a myriad of the lingerie and underwear of the day was baffling to fully understand but equally beguiling or enticing for him as his bright blue eyes began to furtively watch his new wife dressing then undressing whenever he had the sly opportunity to do so.

Then, whenever most delicate or highly strung Rupert lay beside Emma in bed the evocative scent and feel of her seductive gowns always made him privately heady and his lurid imagination began to wander or wonder what such fabulous fabric would feel like on his own fair form.

On the final evening before they were to reach their destination he deviously feigned illness thus forcing naive Emma to dine alone with the elderly white- bearded Captain and in the silent privacy of the empty cabin the compulsion to put on his wife’s silken night-robe was far too strong for him to resist.

The exotic material then danced on his smooth pale skin as he strode on the secluded outer deck or took wine alone and simply looked out in some delirium - because the luxurious covering was truly arousing - towards the dim lights on the horizon before his palms pressed his petite but hard erection under the robe and to his horror the hard flesh unexpectedly but spontaneously spurted excited sticky juices.

Rupert had in all sullied honesty masturbated or reached orgasm before, but those occurrences were with his male friends when they had been drunk and in the secrecy of his own room or mixed up thoughts.

Therefore in some abashment he swiftly wiped the illicit evidence of his stupidity off the delicious article and, after leaving it on the bed for Emma to wear later, vowed never to repeat the same stupid mistake ever again.

He pretended to be asleep when his wife returned from the evening meal but heard her remove the dress then the other inner or outer garments and suppressed the real urge to watch or wonder decadently once more how the pretty soft drawers would feel around his forever pulsing genitals.

Mercifully - because of his previous climax - he slept prior to her joining him between the expansive sheets and then, before he almost realised what had happened, the ship had docked and he was inside the elegant, impressive house on the hill overlooking the picturesque harbour while a strong, striking black male in a pristine butler’s uniform effortlessly took the many pieces of luggage up to the room.

It appeared that the couple had two staff and a cook for the duration of their honeymoon; this man whose name he as yet did not know, along with a petite blonde French girl in a comely maid’s uniform.

When the cases were upstairs and the taxi had long departed, he had both of his servants stand to attention before - alongside his bride - addressing them sternly while he took the main chair in keeping with his elevated position.

“So tell me who you both are and I will then inform you what I expect…”

Rupert smiled dryly.

“…I have high expectations of my employees even in the throes of such happy times!”

The immaculately dressed, mature black male answered for both of the staff by gesturing towards the young pretty blonde who curtsied politely if not deferentially.

“This is Cecile whose family lives in the nearby village; she will be a personal live-in maid to your wife and assist the cook with any domestic duties…”

He subsequently stretched up to a lofty height then drew out his barrel chest and continued.

“…My name is Edward du Surle…expert in English and extensively trained in Paris for many years to provide personal service meaning I am an expert butler or manservant in all manner of things, Sir…”

The Menial’s muscular body, clear handsome face and elegantly trimmed hair bent low in respect and acceptance of his lowly place as he whispered accordingly.

“…I am merely here to make your stay and life in France perfect, Sir!”

Rupert sat back in satisfaction or gratification that finally his position as Lord was becoming part of his everyday existence but sighed almost tiredly or discourteously.

“Then perfection is what I shall expect Edward…”

He was swiftly getting into role as Master of his surroundings.

“…Now get the maid to unpack as my wife and I intend to stroll along the sea front then have lunch here before relaxing and dining in town tonight so please have a taxi for 7.00p.m.”

His personal butler or servant nodded sagely at the clearest instruction and promptly directed the young woman then skilled chef to his Master’s precise command or whim and life for the newlyweds began seamlessly with the finest ambience, food and many opulent or exciting places to visit in the nearby town or affluent and scenic surrounding areas.

Emma immediately loved the cultural and atmospheric qualities of this foreign land and was instantly fascinated with the butler - who she found curiously attractive for a black man - as she had seen very few dark-skinned fellows in her lifetime and certainly not one with the sophistication of Edward du Surle who seemed to know about almost everything and be skilled in all types of practical, social and intellectual subjects. 

Her initial justifiable fear of sexuality with her husband regarding completing the crucial coupling wedded life demanded had now faded and gradually begun to turn into some type of unspoken feminine concern because - even after a week together - Rupert had made no effort at all to make love to her.

This was as well as the fact that worryingly she had noticed mysterious dry white stains appearing on some of her underwear!

On one occasion she had shown these unfortunate deposits to the enigmatic ebony butler who then stared blankly at the obvious blemishes and then took the dirty items away for cleaning while apologising profusely for the small genial maid not doing her work to a high enough standard.

It was clear in his opinion there was obviously nothing else to be said!

As the days slowly passed Emma tried to keep a discrete distance between her and this dark mercurial male because he was a mere lowly servant after all but, in saying or feeling this, the situation with Rupert was starting to play on her troubled mind and one afternoon - when taking tea on the veranda while her husband was in town - she murmured to the confident black male looking so resplendent in his immaculate uniform.

“May I ask you a question Edward?”

He nodded and smiled dryly.

“Of course Miss.”

Emma settled uncomfortably in her seat and stared out to sea as if not wishing to catch his intelligent intuitive inky eye then mumbled tentatively

“In your culture when a man takes a wife how does the courtship normally go after the wedding has been completed?”

She saw how his deadpan expression betrayed nothing whatsoever as his voice sighed softly in dismissal.

“I do not think that is an appropriate subject for me Miss.”

In recent times the more genteel side of Emma’s nature was beginning to wear dangerously thin and most unusually she snapped at her only male staff.

“This is not a request Edward but an order…now tell me specifically and precisely what would happen to a wife of yours in such circumstances or I will dismiss you directly when my husband returns!”

Edward drew back as if rocking on his shiny heels and the words he then spoke were quiet and expressed with uncertainty.

“You wish to know the whole detail Miss…?”

Emma nodded urgently to encourage him to carry on.

“…Then please write a note to that effect as I do not wish to do your bidding to shock or find that I am in disfavour with you or Lord Shackleton!”

She promptly put her delicate hand to paper and the man took the letter, placed the memo in the inner pocket of his jacket and smiled almost slyly.

“Are you certain that you wish to know Miss…?”

Her mixed brown eyes glowed in confirmation and at this point he naturally felt there was no option but to comply with his superior and exhaled meaningfully.

“…When a man in my culture takes a wife then, if she is a virgin…?”

Obviously he assumed that Emma was.

“…He understands that the woman in question would be in need of necessary education, discipline and training…”

His lips were moist in expectation as he continued.

“…She would be dressed in a plain, soft if not sensual gown for the honeymoon bed prior to her husband taking his new bride over his knee and thoroughly beating the backside of the girl until it would be glowing suitably pink!”

Emma gasped in shock but felt her heartbeat pounding in tension.

“That’s barbaric!”

Edward remained impassive and sighed in his discomfiture.

“Then I shall stop because what I have told you is merely the beginning and the rest will be far too much for your elevated, heightened senses Miss.”

She railed at him maniacally and impulsively.

“No, no, no…I’m sorry I will not interrupt again; please Edward, continue... continue …I desperately need to be better informed…!”

Her voice betrayed her unsteady state of mind.

“…In fact I insist on knowing!”

He almost glared at her but carried on without deviation or emotion and in a monotone manner.

“Once the flesh on the backside is suitably raw then the wife is made to kneel before her husband and take his erect or non-erect penis in her sweet mouth and suckle it worshipfully until the seed that will eventually fertilise the marriage is deep inside her belly…”

Emma’s eyes were wide in trauma but she did not utter a word.

“….But she is not released and must bring him to virility once more before her husband lays his new possession on the bed and licks the most precious entrance she possesses until it is completely sodden….”

To her disconcertion at just the beginning of this depraved tale Emma began to have the strangest sensation within her lower regions but true to her girlish honour she still did not speak a syllable and merely listened attentively.

“…The moisture created is then liberally applied to her anal cavity before the wife is firmly bent over and then forcibly penetrated there without delay…which of course subjugates her utterly!”

In spite of her promise of silence at this improbable fact she had to groan in despair.

“In the bottom…in the bottom; that’s impossible… unacceptable!”

He stopped talking abruptly and almost growled with irritation

“You have interrupted again and that is equally unacceptable to me!”

She shrieked in exasperation or was it anticipation?

“Continue, Edward…I demand it.”

Her Servant was suddenly immobile and resolute.

“No sack me if you must but if you cannot control yourself Miss then you must accept suitable correction as all women have to when they cannot hold their tongues!”

Emma shivered then bristled at his sudden obtuse attitude but then in quick capitulation realised her desire for him to finish the story outweighed any normal pride she relied upon as she hissed in confusion.

“What is it you require?”

His stare was icy black and mesmerising.

“Stand up Miss…”

She rose unsteadily to her dainty feet and began to tremble as he smiled deviously.

“…Come here and bend forward just a fraction….”

As if hypnotised Emma stood beside the tall, strong man - who smelled so disturbingly aromatic - and when her shaky form was slightly prostrate but still, his curled hand firmly hit her pert backside through the materials of the thin dress and underwear then repeated again as she bit her lip but did not admonish him as perhaps she should have before sitting quietly once more when he went on curtly or crudely.”

“…Now be still, silent and listen because any wife in my country or culture would need to know how to please her man…”

Emma found it hard to breathe and just coughed lowly as he carried on with the improbable tawdry story.

“… After the bride has been taken in her bottom then the woman would wipe her husband’s cock clean before kneeling then sucking it again and ultimately taking the appendage in her rear pussy until she finally climaxed as if in completion of the ritual meaning her womb was full to overflowing of his rich semen…”

Emma collapsed back into her padded chair as her flesh smarted slightly where the man had slapped her discourteously but then sensed in growing concern that the female sliver between her parted thighs began to noticeably leak fluid.

“…And that would be the beginning of everything because the husband would take his woman endlessly in every position and orifice that special night until by the morning she would quite naturally obey only him!”

The focus of his tale looked at him in white-faced horror as if exhausted because the energy had left her watery bones causing her shallow breath to whimper.

“A Western white woman could never do that Edward.”

His lips turned up in acknowledgement of such a fact and it seemed - thankfully to Emma - as if the wild tale was ended and everything had returned to normality and civility as he bowed then simpered.

“Yes Miss of course…but if I recall…you did ask!”

His Mistress immediately wanted to retake the high ground of respectability or morality and she sneered in understandable annoyance at him given her position as a Lady.

“Don’t ever lay your hands on my body or hit me again Edward…but I will forgive you this one time.”

The man’s eyes returned to sparkling dark granite as his tailored head nodded in apparent appreciation of her kind or forgiving nature and then walked away murmuring as he did so.

“Yes Miss, naturally.”

……

Over the course of the first week in Cannes, Rupert was definitely struggling with his developing perversions for putting on his wife’s clothing, which he thought was hidden from her completely although quite foolishly the young man could not stop impulsively if not filthily ejaculating in the divine items which always brought him a quick, cheap thrill.

Rupert was very aware that he had not made love to Emma but as the time passed the mere thought of such primal actions actually, definitely terrified him because he was veritably unsure where to start this foul process and this undeniable fetish with her clothes was far more preferable and suited his selfish sordid purposes much better.

This was until one early morning - his wife was out shopping - when he was absentmindedly wandering about in the privacy of the grand bedroom only wearing Emma’s lace bloomers with pretty pink brocade frills.

His hand was gratuitously rubbing the penile hardness - the heavenly material of the clothing induced - and therefore he didn’t notice Edward watching him disgrace himself until his head had seen hormonal glory just before his eyes opened and by that stage it was clearly too late for denial as he grunted in reflexive shame.

“Please don’t mention a word of this to my wife Edward!”

The black man merely smiled slightly and comfortingly.

“Of course Sir but I would mention in passing that there is nothing to be ashamed of in wearing female items as many of the most cultured men in France dress up in such finery…it’s actually very fashionable in the elite circles.”

Rupert’s blonde head was spinning as he held his gaze.

“Is it?”

Edward merely bowed his head then stocky torso and whispered ever more reassuringly.

“Of course Sir…the sensation of the delicious fabrics along with the definite style is thrilling for all men with such innate sensitivity as you clearly possess… but if I may suggest…”

His Master listened spellbound as if unable to believe what he was hearing.

“…I sense that your wife is starting to get suspicious because of the unfortunate residue left on the clothing…”

He looked pained for the revelation of his secret work as if expecting a rise in wages.

“…Although I have covered up to now…and if you wish to maintain some privacy then please follow me…”

The cultured phlegmatic black man promptly led the amazed and curious Rupert upstairs into the servant’s quarters then into maid’s room where he murmured to him while opening one of the drawers.

“…Cecile and I have an understanding and if I may be so bold…?”

His hands produced a pair of small silken black drawers which were silently laid on the bed while his tone sighed provocatively.

“…Please feel free to use these clothes to adorn yourself and if you provide a small allowance to me then I can buy you some exquisite other items that can be stored safely in here until eventually you decide to tell the Mistress of what you enjoy which after all is quite a usual practice on your part.”

Rupert gasped in anxiety.

“I can’t disclose this to Emma?”

His butler and obvious Rock - given his valiant unknown efforts on his behalf - merely inhaled and then murmured encouragingly.

“I assure you Sir that it is quite normal in French or European high society that clothing or underwear is interchangeable between the genders but the decision to disclose your actions is yours Sir and of course I will be a pillar of discretion until you decide what to do.”

Rupert was perplexed; ever more-so because the pretty drawers on the bed looked incredibly sensual or entreating to his lewd inclinations until in the briefest passage of seconds he surrendered to his base instincts and began to undo his trousers while whispering fiercely.

“You must not mention this to my wife, Edward… unless I tell you otherwise.”

The servant blinked then took the lacy underwear and held them for his young, white-skinned Master to step into which he did gingerly until the luxurious underwear held his diminutive genitals tightly which caused the penis to swell to the sublime caress of the sublime silk as Edward smiled.

“Of course Sir, and if you would like I can provide these and similar items for you wear when we dress together each morning…?

Rupert knew that his servant picked and aided the presentation of his wardrobe each day therefore his head was surging at the illicit possibilities developing and - as if to cement the growing bond between them - the caring butler pulled up the luxurious underwear by the elastic and then watched non-judgementally as the feeble man shuddered and the front gusset of the drawers showed the emerging stains while Edward sighed in satisfaction.

“…I’ll take that as a yes then Sir…”

Without being asked the Servant gently pulled the slippery material down and quickly but practically wiped Rupert’s male flesh with a dry cloth before pulling the divine covering back in place and muttering dryly.

“…Keep them on Sir in case the urge to release returns and if you wish to try on anything else then please feel free to do so.”

Rupert flinched because unknown to his dark menial this was not the first time another man had felt or fondled his small penis because the male companions he had formerly spent time with often indulged in fellatio with their hands - just between each other -  but he had never discussed or admitted such a perverse matter to anyone.

However he felt strangely assured of Edward’s loyalty and grumbled weakly as this seemed to be too good an opportunity to miss.

“I cannot truly take any more of the maid’s clothing…can I?”

The servant simply stood back and spoke calmly once more to comfort his Master.

“Do you trust me Sir?”

Rupert nodded madly as if assured of the implied secrecy between a man and his most personal assistant or aide.

“Yes of course Edward.”

The man lowered his cranium respectfully once more.

“Then allow me to call Cecile as she will fully confirm that the enlightened French men often cross-dress in the extravagant fashion as I mentioned.”

With hardly a gesture Rupert agreed before Edward called loudly for the young blonde girl who soon stood closely beside the authoritative head of the servile part of the household and listened as he addressed her pragmatically.

“The Master has borrowed a pair of your lovely drawers, Cecile…I have told him you would feel complimented he had and now please explain that it is not unusual for the local men of this country to wear their wives’ or maids’ clothes?”

She was impassive, believable and exhaled directly, innocently or gushingly at Rupert.

“Oh yes Sir, my last employer was in my drawers all the time…”

Her employer dithered openly as she went on.

“…Please take and use whatever you want Sir and if I may add…”

The sound of her lilting voice was high, seductive and excited.

“…They do suit you Sir!”

Rupert felt understandably confounded at such a compliment but Emma was not due back for hours and this was surely a temptation as Edward selected a pair of black stockings from the same compartment then handed them to him.

“Try them on…Cecile will help you.”

As if in a sensual dream suddenly he had a singular divine lisle stocking on each leg and the reflection in the dress mirror made him quiver as the girl spoke reassuringly.

“You do look lovely Sir…”

Suddenly he was hard again and she simpered softly.

“…Oh Sir I can see that like me you do relish these tactile things...”

The conflicted man could not contain his instincts or urges as she smiled helpfully.

“…Please try the camisoles, slips, bloomers, corsets or whatever you wish Sir...”

He was of course embarrassed to touch himself directly before her but simply ached in patent tension before the astute butler acted then spoke up pointedly to the blonde girl.

“…The Master needs releasing…please do what is necessary…”

Without being asked or coerced further, Cecile dropped onto her bended knees, released the delicate stiff flesh from the confines of the lingerie and began to suckle it sweetly as Rupert almost fainted in shock while his servant murmured on to him.

“...It’s what professional maids in France do for their Masters as a matter of courtesy…so please let Cecile delight you because that is merely an expected part of her role.”

Rupert had never had anyone do such a rude or surreal thing for him - although he had forever thought about such a deviant matter - and the oral act overwhelmed his ditzy head making him spurt slippery juices quickly into Cecile’s pretty mouth before in some frenzy he drew his trousers over the female coverings that he did not bother to remove and ran out of the room for much required safety or sanity.

When he later dressed for dinner, which he was taking in the town, his manservant removed the feminine garb, prepared him like the Lord he was and then discretely took the mucky drawers away for washing - as if nothing untoward had occurred at all - and almost instantly this seemed like a perfect sordid solution for the Master of the house to enjoy his lewd but needfully private propensities.

Subsequently every morning Edward would supply him with delicious drawers, slips or bloomers to wear below his clothing and each afternoon - when Emma was shopping or resting - her husband would go to the maid’s room and play an ever more self-indulgent game of dress up in a whole range of various provocative female outfits.

Sometimes Cecile would be there and in the excitement of indulging his passion Rupert would forget about the vast social divide between them and gradually started asking her questions about her sexual life then would listen wide-eyed to some of his engaging maid’s tales.

She only sucked his penis when Edward came by and instructed her to do so, then commented politely how small it was compared to the one possessed by the stocky butler - who she had already openly confessed she was fucking - and as the days then the weeks passed by Rupert became consumed by the erotic diversions he shared with the girl and felt truly shamed by how utterly ignorant he was of all sexual matters.

One morning when Edward was helping him dress, and after watching him put on some new French pink lace trimmed bloomers, stockings and a sultry black slip under his suit, Rupert whispered weakly to his servant.

“I need your advice Edward.”

The man sighed thoughtfully and with normal purpose.

“Of course, Sir.”

The new finery had heightened Rupert’s subversive senses but probably dulled his mind as he whimpered then confessed a terrible secret.

“I do not know how to make love to my wife and she is still as yet…untouched…”

The black man seemed icy or unperturbed at such an unfortunate confidence and listened as his superior went on pathetically

“…Will you show me what to do?”

His manservant remained still and quiet but with the question hanging in the heated air eventually replied gently and regretfully.

“Truly…I do not think that would be advisable Sir.”

Rupert was distraught because his husbandly position was becoming increasingly precarious and naturally he felt fearful of returning home to his mother without completing the demanded mission of creating life and therefore displayed his irritation and angst.

“Please Edward…if I could only watch you make love to the gorgeous Cecile so I could observe and make notes?”

His worldly employee refused steadfastly or absolutely but Rupert would not be denied and pestered then pressed him each and every day until finally Edward agreed a couple of mornings later but grumbled in warning and with some natural trepidation or circumspection.

“If you insist as you have Sir then I will allow this imposition but under one condition…”

Rupert was utterly attentive in his juvenile enthusiasm.

“….That you tell your wife of the plan so you can watch together.”

The Lord whispered weakly in patent dread and indecision.

“That is sound advice but I fear that she will be shocked if not horrified and never agree to such a deviant proposal.”

His servant gently took his hand then merely smiled kindly, most encouragingly or was it slyly?

“Perhaps Sir but then again perhaps not…If I could be so presumptuous please leave the obviously intricate matter to me!”

……

Emma had been having the severest attacks of ongoing feminine vapours since her black servant had told her what a husband - within the uncivilised debased world the man came from - did to his wife compared to the definite lack of sexual attention she was receiving from her own partner which was surely starting to drive her crazy as was this bizarre interminable honeymoon.

They had been in Cannes a full month now and although the glorious dinners and social life was undeniably wonderful, Rupert had not consummated the marriage and she was increasingly in despair for multiple and myriad reasons.

The neglect from her partner was one thing but she had increasingly noticed her husband’s obvious obsession with wearing her undergarments - leaving dirty disgusting marks in the process - then disappearing into the maid’s room in the afternoons for the longest hours when he thought she was out or too dim to notice.

She also realised Rupert had taken to wearing female clothing beneath his male facade because now and then she was saw the give-away show of material to a sheer slip or a sweet pair of expensive bloomers - trimmed with silk or lace - and was fascinated or alarmed in equal measure.

It was impossible to confront Rupert about such a disturbing, provocative subject so in the end and with no other option she continually questioned Edward - who clearly had her husband’s ear so much of the time - until he spoke to her almost brusquely one morning.

“A man’s butler or personal servant cannot be disloyal to his Master and if you ask me again or order my disloyalty then you must pay a penalty Miss only then will I contemplate such indiscretion.”

Emma had not for a moment forgotten the outrageous slaps this awful man had given on her behind so recently and disconcertingly as she mumbled in some bemusement.

“The same token as before…?”

He smiled and nodded slightly as she groaned in an elevated but accommodating tone.

“…I am prepared for such humiliation, so now pray, tell me.”

Edward then sat on the main single chair in the lounge, placed the trembling young, uncertain woman over his knee and this time drew up the long soft skirt and soon began to smack the exposed white bloomers as he calmly revealed Rupert’s obsession with female underwear and that the maid was now obligated to let him use her personal wardrobe because he was well aware perverse Rupert had been ruining the one belonging to Emma as she already knew.

The young woman was dismayed but then appreciative that her suspicions had been confirmed and being the curious girl she was, every day thereafter she would ask him probing pointed questions and he would tell almost all while soundly beating her bottom as she lay helpless in the process until one late morning when she interrogated him once more his reply was sterner than usual.

“What I have to reveal now is sorely terrible so I must demand a substantial price if you wish my confession or indiscretion.”

Emma by now had become strangely used to prostrating her body over his strong legs and did so again weakly as her voice whined without force.

“I am ready Edward tell me all.”

His palm lifted her skirt and stroked her shapely bottom through the tactile bloomers.

“The Master had declared that he is unsure how to make love to you and has asked for a demonstration with me and Cecile…”

His hand then unexpectedly pulled down the lacy long drawers she had on - he had not done so previously - before his hand slapped the exposed naked creamy flesh smartly.

“…He will shortly ask you to watch along with him and you must act surprised but agree to this request if you honestly wish to learn about such sullied matters.”

She felt distinctly helpless as his masculine tactile power beat her tender skin almost divinely and Emma nodded meekly in comprehension then acquiesced that evening when her husband disclosed that he sadly knew nothing about the ways of intimacy with a woman and suggested this absurd scheme of taking lessons from their educated servants who patently knew about such earthy but unseemly matters.

Emma then also honestly admitted her own inadequacies to Rupert - given she was a nervous virgin - and improbably the following evening they gathered in their nightwear of luxurious long white gowns in the lounge where their dark, devious butler, servant or personal aide spoke lowly as he addressed them both with some tangible trace of tension in his tone.

“Are you sure that you wish to observe how a man makes love to his woman?”

Emma’s brown, shining eyes widened visibly while Rupert murmured quietly.

“Yes Edward…we need to see and understand.”

His wife nodded in alliance - as if in a daze or dizzy haze - before the Butler sighed almost discontentedly.

“Then as protection for myself I need a detailed note of instruction from you both that for this one evening I will be the one in charge and you will act or do exactly as I say...”

This was clearly an unreasonable demand in many ways but by now the fateful die had long been cast and Rupert quickly wrote relevant simple words on elegant stationary to this effect which the couple signed together before the black man read the letter then spoke again in direction.

“…Please kiss your wife, Sir…as I need you both in an enlivened state before we begin in the maid’s room…”

Rupert leaned over and briefly pecked Emma on the lips while Edward watched with interest or disapproval then purposely went over and drew his Master back from the young blushing girl’s pouting lips with his powerful hand before scolding him tartly.

“…Not like that…like this…!”

His long liquid pink tongue then invaded Emma’s soft warm mouth until they were French-kissing and although the girl tried to resist his diabolical effrontery or masculinity she felt so weak and sensually vulnerable as Edward cupped her breasts in his strong hand and smiled pointedly.

“…You see how your wife’s stiff nipples are erect…it is because she is most aroused already by this oral intimacy and it therefore makes the rest of the process much easier.”

Emma gasped as if she could not restrain herself as she whimpered or confessed her obvious desire.

“I am dripping….dripping!”

Edward glared at her directly.

“Then show him the prize…what is now so moist or malleable and surely ready for the taking...”

