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Anna

Celia and I had always been competitive. 

She was different to me in every way apart from the fact that we both wanted to win at all costs. 

I was petite, small breasted and boned with medium length light blonde hair, blue eyes and looked like my mother; her painting adorned the sumptuous living room and it had stared down at us imposingly and somehow disapprovingly forever.

She had sadly died when I was 7 and Celia was 6, so our maternal parent was somewhat hazy in my memory, and our father had since passed us, from one governess to the next. 

Celia was taller than me- all long legs and dark-blonde hair; she was surly where I was outgoing and she was much wider and stronger than I was, although there was hardly a trace of fat on her. 

We fought like cat and dog, or worse, we fought like siblings and those that know, will understand how, sibling rivalry, is the worst.

Over the years we had battles over toys, hockey, riding; seemingly everything, and from primary school to boarding and finishing school there was nothing that we had attempted together, that one had not sought to try to outdo the other. 

On the whole the balance was pretty even, Celia was a little more sporty than me, I was a little more co-ordinated and, if I say so myself, just a little smarter than she was.

Celia, however had finally trumped me, and to my frustration, she had announced after the Spring Hunt Ball that she was engaged to Nigel Thomas, a well-to-do local boy, who’s father had made a mint out of cheese. 

She was engaged and I wasn’t; she could now experiment and I couldn’t, she could have sex and I could, but nice girls don’t, not if you were from around here anyway! 

I’d begged her to tell me what it was like, but she just smirked; her horrible knowing grin and told me that I would know as I matured. 

She was only 19 and talking down to me. She was just insufferable! 

The marriage was to be in around 6 months and I had searched for a suitor of my own, without success. 

The boys were all right for a snog and to pinch my small breasts but there was nothing or no one that stirred my soul to a point where something, more serious physically, could possibly be involved or even contemplated. 

I was having, to accept that this time, it appeared Celia had come first; she was a woman and I was not and I tried to be graceful in my defeat, in the unsettling fact and knowledge, but it did not rest easily with me.

It was early summer and there was another Conservative ball and fundraising. 

After so many defeats to Labour these things were no longer just dances, but a literal breeding ground of ideas as to how to get the Labour Oiks, as Daddy liked to christen them all, out of number 10.

There was a meeting of the Young Conservative Committee and both Celia and I listened attentively to our very own honourable, venerable and handsome Jeremy Zachary who spoke so eloquently. 

He talked about being proactive, understanding people of our own ages, from less privileged backgrounds, estates, real people, real problems! 

He was inspiring and when he asked for volunteers to join the task force and live for a few weeks on various desperate council estates around the country, we all raised our hands enthusiastically. 

Daddy was an MP and he had arranged for the group to be temporarily given flats in 5 rundown areas. Our mission was to integrate with the locals and report what life for the less fortunate, was actually and truly like. 

And, of course, for the political slant, just what a terrible job the horrible Labour Party was doing.

Our estate was in Lambeth, Victoria Building and it was only when we were on the way home did Celia and I realise what we had let ourselves in for. 

My sibling muttered to me in barely suppressed horror

“2 weeks on a council estate…how could we be so stupid?”

I wanted to console her but I felt nervous myself; just hid my concerns as I expected that Daddy would put his foot down and forbid us to go. 

The fact was he did exactly the opposite; he congratulated us on our initiative and courage and told us that there was nothing to worry about, and that the local police would be there at a moment’s notice if there was any sign of trouble. 

He spoke to us with real positivity for our prospective visit to the dark, dank, abyss of horrible destitute, real life.

“You’ll be fine girls…do you good…show you how the other half live… Eh? Your mother would be proud.”

Celia and I looked at each other and very much doubted that the haughty picture in the hallway would ever look down upon us favourably.

So we packed our bags and after various train-rides and taxis that took us deeper into the concrete jungle, we arrived outside the absurdly named Victoria Building. 

It was not very much Victorian in it’s’ creation, or design at all!

It rose fully 8 storeys into the air and seemed to stretch forever; a morass of brick, concrete and grey shadows that cast gloom and despondency, randomly. 

We reached our flat and breathed in relief when we finally got through the grime and deprivation outside, to find that our new temporary accommodation was clean.

It had no doubt been done under Daddy’s direction and it was a relief to Celia and me, that we would at least have a few comforts of home. 

There was a room each for Celia and I, a small acceptable bathroom, and a recessed kitchen where the cupboards seemed to leave very little room to reach the sink and cooker on the other side of the narrow space. 

It certainly wasn’t Buckingham Palace!

However my sibling and I just looked at each other and unpacked; we had expected far worse and decided to just make the best of it. 

We had brought our old tatty clothes, as we wanted to engage and integrate as best we could but were clearly both apprehensive. 

The idea was that Celia was to mix with the under 21’s and I was to mingle with the under 18’s, even though I was the elder.

It was decided we would approach our information gathering in this way as it was felt that I could get away with it because of my petite structure and innocent face! 

I wasn’t happy though; I was older than my sister, wasn’t a child but that’s what the committee wanted and, after a fit-full sleepless night, I waited in the early morning, outside the local community centre nervously, waiting for the 10a.m. session. 

There were already people queuing, badly dressed girls, in short skirts or shell suits, chewing gum animatedly or smoking. 

I was more than a little intimidated but tried my level best not to show it.

“New?”

It was a demand not a question, and my accuser was a small, striking, white, dark-haired girl with a cigarette dangling from the side of her bright, red lipstick covered mouth.

“Victoria Building…no 62…pleased to meet you.”

“Fuck you…posh spice!” she snapped.

I pretended that it was a joke and laughed but the girl’s dark eyes showed not a trace of humour.

“Ignore Jenny,” a voice sounded and I turned to see a black girl with frizzy wild hair, in a white skirt and short red top.

She laughed darkly with an edge to her tone.

“She’s just trying to be hard…but you’re not…are you Jenny?”

The girl blinked at her and it was clear that there was a sharp edge and undercurrent, to everything that was said.

“Staying around here long?”

“For a bit,” I lied, “gonna’ get a job!” 

I hoped that my attempt at bad pronunciation would mask the obvious differences they saw in me. 

They both laughed together as if I was far more amusing then I believed myself to be.

“Around here?”

I blinked in stupidity and continued only demonstrating the gulf in aspiration and expectation between us.

“Sure…why not?”

The doors clanked open and seemingly a huge throng burst into the open hall and began to disperse into groups. 

I stuck to the black girl like glue, as if for protection, and a small posse of assorted ethnic young girls appeared around us as if by magic, as if someone new was cause for attention and investigation.

A voice attacked me.

“What’s your name?”

“Anna,” I smiled.

“Posh?”

“I’m not,” I mumbled, feeling extremely vulnerable.

“Like your top.”

“Thanks.”

I slunk back against the wall, fielding a hundred different questions with continual distortions or lies until finally they ceased and the group huddle dissolved into just me and the, mercurial black-girl.

“I’m Tanya,” she smiled, “nice ‘ere innit?”

I just blinked and tried to work out if she was being sarcastic.

“Really posh,” I replied, presuming that she was.

She laughed. 

“Tea an’ scones…milady!”

I smiled, it was a joke and she was being droll, but in truth the whole experience was unnerving and terrifying; these young people were extremely