The innocent girl slowly pulled up her silken negligee until her dark, hirsute mound was revealed in its raw state before the servant now presumptuously ordered his Master.

“…Sniff her…taste the female lust…as noble or titled as she is, the girl is just flesh and blood and needs the machinations of a man…!”

Rupert’s blonde head went between the parted thighs of his wife where his nose inhaled her scent like a dog in heat as his instructor went on.

“…Reveal to her your manhood and how you surge or ache!”

In seconds a small but hard penis belonging to the revered Lord was displayed from under the raised scented nightgown which Rupert took into his own hand as he gazed at his manservant for instruction which came rapidly.

“…Do not rub it but feel or in fact revel in the sublime tension that has already been created and come upstairs now…!”

The material of the gown then fell to the floor and unsteadily the married couple followed Edward up to Cecile’s room where the lovely maid was waiting by the bed in a simple but sensual white silk gown; he then instructed Emma and Rupert to sit on chairs in separate corners of the room then grinned with malevolent purpose.

“…Remain silent and observe how a husband should handle his bride…”

They were both instantly mute as the pretty blonde removed all clothing on the stocky male before Rupert and his wife looking on then gasped in unison or voluminous shock when they witnessed the actual size of his thick, black protrusion as it promptly began to harden while he drew the slight young woman over his powerful knees.

In the quickest time Edward proceeded to lower Cecile’s lacy drawers and then beat her plump white backside into submission; the sensitive surface beginning to glow the brightest scarlet before she in time kneeled on the floor and began to submissively suck his grand, pulsating penis and huge balls while he laughed softly in experience and casually stroked her fair hair.

“…The girl is subdued but not yet subjugated…”

She drew him ever more fiercely or energetically until his throat exhaled in the sexual reveal of pleasure and it was evident he had cum in her sweet, slippery mouth as Cecile swallowed then spluttered slimy creamy spunk but kept on slurping or sucking before he was iron once more.

Only then did he strip the maid utterly naked, placed her on her back upon the supple bed and splayed the girl’s delicate legs far apart then snapped at Rupert.

“…Come here…this is her subtle button of heaven and if you twist then tease it…”

Edwards skilled fingers sadistically but expertly tortured Cecile’s clitoris to make her whinny while Rupert’s golden head watched at the closest quarters and tried to see the tiny veiled nub as the slight girl writhed in apparent agony to orgasm before her slimy aromatic vagina sprayed him with the product of climactic female scent as Edward snapped

“…Rub the liquid into her anus…”

Rupert obeyed him quickly but inexpertly prior to the helpless innocent young woman being bent-over onto her knees once more; only then did Edward’s gross, black cock begin to gradually spear her tightest rear aperture until the male extended flesh was fully inside this foul place and she began to be gently but assuredly fucked.

He did not reach selfish gratification again immediately - although Cecile seemed to endlessly - before she was placed on her back and now roughly penetrated then sturdily fucked with such force and energy that everyone was totally overcome with the primitive passion of the raucous joining.

Edward finally ejaculated - as if only to break the spectacle - copious amounts of thick sperm inside her and ultimately sighed in satisfaction to the blushing Mistress of the house.

“…Now that is how it is done…come and lay on the bed and let your husband have you…while I advise or watch…do it now…!”

Emma drifted to the bed on the lightest most watery legs then - as if relieved to lose the pressure of walking - lay back meekly as Edward raised her fragile gown to clearly reveal her female treasure below while she shivered in expectation that finally her body would know the intimacy, mystery or perhaps ecstasy of real copulation.

She closed her eyelids to seek shelter from disgrace and waited but nothing whatsoever occurred and subsequently opened her bleary globes to see Rupert cowering in ignominy as Edward scowled at him in irascible temper.

“…You have obviously stroked your limp flesh to exhaustion already therefore have nothing left to offer and this being the case then you fully need to understand what happens when a man continues not to satisfy his own wife…”

Edward pulled Rupert almost brutally by his long blonde hair until the man’s flaxen head was between Cecile’s open thighs once more and pressed him down onto the flat, slimy, pungent mess.

“…Then another stronger man has her and he becomes cuckolded…before forever in his shame his mouth meekly licks the sickly seed of the better, sexually empowered male from her…like this!”

Almost naturally Rupert’s soft wet tongue then began to lap at the evocative, aromatic fluids in the maid’s fragile vagina or slimy anus as Emma watched transfixed sensing her own female folds salivating madly and as she did so her voice whispered to the confident if not temporarily arrogant Servant.

“Please ease this pressure inside me Edward please …it is so unfairly oppressive.”

The black male in reaction used his open palms to knead and spread his Mistress’s milky thighs asunder but restrained admirably from any unwarranted fornication or penetration.

Emma however still felt so desirous and deliciously rapacious as she dithered then waited for heaven but his voice expressed caution or reserve.

“Your husband is nearly finished with Cecile so let him try to relieve you and if not I will assist but please understand that there is a vast social void between us and we have to keep our professional distance, Miss…”

In seconds she felt Rupert’s uncertain fingertips trying haplessly or hopelessly to find her concealed inner rise of bliss - causing her vexation - but to no avail or purpose before Edward pushed him away with increasing exasperation.

Only then she was surely in experienced hands as her Servant took full command or control and in seconds Emma’s mind and body convulsed into a raging fire on his copper fingertips which surely drove her to almost instant physical glory as he chuckled in gratification at his Mistress’s obvious orgasm.

“…Your husband will proceed to jerk me over your pretty folds Miss before his mouth can then lick it off…and it will be a prescient warning what will happen if he fails to sate or satisfy you from this precise moment.”

Emma blinked then groaned because she was still glowing from sexual ecstasy and as she looked up saw her confused partner take hold of Edward’s enormous penis - although she had already transiently seen the promised land - disgracefully her body longed for this wondrous appendage to invade or pierce her innocent body but Rupert merely pulled at it ever more pathetically or frantically until inevitably it exploded huge wads of viscous sperm over her already sodden and exposed pussy.

Only then - just as Edward had instructed or predicted - did Rupert humiliatingly use his slick, languid tongue to suckle at the white dollops or deposits up as his ebony servant provided direction or instruction, while holding his cranium, where precisely to press that would provide the necessary pressure to Emma until unbelievably her skin and delicate bones trembled to much required ecstasy once more.

Finally Rupert was released from this humbling torture and his manservant smiled broadly at him as if he was simply being helpful in all of this debauchery.

“As you requested Sir, you understand something about the ways between men and women; so please leave… as Cecile and I need some privacy as we have much more to undertake and do.”

Emma was reluctant to depart at first but, exhaustedly and eventually, she pulled herself up like a Lady - as best she could in the circumstances - and then walked out with her giddy husband to their own room where they crept into bed and were asleep almost before their woozy heads hit the soft, goose-feather pillows.

The following day everyone pretended as if the events of the previous night never transpired because their black servant and delicious French maid returned to their dutiful roles; Edward doting on Rupert while Cecile was ever attentive to Emma as always and the honeymoon couple could more certainly move forward together without any undue guilt or introspection

However the tense night of the first bedtime after the fateful evening before revealed a problem as, although Rupert tried manfully to consummate the marriage, the miserable man failed utterly and Emma did not allow him to fiddle further with her needy body because it was obvious her husband did not know what he was doing in any way, shape or form.

All the desirous girl could think about was what she had seen or sensed so recently, depravedly but amazingly and the frustration inside her - after now understanding what an orgasm was - built up in her pretty dark head like a pressurised dam about to spectacularly burst through the creaking, crumbling walls of misplaced morality that contained it.

Both husband and wife therefore went back into their cosseted shells for temporary salvation or safety before - perhaps ill-advisedly - Rupert began furtively  dressing up in female lingerie once again when visiting Cecile’s room in the afternoons where he could secretly further indulge his irresponsible, irresistible propensities in this regard.

By the end of the longest fraught week after Edward’s powerful, insidious exhibition of fornication and while dressing his Master in a tight corset and bloomers - which he wore daily under his male clothes - Rupert spoke to his dependable manservant one morning with an uncertain edge to his tone.

“My wife is putting me under real pressure Edward; as unfortunately, even with your demonstration or input, I have not been able to manage…”

Rupert dithered in some visible disturbance.

“….To make love to her and…and…I wondered…?”

His glazed blue eyes flickered increasingly anxiously as he averted the servant’s open gaze and stared out of the window to the furthest oceanic horizon.

“…Would you do it for me please…?”

He garbled on in truly insane explanation as if what he said was plausible.

“…My mother unreasonably expects my wife to be pregnant when we return and I cannot let her down.”

The mature man shook his head sadly but with demonstrable certainty.

“No Sir…such an act would require a definitive or permanent alteration in our living circumstances while you are here and in all honour…I could not ask that of you.”

Rupert was - as always - mixed up and feeling the endless heavy burden of his title or high position in the universe as he complained

“Tell me what I would need to do…please explain?”

Edward’s eyes were cold dark steel as he hissed.

“I cannot Sir…what has gone by…it is already too much!”

His Master was suddenly beside himself and raised his already elevated voice.

“Edward, I am the honourable Lord Shackleton and must command you in this unsavoury regard…I have to make this sacrifice for my mother and family’s sake… now detail what it is we need to adjust as mercifully in this distant environment we are well way from prying eyes and what transpires will not affect my other life in England.”

His manservant leaned back as if he was a reed that had been twisted then turned by the strongest wind or tide before gently patting the taut bodice around flushed Rupert while watching him squirm as he whispered but tried not to reveal his inner - but possibly devious - emotions or purpose.

“If such an event occurred with the Mistress then unfortunately I would be the Master of the house until you left France and further to this… especially given your special inclinations you must learn to be the maid along with all that entails.”

The blonde man shivered and cried out in understandable despair.

“That’s impossible…outrageous…!”

Rupert’s mind and pulse were racing however in a dangerous rage or impulse as he asked a question to take him further along the slipperiest of paths.

“…How would it work?”

Edward sighed as if the answer was obvious.

“Cecile will train you thoroughly and once I am happy with your service, in your female role as servant of the home, then you will fulfil her duties while she has a fortnight’s holiday at double pay…”

Rupert was rapidly dissolving as he continued with this utter madness.

“…And I will require a further letter of authority naturally… but I can already see it is much too heavy a burden for you to bear so I think it best if we carry on as we are.”

They said nothing further because of Rupert’s obvious fevered almost rabid reaction to the possible future before him; but then the decadent or pernicious idea rattled around his unbalanced often perverse head all day and that very afternoon when he was with slight Cecile he whispered to her as if they were friends.

“Did Edward say anything about what we discussed together?”

She nodded and concealed the faintest trace of a smile.

“Of course Sir but he mentioned that it was clear you weren’t interested.”

He was dressed in delicate bloomers with frilly lace trim with an equally divine slip and felt seductively and femininely alive if not brave suddenly.

“But if I was?”

Her lips parted slightly in caution.

“Then I would certainly assist you to be a French housemaid and subsequently understand our difficult role Sir…but the tuition would have to be as an equal…”

She handed him a piece of paper then unexpectedly but presumptuously stroked his fine blonde hair as if in empathy or seduction.

“…Edward has prepared this small innocuous list of conditions as he sensed you were conflicted and that if you decide to go ahead then there is a pen and pad on my desk where you can write while I take the liberty of preparing your uniform.”

Rupert quickly scanned the detailed terms of the proposed bargain then shivered at the exact disturbing wording but - as if mercurially compelled to do so - he began to make his mark on the blank paper until the letter was completed most diligently before finally he looked at Cecile and murmured weakly.

“It is done.”

Cecile smiled dryly in correction.

“It is done…Miss…you are my trainee if you now wish to proceed?”

Rupert blinked meekly but it seemed he had already fallen much too far to climb back to the higher, less precarious ground and merely bent his head then sighed in humble tones.

“Yes Miss what should I do?”

Cecile laughed brightly at his easy submission.

“Well, let’s call you Eloise before I bathe then dress you in the sublime uniform of a French maid until the Master arrives here.”

Suddenly if not inexplicably Rupert was in her small hot tub while this manipulative  but unnervingly confident girl perfumed the water with heady scents then placed her fragile hand in the froth formed and held his tiny penis between the pale thighs below her button nose as she simpered in relative glee.

“Oh my, Eloise how divinely petite you are…I see for certain that you’re doing the right thing as you can’t possibly satisfy a wife with this and I can tell how the Mistress longs for Edward to take her...”

At her uncalled for comment or aside he became uncomfortably stiff before disgracing himself further by dirtily ejaculating in the foaming water to her skilled touch and the disturbing thoughts of his wife’s infidelity as Cecile giggled teasingly.

“…Oh my Eloise…you are agitated…now let me relieve you once more as I want you to be completely flat when we put this in frilly bloomers and the fluted short ruffled skirts of your new position in the house.”

As if he was already lost, his flesh swiftly spurted again to her tortuous manipulation of his mind and minute genitals before this girl wiped him dry, applied cheap fragrance to his shaking pale skin and then exquisitely - piece by piece or item by item - carefully put on the lowly outfit of a serving girl that without question caused his formerly repressed female instincts to ignite if not visibly flame.

Mercifully however - as his inherent penile or masculine instinct had been sated - when he was fully prepared and his eyes looked at his reflection within the elegant mirror, while wearing the provocative dress with a white pinafore over and sensual undergarments below, Rupert then saw he incredibly, impossibly had somehow become a cute female French maid.

Cecile promptly applied make-up and some colour to his already naturally feminised face then painted his soft lips and flicked the man’s long, shining hair until the reflected image in the sheer glass was ever more sensual or effeminate causing trembling Rupert to be almost overcome in palpitations or excitement.

Then the door opened in a small gust of cool air before enigmatic Edward walked in and smiled in gratification at the show put on by his supposed white Master.

“Now who have we here?”

Cecile sighed then giggled slyly.

“It is Eloise Sir…a trainee maid.”

What was left of Rupert’s ego or pride weakly handed him the relevant sentences of authority that had been demanded and the man read them carefully then sat on the edge of the bed which he soon patted with the flat of his hand and muttered commandingly.

“Come here Girl and kneel down…”

Rupert went to him where the recently promoted man stroked his radiant blonde hair as he squatted before Edward who began running surprisingly soft copper hands over his bright red lips.

“…Aren’t you a pretty maid…”

As if hypnotised Eloise allowed himself to be gently placed over Edward’s thick thighs at which point the servant raised the skirt or frilly petticoat layers then lowered the bloomers before smacking the revealed plump creamy flesh smartly as Rupert whimpered while his Master grumbled tartly.

“…You must now do exactly as told or you can be sure this will be beaten in the firmest correction…!”

The male spirit of Rupert was subsequently broken in mere strict seconds and after he had been beaten further and most soundly the man in female clothing eventually kneeled submissively before Edward who laughed at this enormous reversal of fortune but kept on with this entertaining game.

“…You know what is expected of a maid in service…?”

The present yet former Lord Rupert looked up in shock and gasped for mercy.

“I can’t Sir.”

Edward chuckled dismissively then placed his longest finger in Rupert’s mouth and watched him suck it instinctively before smiling at this basest of impulses.

“Of course you can Eloise…now get on with it and tend to your obligations; as I will do mine shortly with the Mistress.”

Reluctantly at first, Rupert slowly, gingerly removed the man’s male growing flesh from inside the expensive material of the luxurious trousers then anxiously took it into his slightly parted mouth - without any other coercion or direction - as Edward sighed then lightly stroked the golden aromatic hair below him as if providing encouragement.

“…Enjoy this Eloise before the Mistress has it inside her…”

The black man’s cock was soon gently fucking his gaping mouth and the inner undeniably girlish Rupert tried to deny the divisive fact he had privately longed for this fetid thrill or experience as his libido surged and the precious Lord’s senses felt the male flesh rapidly building then growing inside the wet oral cavity.

The sensation for him was indescribably wicked but surely privately delightful to his genteel submissive nature as his servant’s thick flesh built and built towards inevitable release before on the edge of this explosion Rupert spluttered shamefully.

“How do you know Emma will go along with my plan and comply?”

Edward held the fragile and giddy head of his former Superior in the vice of tight steely ebony fingers before increasing the pace of his hips and subsequently shuddering then rudely pouring vast amounts of semen between his recent Master’s pretty lips and gurgling in delight.

“You leave that to me, Eloise…now keep drawing my cock because I can tell without a shadow of doubt that you sorely want to do the splendid task all over again…”

Cecile - as if only to assist - pressed or cajoled Rupert’s giddy cranium in sordid direction while Eloise obediently sucked the hardness again before the maid promptly joined with him on the floor where the young French girl demonstrated again how to dutifully tease pr please the mysterious male appendage.

Soon it spontaneously erupted to her efforts while Rupert swallowed the deceptively sweet nectar in large gulps prior to Edward pushing him away and exhaling tiredly.

“…I will speak to the Mistress while you will remain with Cecile who will continue your instruction or education in your chosen holiday profession and you will serve throughout this evening when your wife and I will have dinner in style before she can finally savour the honeymoon night she deserves and has unreasonably missed to date.”

Rupert stared at him in confusion or possible hatred as if barely believing the events - as they flowed - were all a fetid product or part of his own peculiar creation and devilish, imaginative design as he gushed

“How long will I have to remain as a maid?”

Edward gazed at him with cold unreadable dark eyes and smiled drolly.

“That is up to you Eloise but if you honour your agreement or truly wish me to instruct and service the Mistress then you need to know, appreciate and fully accept your role and place in our subversive but separated little world.”

Rupert nodded timidly as if hesitantly realising there seemed no other option but to continue in this inglorious direction or matter.

Then, while remaining on bended knees, his former servant departed but presumptuously Cecile took his imperious place directly above him before raising the hem of her white pinafore and dark dress then purposely opening her slight thighs before laughing teasingly.

“Pull my soft drawers down and lick me Eloise….as I need you to become far more informed than you are in this regard…”

In some ongoing panic Rupert tugged at the smooth fragrant material of the underwear then pressed his soft liquid tongue to her subtle feminine line before licking at the yielding, moist flesh until eventually - under her sure guidance - he began to gradually tell where the elusive clitoral nub was.

Then eventually or inexorably under this strident, strict female, Cecile impossibly shivered to some semblance of finality before they stripped each other down to their underwear and lay limply on the bed - lying like two innocent nymphs - where Cecile produced a small phallic-shaped ivory toy then gushed quietly in enthusiasm or practicality.

“…Now Bend over, Eloise…it’s time for more adventure!”

……

Emma had been in turmoil for the many days since she had witnessed the foul depravity between Edward and the cheap but pretty blonde maid.

It truly bemused her how she had foolishly allowed herself to become some small part of this base voyeurism or primal insanity but although their was a tinge of regret in her soul it was submerged between an irresistible urge to repeat the processes and go even further into exploring her own emerging sexuality.

She had tried to broach the subject with her enigmatic black Servant but he sensibly if not irritatingly had ignored the elephantine but unspoken issue - even while outrageously patting her bottom now and then for some lunatic attempt of correction due to Emma’s constant haranguing of him - and in the past few days the girl had taken to try and let Edward see her in her corset or slips as if to re-ignite the sullied interest he had previously shown.

Once more that very afternoon, her blooming, curvaceous body was only covered by the restrictive contraption that would hold her waist so tightly along with sweet bloomers below and when she saw her distant servant walking nearby she called to him almost innocently.

“Come and tie up the back Edward would you, Cecile has gone missing…?”

The black mature man quickly and helpfully reached her side and as his hands began to pull the cord on the already taut piece of clothing she whimpered softly.

“…I have been thinking again about the other evening, Edward…”

He had already fastened the necessary knots or ties and without realising what she was doing Emma’s body bent forward until her covered bottom was instinctively pressing on the front on his expensive black trousers as her voice whined.

“…You must truly think badly of me?”

As if already reading the dangerous situation expertly the experienced serving male took hold of her slim hips and let the woman push her hidden sexuality against his already erect flesh because he was not completely immune to the girl’s feminine charms as he sighed.

“Not at all Mistress…many marriages have an accommodation where the wives wish for lovers as their husbands are…how can we say…?”

He was play-fucking her softly now with Emma’s full co-operation.

“…Ineffectual…precisely as the Master is and being part of a modern cuckold couple is nothing to be ashamed of…”

His hands held her close to his iron cock now so her body could revel in the insidious pressure and she shivered in lust as he went on.

“…In fact The Master has a request for you…”

Edward sensed Emma’s youthful frailty or weakness then pushed her thighs apart to gain a certain involuntary traction as he continued to press against her soft backside.

“…It is that he surprisingly wishes to dress up and play the female maid in the house while I illuminate you in full regard of the physical relations between a husband and his wife…”

The virginal but distinctly distracted girl felt as if her head would detonate at any second because she sorely craved for the never before sensed feeling of sordid penetration and bent her dark head as he continued.

“…So if this appeals then I would advise that you readily accept his façade or deviance when he meets you as Eloise; merely treat him like any serving maid and agree fully that you will succumb to the honeymoon night with me that you should have experienced with your husband.”

Emma’s musical voice gasped in disbelief at such an improper or unimaginable suggestion.

“Oh Edward that’s so…”

His fingertips purposely ran over the subtle curves of her bottom and provided the most divine pressure to her emerging libidinous senses.

“…Decadent…”

Her breath was laboured and irresponsibly she cried out for resolution.

“…Undo the laces Edward and do it now…now… now…now!”

The man could literally feel Emma’s sexual desire and slowly untied the laces to relieve the close capture of her torso by the whalebone skeleton of the corset but as his hand slipped inside her accessible bloomers and squeezed her rear flesh he sighed diplomatically.

“I will need a letter from you permitting this indiscretion, Mistress.”

She was already slippery on his fingertips as they slid along her surging female crease and therefore in this state of unrequited excitement she surrendered utterly and without regard for any possible consequences.

“Just do what you did last time; dictate what you require and I will write anything….”

The man had found her secret spot hidden in her female folds and the rise to heaven seemed perfectly divine as she lewdly lowered the frilly underwear and whimpered.

“…Anything!”

Emma promptly climaxed after a few illicit sublime minutes then - in some state of euphoria - put pen to paper to provide the security from retribution Edward required and she then sat on the bed but scandalously did not bother to hide her nakedness as if inviting him to illicit further damage as her mind whirled in carnal thought.

“Will you do everything to me you did to Celeste?”

His dark eyes glinted in promise.

“Of course Mistress and given your express direction, will proceed to treat you like a Whore…”

He moved to her side and stroked Emma’s dark hair as she vibrated slightly like a harmonious chord on a lyre.

“…Nowadays for any Lady to get on and rise the highest social ladder…she naturally needs to know how to be a Whore!”

The girl’s delicate hand pressed the bulge in his trousers before her head bent down to allow her lips to kiss it softly as she sighed.

“You have your licence…let me sample a brief sensation Edward…I want to taste you…and have dreamed about it incessantly since seeing you with the creative and prurient Cecile!”

He laughed at her growing immorality and allowed the patently pure woman to remove his thick erection from the confines of the trousers and then let it pulsate wildly in her palms but as she made to take it in her salivating lips he presciently held her back from the full oral act and grumbled.

“Not in there yet, Emma…but you may rub me off over your pretty face and then sense the male juices that will define your future from now…because after tonight I doubt you will be off the cock or scent of a man for long…”

She ignore this cutting slight then cupped his gross balls in her hands and drew the thin skin of the penis back and forward as she shivered while he spoke of her perverse future.

“…Because I understand you are expected to have lots of children?”

As if getting lost within his prediction, Edward let his quarry work his primed masculinity until before long it anointed her comely glowing cheeks with mountainous spurts and thick wads of sperm then stared in interest as she licked the precious white slimy elixir off her plump lips before theatrically flopping back onto the sheets of the bed and sighing in delirium.

“…I’m sorely undone Edward…but do not care… when we dine together tonight at 8p.m I will of course be a Lady but when in the bedroom I shall from now on indubitably become the woman of ill-repute and attempt to fulfil my female promise or purpose…”

Her servant nodded, put his reducing leaking penis back in the trousers and walked towards the door as she giggled quietly.

“…You may send young Eloise to tend me along with Cecile when ready…as I will prepare for dinner shortly.”

Emma dozed for a while in her euphoric and satisfied state but looked up when she heard a slight cough and drew herself up onto her arms and stared in silent wonder at Rupert dressed in the uniform of a French maid because most bizarrely the feminised appearance somehow most weirdly suited him.

She naturally recognised it was her husband but accepted his revealed lurid inclinations or cravings especially as it thus provided the opportunity for her to indulge her own and Emma’s lips smiled as if relishing the adult game to be shortly enacted.

“Ah Eloise my maid…have you a message from my husband?”

The apparent blonde girl before her curtsied politely but inelegantly and whispered in a strangely high-pitched tone.

“Yes Miss…he has left town for a while and has asked that another take his place or part in the bedroom!”

Emma made the immediate effort to appear shocked but then shrugged her shoulders ambivalently.

“Then I shall accept his request…and the guilt that follows will be upon him for he will be forever cuckolded and live in my shadow…”

She felt her body indecently thrill to the depraved theatre now evolving and played her provocative part to perfection.

“…Now fetch Cecile and she will demonstrate how to prepare me…”

The normal maid soon joined them and a bath was then run, clothing prepared before over many hours Emma was cleansed, perfumed and then covered in a luxurious soft tailored dress before she admired herself in the mirror and addressed her husband with authority.

“…Put my honeymoon gown on the bed Eloise as I wish to look divine because I surely intend to become a woman tonight.”

She watched her husband shudder visibly as he placed the ivory, luxurious, satin negligee over the pristine sheets and her mind wondered if he had actually climaxed in the sensual drawers he was wearing as if disgracefully wishing for her impending faithless indiscretion.

It seemed that Rupert was increasingly lost in his lewd fantasy world as he curtsied again while Emma looked almost amused at his timid, verbal response.

“Now you are ready I have to go and help prepare the table Miss…the Master is waiting for you in the lounge for drinks.”

His wife then came to his side and theatrically brushed an imaginary speck of dust off the frilly skirt as she smiled in appreciation of her husband’s developing compulsions.

“You are a Good Girl Eloise…and can attend me this evening when I change for my night with Edward and closely watch my descent into fornication….”

This time, the fact that Rupert had reached his fetid sullied glory was obvious as his hand could be clearly seen below his hem to provide the necessary foul pressure as she howled in amusement.

“….Bad Girl Eloise….go now and I will see you later.”

Rupert finished his masturbation quickly then with wet underwear reported to the kitchen where under direction from the head chef - who naturally did not realise who this maid was - he assisted as best he could while trying to avoid the portly, slightly drunk Frenchman attempting to pinch his teasingly decorated bottom all of the time.

Then he served in the dining room where Edward was dressed in an immaculate black suit while Emma looked almost regal in her intricate soft white gown and they feasted on duck with fine wine before in due course the black male spoke to his companion firmly.

“It is time, let Eloise prepare you and I will be up to the room after I have sampled brandy on the terrace…”

She rose up calmly then walked to him and allowed his large hand to pat her flat belly through the thin material of the delicate clingy dress.

“…It is good you have eaten well because you will need the energy shortly.”

Emma bent down and pressed her lips to his then whispered loudly enough for Eloise to hear.

“Do not tarry Sir….I have waited long enough to become informed or educated as a woman!”

When she reached the bedroom it was hard for her to decide who was the more nervous - Cecile was busy in the kitchen - because her husband, as the new maid, was all of a fluster while helping her undress and after she had washed he helped his Mistress put on the extravagant divine nightgown with nothing else on below.

Surprisingly for Emma, where she had normally been bashful or reticent in showing Rupert her body as a married couple, in his comely guise as a female menial it felt commonplace or almost natural as if they were working towards a communal goal and when she looked necessarily divine her face softened then smiled at him.

“You are permitted to stay and watch, Eloise; as what I do is necessary and will surely bring us closer together…”

Her earthy eyes were glazed or distant.

“…Your mother insists that I be with child and as…”

Emma’s sensual pouting lips curled acidly at his feminine and lowly state.

“…You are clearly not up to the task then, as Edward has explained…”

They both seemed to tremble in debased unison.

“…I must presume to truly cuckold you which I understand is the social norm although…”

The expression she presented masked her true feelings.

“…It does not make me love you less for your failures as a husband and the weakness you display to scandalously dress up as my girlish maid…”

She giggled quietly.

“…In truth I find your effeminate façade quite appealing and to be frank we seem to spend a more productive time together in this surreal fashion…”

Emma stopped brushing her silky dark hair and rose up to her feet from the soft stool at the ornate dressing table when she heard her ebony lover’s footsteps on the treads of the stairs then addressed Rupert tartly.

“…Now be a good obedient Girl and remember…”

Her very bones were shaking in fevered anticipation as she gasped.

“…This is indubitably all your fault…and I am utterly dishonouring myself merely for you, your family name and the sake of our marriage!”

Rupert was about to reply - as if he had something to add - when the door burst open and Edward strode commandingly into the room then addressed Emma as if he was truly her Master and not the servant.

“Undress me…and give the clothing to the maid to hang up…”

She obliged instantly and after struggling with the shoes, jacket then white shirt found the trousers and then shorts simpler to remove and suddenly the sturdy black male was stark naked as Eloise straightened the items and put them tidily on a hanger as his former aide spoke further. 

“…Good…I will treat you as a wife and an innocent tonight so kneel and examine the male equipment that you must become familiar and well-versed with…if not skilled in its handling.”

Emma fell to her knees as if unable to hold the weight of her body in this drama and took the already expanding male flesh within her fingers as she whimpered.

“…I thought you were going to beat me first Sir…?”

She inhaled his musky, earth scent and automatically let her tongue lick the rounded tip of the emerging enormous cock as she simpered.

“…I am prepared Sir…as I realise I have to be illuminated and trained in such vital matters.”

His palm stroked her dark hair and almost naturally the tip of his spear of production entered her pert lips as he leaned back then savoured her oral capitulation and laughed.

“There is no sequence or rush and as you are aware of what is entailed then I wish you to explore a man…because I foretell you will be doing this each night you remain here…”

Her mouth had moved to taste then suckle his full soft sac and heavy balls as he grumbled.

“…You do wish to be with child don’t you…and must welcome every opportunity until you are accomplished at seducing men and opening your legs to take their essence at will…?”

The sheer odour and obvious virility of Edward was overpowering to her dignified senses and in minutes she was sucking this thick hard flesh in her mouth and feeling the indecent peak of it at the back of her throat as his hips swayed in involuntary motion.

“…That’s good Emma…now prepare for sampling sperm on your refined palate as this is just the beginning for you…!”

She was by now trapped and helpless as the iron penis moved seamlessly and ever more quickly between her salivating lips while her lover or tutor exhaled almost painfully - in the secret thrill of conquest - just before a veritable fountain of sickly fluid spurted into her mouth which was swiftly swallowed because there was no other option left available to the confounded, flighty wife.

Edward then captured her head in his firm hands and held Emma fast as he hissed.

“…Keep drawing me Girl and learn your servile place in the world of men!”

The young woman was way too disoriented to speak or think properly and acted merely on feminine instinct as she held the male appendage on her inner mouth or active tongue then privately surged to the fact it soon began to swell once more to her eager attentions before incredibly it was at full attention on her lips as she looked up and smiled most virtuously.

“Am I doing this right Sir?”

With that deliciously feeble remark and now fully primed, Edward dragged Emma by the hair to the bed, placed her over his knee - as if she were a feather - and then very gradually raised the decorated frilly hem of the silk gown until it was bunched around her slim waist as he laughed.

“No drawers! It seems as if you are already as a wife needs to be; regarding being available at all times to her husband or lovers.”

She wailed as his palm ran over her warm flesh.

“What do you mean lovers?”

He chuckled and began to slap her flesh softly as Emma’s head lowered in automatic submission while feeling the energy drain from her body.

“A woman that cuckolds her husband needs to enjoy a variety of admirers…”

The movement of his busy hand became faster and more punishing as he explained the future for her as if it had been pre-ordained.

“...Discretely of course but you do wish to do your duty as a woman and a wife?”

She was breathless but managed to whisper.

“Yes…yes…of course!”

He smacked her brutishly until the warm white flesh glowed brightly crimson and then let his fingers glide between her ass cheeks and settle on the virginal sliver below before twisting the flat folds of flesh and encouraging the female slit to leak profusely as he sighed.

“Come here Eloise…and lick your Mistress’s backside.”

Emma heard a movement and then the sensation of a soft sodden tongue on her anal cavity as she wailed in fear.

“Oh Edward…I am frightened…you are so huge and I’m so delicate or tight there.”

She could only see the carpeted floor as her husband made this impenetrable aperture saturated before powerful fingertips placed her over two firm cushions on the bed and she then felt him behind her as his voice murmured.

“…Take a deep breath Emma…this will hurt me more than it does you but be brave as normal husbands and superior men will want to ass-fuck their wives or girlfriends all the time…!”

A terrible scream of outrage erupted from her throat as the hardness pressed and pushed until the natural resistance there was breached and then, inch by excruciating inch, this monstrous appendage was forced inside this narrowest of passages before - with a final sadistic thrust - it was fully compacted inside her as she wailed.

Edward subsequently took hold of her hips and held the tender body up as very gently he began to move while she whinnied then cried as if she was a young skittish Mare that did not wish to be broken in.

Then, after the initial agony and terror, inexplicably the solidity began to slide within her rear walls as Emma spread her thighs, buried her head into the covers of the bed and started to almost gasp in disbelief.

“Oh Edward…I can feel it…oh my goodness…I can really feel it…”

She tried to clench her soft buttocks around the rigidity but the unused muscles were not reactive as she muttered darkly.

“…Harder…harder…fuck…it’s so…so…”

Words failed Emma as suddenly she understood what it meant to be in the power of a strident, rapscallion man as he began to fuck her bottom while her form just pressed back to meet his force as if she was the nail and him the divine hammer until her mind seemed to relax and give in to the inherent female desire for depravity that had been deeply hidden inside her sainted soul.

The fetid process was brief but seemed to last forever until inevitably she felt the reveal of his balls contracting on her bottom and then the rush of warm milky liquid in her foulest passage and she shivered then shuddered in a mixture of shame or ecstasy because privately Emma had enjoyed this interaction more than her ladylike affect could ever dare to admit.

Edward let her collapse onto the pristine white covers to recover and she eventually relaxed on her back then opened her eyes from revelling in the ecstasy of her secret climax and to Emma’s shock saw her pathetic husband on his knees and wiping her lover’s cock with a towel and warm water before the man leaned back then gurgled.

“Now it is clean Eloise…you may suck it to prominence or power again as my new bride surely needs further instruction.”

To Emma’s disbelief her puerile husband seemed less than reticence at this obtuse command because his painted lips licked, lapped then wrapped around the wet flesh before he was surely sucking it as Edward patted his blonde cranium and grinned condescendingly.

“…What a good Little Maid you are…now continue for a while, then get fruit and wine from the kitchen as Emma and I are in need of some nourishment…”

While she watched, Eloise began to draw him ever more earnestly as if wishing or dirtily entreat the explosion of male ejaculate while the intuitive man sensed his base need and held him fast.

“…Dirty Girl…although I have to refuse this evening but there will be other opportunities for you to feast on this divisive produce…now…”

His hand pulled Rupert roughly from his now inflamed cock as he spoke dismissively.

“…Get the food and drink!

Emma watched him come to the side of the bed where her legs and crotch were exposed and spilt asunder as she glared at Edward meekly.

“You are desperately cruel to Rupert…to dishonour him like this.”

Edward simpered lowly and let his fingertips run through her already matted pubic hair and teased her clitoral button causing her to whine like a needy, greedy animal.

“You concern yourself too much; Eloise craves his ignominy and disgrace just as you yearn for sensation and the desire to become an experienced woman...”

The emerging yearning in her body was increasingly unbearable as she spread her creamy thighs instinctively further and simply listened while her eyes closed as if to mask her physical need.

“…Or would you deny this and ask me to stop…I will if you wish it as we have not as yet gone too far?”

Emma reached out to hold his stiff black cock then surged as it pulsed with life in her fine fingertips and made the girl whisper an obvious truth.

“You have taken my mouth and bottom and you know full well I search for knowledge and completion…do not let me wait Edward…please…I want to understand the pain or pleasure of my vagina being full of a dominant man…!”

He smiled slyly and placed the head of his penile power directly over Emma’s female line and she held onto the stiffness then drew it purposefully towards her entrance as she groaned.

“…Please Edward…fuck me….like you did Cecile treat me just as you did her.”

The masculine flesh slid just inside the moist folds of soft yielding womanly flesh as he purposely held back and tortured her.

“Like a common Whore?”

Her hips reflexively reached up to greet him and encourage the length inside her tight virginal walls as she hissed.

“Am I not already a Whore…fuck me…?”

He was inside her in a sudden motion which made her instantly quiver then scream but where the anal penetration was problematical, this time the divine hardness slid within the internal passage so easily until her natural muscles clenched around it and found the experience immediately wondrous as her voice gasped.

“…Oh Edward truly I am undone….I never realised it could be like this…!”

Her delicate thighs wrapped around his sturdy back - as his motion became faster if not brutal - that soon caused wave after blissful wave of climatic expectation then hormonal glory for young Emma.

But he kept on and on until she sensed him beginning to enter the final madness when finally the young woman opened her eyelids to see her hapless husband dressed as a lowly maid looking on and rubbing under his skirt almost as furiously as she was being rutted so filthily causing her lips to spit at him.

“…You are cuckolded Rupert….Cuckolded…oh oh…fuck….fuck…I am so full…”

She exhaled with incredulity or was it celebration.

“…I am without doubt a Woman…”

Her lover withdrew from her increasingly sodden softness as she was leaking white fluid like a sieve while whimpering in rapture.

“…Definitely, a Woman!”

Edward and Emma then shared food or wine on the bed while Eloise served then looked on and once the new wife had caught her breath then re-gathered some sexual energy she cheekily poured red wine on the man’s inky penile flesh and began to lick then suck it to prominence once more.

Then when sexually proud she allowed him to lay back on the bed while her body straddled his before her sodden pussy was then positioned to take the rigidity again and Emma determinedly sat on the male thickness then shivered in the snugness as this confident black lover held her bottom in his palms and smiled dryly.

“You want it all the time now….most young women do once they lose the first sensations of fear.”

She shook her dark hair and started to move slowly on then against his delicious male force then grumbled while doing so.

“I do want this, Edward…without doubt… but am unsure if I could do this with another man…?”

The feeling in her head of lust or pleasure at this fornication seemed already addictive as her body drove her ever onwards towards heaven or Hades.

“…Will you help me…Oh Edward…I do adore this…”

He looked up and eased her passage to glory as Emma shuddered on his steely cock then sat down hard then harder on him as if never wishing to lose the sensation of tightness inside her body as she screamed in apparent agony.

“…Cum again Edward…please….from above and pound me onto the bed.”

He chuckled then tweaked her thin puffy nipples which increased her further sensual and divine suffering.

“I will…then let Eloise lick you clean as he must to compound his shame.”

She nodded - only thinking about her own selfish craving - as he pulled her tangled moist hair then made Emma kneel before his force and screwed her salivating pussy almost savagely from behind.

Her body fell forward in subjugation or ecstasy until inevitably she was filled to the brim of semen once more as Edward pulled away and gestured to Rupert crudely.

“Use your tongue Cuckold….and taste your wife and the life to come!”

In utter debasement that is precisely what Rupert did and in this frilly female façade his mouth eagerly cleaned the foul apertures of his new bride until she murmured in fetid satisfaction to Edward as if her husband was an invisible phantom of the past.

“I understand things much more clearly now…thank you!”

Her liquid bones settled on the bed as if in search of much needed rest and contemplation while the former servant whispered to Eloise wearily.

“You may leave now as Emma and I have more to enjoy or discover…Cecile is waiting with further instruction for you… but be back here at 7a.m precisely to begin your daily duties.”

With those words of dispatch traumatised Rupert wandered unsteadily towards the door while his wife watched him for a moment before the dark rapacious lover was over then above her.

As his stiff erection slid inside the taut female walls so deliciously, Emma’s mind did not dwell at all about her perverse husband any longer because - as Edward had alluded to - there was so much more for them to explore and relish about this curious frolic or diversion of base intimacy and the multitude of mercurial ways regarding the obvious joys of procreation.

……

When Rupert reached Cecile’s room he was in a most disturbed state; his glazed eyes had just witnessed his new bride being deflowered by this filthy but disarmingly cultured black servant and he wanted to blame Emma alone for this faithless act but without question this foul disloyalty had been more his weakness or even personal inspiration.

The fresh memories were however imprinted on his dizzy brain and Rupert hated the agonising fact he was now so humiliatingly cuckolded but the wetness in his sensual drawers were sullied, soiled evidence of how much he had furtively revelled in the depraved spectacle of Emma’s descent from virginity or marital grace.

Of course a large part of him wanted to stop this madness immediately then break the oath to his servant - that he had put to paper - about the deviant requests made of him, but Rupert decided as it was too late that evening for rash decisions and that it was preferable to take stock in the morning then see how matters played out over coming days because he was after all a man of his word.

Cecile was wearing a soft, comely brocade nightgown and brushing her lustrous blonde hair when he walked in then sat wearily or casually on the bed - as if they were friends - but her words to him were instantly curt and brusque.

“No time to dawdle, Girl…uniform off and hang it up…”

Rupert obeyed her sharp instruction swiftly, as if such matters of domestic etiquette between them were natural, but the maid saw the fouled drawers as he removed them and scolded him fiercely.

“…What a Bad Girl you are Eloise…”

She picked the despoiled item up then closely examined the ignominious creamy deposits he had produced and sighed drolly.

“…I take it you have surely enjoyed yourself; you can clean them tomorrow but now have a quick bath and put on the pretty, cerise chemise I have left for you in the room.”

He quivered at her ongoing unsettling confidence or authority and whispered almost in reflex.

“Yes Miss!”

In a few minutes he was cleansed, fragrant and wearing the comforting short feminine gown she had put out then stood limply beside Cecile who then pressed and balanced him over her knees before gently raising the material of the fine clothing and murmuring lowly as her fingers took his limp flesh and squeezed it.

“You are patently spent here which is fine for my purposes because we sorely need to now develop on what we began earlier.”

Rupert gasped because this slight girl had secretly - he could never admit such a fact to anyone - cruelly inserted a lengthy, slimy wax candle in his backside most recently and his mouth gasped because he sensed it in her hand now as his voice whimpered in ongoing concern or trepidation.

“Please Miss…I don’t like this.”

She slapped his rear flesh until it glowed red and laughed casually.

“Of course you do; I already know you like sucking a man’s penis and soon this other access will be used to provide pleasure as well as your mouth...”

His denials or whines fell on deaf female ears as the girl used abundant viscous oils to gradually knead then widen his anal aperture until it was utterly slippery and Cecile could slide the whole candle inside to its full penetration at which point she patted his smooth milky bottom condescendingly then sighed in satisfaction.

“…Good…now put this around my hips...”

Her hands raised the material of her pretty princess slip - adorned with butterfly lace frills - before pulling a leather-strapped contraption up her slender legs and she had Rupert buckle the dangerous device at the back with some breathless anxiety because there was an ivory bulbous phallus now sticking out from between her slender thighs as the maid gurgled.

“…Kneel down Eloise and suck it just like I am sure you and the Mistress did to Edward…..isn’t that correct…?”

The vacuous look in his baby-blue eyes betrayed the illicit truth as his lips began to suckle it before she stroked his golden hair and laughed.

“…Such a Dirty Girl…!”

She allowed this revered English Lord to disgrace himself for many minutes with his dripping mouth before most depravedly, Cecile had him kneel on the bed - where her hand further lubricated his ass - and then eased the thick, hard toy inside him most agonisingly before inevitably the girl gradually began to gently fuck her former Master who submitted to his debasement perhaps much more easily than he should have.

To Rupert’s surprise and ongoing dishonour or subjugation during this debased process, his misbehaving cock hardened reflexively - as if it had an independent filthy mind - and then spurted revealing viscous white fluid with an equal lack of control as her pace of fornication gradually increased.

She obviously noticed his instinctive reveal and stopped still for a moment which made him shudder - as the thickness was so snug inside his body - then simpered sarcastically.

“…Eloise you do like this!”

Rupert groaned in real shame because it seemed as if Cecile had already found his measure as her wiry body rutted him without mercy making him eventually jerk drops of sticky juice a second time until at last the demeaning ordeal was over and they both collapsed together in a scented, heady heap as he whimpered weakly.

“What must you think of me Cecile?”

In response she wiped a speck of sperm from the tip of his diminishing penis placed the semen on his lips then exhaled loudly to this apparent show of false abashment at what he most obviously craved.

“I think Eloise that under the new Master’s influence and direction we are all going to have a very interesting time!”

She then made him remove then clean the unnerving device around her hips before it was removed and he finally buried his flushed face between her warm thighs then subsequently used his increasingly educated tongue to bring the girl to sensual resolution, climax and eventual peace.

Sleep took them both until morning arrived with something of a rude awakening - as Rupert was used to relaxing in the early hours - because Cecile promptly kicked him out of the unexpectedly heated, comfortable bed before supervising his washing then the putting on of his waiting uniform until he once again appeared to be the perfect French maid.

As much a he tried to fight the sensations of private bliss - however many times he saw his reflection - the image of himself as a pretty and simple girl in service inflamed his innate senses causing the manhood under the skirts frills and finery to pulse then spurt incessantly and, as if Cecile could read his filthy brain, she simply gurgled at his inclinations or developing obsession.

“You are a Bad Girl Eloise…and if we had the time I would bend you over right now to administer suitable correction but our work awaits; now let me show you how to clean the underwear as this will be one of your duties while I train you…”

She slapped his bottom through the divine layers of female coverings.

“…But it is something to look forward to later!”

Rupert listened to the purposeful blonde domestic and was soon violently washing the underwear he had dirtied the previous night along with some of Cecile’s bloomers and it was not until just before 7.00a.m did he gently knock-on his former bedroom door and then enter inside as Cecile had done for so many recent weeks.

When he stood before the bed Edward then stared at him and to Rupert’s despair he could clearly see disturbing but obvious movements beneath the sheets and heard the revealing sounds of his wife’s groans because it was unfortunately clear she was being fucked in a spoon position by the odious black man while he smiled devilishly in delight at him

“Ah Eloise…we shall have breakfast on the terrace in an hour but you may prepare the Mistress’s bath but wait here while we finish our…

The utter Rascal or Scoundrel chuckled as the fetid energy under the sheets increased in tandem with Emma’s whimpers and whines.

“…Early-day exercise!”

Rupert opened the curtains to attempt to alter or change his unfortunate focus but tragically when he looked at the bed once more, his wife was now on her knees while the former manservant rutted her like some base dog as if this submissive demeaning position better suited her female nature or capricious mood at that moment.

They were clearly in no rush during this rude joining and most disconcertingly for the only viewer their bodies flowed almost elegantly until the white covers finally slipped away and Rupert’s wide blue eyes could surely witness Edward’s black monstrous flesh spearing his previously virginal wife before at last - with a final breathless flurry - vibrations or sounds of ecstasy or exultation were heard and they fell onto the feather mattress in temporary and demonstrable fatigue.

Emma at first ignored her new blonde maid completely, as she wearily drew her naked body over to this veracious black lover then gently but earnestly began to suckle his leaking flesh before speaking to him, as if she was bewitched.

“Oh Edward what a night…”

He surged slightly to her oral caress and deviance as she gurgled.

“…You are right…I never want to return to my virginal or ignorant state…and wish this illicit attention every day and night from now on.”

Her hands and lips skilfully teased or tortured the erect flesh until under this feminine assault and in the shortest time it spurted all over her moist white skin.

Only then did Edward eventually rise from the bed and walk over to trembling Rupert - who had just ignominiously fouled his drawers once again - as the omnipotent man stood over him then sighed.

“On your knees Eloise…I am dripping so suck and dry my flesh before I take my leave and then you can perform the same service to your Mistress while I wait, relax and look out at the day to come...”

As if living a nightmare Rupert drew the limp, sticky but still vibrant piece of pulsing flesh until almost miraculously but disquietingly it became alive or resurrected between his plump lips as the owner of this gargantuan example of manhood then stared at Emma in uncertain amusement.

“…Your pretty maid or Cuckold is feeling playful shall I anoint him…?”

The girl giggled as if intoxicated by her recent initiation or sordid experiences and nodded eagerly to his unreasonable suggestion.

“…Then I shall…open wide Eloise...open.”

Rupert helplessly perched himself up like a trained pet with his tongue rolling or lolling out as the man let the tip of his penis sit on the soft wetness until - with some gentle tugging or twisting - it erupted and smeared the new maid’s face with oodles of ejaculate before with a final meaningful draw from his fresh female servant the mature man shivered then put on a covering white robe and went to the terrace to await Emma and in time, a perfectly prepared breakfast.

Rupert theatrically stumbled over to his wife who stood up and embraced him in a spontaneous French kiss - as if to share his recent spoils - and then fell back mischievously onto the crumpled sheets with her thighs spread apart and grunted coarsely.

“Lick me clean Eloise…I am so impossibly full of his virulent seed…!”

Rupert, in his Maid’s façade, pressed his delicate head to her definitely smeared subtle cracks or crevices and started the filthy procedures as instructed; he of course wanted to detest this imposition but in dishonourable personal truth he found the undertaking privately pleasurable and used his tongue tenderly to sate his wicked wife as she sighed emotionally.

“…Oh Eloise…you are so useful…mmm…I’m so utterly sticky…lick me there…harder… deeper …fuck…”

He had never heard Emma swear before and wanted to gently chastise her for this unladylike mannerism but how could he under these absurd circumstances?

Therefore Rupert merely continued in his sordid demeaning obligations for the longest time by which point his woman was cleansed and then recovering from a perfectly divine climax under his clever tongue as she vibrated contentedly.

“…Tell the cook to start the breakfast and return with it in half an hour as I need time to settle then relax in fresh water…”

Rupert went to move but her voice stopped him in his tracks.

“…And place my black silk gown on the chair but nothing else because Edward has explained it is most fashionable for young women to be mostly naked around their lovers...”

Her husband almost winced in acute torment and Emma smiled cuttingly as if already learning to take pleasure in his pain.

“…Is there a problem, Eloise?”

His voice wavered in confusion as he tried to counter but it seemed too late to change what was; especially as this was all his very own creation.

“No Miss…I will get the cook to prepare.”

She watched him go with one eye as the other one was still dormant and smiled evilly.

“See you do Rupert…see you do!”

It seemed to him that Emma calling him by his real name was to be a reminder that she knew who he really was behind the finery of clothing, powder or paint along with the dishonourable depths he had fallen to; the ignominy Rupert sensed by this twisted purpose was of course overwhelming but in saying that, not enough to stop what had been started in such immorality or perhaps unwise haste.

In some ways this was a veritable tipping point - or was it in honesty already past this precipitous moment - because once he had accepted the sure infidelity of Emma before his very eyes, then the former husband could only stand and pathetically watch as his feckless wife subsequently disgraced herself as she gorged on the man’s flesh or huge cock at every opportunity.

Over breakfast - al fresco - she sat on his erection as her licentious mouth intermittently drank tea then, when Emma took a rest in the afternoon or early evening, Rupert stood on as an enfeebled witness to her decadence but did not comment or criticise and merely prepared her clothing or licked his debauched wife’s prurient female sexual lips clean as required or when this effort was demanded.

The first full day of his duties as a maid was not unexpectedly difficult and caused him much masturbation - he could not look on without secretly doing so - or unbearable distress but as Emma was being continually fertilised Rupert took cold comfort that she might catch quickly and perhaps with a growing belly maybe this madness would cease and he could recapture his former high place in the universe.

However such lofty ambitions were soon dispelled when he was roughly fucked again by the lithe but forceful blonde Cecile that evening as his head began to disconcertingly realise that being creatively or tantalisingly dressed in delicate Lisle or silk stockings then being bent over and taken in his bottom was becoming something of a secret pleasure or acquired taste.

It was a difficult fact to accept but Rupert quickly did so silently and of course surreptitiously although the clever girl always sensed his mood and sullied propensities.

The time subsequently seemed to drift and by the end of the first week Rupert had reached the apex of been almost institutionalised as a dutiful domestic French maid because he would carry out any task or follow the dark Master’s order almost at will.

In truth the blonde fragile man was obviously quite taken with dominant Edward and longed to suck his cock again but this was a rare opportunity and only transpired in front of Emma - after she had been rutted - as if merely to dishonour him completely because to his disgrace his filthy mouth encouraged the recently used limp male flesh to prominence for his wife to selfishly feast upon once more.

Then one late afternoon when Emma was shopping before meeting female friends in the town, Edward took command of the main leather chair in the sitting room and called Rupert to him until the new maid was standing cutely and nervously to attention before he spoke.

“I have been impressed with your overall efforts, adjustment and work Eloise…and am now considering sending Cecile on holiday for a fortnight just as I once spoke about in passing…”

The disturbed male in female clothing smiled dryly at the veiled compliment and listened.

“…But there are of course times when you will have to return to being Lord Shackleton and I understand there is a sumptuous dinner the night after this where you must be in attendance in this regal persona along with your wife…

He drew breath quickly and went on.

“…But if you freely return to being Eloise when you come back then I will send Cecile away as agreed and then feel confident you have truly adapted to the reality of becoming my maid.”

Rupert felt confused and dizzied at the prospects ahead and instinctively he kneeled down to be between his Master’s open thighs and murmured softly.

“I am indeed your willing humble maid Sir…let me show you…”

The black man leaned back - in barely concealed gratification - as Rupert released his forever plump cock from the confines of the trousers and begin to suckle it eagerly while he gasped between greedy mouthfuls.

“…This is what is expected of a proficient maid Sir?”

Edward freely allowed the once aristocratic man to express or humble himself on the dark iron flesh and revelled in the undeniable conquest he had made of the once superior creature as he stroked Rupert’s blonde hair and laughed at his pressing propensities.

“Oh my goodness…I have neglected you Eloise…so be a Good Girl and savour this treat before…”

There was more than a trace of undeniable honest endeavour or even passion in the oral touch of his apparently devoted servant and the experienced black man could tell as his strong body surged in omnipotence.

“…I give you your reward and in time perhaps or in due course if you continue to perform admirably as you are, we could or should expand your boundaries...”

It took many minutes for Rupert’s tongue or pressure with suction to make him cum but when he did and the sticky slimy fluid deposited in his mouth or churning belly, it was like the nectar of the gods to the blonde man’s debatably refined palate, as he suckled the flesh almost lovingly and then rapaciously wanted to start again.

But Edward was distracted or complete in what he wanted at this present time from his menial and pushed him away then spoke unkindly.

“…It is settled then Eloise…I will of course allow this again when there is space or opportunity but now you must prepare for the Mistress’s return along with the evening out as the Lord once more but, as I have suggested, if you become my maid again after your sojourn into what you once were, then the day afterwards we can all settle down to permanence for the remainder of your stay here.”

Rupert looked at him almost worshipfully and then at the dark cock that was being unfairly placed back into his trousers and whispered in some regret as if his former employee had misplaced this most favourite of toys.

“Do not worry Sir…I will prove my worth and reliability whilst in the merciful invisibility and confines of this faraway place.”

True to his word after seamlessly morphing back into the fashionable and splendid Lord Rupert the following evening - for an exclusive meal then dance at the nearby opulent hotel with his peers - when the revered and wonderfully suited nobleman returned to the rented house overlooking the town he realised that the event had been enjoyable but the compulsion to play the female maid remained within his soul and was almost impossible to ignore or resist.

Edward met him at the door and - as if matters were as they had once been - he was dressed as the servile butler once more and helped his Master off with the elegant clothes until he was just in the silk boxers and then made to retire for the servants quarters when Rupert stopped him abruptly with the gentlest touch of his arm and a slight scream of prescient alarm.

“No Edward, I will go to Cecile’s room to change back into my dress and uniform just as previously.”

The black man remained calm or sanguine and made a suggestion.

“It is but a few weeks before you return to England Sir…perhaps this adventure has gone on long enough?”

This was not at all what the blonde male in the thrall of his cravings wished to hear and his tone carried a concerned but audible edge to Edward as if setting the tone or continual base for their adjusted relationship.

“Please Sir…you said that you were content or even pleased with me and that I could take over from Cecile when she went on holiday?”

Edward’s lips turned up dryly at the edges of his delicate mouth.

“I am unsure that is what you honestly desire.”

The man in just his underwear pleaded without a trace of pride remaining.

“Please Sir…allow me to retake my position as the maid…I beg you!”

Edward appeared to grudgingly bend or accede to his request.

“Is that truly what you wish?”

Rupert nodded and immediately fell to his knees in a display or servility while his hand pressed the nearby crotch of the dark man standing above him as a demonstration of his resolve.

“Please, please Sir…I am fully prepared to do everything a maid in service does here.”

Edwards’s inky eyes were still circumspect.

“Is that so? We will see but for now I will permit you to go and change into your attractive guise and return here...”

In less than ten minutes Rupert had returned breathlessly and was once more prostrated before his former servant - in his petticoat, frills and pinafore of a maid - who motioned for him to show suitable devotion and almost lovingly the feminised male began to suck or draw at his hard black flesh as Edward’s stretched palm stroked the blonde hair below him and spoke softly.

“…Then as we have agreed you will carry out this role by yourself and may not refuse anything until Cecile returns; so continue to sate me in confirmation of this unbreakable bargain then you can prepare the Mistress and we shall begin again our pact but at a much stricter level.”

Rupert moved his head ever-quicker over the steely black penile flesh as he gasped or groaned in relish.

“Thank you Sir…you won’t regret it…be assured I am prepared to meet all of the multitude of requirements of this position!”

In the swiftest passage of time ejaculate had been ingested and then the Mistress was stripped by Eloise and prepared for bed in another heavenly negligee as she whispered pointedly to him.

“It is sensible that we have not both fully returned to our natural elevated levels as…”

She shivered in the temperate air.

“…I am unsure if I am with child as yet and even though…”

Her brown eyes betray lunacy but not a trace of shame.

“…He has filled my belly at every possible moment…it is best that we grant him every further opportunity before we venture back to England…”

Rupert felt himself surge to instinctive ignominy in his new clean drawers as she sensed his body language or reaction and laughed sarcastically.

“…Merely to ensure your mother is content with you…or us!”

As Edward came in looking specifically like the Master of the house, Emma flopped onto the sheets and giggled childishly to him.

“…Let the Maid fluff you Sir…as disturbingly I have immediate further requirement!”

To his eternal shame Rupert then stripped the presumptuous male stark naked and disgracefully suckled the emerging cock simply for his wife to take and when it was solid, he stood back as the interracial couple promptly made the necessary fetid physical connection before the black male took her from above as her creamy white legs wrapped tightly around him.

However many occasions he witnessed Emma being used in this primitive way it always invoked the darkest most disturbed reactions inside him and when the young woman had cum for the first time - and as her lover held her body fast on his still stiff inserted cock - she grunted rudely to her perverse husband.

“You may leave Eloise…be back here for 6.30a.m because I understand Cecile is leaving early and I will need your full skilled attentions while she is away.”

The forever disturbed Rupert curtsied - out of reflex - then nodded before making his meandering way back to Cecile’s room where he knew the small but deceptively strong girl would dominate then fuck him as she had most nights.

But in terrible truth that illicit prospect held no fear or disfavour in his translucent eyes, as the foul process had proved enjoyable almost from the first shocking time she had dominated and taken him.

As Rupert expected this is exactly what transpired - when he had bathed then done the necessary chores around the room - and after laying in her delicate arms all night he willingly assisted Cecile with packing a compact leather case and waved her quietly off from the front door just after 5a.m long before anyone had stirred.

There was now just Edward, his wife and him - as the maid of this luxurious home - and Rupert felt strangely empowered or fully prepared for any eventuality in this divisive role as, although the temporary Master had alluded to broadening his horizons, Rupert sensed with some silent brashness or naivety that he could cope with whatever happened from here.

The lines of propriety or indecency by now had been clearly formed and were not crossed by anyone of this decadent trio as the hours, days then weeks passed - along the libidinous path already well trodden - and it was only the day before Cecile was due to return did anything change at all from their lives almost permanently inside this luxurious, separated, salacious bubble.

Edward had just finished a wonderful dinner with Emma - who looked divine as always in a colourful long slim fitting dress with all the finery below - and the black male sighed before speaking softly to them both.

“There is a small intimate group that exists locally and given our arrangement I think it is time that I stretched your minds and experiences...”

At this stage of their combined decadence both Rupert and his wife were very much in thrall to the deviant - if not devious - man as he went on.

“…So as always I expect your full obedience because you will both be under my strict control if we go to this soiree…or we can return to what we had given that Cecile is back shortly?”

The married couple were having the sexual and most delicious time of their sexual lives and Emma took his hand then spoke with purpose for them both.

“No Edward we have already learned so much and after all this is just a final, temporary diversion before we travel back to England.”

Eloise smiled weakly and curtsied once more in a meek gesture of compliance and - almost before they realised - the following early evening the married couple were travelling with Edward by taxi to an unknown destination with just light coats covering their matching fancy underwear of prettily decorated petticoats.

Both Emma and Rupert were naturally terrified and equally curious but did not enquire about their fate as if their faith in their temporary Master in this surreal country was total.

Eventually they arrived at a grand country house on the edge of a thick forest and upon entering though a stone-pillared front entrance door a black male in a dark suit removed the coats of the couple before Edward placed a small collar around each of their necks - as if they were mere dogs - and then led them by a thin leash into a grand hall where innumerable people were mulling about.

To Rupert’s complete despair he realised immediately that the obvious connecting factor in all of this mayhem was that all the men - bar none - were black and mostly they had white women or couples in demeaning tow all wearing various types of female lingerie as if it was some type of surreal white pets’ convention.

The blonde man therefore began to involuntarily shake and muttered to Edward quietly in concern and a discernable undercurrent of anger.

“You never told me about this…how dare you bring us here?”

His former butler chuckled dismissively and patted his fluffy femininely covered bottom while snapping at him firmly.

“Be quiet Eloise or I swear I will take your underwear off and beat your naked bottom right now in front of everyone here…”

Rupert then shook visibly in real terror as Edward pulled his leash harshly and scowled malevolently.

“…This is where Black men come with their ivory and white slaves to swap, share or sell for favours…”

He laughed at the pained reaction of his former Masters.

“…As you can see it is mostly lusty wives or elegant Ladies who simply enjoy black flesh…as there are certainly many that do…but there are innumerable husbands and pretty boys as well who gain a certain sullied rush out of this depravity.”

A tall white girl without a trace of clothing on - who had blonde hair on her head and matching furry covering of down between her thighs - came around with a tray of champagne and Edward passed a glass to his two patently traumatised companions who both sipped it and tried to come to terms with what was happening but it was far too all-encompassing as Rupert whimpered helplessly

“Please let us go Sir…this is too much….much too much!”

As he spoke, a thin, ebony male in a light check suit came over and began to chat amiably to Edward while inadvertently looking vulnerable Emma up and down.

“She’s not bad Eddy…and will go for a pretty penny…can I inspect her…?”

The former servant nodded before the stranger presumptuously pressed Rupert’s wife’s body through the thin material of her petticoat then slipped his finger inside the gap at the crotch and gurgled in delight at his friend.

“…The girl’s already wet…how much?”

Edward shrugged but looked disinterested.

“She’s way out of your pocket, Maurice.”

The man smiled at the genial insult and waved 100 francs under his ironically arched and Frankish nose.

“For her mouth…as we are friends after all?”

Unbelievably to poor Rupert his former servant nodded almost indiscernibly and the fine tan leather leash was passed to the Imposter who gently pulled young Emma to a nearby chair and then sat back to allow her to remove his erection from the garish trousers before sucking the tip of it as if she understood her place in this bizarre place or topsy-turvy rude environment.


As his wife began to work on the man’s gross cock while lowering his bright trousers to get to the soft sac and full balls Rupert wanted to say something - anything - but all he could do was watch on hopelessly or helplessly and then while he did so realised that the whole area was quickly descending into similar open debauchery.

Everywhere there were small beds or luxuriously decorated pouffes where men and women of all ages or nationalities were interacting in the most sordid or depraved ways and he tried not to leer or stare but it was as if he had walked into the veritable fires of hell and damnation where innocent white women and their subjugated men were being abused by the lower-caste black male of the species.

This was most assuredly not the way of things, or as Rupert had always known them to be!

When his bemused focus returned to his wife she was performing deep throat on her inky impertinent gentleman who held her cute head and tried to delay the imminent ejaculation but it came anyway - all over her pretty face - as he inevitably collapsed onto the backrest in mild fatigue.

As if to demonstrate that she had been perversely well trained over recent weeks, Emma continued to draw him with moist open lips but Edward went over quickly to retake ownership of the girl and pulled her away with a sharp rebuke.

“Don’t give away more than he has paid for…the night remains young and we must pace ourselves!”

Rupert, under orders or duress then licked the white plentiful semen off his wife’s cheeks, mouth then elegant neck and had just thoroughly cleaned the unblemished skin when he heard an unknown gravelly voice murmur in appreciation of his displayed diligence.

“Hello Edward…I see you have something interesting tonight…”

The mystery arrival sighed disparagingly and gestured to a small, emaciated white male with him who only had on a small silken grey slip which was so short it clearly showed his small erection below which he did not bother to cover as the man went on.

“…I mentioned to Seymour that I would grant him a sweet treat for being such a Good Fag recently so I want your Boy to suck him off.”

Rupert was outraged and equally horrified but as he looked for salvation he recognised that the sallow pale skinned youth somehow reminded him of his former male friends at school as his own penis began to swell in confusion while Edward noticed the reveal and laughed.

“I think it’s a fair exchange, Emile…let them kiss and then embrace and they can do or service each other.”

Disastrously, in front of his confused wife, Rupert and Seymour began to hug then kiss gingerly before inherent male passions swiftly exploded as mouths opened before tongues loosened and they were being tactile or intimate which only increased their combined sordid ardour.

They found a nearby empty bed where in no time at all precious handsome heads were placed between pale delicate thighs where two refined mouths or expectant palates then eagerly licked tiny cocks and balls until the two of them eventually shrieked in high strangulated tones as they found momentary bliss at precisely the same time.

Rupert eventually opened his eyes to witness his wife performing more fellatio with hands or lips to some unknown predator - that again Edward happened to know - and he wanted to be protective or vengeful but realised he had shamefully been sold or passed on to a fat black male who had watched him just perform with Seymour and was therefore being dragged onto his knees to suck an unknown inky cock as if he had no say in the matter whatsoever.

The initial experience of all of this deviance was humiliating and debilitating in myriad ways which some - of disgust - were obvious but then there were other feelings which were mixed flashes of base thoughts that were far more complicated or inexplicable and after he finished swallowing the relative delights of his present client he ate refreshing fruit, being supplied by more attractive naked white girls, then whimpered to his Master in this unfortunate place who was busy talking to everyone.

“Please…can we go Sir?”

Edward did not have the courtesy to answer as if his feeble words of complaint were irrelevant and as the minutes passed slowly he eventually introduced him to a tall male with the blackest skin he had ever seen who stroked Rupert’s blonde hair and spoke almost musically.

“My, what a Pretty, Talented Boy!”

The new customer handed over some paper money to the man who had once been but a menial to him before Rupert was gently but ignominiously pulled away towards a darkened corner of the endless, darkened room where everyone seemed to be wriggling writhing or moaning like ghostly snakes.

To his discomfort Rupert passed his lovely wife Emma who had one stocky black naked youth fucking her from behind, another with his hard prick within her pert mouth and then a final muscular male watching or waiting for his turn while holding his already elongated cock as his rapacious virile friends were being temporarily satisfied or sated.

The misguided blonde Lord again now desperately wanted to snatch his unfortunate suffering partner from this debasement or sexual prison and together they could scream to the heavens then run from this house of insanity and depravity but he could - in all practicality - not manage to save himself and had been trapped by his naivety or stupidity which became increasingly transparent when, alongside this menacing black figure lurching over him, they reached the small empty bed where he muttered weakly to his captor.

“Please Sir…let me go!”

The incredibly strong man simply and uncaringly pushed his plaything onto the floor while he sat on the bed and stroked Rupert’s golden hair before placing him effortlessly over his knees and beginning to pull off the crumpled, soiled camisole covering him as his voice simpered smoothly.

“Just relax Darling…I have a certain appreciation for innocent white boys like you so just relax because I’m going to get my money’s worth…”

Rupert was naked and being unfairly exposed as the stranger’s palm began to smack his pale bottom with some distinct sharpness and laughed while the young man cried in terror.

“…You just lose the attitude Sweetie and then for certain we’ll both enjoy it.”

His available rear flesh started to smart then glow bright red to this abuse, but confusingly while fretting, Rupert improbably he became erect at this filthy treatment and his limbs seemed to lose all energy until he was pathetically removing this man’s trousers then sucking the impossibly huge black snake of a cock that was released as if he actually craved to.

Rupert also wanted to rub his own extended flesh impulsively but the dominant man stopped him masturbating and made him concentrate on supplying oral expertise on the tip of his circumcised penis then bulbous balls before after many minutes the mouth of this effeminate male was awash with endless amounts of sweet, sickly semen.

Then his shimmering head was held tightly which made Rupert gasp then splutter ever more before being forced to suckle or draw the spitting penis between his lips until rapidly the lively cock was fully primed a second time and when revitalised his tormentor ran it lightly between his cheek before withdrawing the cock and bending his meek quarry over onto the unblemished covers of the nearby small bed.

The Black Monster then made Rupert kneel and grabbed the visible small erection before chuckling sadistically while mixing clear eloquent English with just a drop of French.

“Oh Petit Darling you are having a good time…now come for Daddy…!”

To his ongoing despair Rupert could not control his sordid, grubby reactions and spurted slimy deposits in the man’s fingers which were promptly diabolically rubbed into his anus before inevitably and inexorably this demanding Dark Bastard began to press the thick flesh through the permeable entrance - after the penetrative work with Cecile it was not so difficult - and in the briefest time his virginity for real copulation was a thing of the distant past.

Rupert could not believe the sheer debasement he felt as this Black Stranger took hold of his long radiant hair for traction and moved the solidity inside his tight rear passage with developing haste or rhythm but to his shock the instinctive sounds out of his mouth changed noticeably from outrage to almost a discernible murmur of pleasure.

To make matters worse his unstable disobedient penis was becoming hard once more and his lover noticed then laughed.

“…Oh Petit Sweet…I told you it would be fun and if you were mine I would have you in the prettiest negligees each night to frame your comely ass to make taking it all the more delightful…!”

The crude rude fornication seemed to go on forever and startlingly for Rupert he climaxed multiple times before finally this Brute anointed his inner bottom with copious amounts of rich sperm before they settled side by side in the spoon position on the mattress as the white male tried not to notice that he felt weirdly comfortable and dare he admit…almost content!

His companion however promptly woke him shortly afterwards from his sleazy doze and whispered pointedly.

“…Get a wet and dry towel from the bathroom and something rich to drink…I’m parched!”

Rupert staggered in his confounded state to the nearby en-suite trying not to stare at Emma who was so obviously and depravedly riding the embedded cock of one of her admirers - fully naked now - while another licked her small nipples as his wife’s gorgeous pure face sadly displayed the primitive womanly desire she felt.

But Rupert had no time to judge, think or dwell as he grabbed the necessary wet and dry cloths and, with these in one hand and red wine in the other, made his way back to his impatient lover who drank from the bottle as his pulsating flesh was wiped, cleaned and sucked before - as if such events were in the foul stars- their base intimacy began all over again from the very start.

This time the fair-haired male was taken in the missionary position when he climaxed loudly, as the man held his cock while fucking him, before Rupert was improbably riding his hips - a la Emma - and bounced up and down on the thick manhood in relish though he tried to mask such an unacceptable reaction.

Then the two of them at last could find no more frisson or energy and once more this weirdly magnetic Stranger held him tightly from behind as Rupert pressed back to sense his hard muscular form while the man chuckled at his impulse.

“You Little Whore…maybe I will see you here again…and possibly then take you home for the entire weekend where I can dress you up like some white doll and we can discover each other further.”

In his temporarily heady euphoric and deviant state this sounded like such an appealing idea to Rupert as he carefully wiped the man’s magical genitals and drew the penis to prominence once more with his fervent mouth just before he heard a familiar voice above him.

“Enough now Eloise…please finish him off and get Emma as it will be dawn soon.”

In spite of this command Rupert made sure before he left that this eternally repeating cock between his slippery lips soon deposited a final flourish of earthy, succulent seed ensuring this unnamed tall Hard Beast of a mercurial male slipped away happily into the dim light.

Then at last Rupert pulled on his crumpled camisole and tried to recover his salient mind long enough to find his innocent wife and when he did he stood back and tried not to gasp in utter anguish.

Every part of the divine woman’s lithe, gorgeous uncovered body was liberally smeared with sperm and she was lying half consciously between the two young black Studs who were also almost asleep but still touching her involuntarily as if she was too perfect or divine to let go.

Somehow he pulled his weary partner to her feet, put the same clothing over her skin as he was wearing, before returning to Edward who had one of the red-haired waitresses licking his erection as he smiled in the apparent selfish gratification of a successful adventure.

“I see you have both thoroughly enjoyed your transient stay…let slender Lily finish her delicate task at hand and then we shall depart.”

The flame-haired whore took her debased but educated time as the couple watched exhaustedly but in due time Edward climaxed over her painted red lips before coats were recovered then at last the ordeal for Rupert and Emma was mercifully concluded as they all took a waiting taxi back to the relative safety of the house.

When Emma saw the bed in her own room she promptly discarded her dirty clothes onto the floor and spread her watery thighs wickedly as her tired, still stained mouth moaned to the black mature male that had corrupted her so completely and diabolically.

“Fuck me Edward…I am surely a Whore now just as you wanted…so use and fuck me as everyone else has tonight!”

As if in appreciation of such an unfortunate fact the man silently removed his trousers - which he passed to Rupert to hang up - then easily slipped his rigid flesh inside the sodden vaginal entrance while grunting insultingly at this young woman that was once his superior.

“You are indeed a Whore, Mistress, but understand that a woman without a husband must always be available if she wishes to be sensually alive or procreate…and the tryst this evening may have been difficult initially but now perhaps you understand that men are not to be feared and are always ready to oblige a beauty like you…”

He then surged and climaxed in final display of his masculine prowess all over her already saturated slit - as if for effect - and then almost growled like an aged French Bear at Rupert.

“…Lick her clean Boy…front, back and all over her saturated skin…then tidy up and, as Cecile will be back in the morning, you can rest then forgo morning duties until the late afternoon…

His mouth curled up critically as Rupert began lapping at the congealed slimy juices everywhere.

“…And we possibly can discuss you returning next week to the house because your lover of this evening mentioned that he wants to have more time to play with you again, perhaps for a whole weekend?”

Edward went off to change, relax and bathe or possibly just for some separation, leaving his disgraced servant to labour disgustingly on his errant wife who did not talk at all while he did so and merely exhaled in low inaudible whispers as if her mind was merely dreaming.

Emma was actually sound asleep by the time he finished making the innumerable female curves or crevices of milky, subtle flesh pristine before thoughtfully or tenderly Rupert placed his wife under the covers and quickly picked up discarded clothing for washing and hanging until - without seeing Edward again - he slipped off to Cecile’s room in his increasing awareness of his inarguable ultimate humiliation.

The sense of utter shame understandably was there but in honestly he was too spent to feel it fully; this was before he eventually woke late in the stark brightness of the following day when the realisation of how far he had fallen from his elevated social height or status hit him like the hardest proverbial hammer.

He looked at the small alarm clock to see it was amazingly nearly midday before Rupert stretched, showered and dressed in a unisex towelling robe then, out of his usual routine, went directly to his own bedroom.

There he purposefully changed into the normal refined male clothes of Lord Shackleton and, once fully prepared and in his full pomp once more, preened in front of the decorated dress mirror as if he had missed the honourable well-turned out man he used to be.

The terrible thoughts of what he had ignominiously allowed the night before made him shiver or tremble in deep regret, remorse and a fierce determination that such disgraceful events would never re-occur - for either his wife or him - and when his mind was set in immovable stone he walked out onto the terrace where Edward and Emma were having a leisurely breakfast while appreciating the wondrous seaside vista.

The experienced butler saw instantly that things had changed dramatically, unexpectedly and surely forever then perhaps truly sensed he had pushed the sexual or sensual envelope with this married couple too far recently because he rose to his feet, bowed lowly then whispered with the deepest respect of a servant  in his tone.

“I will go and change into something more appropriate Sir.”

The reply was brief, acidic and very much to the point.

“Be in my study in fifteen minutes, Edward.”

Lord Rupert then took the empty chair beside his wife, poured himself a cup of tea before taking milk then sugar and he held her hand lightly while whispering apologetically.

“I’m sorry Darling - the word made him squirm instinctively as it conjured up memories or images of the Black Ogre of the previous evening - for what has gone by…but be sure I will make amends now…”

His voice was low and almost listless.

“…This has gone way too far for us both.”

Emma seemed to nod vacuously in agreement or acquiescence and Rupert finished his drink then soon sat before his solitary male servant at the exact stated minute of their appointment in his private room and spoke firmly if not with a touch of bile to the man that had caused him so much sufferance or ignominy.

“I have decided it is best if you leave instantly Edward…”

There was a trace of abashment or remorse when Rupert recalled or realised that his personal hand had given written permission for all of the sullied events that had transpired in recent weeks but ignored this fact completely.

“…I shall pay you fully to the end of the three month contract …but please depart immediately… we will manage just with Cecile for the last couple of weeks of our vacation.”

The Menial now put back in his uniform and subjugated place nodded obediently but then murmured with some unanticipated intent.

“I must insist on the bonus you mentioned as well, Sir…”

His inky poker face or enigmatic manner did not betray any emotion as he went on but Rupert sensed a definite trace of sharp irony in his words.

“…I have performed precisely as you indicated or instructed and have extended much energy into the processes as I am sure you readily recall?”

Rupert was understandably outraged at his cheek or brass-neck but as his face flushed in temper, in all fairness he had indeed mentioned the extra payments being referred to.

Therefore because the amount was a mere trifle - and so as not to extend their acquaintance longer than was necessary - he handed over the dirty blood-money along with the wages of sin owed to the brooding dark servant then watched as the man pocketed the cash before sighing almost in genuine regret.

“…Please accept my apologies for misreading the situation Sir; I can see you are a surely an esteemed man of your word and I wish both you and the Mistress well in the future…”

Edward bent his upper body lowly and with all due respect once more then purposefully picked up his case which he had already packed just in the prescient expectation of his dismissal - he was always intuitive - then twisted his tips tightly together in a final sentence.

“…You will not see me again Sir…which I suppose as you state is the best and only solution to this extremely unfortunate if not fractious matter.”

Rupert blinked in agreement to conclude their prickly communication and with that finalised the elegant immaculately presented servant turned on his shiny heels, opened then closed the opulent door behind him and the following sound of the gentle crash of the main entrance was in demonstration of his ultimate exit.

The elation or sense of overwhelming relief felt by Rupert was immediate but then worryingly fleeting because, as his head swam in multiple confused thoughts, it caused his stomach to lurch, churn then turn over until he felt that without question there was an insidious sickness coming upon him.

Or perhaps with Edward’s withdrawal it had already arrived!

……

Emma lay on the bed - she was still physically exhausted for obvious reasons - and heard the telltale thud of her servant leaving and just like her husband experienced mixed and unfathomable feelings towards the mercurial black man in service.

She knew Rupert was of course correct and that the debasement or degradation she had suffered under for the last few weeks was unseemly of her or their vaunted combined status in high-society.

Without dispute the nefarious experience of the previous evening was too vivid and terrible to recall or even contemplate; but it had thankfully brought out or returned the more salient logical head in her forever handsome and wealthy husband as if only to save the day and their reputations.

Emma knew this action in removing the devious Edward from this luxurious house was eminently sensible but, in saying or admitting this hard unassailable fact, as she looked out at the becalmed sea reflecting the sunlight like sparkling diamonds on the moving swell of the waters below, there was a developing sense of uncertainty that coloured her appreciation of the exquisite panorama laid out spectacularly from the delightful terrace.

Rupert then returned and they understandably did not speak a singular sentence about their base indiscretions of recent times - especially the depraved night before - nor the departure of the enigmatic dark servant from their temporary home and both purposely tried to forget this wretched misadventure so far from home as if it was some minor unimportant event in their lives.

But they did not appreciate that such large elephantine untruths, however they are shaped or formed in the brain, could or would never lie still for long and a strange agitation began to grow between the newly joined couple that had never been there previously - even when they were first married - when their sex life had been merely a concerned hope and was now without doubt a non-existent reality.

The frustrating difference for Emma now was that she truly - if not fully - understood what intimacy or even depravity between the genders was all about and when the maturing woman went to bed that night, after hardly speaking to Rupert through dinner, she had an unbearable yearning or craving for her lusty black companion or house butler that seemed to physically shake her body and senses until her addled head was wracked by loss, grief or the real agony of illicit sensual heat.

She quickly realised that she had not been without sexual intimacy or intercourse for multiple weeks now and there was a veritable ache or womanly void inside her that screamed to be fulfilled or satisfied but all she could do was writhe in her female yearning and endure because without Edward’s counsel to provide guidance or his body to sate her in this primal but necessary regard, the young girl’s old insecurities or shyness swiftly re-asserted itself.

When her husband came to bed unusually drunk - as if he too had something to hide - she wanted to instruct him to lay between her scorching thighs and suckle at this agonising itch with his tongue as he had before, until his filthy actions would make her brain mercifully explode in private selfish pleasure or delight and then she could wallow in the divine sensations of an orgasm that would finally comfort or settle her troubled mind and sensitive feminine form.

But such sexual openness or adult maturity was beyond them and as mentioned, the old barriers promptly re-emerged and by the third day - after their black servant’s departure - they were bickering constantly until both parties could not possibly fail to see a large fissure developing in their marriage that would soon be impossible to bridge or cross.

During this pressurised time Emma’s only comfort was Cecile who remained steadfast and non-judgemental of her recent indiscretions and merely carried on with her domestic duties mostly in silence around her Mistress while not mentioning a critical syllable about what had occurred although she knew about it all.

Emma concluded that the astute girl was merely marking the long days until both her and Rupert would leave and that perhaps the next job would be with more rational or balanced people as without doubt the new bride felt utterly foolish and ashamed by her incorrigible then irrational actions and now these disturbing, emerging cravings.

After a week of tension between the couple, Rupert would keep out of her way while Emma would spend more and more time miserably alone - either shopping or walking - while pondering the immediate future until one afternoon she spoke softly and in demonstration of her confusion to the young maid as if they were equals and not servant and Mistress.

“Cecile…would you stroll with me…”

Her head lowered in sufferance and more than a tinge of abashment.

“…I need someone to talk to.”

The blonde petite girl smiled openly but countered with caution.

“Of course Miss but I do not think it is really me you need to confide in.”

Emma had genuinely lost her ego or false pride long ago - in fact mere minutes after her lover had departed - and she mumbled weakly to confirm this fact.

“I do miss Edward…and feel I have wronged him, especially as he only did what Rupert and I asked him to…”

She held her breath and whispered with real anxiety.

“…Would he meet with me then tell me what to do as I cannot continue in this vacuum left since his brutal removal from my life and recognise that I sorely need his counsel?”

To her despair the girl shook her head and murmured sadly.

“Obviously I still see him, Miss, but in truth he also feels badly or responsible that he made you suffer that evening at the famous house of indiscretion and would not wish any unnecessary further pain or discomfort for either of you.”

The uncertain, unhappy wife began to sniffle then cry and then held Cecile’s fair hand as she stared at the girl and gasped for confirmation of what she already assumed.

“You know about what happened?”

She giggled as if such depravity was excusable or almost normal.

“Of course Miss I myself have been there many times as his white pet and enjoy the theatre and unique experience of it all…it is something of a rare treat for everyone involved with a certain indulgence and appetite for such things.”

Emma shook her head in bemusement or wonder.

“But I was treated like a Whore…being taken and used over and over again!”

Her small delicate companion shrugged in ambivalence.

“Then all the more reason for not meeting the Master, Miss…if you did not appreciate the process or understand what he was doing for you then it is best to let matters lay as they are.”

Emma could not help but subsequently press Cecile although part of her already knew the answer.

“Explain what you mean…please…I ask you as a woman and a friend…please and will not be upset at the truth.”

Her maid then took the chair beside her, presumptuously poured a small glass of wine in acknowledgement of the growing affection or bond between them as women, and then spoke coolly in the stifling heat of the day.”

“Your husband is undisputedly a Fag or at least most effeminate and without question a willing Cuckold and unless you learn to deal with a variety of men then there is no family life or future for you unless there is a divorce…”

They both knew that given Rupert’s position or irresistible wealth that such a breakup was a last resort as Cecile continued to a captive audience of one.

“…So in many ways Edward was training you both Miss, absurd as it seems. For Master Rupert to accept or embrace his afflictions or inclinations and for you to realise that taking lovers can be a pleasure and not something to fret about with introspective guilt.”

Emma leaned over and made a terrible admission that she had been bursting to confess and get off her ample chest.

“I do enjoy being fucked by a man Cecile but presume I should not…?”

She flushed and blushed and revealed her slightly tarnished soul.

“…Many men…I did secretly enjoy or thrill in the primitive perversion of the house even though a Lady would never dare admit such a thing!”

Cecile smiled openly and whispered softly.

“Your husband is not so different Miss, as he also will not admit his inner compulsions and still does them in secret...”

She leaned over and gurgled in amusement.

“…Right now he is in my room dressed in a pretty tight corset, bloomers and slippery stockings just waiting for me to press him over the pillows and fuck his tight but soft yielding ass!”

Emma was wide-eyed in genuine confusion but then leaned back and chuckled sagely as if recognising the same traits of denial in them both.

“Then go to him Cecile and promptly pound his cute bottom while I change for our promenade and pray then ring Edward and have him meet us because I wish to make my peace in his eyes and see if there is any way we can salvage this unfortunate situation because I fear, left to Rupert and I alone, then all will disintegrate and we will fall into nothingness.”

The girl seemed to glow in pleasure and in that moment social barriers collapsed completely because they were and would be friends forever as Cecile left to complete her tawdry obligations to the present Master of the house, while Emma took her time and looked out to the picturesque harbour and the opulent boats and felt better than she had for innumerable days.

Within the hour they took the winding path towards the beachfront in the lightest of sea breezes but Emma naturally mentioned not a word about the sullied unspeakable goings-on that the wily blonde girl had no-doubt just completed with her feckless husband.

Her female heart or private aspiration was centred on the proposed meeting with the former servant and she questioned the maid swiftly and possibly in unfair expectation.

“Will he be there?”

Cecile grimaced then merely sauntered in the warm sunlight and murmured softly.

“He said if he had time he would be by the beach huts on the main frontage so if Edward has the time presumably we shall see shortly.”

There was nothing more to say and they enjoyed each other’s company along the cobbled walkway until the two of them stood at the shiny brass handrails near the harbour and looked out at the dappled light to the motions of the nearby ocean and sensed it was definitely an exciting time - as a modern woman - to be alive.

Unfortunately this rapacious lover and educated tutor of recent weeks was nowhere to be seen and in some disappointment - after waiting forlornly for over an hour - Emma took her friend into a small teashop and was about to order when she saw a dark figure approaching where they had just been and she gasped in urgency.

“It’s him…come Cecile…come quickly.”

Emma in her haste was consumed by a fevered panic when she met him and as if to calm her tangled nerves Edward took her - along with the maid - into the narrow privacy of one of the adjacent huts where his Mistress gushed in earnest.

“Thank you for meeting me…I wanted to tell you that I have been so, so foolish…as I now realise you were only trying to help…”

The man stood like an immovable bronze statue and let her gradually release this pent up wasteful energy she had built up.

“…I have missed you so much Edward…I declare that I will go back to the house if you wish me to; purely so I can learn how to be with other men and be your pet or servant if you wish it…I will do everything, anything…but please can we try again?”

He was taken aback or unsure at her unreserved outburst and listened as Emma gassed on like an inflated balloon under pressure while Cecile explained and confirmed - in a more rational way - about Rupert’s equal secret despair and subsequent return to cross-dressing amongst other sordid pastimes with her until in the end he sighed dramatically then spoke with some genuine uncertainty.

“What do you wish of me? As if I should return then I must now demand the absolute power that was promised when it is just the three of us…is that what you sorely wish Mistress?”

Emma moved close to him and presumptuously pressed her hand to his trouser crotch and whispered weakly.

“In veritable truth I was far happier as your slave than Rupert’s wife…please come back.”

His breath was quicker as her hand applied some tactile sensual force to the growing thickness inside the material then spoke of improbable events to come which her words only suggested.

“To England?”

She held the now obvious outline of his cock and groaned.

“Oh yes Edward, travel with us to England and the grand estate where you can continue to instruct me as you have how to manage this life I have fallen into unfairly when my pathetic husband is more like a giddy girl than me...”

In the privacy of the compact cabin Emma drifted onto her knees before drawing out from his trousers the male dark flesh she had desired or missed so unspeakably much and licked the smooth tip tenderly then simpered.

“…I know it is what my deviant Rupert wishes as well but is too mixed up, proud or misguided to ask…!”

She began to suck and mumbled to him while Cecile lightly stroked her short inky hair.

“…But he is hurting as I am; and for certain if my husband saw you he would quickly and willingly surrender to your rule just like me.”

Emma was sucking the masculine extension feverishly now, until he gently began fucking her slippery mouth in easy rhythm while his mind whirled with inventive thoughts and only after he released his thick sperm in juicy wads inside the girl’s consenting mouth did he speak further.

“I will deal with your partner but do you swear to obey me for this possible extensive further period with you?”

In answer she loudly swallowed his viscous seed then drew him further in sexual delirium and sensed her subtle female line leaking then salivating in response.

When he was deliciously stiff Emma raised the soft skirts, lowered the pretty, lacy French drawers recently acquired and bent over to show her naked bottom before leaning against Cecile for physical or immoral support while mumbling submissively but almost silently.

“I swear it Sir…take it all…order or use me to your will or whim…but illuminate me further how to deal with my dilemma or fate to bear the weight of a Cuckolded man like my husband.”

Edward subsequently pressed his manhood inside her vaginal walls far too easily for comfort to take up his undeniable authority before - when in full but leisurely flow - he grumbled almost in a show of unexpected authority.

“Take good-heed then lovely Emma…and precisely follow my instructions then just possibly I may make a Professional English Whore of you yet!”

Emma ignored his slight or rebuke then listened, luxuriated and utterly revelled in the divine sensation of thick hard flesh tucked snugly inside her female walls once more.

The young girl was indeed naïve but still recognised that she was not in love with this mysterious man because - to her personal shameful realisation - he was no better or worse a lover than the three black men of the week before that had her all together at the surreal house of ill-repute, but it was his mature confidence, wisdom and endless experience that made him particularly irreplaceable or irresistible to her.

It was crystal clear to Emma now that she could do wild decadent things under his sly or watchful eye that she could never do alone; just like her hapless husband who also surely wanted to twist and turn to his subversive influence.

Therefore while Emma’s slight body and mind climaxed - or in truth delighted to this lewd invasion and virile fucking - her ears also listened intently to this always insightful man.

When eventually the two girls returned back home, with Emma’s soft flat belly overflowing with ejaculate and the taste of sweet sperm on her spoilt palate, the English Rose then prepared with the dependable Cecile to put Edward’s unethical Machiavellian plan into prompt action. 

The rest of the night was uneventful as Rupert was obviously fatigued from his recent depravity with Cecile while Emma was also tired by her more secret excesses with lewd Edward and even though she was definitely excited - because of the subterfuge in play - the couple slept together soundly but separately until morning.

It was hot the following day and when Emma told her husband she wanted to stroll down to the seafront once more he feigned drowsiness; simply as an excuse to remain in the house because it provided another opportunity for him to dress up and indulge his foul predilections with the maid.

Then, after Rupert had dressed in his pink corset, stockings and white drawers he slavishly suckled at the dark phallus attached around Cecile’s hips before, as normal, he lay expectantly over two soft cushions with his plump, perfectly framed bottom readily available for fucking.

When Emma then came unexpectedly barging in a few minutes later - as pre-arranged - she of course witnessed her deviant partner being defiled as no man should be and the wronged wife spoke furiously to her errant, wayward husband.

“I happened to come back for my shawl and sought a brief conversation with our maid but now I find you like this…”

She feigned further dramatic outrage and scowled aggressively.

“…Downstairs in our room…in five minutes and don’t bother to change…”

Some of the anger in her voice was surprisingly real as by this stage of these surreal goings on the line between what was genuine and fake was extremely fine or almost invisible.

“…I think the time for pretence is over and we definitely need to talk!”

Emma was sitting in the Master’s leather chair when her husband came in still wearing the creased and stained clothes then shivered right in front of his obviously irritated wife in demonstrable discomfort and pleaded for understanding.

“I’m so sorry Emma, there is no excuse…I just can’t control this feeling for heavenly female finery and I have tried to but…”

He looked divinely pathetic as he went on.

“…Truly I enjoy wearing these clothes well beyond my capacity to deny myself….”

She finished his partial sentence.

“And acting the promiscuous Girl Rupert…but where I could once ignore or appreciate this inclination when you accepted you were a Cuckold and I had a lover…now you wish me to lead a lonely sexless life without children…”

Her voice showed due emotion.

“…I am not yet fertilised and I cannot in good conscience encourage men without the sound practical advice of knowledgeable Edward who you sent away because you could not admit the truth that you found illicit pleasure that unforgettable evening at the house…”

Rupert seemed to be the young innocent deer caught in the headlights as his wife went on in terrible tantrum.

“…We need to divorce for obvious reasons and unless I receive half of the estate then all society will know the precise reasons why.”

His voice quivered in terror in response as he knew what she demanded would be catastrophic.

“Please don’t leave me, Emma…Mummy will disinherit me and you were content before…?”

Tears were in his pale blue eyes as he realised what he’d done so carelessly.

“…I agree I was so stupid…and should not have got rid of Edward so casually...we were happier, I was satisfied while the babies we sought were on the tantalising verge of being produced…”

The tone of his conversation was desperate.

“…This single mistake is the undoubted cause of our rancour… I am so sorry Emma and stupid…stupid!”

She shrugged aimlessly at his token remorse.

“It is done clearly beyond repair so we shall return to England and then divorce on the terms as I said.”

He dropped to his knees in agony, despair just before - in his desolation - a sudden unanticipated brainwave hit him as his mouth exhaled in tension.

“We could ask or beg Edward to return and make things as they were…I could be the maid once more and you can have your lover and educator to impregnate you.”

She shook her dark head as if such a suggestion did not suit her purpose.

“No there is no point as the time is so limited here due to your foolishness!”

His inventive head was surely wheeling and he gasped in further inspiration.

“Perhaps Edward would consent to come to England; we have no butler and with some sacrifice perhaps we could find a way to make it work?”

Emma continued to appear surprised or unimpressed even though the black servant of recent times had predicted this exact scenario and reaction almost word for word.

“No Darling…he would then make you suffer doubly for your treatment of him and in his retribution no doubt insist that you play the maid forever and you know what that would mean!”

Rupert only squirmed and fretted at her prediction.

“I don’t care…I don’t care…I would gladly call him Master and you Mistress even in England if we could only remain together…”

The end was in sight for the marriage as he whimpered.

“…Please can we ask Cecile to speak to Edward… call her, ask her to assist us.”

The blonde menial was then commanded and she stood with a pure blank look on her lovely face as her Master explained what he required - as if she did not already know - and patiently listened to his refrain before sighing meaningfully

“Oh no Sir that’s not possible…as after breaking your written word I feel certain that he would require a show of contrition to demonstrate you are sincere…”

Her lips twisted in rehearsed suggestion or mischief.

“…I understand that the man you were with at the house still desires you for a weekend but you said that you found him and the experience repulsive!”

Rupert whined then whimpered most honestly or revealingly.

“I lied, lied…because I loved it…loved it all…let him have me…I no longer care for decency or propriety.”

Emma hissed at him, knowing exactly the insulting words the tall black man had called her errant husband who had privately accepted or embraced them fully

“You certainly are a liar Darling…and if you now wish me to go along with your crazy scheme then you can play the maid from right now as a small token of intent and just maybe Cecile will persuade Edward to speak to us when or if he is free…?”

Cecile and Emma shared a secret special look as the dark-haired double dealing Mistress muttered further.

“…Then Eloise…you will go and change for your duties and definitely remain in the servant’s quarters from this point.”

Rupert bowed his golden head in defeat and left then returned within the hour where he served his Mistress dressed like a cute maid precisely as he did before, during, then after dinner - in the bedroom - on his stocking clad knees when he submissively lapped at her moist vaginal folds through the rich black down and murmured feebly.

“You see I have made my choice Mistress…please ask Edward if he will see me.”

She stroked his soft long hair and pressed the demanding agitated sliver onto the long wet tongue between her thighs and gasped in the sensation of impending physical ecstasy.

“Be the servant to Cecile as well and perhaps it may come to…”

Emma shuddered on his sweet mouth and grumbled in delicious gratification.

“…Pass…oh husband I prefer you so much more like this; now leave and be here early and we will see what occurs tomorrow.”

In truth Emma knew exactly what the following day would bring because Rupert debased himself with the lithe blonde all night - as she dressed him in a thin cotton camisole and fucked his bottom furiously - before he slept in Cecile’s fragile arms then retook his position as a maid in the early dawn and almost naturally accepted his lowly role in the house again.

Emma called him to her just after lunch when he shivered before her nervously as she continued the inspired charade all created by her imaginative black servant.

“Good news…I have spoken to Edward who had said he will meet with us at a hotel in town this very afternoon but given your fickleness and deceit then he insists you attend dressed as a woman…”

She tried not to smile.

“…Above and below…because depending on what is discussed you will possibly be spending the evening and the following night with the brutish black man from the house of ill-repute who is prepared to pay handsomely for your company and special brand of expertise….”

Her words were direct and devilish.

“…You do know what he means?”

She saw that her partner shuddered or dithered uncontrollably as he understood precisely what that entailed and cried out in concern.

“To venture out in society as a female…I can’t possibly.”

Emma sighed wearily.

“Then all is done or finalised and you must accept your fate then the divorce and scandal to follow.”

Rupert - just as she had been advised and thus expected - folded and capitulated before, with much fuss at his feminised presentation, at 4.00p.m he walked elegantly into a suite at the Carlton Hotel wearing a tight-waisted grey long soft dress with decorative black frills.

He had a corset and all the necessary finery below and eventually strode beside his wife Emma towards Edward who was sitting and waiting in a private, deserted reception room to a grand suite along with the mysterious male that had recently abused him so badly.

When the lowly black servant saw his former Master reduced to a mere girl in the light of day, precisely as he had ingeniously designed, his lips twisted in cruel sadistic pleasure.

“Ah Eloise don’t you look delightful…”

He gestured to his friend and associate.

“…This is Marcel…you were too busy to know his name when he met you the other evening but if you at last admit the truth and that you enjoyed the time you spent together then perhaps it will be repeated over the coming hours to your combined pleasure and my financial advantage”

Emma watched her weak husband whisper but refuse to look directly at the stranger as if not wishing to hear the unpalatable confession,

“I pretended not to…because I was so traumatised and felt it was wrong…”

He stepped from one pretty, shiny white shoe to another in his patent agony.

“…But to be frank…”

His blue eyes glowed or glimmered in indelible memory and recall.

“…The time spent was not unpleasant Sir.”

Edward laughed at his duplicity or play on words.

“Then raise your skirts like the Common Whore you are Eloise and show him you are eager for more.”

Rupert immediately picked up the malleable hem and pulled it to his waist to show the frilly lingerie below then kneeled between the man’s strong legs and gingerly removed the obvious erection from his trousers and licked the black, tactile tip of it as he whimpered.

“Monsieur Marcel…I honestly did enjoy our dirty adventure or intimacy and will be a willing Girl for you…”

Rupert was drawing his iron erection now as he gasped between full mouthfuls.

“…Please let me show you…I can be good!”

Emma watched on intently as her husband suckled and licked the flesh earnestly for over half an hour during which time the heavenly dress was removed until inevitably Rupert’s lips and mouth were covered in sperm and at that point Edward spoke to his friend or client.

“Wait for Eloise in the bedroom, Marcel, and if she joins you then…her tender body is yours to control and use until the morning after next when you must let it go.”

The lofty male nodded in confirmation of their specific bargain and then left through a glossy black door and into the recesses of the hotel before Edward addressed Rupert gruffly.

“If you truly wish for me to retake my dominant place then formally ask me now and I will state my terms.”

Rupert winced at such a deranged demand but stared at him as if he had not the strength to argue or debate any more.

“Yes Sir…please let it be as before.”

The focus of his effeminate attentions stroked his angular chin in visible contemplation and raised the ultimate query.

“As Master of you both?

Emma’s heartbeat surged to an alarming rate as the fateful question hung in the heightened air for the longest moment before her ever more femininely inclined husband replied softly but with clarity and surety.

“Of course Sir…from this moment until you leave us in this place I pronounce that I will be the obedient maid and you my Master…and we can make another, further accommodation if you would only return with us to England.”

Edward walked over to him then placed his longest finger in Rupert’s moist mouth and chuckled as the lauded male drew it almost gratefully.

“We shall need to discuss such unlikely things but now I shall ride with the Mistress back to the house where I will begin again with her sensual training or attempts of insemination and consider the possibilities of your rare proposal because the realisation of such a surreal request depends initially in part…”

His black eyes were almost demonic.

“...On my customer being happy with you!”

Rupert sucked feebly at the man’s digit between his pouting lips then rose to his feet and shimmied to show off the divine underwear around him as he almost giggled in feverish anticipation.

“You can certainly rest easy and rely on that Sir!”

Emma and Edward departed swiftly from the luxurious hotel and did not speak at all about how their subversive devious scheme had worked so well before the two of them dined then promptly took each other sexually that night with an insatiable appetite or hunger for depravity and fornication as if they had missed their deviance more than each would care to admit.

Their lovemaking or fornication continued deep into the morning then throughout the rest of the following day - between food or rests - by which time Emma was in total submission to her former black servant and was forever craving his masculine or penetrative touch.

They spoke briefly about him returning with them to England but both understood this was up to Rupert and the barbed matter was left unresolved until the following morning when the fallen and filthy Lord returned in a taxi still wearing the attractive dress he had on when leaving for the hotel a couple of days previously.

Edward was taking breakfast on the terrace with Emma when he arrived and Rupert stood before them meekly then stared at his former not so simple servant with glazed blue eyes.

“I have retuned Sir.”

Edward sipped his tea and growled affectively.

“And I suppose you are suitably horrified and deny entirely your desire and inclination to be a Cuckold or a Fag?”

The blonde man dressed so glaringly as a comely girl shivered at the cruel description of him but replied honestly.

“No Sir…in truth I could cope well with Marcel and what he required and subject to your permission we have arranged to meet next week?”

Edward smiled broadly at such a confession or agreement.

“So you admit you are a promiscuous little Fag?”

Rupert bristled for moment - as if remembering who he was or had once been - then sighed in abject or total surrender.

“I am dressed as a female in pretty, sensual lingerie below having accommodated unspeakable things in recent days so pray let me wash then change into my maid’s uniform Sir, and then you can tell me what I have to do to persuade you to travel with us to England and stay with us for a while.”

With a nod of respect he then left and returned shortly afterwards looking exactly the decadent picture of a delicious French Maid when he curtsied and kneeled between the open thighs of his Master where the silk robe he was wearing had been opened to expose the familiar erect cock.

Emma watched as her deranged husband licked it almost better than she did because his tongue was obviously expert and Edward sighed in gratification then exhaled in the conclusion what was to be his demanded contract.

“If you wish me to continue along in this perverse charade then I demand a wage of £5000 per annum with a strict written agreement that you will live as a maid in the home in England where both you and Emma will adhere precisely to my rules and command…”

Rupert sucked him harder and listened because he was mercurially equally thrilled and petrified.

“…You are a Cuckold and a Fag…and will act accordingly…for the year of the initial deal between us all and it can be renewed or modified annually.”

The subjugate man gasped in confusion.

“But the customs to be managed, then my mother when we arrive and society in general….how will we explain everything?”

Edward’s strong palm drew him fully onto his pounding cock until it was hitting the back of the throat and laughed lowly.

“A simple maid does not concern herself with such elevated matters now do we have an unbreakable bargain or not Sweet Cuckold…?”

Rupert looked up then blinked and nodded pathetically while the tip of the man’s erect flesh rested on his painted lips before Edward instinctively ejaculated all over his mouth and facial features then wiped the sticky, gooey mess into the soft creamy skin and exhaled wearily.

“…Then it is agreed…sit draw and sign up the necessary documents then pay my fee for the first year and…”

He patted his new maid’s perspiring hair in triumph and chuckled cheerily.

“…Leave everything else to me!”

……

It was difficult for Rupert to fully understand what had happened during the seemingly endless period of the honeymoon but the black man, who was still confusingly dressed as his servant when they boarded the grand vessel that would take them home, was now his Master and although he still temporarily appeared as the revered Lord Shackleton - to pass through immigration - he was still decadently wearing titillating female underwear below.

He knew that once on board this much larger ship - than when they had arrived - for the return journey he was expected to don the demeaning guise or uniform of a French Maid in both private or public and such a fact beguiled but terrified him in equitable measure.

There were to be two adjoining cabins when they reached their accommodation and Rupert took the smaller space in attendance to the Mistress while he assumed not unreasonably or unexpectedly that Edward would find his favoured fetid place in the expansive marital bed.

Rupert was no longer stressed or jealous of his wife’s infidelities - if he ever had been to start with - but just wished she would catch so it could appear to the world that he had done his husbandly duty.

It was as if he now fully accepted that without Edward’s crude, roguish sexual involvement then there would have been no possibility of such an eventuality because unquestionably the splendid Lord at last recognised that his mind or body had no sexual desire for the female of the species - Emma of course included.

Between his former servant’s tutoring and the debasing but illuminating experiences with other men - including the despotic but irresistible Marcel - Rupert realised that he privately enjoyed unmanageable sexual tendencies or inclinations for strong powerful males and undoubtedly had been truly affected in this regard by the recent most unusual times.

He felt continually listless or helpless in his female affect and tended to welcome Edward’s unwavering dominion or occasionally relish the rare opportunity to suck the penis of his past servant in demonstration of his commitment or perhaps a secret affection for him.

Cecile sadly could not take the journey with them - as she was obligated and dutiful to her infirm old mother - and Rupert of course missed her but had no time to dwell on such confusing matters because once inside the cabin on board the vessel he quickly removed his male clothes as expected and put on the black and white uniform of the maid before painting his comely face to begin his year in service just as he had legally and uncompromisingly agreed to.

The prospect still excited, fired and concerned him in combined measure but unfortunately or honestly as always - given his elevated position or responsibilities - he felt trapped in innumerable intolerable ways always and forever beyond his ability to manage.

As the huge boat slipped from the harbour in the mesmerising light of the early dawn his glazed blue eyes looked out at the scenic unforgettable town from within the turmoil of this feminine visage and fretted regarding the initial feminised fate he had agreed to and whatever would now become of them all.

Within hours though a strange hierarchy almost seamlessly formed where Rupert - as the maid – was surely at the bottom of the miniscule social chain.

Emma became the vulnerable wife travelling alone and his Mistress or superior in her own way, while Edward still effortlessly played the role of the butler or personal equerry when in fact behind closed doors he was unexpectedly Master of all.

However the ebony male understood that in high society - especially within the English class system- there was no elevated place for a black man however cultured or refined he appeared; therefore he settled cleverly or invisibly into the background as the servant but in fact controlled everything in his own subtle, inimitable way.

The very first evening Emma - looking especially glamorous - dined at the Captain’s table with various other passengers and because her tall tale was that her husband had remained in France she was most spoiled by the rapt attentions of various admiring or fawning men many of whom were dressed in colourful, striking soldiers’ uniforms.

The winds of war were blowing increasingly stronger as each week passed and the military males on all sides were busy moving about on one mission, journey or another and - to an officer - they seemed exceedingly heroic and dashing to all of the young impressionable women of the day.

This certainly included Emma who swiftly caught the amorous attentions of an immaculate lieutenant with wavy brown hair who charmed her at dinner then escorted the young woman up onto the first class deck where they drank champagne and looked at the innumerable, glinting stars on display in the atmospheric clear night sky.

She was drawn to the handsome soldier as he explained that life in his profession was tenuous at best and this beguiled or intrigued Emma who was sorely ready to explore her horizons and taking on more lovers just as Edward had advised.

But not surprisingly she was of course suitably cautious or circumspect initially, and after the briefest of silky kisses with this magnetic stranger, retreated to the safety of her cabin.

Edward was on the balcony while Eloise helped her change into a long nightgown then murmured to his Mistress in accommodation.

“What should I put out for tomorrow Miss?”

Emma shimmied in myriad thought and smiled.

“I think my white dress with the best drawers and corset because I have met a suitor and intend to promenade with him around the ship.”

Eloise gasped in surprise as if falling into the servile role completely.

“But Master Edward, Miss…what will he say?”

Emma murmured softly and looked in some amazement at still naïve Rupert through his feminine facade.

“Oh Darling you still do not understand…Edward is simply an occasional lover or tutor and now expects me to learn how to manage other men because…”

She was naked now as her humble maid slipped on the evocative negligee.

“…My husband is truly indisposed in my regard but fortunately he recognises that I need to have a full a productive life for both of our benefit…!”

When his purposeful wife was ready for bed she slipped between the fresh crisp sheets and whispered to him almost meanly.

“…Tell Edward I am waiting for him…then you are dismissed; I will see you in the morning…and will expect you at 7.15a.m.”

Rupert gulped while feeling dishonoured and intimidated at her brashness or bravado but he was now tied or bound by his agreement and went to his former butler sitting or quietly dozing on the private terrace and informed him what his wife had said.

The man just stared in his direction, grinning contentedly while sipping his acidic sweet drink then casually waved away this servant who humbly retreated to the compact attached cabin where he promptly removed the covering feminine clothes then washed and adorned his scented milky skin with a cool cotton gown that made him shiver then tingle in familiar, compulsive, sensual pleasure.

The hapless husband then masturbated furiously to fevered filthy thoughts of what Edward was doing to his faithless wife or possibly what Marcel had recently done to him over the most degrading but secretly rewarding days of his life.

Sometimes for deviant Rupert it was not completely clear what set him off - sexually speaking - but perhaps it was a little of everything that placed him on the salacious edge all of the time because his libido seemed ignited or aflame almost permanently since the perverse covenant with his former black butler had been enacted.

The following day Rupert expertly played this dramatic characterisation of the pretty maid ever more proficiently and while his sublime wife took the proverbial air around the deck with the dashing Lieutenant Haines, he busied himself with his many duties before dressing her divinely for dinner which she shared with the vibrant man alone.

Then at the end of an interminable day Rupert agonisingly witnessed eager Emma kissing him on a secluded darkened area of the first-class deck while he limply stood back in the shadows and merely waited in attendance.

Mercifully though for him they soon separated and he deferentially followed her back to the cabin where - after she had spoken briefly to Edward who then took full ownership of the small nearby cabin - his wife mumbled to him softly but with due purpose after she had scribbled something on paper

“Please take this note to Lieutenant Haines…he is waiting directly outside the smoking lounge and then return here where you will sleep silently on the chair in the far corner of the room….”

He stared in dither or disbelief wondering if he should say something at this outrageous news but Emma firmly reminded him of what now existed between them.

“…Quickly now Girl…don’t dilly-dally or I will be severe with you…off you go!”

In confusion and helplessness Rupert sought out this thrusting soldier who then discretely followed him back to Emma’s cabin where the door was quickly opened then closed before his devious wife spoke kindly to the predatory stranger.

“Francis it may seem rash but with the impending war that worryingly seems about to start at any minute everything seems so uncertain and as you said we must embrace every moment of life or passion we have.”

They immediately fell into each other’s arms as if seizing the day and kissed ardently then intimately as the man undressed with urgency and in clear demonstration that his male ardour for Emma was long, hard or obvious as he hissed in some abashment.

“What about the maid?”

She chuckled calmly in reply.

“The girl is a treasure, most discrete and devoted to me and will simply sleep in a dark recess of the room so she will drift into the ether…”
Emma then sidled into the bed and teasingly pulled him along by his fingertips as her voice simpered.

“…Just ignore her and concentrate on…me…!”

Rupert in his ignominy then settled on the opulent chaise-longue out of sight and listened more than watched in the dim light as the noises of their initial exploration then inevitable copulation began and quickly moved along to a feverish pace as his wife gasped.

“…Oh Francis…I wish you to remember my own sacrifice to you when you are in battle…as I surrender my body or womanly soul to comfort and inspire you…this is my gift…to your bravery…”

The shapes of their entwined forms could just be made out in the gloom or shadows and Emma seemed to change positions almost at will until her energetic lover was behind her and she was bent over and gasping in primitive delight that belied her lofty position as a Lady.”

“…Oh Francis…deeper…such urgency or depravity …I can feel you…about to….”

He grunted then jerked in the finality that matched her prediction and Rupert knew his wife had been defiled once more - even though by now Emma was not the innocent she made herself out to be - as she sighed in ecstasy.

“…Cum…Oh Francis how utterly decadent …but divine!”

They settled back still embracing between the sheets then took some water or wine that had been left within arm’s reach until - when recovered from their efforts - the couple began this briefest of courtships once more while Rupert looked on and masturbated inaudibly but endlessly in his shame.

The appetites of the greedy lovers seemed insatiable as their lovemaking or debauchery rose and fell - like the very waters the ship balanced upon - in energy and movement until finally there was temporary peace and everyone slept soundly and swiftly as if personal sexual demons had been wonderfully expunged.

The morning came early and Rupert heard muffled sounds and then his wife’s strident tones as she whined with some exhaustion.

“Francis Darling…I am a touch weary…please use Eloise for your morning arousal or necessities as she is well versed in such indelicate matters and let me save myself for later when we can walk, dine and make love properly!”

The man seemed surprised at such a surreal idea and questioned her.

“Will you not mind Darling?”

Emma gurgled softly.

“Oh no Francis…but just her precious mouth…it is where she is most trained and talented!”

Rupert then saw the soldier dress quickly then come over to his bed with his erect cock showing through his unfastened but still clingy uniformed trousers as he smiled happily and murmured curtly.

“So lovely Eloise let us see just how skilled you are…”

Once more with no means of escape Rupert used his lips, tongue and slippery mouth on the hard but unspectacular white manhood - compared to Marcel or Edward - until they were in some type of base symmetry or oral coupling and the man stroked his blonde hair then chuckled on.

“…My Eloise…you are educated at this…so let us tarry or linger…suck me just a little harder.”

Rupert accommodatingly complied with his lewd request and felt extraordinarily involved suddenly as this fit vital man responded to his every slight nuance before inevitably the soldier shuddered then poured thick warm fluid down his open mouth and throat before allowing the slight maid to draw him a little more as the masculine flesh swiftly lost its power.

Francis then did himself up and turned to Emma before laughing lightly and capriciously.

“I will see you for lunch Darling…thank you so much for the memories…”

He smiled like the spoiled cat that relished extra cream.

“…And we have two more nights until we dock!”

With the click of the door the self-indulgent soldier scuttled off in the empty darkness to avoid any obvious scandal while Rupert was called to the bed where he drifted between his wife’s open thighs then feasted on the gooey mess that had been left as if for him alone to savour.

Emma sighed to his tender touch while dozing leisurely until after many minutes she felt the succulent trace of an orgasm as her creases were cleaned and mumbled contentedly to her husband.

“I am so pleased we have come to this accommodation husband…because I am sure I will be with child soon…and if you are a Good Girl I just might let you suck him again…as you definitely seemed to enjoy it!”

Rupert desperately wanted to deny this unfortunate observation but it was impossible to veil the obvious truth and he did not answer but merely finished off his nefarious duties and left her to sleep before washing, then dressing as the maid and beginning his obligations in this regard that seemed to be getting more onerous or insidious as the days went by.

This indeed proved to be the case because over the remaining period of the ocean journey Emma shared her exquisite female treasures between sturdy black Edward in the afternoon and resplendent Francis in the evenings then night time while Rupert orally relieved the arrogant but dishy Lieutenant in the early mornings - when ordered by his despotic wife - and as if not wishing to miss out on another cheap sullied oral thrill that he increasingly seemed to not so reluctantly relish.

There was also a unique occasion on the last afternoon of the short ocean voyage when Francis mentioned pointedly that two of his fellow officers had heard about Eloise’s charms or unique abilities and, given that they were all heading to France on duty shortly, Emma instructed her obedient but well disguised husband to suitably entertain them in a convenient empty store room on his bended femininely covered knees.

Once more Rupert wanted to feel belittled, offended and humbled by such demeaning treatment - which he did of course - but when he took the first thick sweet smelling penis between his lips, encouraged it to fruition then began on the enraged cock from the other cultured handsome officer, he was surely within his secret sordid heaven although could barely admit such a fact even to himself.

The unknown soldiers gorged themselves on Rupert’s decadently educated mouth for a full hour before - with a white £5 note tucked in his bloomers for his efforts - the somewhat confused menial with sticky white lips took his leave of them with a belly fully of rich salty ejaculate and tried not to indecently purr in the feeling of sweet, delicious depravity.

Then at last the luxurious ship moored at the busy port of Dover, the soldiers went on their way and as previously, Rupert returned back momentarily into the eminent Lord Shackleton just to get through customs and passport control.

Once on English soil, the three of them took food and a grand room at a nearby hotel to wait for the car to return them on the lengthy journey to the Estate where Rupert automatically went to put on his familiar French black and white maid’s uniform but Edward stopped him abruptly then provided him with a new, plainer outfit while smiling dryly.

“You will play the English Maid from here.”

Rupert pulled on the divisive dress then pristine pinafore which was cutely trimmed in large frilly white ruffles.

Weirdly it was only now at that divisive moment that the most unusually inclined Lord realised in terrible realisation or despair this was no longer a distant country and he actually was expected to work as a female servant in his own home as his wide eyes looked at his reflection in the mirror and spoke pathetically or in real fear to the mercurial black man.

“I can’t do this Edward…please, it has gone too far…and how will I explain this madness to my mother?”

Edward pulled him uncaringly over his strong knees then promptly raised the material of the dress and many layers of underskirts or petticoats before pulling down Rupert’s drawers and beginning to beat his backside fiercely as he grumbled.

“It was made perfectly and legally clear there is no turning back this time, Eloise…”

The previously elevated blonde male squirmed and whimpered at the punishment meted out as his Master went on.

“…I told you not to worry about your mother, Lady Shackleton who I know by reputation to be most worldly about such sensitive matters…”

The Dark Beast of a man then pushed Rupert onto the floor where the enfeebled maid suckled the immediately released penis as if it was some type of pacifier as his Master laughed lowly while Emma looked on in mild amusement.

“…Now finish off and let us depart…because there is a way yet to travel but all will be well when we arrive and…”

He ejaculated in rapid time over Rupert’s confounded, feminised pretty face and finally sighed in gratification.

“…As I mentioned, Eloise, leave everything to me!”

They were soon all within the sparkling dark Rolls Royce - sent especially for their convenience - where the shaking maid listened while his wife sidled up to her former menial on the back seat and sighed seductively.

“Can I distract myself Master?”

Her fingers furtively undid his trousers and withdrew the magnetic black flesh she could not seemingly resist before squeezing it eagerly as Edward gurgled in appreciation of her rude impulse.

“Close the blinds so the chauffeur cannot intrude, Eloise…”

As Rupert did precisely as instructed Emma started to laboriously lick the already primed flesh while the man went on in some smug satisfaction.

“…We sorely need some privacy.”

……

With that comment the former black menial gradually relaxed back onto the supple leather as the young woman swiftly removed his inky trousers then shorts so her pouting, salivating mouth could have full access to this magically repetitive masculinity which she worked on leisurely as if to make the treat last.

It was as if Emma intuitively recognised that this sublime experienced man was no longer her exclusive lover but had over the last few weeks become an adviser, educator or trusted confidante because the period of his stay with them was to surely be transient and almost specifically designed for her to develop and learn to cope with this unorthodox and unusual marriage she had chanced upon.

As with the other men she had enjoyed recently - with Edward’s subtle but insistent prompting, assistance and direction - Emma was gradually gaining the necessary pluck or confidence needed to handle her depraved and deviant husband.

This was along with the inevitable range of suitors then lovers she would need to encourage in due course to bear the necessary additions to the Shackleton lineage thereby cementing her place in decent - a perhaps an ironic description or contradiction in terms - society.

Emma’s delicate tongue licked the man’s full heavy balls while her husband seemed to rub himself crudely and unfortunately on the seat opposite as the young woman privately pondered how utterly lost she would have been without Edward’s prescient involvement in her life - and married life in particular - before having a sudden insightful instinct about her immediate family.

Subsequently Emma squeezed or pressurised the sensitive peak of his bulging erection with her pretty mouth and gasped evocatively.

“Edward, through your assistance I now partially understand that a modern wife or uncertain girl needs to quickly acquire a certain base understanding of the ways of things between men and women and had I not have fortunately gained your insight or experience then I dread to think about what would have become of me…”

She took nearly all of him inside her wet lips before drawing the succulent flesh very slowly while expressing her thoughts and pressing cause.

“…My three younger sisters are naïve, innocent virgins and as I now realise that this is a dangerous predicament in this unusual if not precarious adult world they will soon inhabit, I thought possibly you could instruct them as you have with me…?”

Edward grimaced for myriad reasons as she went on.

“…Fair Louisa is not yet quite of age but slender Hilary and shapely Elizabeth will be looking for a husband shortly and as I now comprehend that with…”

Her earthy eyes glared accusingly at Rupert who had just ignominiously but obviously jerked into his sensual drawers.

“…Such an abundance of impotent males within our elite stock of such Noble, Strutting Peacocks, then I truly sense that a young woman with some pride or ambition is required to know how to handle herself with regard to such unspeakable and decadent matters…”

With that comment she quietly raised the soft material of her dress then purposely straddled over the stocky back male and guided his primed masculine weapon to then pass through the slippery womanly entrance under the bloomers and into her weeping pussy before sliding her whole body down on the luxurious black shaft and exhaling in ecstasy.

“…They will naturally be wiling students like me Sir…”

Their opposite forms were swiftly in base union and rhythm as she stridently rode the thickness inside her then groaned weakly.  

“…They have to learn as I have…how to please a real man or possibly handle a Cuckold as or if necessary…”

It seemed that sexual relief or salvation for them both was imminent as Emma’s strong vaginal muscles contracted around his surging cock while her mind exploded in lust.

“…Say you will Sir…say you will…!”

With that pathetic appeal to his immoral instincts, Edward unavoidably spurted his rich viscous elixir of slimy life within her precious walls as Emma shuddered, went limp and revelled in climactic glory before she crumbled beside him, spread her thighs wide apart while gesturing for Rupert to do his humbling rude duty - with just a passing glance - and almost without breaking breath.

As Rupert’s soft liquid tongue began to sooth her raw red womanly lips and lap up the leaking ooze she whispered quietly or uncertainly to this black controlling lover while holding his now limp penis gently in her fine fingers.

“…Will you help us Edward because…?”

She looked down at her feckless husband and almost giggled.

“…If my vulnerable sisters misguidedly marry an impotent or cuckolded man such as him then they surely need to know what to do to survive and prosper.”

The man pulsed to her lightest, slightest touch and Emma leaned over then kissed the undoubtedly wondrous manhood while he whispered in response.

“What can I say but of course Emma…?”

He was hardening once more to her teasing but tender oral touch or was it the idea of what was to come as her head moved more quickly on his rigidity.

“…If they have your divine inclinations to be educated then…”

Edward, who was rock hard again now in his libidinous good fortune, then fell backwards on the giving seat and grunted primitively while Emma suckled him to completion as her feeble husband continued to demean himself on the man’s sickly white seed leaking between her warm wet legs.

“…Perhaps we can make willing secret Whores of you all!”

Eventually after much further perversion the debauchery ultimately subsided and they dressed, ate, drank or dozed for the rest of the arduous journey on the mostly deserted roads - few could afford a vehicle in 1912 - before at long last they reached the impressive gravel drive then the main large shiny white doors framed by the magnificent stone grey pillars of the grand entrance to the Shackleton Estate.

Edward waved or gestured with his hand and bade Eloise and Emma to remain temporarily in the vehicle while he entered with the substantive luggage; this was naturally disconcerting or troubling for the waiting couple especially in the surreal circumstance of Rupert’s female persona.

They sat silently and shivered slightly in understandable concern - especially because he did not reappear for many minutes - and when Edward eventually did return, to their further chagrin, the man’s black hypnotic eyes betrayed nothing while his voice spoke with some direction to them both.

“Emma please go to the bedroom where I have left the cases and…”

He gazed at Rupert with perhaps just a tinge or trace of empathy but then smiled slyly as if the perverse man was undeniably deserving of the humiliation he was about to endure.

“…Lady Shackleton is awaiting you in the study!”

……

Rupert stood mutely and meekly before his irascible mother outrageously dressed as a comely female housemaid and prayed that the floor would open up down to hell to save him from her critical disapproval or terrible wrath.

However to his utter surprise and combined confusion her aged but experienced dark eyes just looked him up and down quizzically before she smiled almost with some sage pragmatism.

“Hello Rupert…I can see you have finally found your level and if I may say…”

Her dry thin lips curled sarcastically.

“…You do look divinely sweet as a serving girl…but then again playing dress-up was always your first inclination even from a little boy when you used to borrow my underclothes…”

He went to answer in defence of his questionable honour but such debateable pride was already lost and she quickly waved him still with a flick of her bony wrist.

“…I know exactly what you did so don’t deny it Rupert; I had hoped this marriage would perhaps save or make a man of you but we must all accept what is and that you have joined the crowded ranks of so many enfeebled and Lorded men that have been surely cuckolded by a stronger dominant predator…”

She snickered almost as an aside at his plight and shared some unexpected and unwelcome information.

“…Your departed father was really no different as although he did not possess any penchant for female clothing, sadly just as you do, he liked men a little too much and given that he was always in such gay dashing company while on foreign shores fighting all the time, he was also deservedly cuckolded by me throughout our enduring marriage…”

Rupert was open-mouthed in shock but his mother ignored his drama and went on without much fuss.

“…And although he might actually have been your father…”

She seemed unimpressed by the distant memory.

“…Given there was some rushed brief connection between us now and then…”

There was not even a shadow of guilt on her lined but still attractive face as she concluded her outrageous confession

“…I can’t exactly be sure… although such matters are unimportant in the wider scheme or context of things as it’s only the family fortune, honour and future that counts and…”

Her acrid gaze at his demeaning attire was piercing and meaningful.

“…Already I have accepted the choices you and the surprisingly inventive or enlightened Emma have made and after speaking at length to capable Edward I now fully understand everything and am content to leave the future in his capable hands as head of you both and the house as well because you will undoubtedly now play the lowly maid for the year as I understand has been legally agreed…?”

Her narrow cold eyes sparkled in some obvious hilarity.

“…While your wife takes on suitable or unsuitable lovers as has been the way of such intimate matters in high society for longer than I can remember and hopefully she will create many children which is what I desire more than anything else…”

The mature but sprightly Lady settled happily in her plush velvet padded chair clapped her fragile hands smartly together and sighed.

“…So from this fateful point until twelve months hence I will treat you purely as the maid and will refer to you as Eloise while you can address me as Madam and we will make do and the very best of things…”

Her tone was increasingly curt and cutting.

“…Is that understood Eloise?”

Rupert once more was well out of is depth and drowning at the fact his mother had become and active part of this insanity that he foolishly hoped would remain private but he murmured respectfully in pure reflex.

“Yes…Madam of course!”

She smiled drolly at his familiar feeble submissive tendencies that she had hoped he would eventually grow out of.

“Then fetch me tea Girl before going to your Mistress who will require you to unpack…and one more thing…”

He looked at her weakly as if waiting for another blow to fall from the moral height of the elderly matriarch.

“…Stand up straight Girl and tidy your hair…”

His mother chuckled in myriad irony that she had obviously witnessed before at various times in her colourful life history.

“…We do have strict standards here you know!”

Rupert, now as the permanent maid, fetched the requested drink for his mother on silver service and best china before going to his wife and beginning the necessary work with the luggage before luxurious clothes were hung up and much washing taken to the lower floors for cleaning.

It was only after many hours of hard labour did Edward find then lead him down to the servants’ quarters where he was shown a Spartan room which was bare and cramped as Rupert whimpered timidly and had the glistening of real tears in his aqua-blue eyes.

“I didn’t realise it would be like this.”

The black leader of everyone but his mother merely stroked the man’s flaxen hair and pressed him to the cobbled floor while he gurgled without sympathy.

“That’s just too bad Eloise…”

Edward removed his long, strong erection from his trousers and pushed it directly into the former Lord and Master’s open mouth before gently fucking it then holding the fragile pretty head tightly in powerful palms.

“…You Silly Girl...I will be interviewing a new House Mistress this week and she will hopefully bring you some much needed discipline…”

His motions were quickening as his flesh drove between Rupert’s slippery lips before he grunted in salacious completion while dispensing thick wads of ejaculate in short bursts of erratic movement.

“…Now wash then change, Eloise, and let us have no further complaint…there is another uniform and underwear in your wardrobe…so prepare, rest and be in the kitchen at 7.00p.m to serve dinner.”

Rupert wiped his mouth as if in ultimate acceptance of his stupidity or destiny - as there was no possible escape now his sole parent was in-league with this Brute - before cleaning himself after Edward had departed.

He subsequently attended on his Mistress in her rooms then played his part shortly afterwards at the main dining table where Emma ate with his treasured but unpredictable mother and served quietly and as proficiently as he could.

That night Edward discretely took the empty place in the marital bed while Rupert waited on or provided food or drink as necessary and only when the rapacious male departed did Rupert provide his oral services between the limp thighs of his faithless wife as demanded.

Eventually when she was sated and sleeping he slipped off ignominiously into the covering darkness to rest in the lower quarters of the house a few doors down from where the devious black butler now permanently resided.

Then, with similar early mornings and continual daily duties, a pattern of duty or labour quickly formed for him until within a week he had become almost moulded or seduced into the role of an English maid and bizarrely fitted into the fabric of the household in this strange position most easily.

The black Master of them all interviewed for a head housekeeper as he promised and in quick time a tall middle-aged, slim, wiry dark-haired woman called Mrs O’Conner was employed before Rupert was promptly called before her and Edward one afternoon, when the dark man murmured meaningfully.

“Widowed Mrs O’Conner will take charge of you now given my many other responsibilities; already she and I have an understanding so she knows all about your sullied secrets…”

His full lips smiled dryly as Rupert’s heart sank to the floor once more.

“…So do as she instructs or as normal there will be the severest consequences.”

As he finished the sentence the man left - as if there were pressing matters to attend to - leaving Rupert alone with this stern, imposing woman, with flecks of grey in thick auburn hair, who twisted her dry mouth expressively.

“So Eloise…I understand you are a very special Girl so lift your skirts and let me look at you…”

Helplessly he raised the black material of the dress then underskirts to reveal his bloomers and as he stood vulnerably the woman swiftly pulled these to his knees and squeezed his unstable penis that unfairly hardened to her lightest touch as she chuckled quietly.

“…My first husband Henry was the same…just a pathetic girl with a penis…so I know how to deal with you; after all it’s not so unusual….although…”

Rupert inadvertently spurted blobs of slimy fluid onto her presumptive fingers and to his ongoing shock she relaxed back into the chair, raised her own hem and lowered some fine sheer drawers before purposely wiping the slimy drops to her female lips hidden within the mass of dark black pubic hair.

“…Not so small though…now on your knees Eloise and show me due respect for my senior position here because we need to begin as we will surely continue…”

He feebly licked and lapped at her unsightly vaginal line until it became sodden as the lofty woman turned and spread her thighs until after nearly an hour she spurted a stream of female fluid over him and sighed in true gratification.

“…What a good Little Fag you are…I’m sure we’ll get you extremely well trained in no time at all…now go to the kitchen where you can help the cook and I will be with you shortly!”

He literally ran from her dominant oppressive company and soon realised that between his wife, mother, Edward and now this whirlwind of a elevated housemistress, playing the female maid was definitely not quite as wonderful as he envisaged but there was no choice for him other than simply perfecting all of his labours and suffering the utmost excruciating forms of humiliation from them all in one way or another.

Subsequently the precious man became ever more subdued, domesticated and feminised in multiple ways and although he still secretly enjoyed the sensation of delicious scented materials on his sensitive skin the endless demands being placed upon his slight shoulders were not easy to endure just as his previous pressures had also been a burden but in subtly different ways.

Rupert - as with the family tradition - simply suffered in silence then watched on as Emma began in due time to invite various local men who had signed up for the Services to come for dinners and then charm or entertain them furtively - as she was increasingly becoming expert at - all in the name of supposedly helping the morale of the various parts of the Army, emerging Air-force or Navy.

Many admirers - along with Edward now and then - determinedly ploughed her young sublime body as her husband often looked on from nearby in his comely guise until one bright morning her pregnancy was announced like a clarion call and in the unbridled excitement it seemed that Rupert’s selflessness or sacrifice had not been in vain because his forever difficult or dissatisfied mother was finally and visibly overjoyed with everyone… even him!

Given the depraved circumstances, no-one quite knew the precise parentage of the forthcoming child but - as Rupert had learned - such practical matters were inconsequential and it was only the actual flesh and blood along with the continuance of the revered family name that counted for anything.

Emma once with child quickly became even more hormonal than normal and was demanding of Eloise’s time because, as her appetite for actual intercourse diminished, a gradual hunger for more tender ways of easing the pregnant woman’s raging libido or temper developed which soon entailed endless time for diligent Rupert between his wife’s spread thighs while licking her moist active sexual lips.

Often Rupert would look at this precious aperture as he used his tongue to good effect and wonder quite how many males had speared this sensual entrance to make an undoubted whore of his woman and who the actual father was but he did not speak of such unmentionable things…in fact no-one would dare disturb the status-quo by breaking such delicate social etiquette!

With Emma soon out of use as far as any copulation was concerned energetic, Edward secretly turned his crude attentions to the formidable Mrs O’Connor who naturally succumbed to his advances - as all women seemed to do - until inevitably Rupert was also licking the man’s semen from between her ever open thighs as it appeared that all females of whatever age relished this foul or filthy treat.

He also began to notice Emma’s sisters coming around more and more frequently for secret often behind closed doors meetings with her and Edward.

Secretly the former Lord wanted of course to stop them - they were less than ladies after all, coming from such a low family base - but could not given the impotent position he had thrown himself into far too rashly, unwisely and readily.

Then a few months had suddenly gone by in a flash; overall Rupert was not unhappy given his achievement in fertilising Emma in an odd sort of way - it truly could not have transpired without his surreal involvement - but the young man was often melancholy and would sometimes wander out alone near the large stable block where his wonderful old horses resided and who possibly were the only ones that remembered him as he had once been.

Early one evening when his wife had gone to dine at a nearby manor, Rupert was standing idly stroking the brown and white nose of his favourite divine stallion when a large shadow loomed over him and he anxiously turned to see that the stocky stable-boy was standing close against his back while muttering words of caution.

“Be careful Miss…Royal can be skittish…”

Rupert turned about then gazed up giddily to see the huge muscular form of this extremely handsome young man who took his shoulders politely or gingerly while their lower bodies pressed together almost by accident as the stocky stranger blushed realising he was unfortunately erect.

“…Sorry to disturb you Miss but I have seen you about the estate many times and sorely wanted to make your acquaintance.”

Neither of them moved and provocatively the blonde slender maid pressed his hips slightly against the mousey-blonde wavy-haired youth then sighed cheekily.

“That’s OK…what’s your name?”

The stable-boy groaned reflexively as they pushed against each other with involuntarily but most noticeable force.

“Tom James, Miss…Tom!”

Rupert then smiled openly and in his giddiness and girlishness fell back against the half door of the stable where he tried his best to look enticing.

“Pleased to meet you Tom…maybe you can show me around…?”

He flushed brightly in patent reaction to his instant desire.

“…As I simply adore strong powerful animals!”

……

Emma had been somewhat amazed at how quickly her husband’s new female persona or façade had been accepted at the grand Shackleton mansion, especially the reaction of Rupert’s formidable mother who seemed to take the surreal adjustment of the Golden Lord in her elegant stride and spoke to her daughter-in-law over dinner the first evening their most unusual group had arrived back.

She told the new wife honestly that that her intuitive head had been concerned and extremely aware of her only son’s inadequacies - in the reproductive field - for some time and that as the spirited wife of such an unfortunately limited man she had her full support in doing what was necessary to produce the heirs the family surely required.

The forthright and enlightened woman then inferred that she too had made similar difficult choices within her own marriage years before, although did not go into much detail, while the young woman she was addressing thought it impolite to enquire or probe too much further about such personal and now historic matters.

So within the shortest space of time Eloise became fully accepted as the dutiful and reliable maid, with Edward the smart and resourceful black head of the staff before soon, the imposing but striking Mrs O’Connor took the outstanding post as senior housekeeper as the enormous home subsequently began to tick over like organised domesticated clockwork.

Emma took her feminine marital obligations regarding the production of life extremely seriously therefore shared intimacy with Edward on many late lust-fuelled evenings or nights in the first few weeks of her return.

This was until Emma became distracted then sensually interested in a gloriously dressed blonde soldier who came to dinner with some colleagues - as was the way of the families being hospitable or supportive with the forces - on his way to join his celebrated battalion and she ended up taking the charming attentive man to her bed.

The intended brief affair was as discrete as such matters could be because Eloise led the fortunate and virile suitor through in the dead of night - from the room he was using - and then meekly stood guard and watched on as his actual wife was rutted and invaded by the Predator in every sordid position possible.

Ordinary soldiers - as a whole - however genteel or refined they appeared were often deviant rapacious primates in the bedroom but Emma seemed to increasingly enjoy this obtuse fact and acted outrageously and filthily while somehow trying to retain her affect as a refined Lady.

This particular pompous Captain took take great pleasure in pumping her rhythmically from behind while she grunted and swore like a trooper - as if to purposely break the illusion of decency - before ultimately he filled her hopefully fertile belly over and over again until escorted back to his private space in the early light simply for decency and proprieties sake.

Emma, after fornication, always thoroughly relished the illicit feeling she had of her body absorbing the sublime addictive semen while her sexual lips inadvertently leaked fluid and her hormonal head longed for Eloise to return so he could clean these smeared crevices slowly and gingerly as were his sullied inclinations or even unspeakable expertise nowadays.

She snickered privately if not tiredly to herself because Rupert’s return would now take a little time given that she had instructed this recent new lover to let the lowly maid suckle his divine cock to a final hurrah to ensure he slept the remainder of the night soundly.

It greatly amused Emma that the once proud or aloof Lord Shackleton loved to give head as a helpless girl - just as much as she did - and she also liked the thought of the pompous man on his stocking-covered knees being used so disgustingly but secretly enjoyably as well.

She knew all of his lurid penchants quite comprehensively by now!

Eloise indeed returned in due course to do his duty to his Mistress before retiring to his tiny room in his heady excitement or equal disgrace.

The Captain, who was expected to leave after lunch the next morning, in fact stayed an extra few days - daringly without his commander’s permission - because it appeared he could not get enough of this promiscuous sublime woman of the house along with her agreeable female servant that always sent him to bed with a final satisfied smile on his handsome face.

However the army was always the real often brutal Mistress of all of these highly trained officers and although Emma quite liked the charming soldier, the following week there was another dinner where more of the thrusting males of the elite military divisions came to be well fed before the inevitable carnage of the impending war to come.

It was a time of heightened emotions or exploding passions where many young people defied ordinary conventions and took every moment or opportunity to taste the poetic sweetness of what life had to offer because such a rare gift of respiration or just mere existence was undoubtedly uncertain and particularly fragile in these rarefied times.

Subsequently, under the wily strict direction and subtle influence of her black mentor, Emma proceeded to take a continual string of passing admirers then lovers - given how the world was turning they could not be other that transient - until a few months after returning from Cannes, to the joy of everyone involved in the deception, the local doctor formally announced that she was with child.

The young woman was utterly thrilled as was Rupert - still playing his female servile role to perfection - because the smile on his wizened mother’s face when he served her tea or meals around the always immaculately presented dining table was priceless and it seemed that by recently taking these sordid surreal choices, had now strangely elevated him in her all-seeing eyes.

Such was the unusual way of things in the very epicentre of the elite families of English high society.

Emma basked in the glory of conception for a while, using her enfeebled husband continually to sexually sate her each day on the always tingling womanly line between her milky thighs with his skilled tongue because for some reason her libido went into overdrive before eventually it peaked, levelled off and then disappeared utterly in direct proportion to her expanding belly.

During this level-minded time of relative salient or rational thought Emma revisited her past concerns regarding the sensual or sexual ignorance of her younger sisters and the brief inspiration she had experienced some time previously returned with more force until one early evening - after discussing her wild ideas with them all - the three young women mingled together in the small drawing room where Eloise served tea as the elder sibling spoke softly to the gathered few.

“As I have discussed with you in passing Girls…all of you will soon be looking for husbands now; and I do not wish you to suffer as I have through my own lack of knowledge combined with my unfortunate ignorance regarding the ways of things between the genders…”

She glanced at her pathetic feminised husband who flushed in his patent discomfort or shame - as all present of course knew his true form - but the young blooming woman cruelly paid no heed to him or his visible sensibilities.

“…There are far too many men like Rupert…and as marriage can come quickly without the wife recognising the full character or possible unfortunate afflictions of your male partner then given what I now know… I see it as my duty to make you better informed if you are still agreed…?”

She glanced at shapely dark-haired Elizabeth as if for surety.

“…Are we agreed?”

The engaging girl in the pretty slim fitting soft lace dress smiled gaily.

“Of course Emma, Darling…we are here and eager to learn as the ball season is upon us shortly and we truly wish to gain a handsome, dashing and rich husband just like you!”

Emma smiled at their attitude of combined envy, naivety and innocence - that had been so much like hers such a short time ago - then sighed because their purity only confirmed what needed to be done.

“A match is not all scented roses Girls; men expect different and sometimes unbearable, obscene things of women and…”

Flame-haired Hilary interrupted her almost rudely in her mounting impatience or anticipation.

“Don’t go on so Emma…we truly understand all about the theory of men and woman but are here to be better informed…so pray don’t make us suffer by waiting or dilly-dally…show us!”

The three siblings nodded furiously in communal unity and Emma glanced purposefully at Eloise.

“Ask Edward to join us…”

When her perverse husband had departed to inform the mercurial butler - he was fully aware what had been proposed - she hissed almost silently to her family.

“…Gather your courage Girls…Edward will take control from here…he will of course not harm you but take care and prepare to be shocked!”

When the black elegant butler entered the room he was met by three utterly innocent blushing pulsating virgins along with pregnant, plump Emma and the wimpish blonde maid who was standing back watching or waiting as usual.

Edward had already long conquered or mastered the married couple and the thought of now corrupting the patently electrified delightful young women undoubtedly appealed to his base masculine vanity causing his erection to show even in the loose fitting trousers while he drew breath and murmured smoothly.

“You have all signed a legal document to express that you wish me to completely illuminate you in the ways of the flesh and if this is not the case then please leave now…”

No one moved even a cute perfectly formed female muscle and he took a seat then continued quietly.

“…Then I am in sole charge and expect to be immediately obeyed; so please remove your dresses down to your bloomers or petticoats and let me closely inspect you all...”

Busy delicate fingers quickly and eagerly took off the bright coverings until the three sisters were in titillating white underclothes and standing before him while shivering even in the heat of the room for obvious reasons as he continued.

“…As you appreciate a refined woman needs to remain virginal or pure until her wedding day but in my culture and for her own protection she also should know what is expected of the marriage contract and what a real man wants from her body…”

The lithe legs on the girls began to feel like wobbly jelly to his provocative words but they remained still as he rose up beside them all and went on.

“…There is much to practice that does not entail actual copulation, which could diminish your value maritally speaking, because the female body is without question a wonder and a virtual treasure trove of sensation…”

The young quivering women already sensed something of his intuitive observation of their form but did not expect the actual reaction of their untested libidos as his large palms gently caressed each wonderfully covered bottom then belly before cupping every pair of different sized breasts through the silk, satin and brocade because they all whimpered like capricious helpless kittens while his voice soothed them.

“…You see the pleasure a man can bring out with just the lightest caress… now sit before you fall down in a faint and Elizabeth will take her place over my knee while you may closely observe before taking the same prone position…”

The eldest sibling subsequently collapsed face down over his muscular thighs when he quietly retook his chair again then slapped the rounded bottom gently and smiled genially at them all.

“…A good or proper husband will beat your flesh slightly then firmly on your wedding night to attain absolute command of your body or soul and as a good wife you must of course welcome his severity…”

Elizabeth wailed timidly as he spanked her soundly before lowering her frilly drawers and exposing the perfect peachy white skin which was soon glowing pink under his ferocious assault before his hand stopped providing correction and the longest finger ran along her anus then rear vaginal lips as his voice grumbled.

“…In time both of these tight apertures will be well used and invaded constantly by your husband or other lovers, should the man you marry be of feeble mind or action, and you have to accept then reconcile this fetid inevitability.”

Elizabeth’s lilting timid voice could just be heard in response.

“I am undone and weeping Sir…leaking!”

Edward exhaled in gratification and teased his fingertips just inside her vaginal lips.

“Of course pretty Elizabeth…but I will naturally settle your enlivened state before the end of our brief lesson now take the seat beside Hilary and let your luscious sister have her turn...”

He subsequently dealt with each young Lady equally severely or tantalisingly until they were all sitting half-dressed with their little salivating pussies and delicate hearts pumping or pounding as he grinned then stood to his feet to show the masculine urgency in his trousers.

“…You are patently all wet… as you should be after this trial… and now are merely partially aware of the sordid craving a woman has for a man…”

The siblings were literally bursting internally with the most confounding or confusing desire as he read them easily - but pretended that he did not understand their obvious sullied need - then chose to torture them a little more.

“…But if it is too much for your genteel natures then we can stop?”

The youngest of the sisters – blonde, slender, beauteous Louise - squirmed in an unrecognisable physical anguish.

“No Sir…please…spare us nothing, as we are all…ears!”

He stood proudly and sighed as if this was all such an unfair pressure on his broad toned shoulders

“You know that in time a man’s thick cock will tame you…but have you held one…felt the power of such a weapon of love…?”

They shook their heads as if utterly hypnotised before he gathered them in an enwrapped group onto the floor below him then pointed to the patent rigidity in the bulging crotch of his trousers and glowered in direction.

“…In here is where your destiny lies is but in saying that…if you secretly know how to control a man’s penis then you have some chance to capture and control the man as well, however socially high he may be…”

Edward revelled in being the focal point of such fevered gorgeous female attention and his growing but hidden erection seemed mesmerising to them all

“…Take turns to touch it because an accidental press with your body or perhaps merely an innocent hand that masters such a skill, to be used while dancing or walking, can truly turn an admirer’s head and a clever girl needs to know all of the tricks exactly like a Whore does…”

Edward simpered almost sweetly.

“…Remember that most men adore Whores!”

They ignored his sullied aside or prediction of their future status and began to gingerly poke then push the magnetic growth in fascination before giggling vacuously and excitedly as it expanded ever further while Hilary simpered weakly.

“Let me remove it Sir…please…let us see it, please…?”

Without waiting for a reply the eager girl naughtily tugged at his luxurious trousers then dark silk shorts until he was naked from the waist down and then the trio of shocked and definitely naive siblings gazed at this extraordinary primed black cock as she exhaled in wonder.

“…Oh Sir…how can something so impossibly large actually go inside me?”

In spite of her female concern Hilary’s cultured fingers instinctively wrapped around the stiff dark shaft before - along with her beguiled sisters - she explored his heavy balls until the three of them were drawn to the appendage as if physically magnetised by his testicles while he stroked their tangled heads and spoke kindly.

“There is no rush or haste Ladies…take your time and learn how a man’s equipment can be your friend if you handle it tenderly and correctly…”

They duly closely investigated all of this ebony length, soft sac and huge full balls but were unsure what to do from there and after many minutes of their uncertain attentions he pushed them away then gestured to Eloise as he smiled.

“…Watch and be informed because the diminutive maid is expert at pleasuring a man’s genitalia just as you must become, Girls...”

Rupert promptly kneeled down and submissively began to demonstrate the oral skills he had learned so thoroughly in recent times as his mouth suckled then licked the living cock or soft sac to good effect until Edward was on the edge of climax and he groaned meaningfully.  

“…Now Girls…you do this precisely as Eloise has shown you…as over the course in the coming months you need to be able to suck cock expertly!”

The three adventurous sisters then quickly gathered around this amazing manhood throbbing visibly with thick purple veins - while the blonde maid reluctantly withdrew - as if they were crazed female animals and started to worship these remarkable sexual tools with their sweet mouths and tongues as he laughed.

“…Slowly Ladies…take time and care to savour or taste the very essence of your futures then suck me fully one at a time.”

Each girl obediently searched or inhaled every inch of the rigidity and potential for procreation then, in order of age, took the hard flesh to the back of their willing throats and let him fuck them momentarily before - after nearly a full half an hour - Edward could stand no more of this endless delight and made them open their cute pouting mouths before spurting his pungent, slimy ejaculate over each and every crimson flushed face.

The sisters were unspeakably elated, ashamed, confused and now understandably sexually aroused to a level that was utterly beyond their expectation or experience as Elizabeth whined meekly.

“Help us Sir…as you promised…we beg you as we are so flustered and unbalanced.”

Edward purposely rubbed the evocative, heady male fluids into their milky skins as if to introduce or anoint them to the divisive nature of semen then led them to their respective chairs where he removed the girls’ bloomers or drawers and spreads their thighs openly on the chairs to expose three divine vaginas each with a perfect soft covering of red, blonde and black down.

He let them simmer in female lust for a while then finally let his longest finger settle on the fine slippery crease of Elizabeth’s womanly line and simpered.

“You can’t be fucked yet but all women are familiar with this particular delicate tactile button so play with it and learn how to delight your bodies by your own hands as well….”

She whinnied pathetically as he applied pressure to this most sensitive point and felt that her head was about to explode with her weakened mind as this man used her like some living toy.

“…Nearly there pretty Elizabeth…press or push your cunt against the stiffness; that’s what you crave. Do not be passive…but take what you need…!”

With a few subtle tweaks of his talented hands on her clitoral nub she then shuddered almost violently to completion before leaning back in obvious shame mixed with bliss and watched as he did the same decadent trick to her siblings who in the shortest period of time became equally listless in their individual and utter ecstasy.

They then drank wine for celebration or sustenance before each confounded sibling kneeled and once more separately sucked the man’s apparently irresistible cock to completion then willingly swallowed the rich, thick, white produce of male fluid almost instinctively as if they were already gaining an illicit taste for this rare, acrid nectar of life.

When the youngest had completed her sullied part, Edward spread all of their shaking white thighs legs again over the padded arms of the luxurious red velvet chairs and had Rupert dirtily lick each of the girls’ saturated pussies to a final orgasm with his tongue as the trio whimpered or whined and obviously could not believe what was possible in the adult world of dark intimacy or base sexuality.

Then at last all was quiet or quelled - apart from some silent purring from blonde Louise - and the stocky black male silently dressed then stood over them all with a beaming copper face full of transparent satisfaction and a sly grin that he could vanquish them so easily.

The siblings female thighs were all split asunder - as if readied for the final taking - but that was not the true purpose of this primitive tuition as he patted all of the exposed, available sodden vaginas and murmured purposefully.

“…I could of course fuck you all now but that would be almost indecent because you must remain virgins for your husbands if you wish to rise to the heights of the social elite…however…”

His hand withdrew three thin phallic-shaped ivory toys from his pocket and inserted the pointed and perfectly smooth first half of the divisively shaped objects into each flat sodden female aperture then laughed as each of the girls sighed in involuntary ecstasy at the delicious snugness.

“…You can practice with these to get used to the sensation of penetration before it inevitably happens for real…”

They were already soft malleable putty in his hands as he went to leave but whispered parting pointed words.

“…We can explore more next week on confirmation that you would like to become knowledgeable Whores?”

Each of the sisters were secretly raging again by now while compulsively drawing the divisive hardness in and out of their slimy pussies by their busy fingertips and completely ignoring his impertinent if not rude description of their potential characters as Emma gurgled and answered for them all.

“That would be utterly wonderful Edward…thank you…thank you…I think without question they have certainly began to learn a lot already!”

Then the butler departed and the women urgently finished their journey to fevered ecstasy before the siblings eventually bathed, changed and enjoyed a sumptuous dinner that night while Edward and Eloise served them all attentively.

Naturally nothing further was mentioned about the recent libertine education of the afternoon and they ate then slept well while privately and dirtily using their delightful hard toys to provide ongoing pleasure when they reached the secrecy of their beds.

Emma for a while was somewhat unsure if she had done the right thing by her closest relations but Elizabeth - before departing with her sisters in the morning - confirmed excitedly that they definitely wanted another lesson as arranged and told her precious blood in confidence that this was the most wonderful of experiences for them all and thanking her for this thoughtfulness.

So this education or training became something of a weekly ritual until the trio of young girls were almost expert in sucking a man’s genitals - either as a group or separately - and would openly parade around semi-naked while their instructor increasingly schooled their reactive soft bodies in the many subtle arts of sensual delectation or promiscuous glory.

Then a few months after this improbable decadence had begun and the sisters were sitting once more with legs astride their chairs after experiencing many orgasm on his fingers - or his expert use of the slender phallus that had been his precious gift to each of them - Hilary involuntarily pressed her hips towards Edward to offer her leaking pussy and whistled lowly.

“We have all learned so much, Sir...thank you…as this will be so helpful now the ball season now upon us along with the inevitable interaction with the male of the species but…”

She drew breath for courage or effect.

“…We have handled or sucked your cock innumerable times and after discussion…we all wish to feel the actual flesh inside us just temporarily…”

Her words promptly became pleading.

“…We are truly ready and wider inside now after the constant use of the toys you provided but would request you must not cum so we remain as relative virgins…”

Hilary twisted her lips and spread her perfect thighs further apart which was not easy as she was already so open or exposed.

“…Just let us sense it transiently please…please.”

All of the girls nodded then almost naturally together moved their luscious legs to become ever more amenable to his advances - the man was already naked below his shirt and visibly already erect - before he sighed almost begrudgingly.

“…OK Ladies it is no harm for you to have this passing sensation and I confirm that I will not release inside until you are married at which time undoubtedly I will of course have my fill of you all.”

She tried to provoke him at his unreasonable boast.

“If I have a husband, Edward, sadly for you I will undoubtedly be faithful…so please do not presume I will wish you to…”

While the red-haired girl murmured on in her ignorance and as if in some sleazy dream, the man merely walked between her parted thighs and almost effortlessly or so easily slipped then slid his thick erection slowly but inexorably up the available female slippery inner walls as Hilary gasped then gripped the hardness tightly with muscles that she did not realise were there.

“…Oh my goodness…oh my goodness!”

Edward let her physically dangle on the steely living hook for a unforgettable moment but did not move further before allowing each of the young women the same delicious but frustrating service or privilege and once they had sampled the primal sensation of fornication then turned or twisted them into every secret sexual position available for copulation for their further information

They all enjoyed - for their fetid education - a single insidious stationary thrust from below, above and behind them all but with Edward’s iron resolve that did not allow them the luxury of friction or motion; and by the end of this session it seemed that the entire trio not so secretly longed for the day of their wedding so this torturer would at last finish what he had begun with them that very day.

As if by way of some sullied compensation he made them draw this stiff divine irresistible appendage with firm tactile fingers until it ultimately spurted hot male seed over their juicy female sexual lips then had Eloise sensually clean and bring oral relief as he could tell they were almost becoming nymphomaniacal and were demonstrably desperate for sensual salvation. 

From that precise moment it seemed that along with Emma and Rupert, the beauteous sisters - as emerging women - were his to tease, torment or teach and they subsequently entered into winter social season of 1913 with all the appearance of sublime female innocence but having full knowledge of how to make an impression on any eligible and often unaware young man looking for romance and matrimony.

Without doubt as a team the siblings had well-learned that with an accidental touch of their velvet gloves or an inadvertent press of slight shapely hips while dancing they had the ability - as pure but now informed young women - to bring their suitors’ feverish masculine passions to the flame or swift boil and in such heady times before the war the sublime girls soon had a flurry of handsome mostly military admirers.

The best of them - socially and financially - then became respectable suitors and with kisses and the most minimal of sly sexual favours - in way of inducement or a deeper promise - by the time blooming Emma had given birth to the heavenly dark-skinned Florence all of her siblings were engaged to leading young men from the highest and noblest families in the land.

Then fatefully in July - but not unexpectedly - the Great War came and brought with it the imminent danger or uncertainty alongside the unprecedented undercurrent of excitement.

However, what remained of social niceties or normalities faded when the first tide of battle turned against the Allies and in the carnage or devastation the sisters lost fiancés then found anew before - by the end of 1914 - they were, to a sweet delicious girl, all married to high society husbands fighting at the front.

It was at this moment in the nation’s darkest hour that Rupert was reluctantly forced to make a re-appearance from his now familiar and comfortable female persona - as the lowly maid - because a leading Brigadier wanted to talk to the son of the famous but deceased General Shackleton, about playing a necessary active part in the war effort and an opulent private dinner was arranged to hold such an intimate and delicate discussion.

Rupert of course was not his father; he had never been versed in any military skills and was sadly petrified to face the terrible Hun at the Front; subsequently he and Emma listened with some concern while this mature soldier spoke unequivocally of Rupert joining his command in France and furthering the legend of the famous Shackleton name.

The conversation was of course one-sided and there seemed no escape for the golden child of the famous General Shackleton because it appeared that this powerful Brigadier with the remarkable handlebar moustache was about to insist on his presence abroad when Emma had a sudden intuition or perhaps some female instinct about the elderly male and whispered pointedly when Rupert left the table for a moment.

“I didn’t like to mention anything Sir…but Lord Rupert is in truth quite unusually challenged and afflicted in certain unmentionable ways…”

The aqua blue eyes of the Brigadier held her gaze and allowed her to carry on with her unfortunate disclosure while his knuckles stroked the impressive whiskers under his red nose.

“…Unfortunately my husband has distinct feminine tendencies; he likes to dress up as the maid of the house then play the female role and I am greatly concerned that if he joins your group then he could embarrass you or your command.”

Emma then told the elderly male all about her husband’s many indiscretions - almost everything but her own secret private enthusiasm for his deviance - and how she had to take marital comfort elsewhere until merely for show a theatrical tear appeared in the purest of brown eyes as he reflexively took her hand and sighed surprisingly empathetically.

“Poor Girl…I pray do not fret as I would confide that this is sadly not so unusual an occurrence… please do not fear, instead bring the Little Fag here in his usual feminine guise and with your permission of course, let us speak and act quite openly.”

Emma nodded in genuine gratitude or agreement and Rupert was soon standing nervously dressed in the black and white frilly uniform as the fragile, comely maid before the man gassed sternly at him.

“So Eloise…Emma has bravely but clearly explained how things are with you… so is it to be the Western Front or a life of service here?”

The blonde man dress as a cute but lowly girl whinnied meekly.

“I would be of no value in a war, Sir.”

The Brigadier chuckled darkly.

“That is patently true but…”

His moustache was teased once more with perfumed fingertips.

“…We can all find our part to play especially as I and some of my colleagues have a certain soft spot for malleable pretty Girls such as you…”

Suddenly Rupert was on his bended knees before the old inscrutable Brigadier who removed a small but incredibly hard erection from his pristine trousers and placed the rounder flat tip of it on the open tremulous lips of the maid as he exhaled in expectation.

“…Do not be abashed Eloise…Emma has informed me in confidence that she is a woman that has experienced the most unfortunate of things and confirms you are well versed in these unsavoury matters…”

Rupert then began to suckle him as if his delicate life depended on it and perhaps in some unmentionable ways it did as the aged military man stroked his blonde hair then sighed in developing pleasure.

“…How delightful…now I think we can turn this grand house into a country respite and hospital for our injured boys while in due course you can dress up as a sweet nurse along with your lovely wife and her sisters because you can all certainly do your bit…”

He then held Rupert increasingly firmly by the head as his body lurched on the precipice of heaven and his throat gurgled malevolently.

“…That is what you would prefer Eloise…to service and provide comfort to our fallen boys along with my favoured fighting friends when on leave and require some diversion because almost without exception…”

His laugh was the sound of doom or possibly the inescapable immediate future for them all.

“….They do appreciate a lovely dressed up Little Fag!”

That evening Eloise attended the Brigadier with his late night drink before the man bent him over his bed raised the skirt and petticoats of the maid’s uniform and proceeded to fuck him most violently in his rear passage while murmuring in delight to the weak squealing from the once noble man below him.

“You surely remind me or my first batman, Teddy, Lord Shackleton…he so loved to dress up and let me enjoy his female charade…now breathe in because with some certainly I can feel a real urgent motion coming very…shortly!”

The lively old soldier involuntarily exploded thick slippery loads of spunk inside the fragile maid before sending him off to change into a suitable negligee with black lisle stockings so he could enjoy him for the remainder of the darkened hours and literally buggered the young man relentlessly until the first emerging rays of dawn.

Over breakfast the revitalised Brigadier was famished and while eating, mentioned to Emma that he would confirm to Headquarters that the honourable Lord Shackleton was indisposed but had generously turned over his mansion and hospitality to the injured forces as a home from home for the suffering men in need of constant care.

He also told her that a senior General would be home on leave in the next few weeks and would probably drop by to sample some of the sensual delights of the secret special maid that he would be sure to tell him all about.

The grand amiable man seemed in exceptionally good spirits and chuckled - while sipping his tea - that there could be a stream of interested senior officers calling in the passage of the war as if the opportunity to bugger blonde Rupert was far too good an opportunity to pass up upon.

Subsequently the immediate fate of everyone became centred about the large house which within a mere few weeks had become a makeshift hospital where an endless stream of mangled scarred bodies and troubled souls began to arrive for recuperation and medical assistance.

Emma and all of the sisters dutifully took up posts as nurses in pristine but pretty uniforms while of course as suggested, Eloise also played this adapted role as well and not unexpectedly all of the girls were well received by the young men, many of whom had been without female company for the longest while.

Naturally Edward was always around doing manual or porter’s duties by day and then servicing all of the rapacious sisters in the evenings because they were now married and even the most dutiful or faithful to their husband could not resist the needs of their weak and female flesh when this always seductive black man was around.

So he fucked them constantly - sometimes all together - as he once promised that he would before gradually inducing them to provide some sexual services to the abundant servicemen many of whom only had that particular part of their bodies functioning properly.

This was normally just hand or blow-jobs - which the nubile Ladies were all expert at - but as time ran along passing relationships quickly formed and often lithe female limbs were athletically perched or poised on top of stiff cocks to bring them final glory before often an untimely demise.

Innumerable soldiers therefore found fleeting bliss and salvation at the delicate but educated fingers mouths or scented vaginas of the accommodating girls to taste a transient moment of pleasure before death or worse; which was a life of dealing with innumerable physical ailments that no-one wanted to acknowledge or was really able to help with.

Such was the way of the unfair world that had been set adrift in turmoil and ferment as the brutal and barbaric war raged ever onwards.

The years then passed while the soldiers fought and - as if life would always find a way even in the blackest hours - by the end of hostilities Emma now had two healthy children with another on the way; Hilary was also a mother while the other younger sisters were showing that their endless immoral actions had surely borne visible fruit in their growing fertile bellies.

Of course, many husbands, lovers of sweethearts by now had been killed or wounded with terrible infirmities and often the actual time-scales of procreation lay doubt on the faithfulness of the various siblings - in truth of many girls in general - but in an age where so many had died so tortuously and meaninglessly no one really wanted to question the birth, parentage or expectation of any precious new child.

It was surely an unseemly or unspeakable thing to do in such forever tragic circumstances when so recently the cruel shadow of death had been an unwelcome but daily visitor.

On Armistice Day the Shackleton name was spoken about once more in the highest echelons of society with respect, honour and appreciation for the valiant work they had done because without question each member of this enlightened and decadent family group had certainly played their active, vital part in the war effort…however sensual, sexual, promiscuous or often unseemly it actually was, if the whole truth be known!

As recorded, such salacious facts were unimportant or incidental because it was not without good cause that social norms changed forever after the earth-shattering Great War, and the very fabric of the class structure or perhaps even past morality itself were broken down forever, never to be reassembled quite as unfairly as they once had been.

......

Edward du Surle looked out to the shimmering distant horizon over the silver guard rails of the grand ship and inhaled the breeze or sweet sea air then shivered slightly in expectation and a certain expectant joie de vivre.

The forever smart man was dressed in the clothes of a manservant but on the long voyage to America it was merely the disguise of being in service to the elderly but still vital Lady Shackleton with whom he had shared a certain mental and physical understanding from almost the very hour he had arrived from France with Emma and her fragile, cuckolded husband Rupert.

He had been aware of Patricia Shackleton in name but more-so by sullied reputation before he had ever made the haughty woman’s acquaintance, because she had been a well known if not infamous dilettante in her younger surge of womanly life and secretly still was even to this very day.

The always elegant Lady was - beneath this veneer or respectability - utterly depraved and decadent and under the demure respectable clothing surprisingly possessed a shapely lithe body that even during her advanced years had prolific sensual or sexual needs which he could supply relatively easily almost without breaking sweat.

It had been eight years since he had first set foot on the unfamiliar shores of England and in all of this time his relationship with this remarkable woman had been close, intimate and kept utterly secret from everyone around them on the extensive estate for obvious reasons, as there was enough depravity or subterfuge happening without this further involvement or confusion.

After this long period of time, it seemed - coincidentally - to them both that perhaps it was a suitable time to leave the historic house for differing reasons and although in many ways they were both free and friends, it was far easier for Edward to travel as a servant because for a black man to be anywhere near a white woman of high society would simply not have been acceptable or tolerated by the fellow elite first-class voyagers on the ship.

Of course things since the Great War were changing but not quickly enough to accommodate what the true nature of their personal situation was and both parties felt more comfortable behind this screen or façade of a Mistress and her loyal, dark, devoted servant.

So they played their relative and expected roles and journeyed together without disruption for the lengthy passage which gave the dark physical man full access to her cabin and Lady Shackleton - who was now resting and dozing inside the bedroom - truly relished the opportunity to have him to herself after sharing his salacious talents with so many other demanding females in recent times.

The slightly faded but still vivacious woman was patiently pragmatic in this regard especially as his often perverse actions had borne heavenly fruit in a multitude of ways and when precious Emma ultimately gave birth to a fourth Shackleton heir it was as if she finally accepted that her difficult dream and obligation of succession - given Rupert’s unfortunate inclinations - was ultimately realised.

She then concluded that now was perhaps the very moment for her to grant this growing family some space from her often problematical influence and bravely go forth on a last whirlwind adventure while she had the energy and still could.

The mature Lady had a couple of equally aged cousins in New York and, as Edward had confirmed that he too needed a fresh challenge, it provided the necessary support or definite spur the initially uncertain woman needed to make the ocean crossing to enjoy a prolonged vacation on distant shores well away from the estate and all the noise or madness of so much new raucous blood

In all fairness with regard to the last few years with the horrible war, the house requisitioned as a hospital and all that went on with Rupert, Emma and her promiscuous sisters; it had been something of a secret trial and perhaps she was well deserving of some simpler, gentler times to herself with a more sedentary type of retirement.

In any case Lady Patricia Shackleton had done her level best for her treasured brood and with the emergence of so much commotion and loud frenetic life she was finally satisfied or content enough with her sterling efforts to date and sensed it was finally the time to at last rest on her laurels.

The destiny of the revered Shackleton name she at last felt was no longer in her aged skeletal hands and it was now for others to chart the new and presumably more modern course.

While his female companion dozed or dreamed on the bedcovers, Edward settled in the comfortable chair on their private terrace over the swirling, churning sea and sipped his rich wine while his highly tuned mind reflected on how far this once penniless boy called Jali Assa - who had miraculously escaped from Africa so many years ago - had come.

He was amazingly on a luxurious vessel furtively squiring yet another celebrated cultured woman while having made a small fortune in recent years creating sensual and sexual mayhem or perversity seemingly wherever his nimble footsteps travelled.

The small innocent child who somehow once reached Paris through fate or good fortune to escape his orphaned state and low caste beginnings - to find work in an opulent hotel that doubled as a whorehouse - had been exceptionally truly lucky to then be well trained in every possible art of providing service to the very highest professional standards and the most demanding clientele.

Edward, from the beginning had always been genuinely bright, intelligent and therefore was soon well educated by the owners of this infamous establishment to be exceptional at everything from languages to laundry but he found out - very early in his existence - that his real talent lay in tempting, beguiling then seducing effeminate white men and succulent uncertain women of every age shape, nature and size.

The prostitutes at the Parisian hotel famous for its extra special facilities were of the highest most divine standard and both genders enlightened him for nothing - even when the youth was underage - because he was undeniably the most beautiful of young men.

When Edward had eventually learned everything regarding the subtle secrets of love or fornication in every guise and sexuality from them all - he found that he could flit between the girls or boys illicitly and almost effortlessly - to his surprise the normally mercenary workers would then actually pay him for his time and natural physical expertise.

In time the boy once named Jali Assa reached the adult age of eighteen and took his new guise of Edward du Surle - because it sounded so exotic - then seamlessly initially entered the outer world of locally and expertly serving the upper classes and before long his handsome skilled presence in any elegant house was most prized.

The young man possessed many obvious talents but without doubt his subversive ability to appeal to and influence the sensual men or women of the most refined French elite - at first - that he worked around was surely his special and most valuable gift or asset.

In a vast but often gross universe when slavery was not such a distant memory and the oppression of the blacks was still visible everywhere - in many unspoken ways - the fact that Edward had this irresistible charm for ivory females or males was sadly his only secret weapon to make a small permanent mark against the oppression and prejudice he and his long lost family had suffered under, even uncountable years before he had been born.

Revenge was never his real quest, aim or aspiration but when he could make a high Lady or pompous lofty man bend to his will by kneeling or and sucking his thick cock like some mere white slave before rutting them in good order; it made pressing, hurtful things in his raw, intuitive head temporarily feel a little fairer and provided him with a transient sensation of power that became increasingly appealing, gratifying and eventually addictive.

A search for true love or a wife was never an ambition because he did not crave to have his own black family endure the cruelty meted out to Africans - as it had been to him - and found his genuine calling in becoming a secret master and dominant behind the genial harmless mask of a mere servant.

Subsequently as the years passed by and the fame then demand for him increased, Edward slyly had already spread his subversive sensual influence between the wealthiest and most influential inhabitants of many countries.

Hard and rough fornication it seemed had no social barriers behind tightly closed doors and Edward took great delight in introducing innumerable young white girls or maturing women into the relative joys of interracial intimacy because once they had experienced the sheer breathless experience, energy or incredible size of a man like him they often became quickly attuned then bound to such dark, lurid and private pleasures.

The white men he controlled were often Dandy’s with a private penchant for other men - even though most had wives for proprieties’ sake - and it was often easy for him when in a home or around a family to deviously cuckold such feeble males and temporarily enslave them all before inevitably he became disenchanted then moved on as he always sought new diversions and challenges.

For nearly two decades he liberally feasted on the upper echelons of European society and had undoubtedly, generously injected his fertile white essence to often indecently mix the blood with these dominant, superior but often seedy masters or mistresses of the universe, and it always silently amused him how hypocritical they could be when it came to sexual relationships between husbands and wives.

Edward had never consciously harboured ambitions to interject within the English aristocracy or nobility but when the chance appeared in the agile, attractive forms of the divine Emma and uncertain Rupert the opportunity for mischief was far too tempting for him to ignore.

Initially they were simply another superior couple to tease, subjugate then rule but when he saw how they both reacted to filthy antics at the sinful house of interracial ill-repute - that was always fashionable in France - he could clearly sense there was perhaps a depth of depravity to this sexual frisson in them both he had not seen so patently before.

So after limited persuasion Edward had come to England to further his cause and now as he relaxed and looked out to the nearby ocean his mind reflected on the undeniable success he had achieved in his brief but productive period there.

All of the sisters had long since surrendered to his male dominion and now had many interestingly appearing off-springs along with a true taste for thick black flesh that would surely last long after his departure.

Many of the children created had noticeably rich copper skins and although he could not claim paternity with any certainty - given what whores the siblings were under his guidance - such parentage was unimportant because what counted to him was the possibility or inevitability that the rich creative juices of a black male had undoubtedly soured or spiced the genetic pot of these uppity feminine creatures of high society.

Edward thought briefly about pathetic Rupert, who had lived out many of his most surreal illicit fantasies under his time in charge.

This was namely a passionate but ultimately tragic love affair with stable-boy Tom, long years living the existence of a pretty, obedient, nubile maid or nurse - during the war - as well as his many visits from the leading senior military men of the day all wanting and demanding their succulent piece of his uniquely feminised and most sought after aristocratic flesh.

The undoubtedly noble but perverse man had sorely flamed or burned brightly but when Edward had left the mansion the increasingly pressing duties of the estate along with the many children now living there had brought him unenthusiastically back into being Lord Shackleton once again.

It was obvious however - between him and all the related women - that the inner sensual inclinations he had helped develop would undoubtedly rear their deviant heads continually in the years to come, just as they had most discretely, with the sublime Lady Patricia.

The light ocean wind was temperate and the wine warming as he pondered, considered or imagined that given the continually depraved but unaware female participants in his devilish scheme now at large in the highest realms of society; sooner or later some trace of his virulent seed or perhaps the fertile fragments of another alluring black male would possibly find their way into the most royal palaces and regal blood in the land.

The thought of such an exquisite outcome fired his senses and wetted his palate while he drank rapaciously as it was truly a mouth-watering possibility although such abject decadence would only partially make up for the iniquities visited so sadistically upon his forever oppressed race. 

However, the recent past in England was done or dusted and now up to mere fate or destiny to find its own way or purpose while what Edward had to look forward to was a future in America where - after landing in New York in a few days hence - he had already procured a prominent house manager’s job at a huge plantation in the Southern States of Georgia where he knew that slavery still outrageously existed for the blacks in all but name. 

Edward du Surle sensed his inherent African pride and spirit rush or rise again in hope or an acute sense of painful injustice because although he could not change the unfair ways of the modern cosmos overnight just perhaps - as with the other places visited - with his special predatory talents for sensuality, seduction and sexual rascality there was always the possibility, or probability for him, to once more muddy the gene pool by laying the initial sticky seeds of an eventually more equitable future for his kindred ebony brothers and sisters.

After all, it seemed that elevated and enfeebled white men along with their impressionable haughty wives - or naïve women in general - were very much the same the world over when it came to filthily involving themselves in interracial promiscuity, deviance or decadence!

He downed the heady liquid in the sparkling glass and poured another as if to celebrate the undeniable success of what had gone by and the succulent prospects of the many subversive events yet to come. 

The End
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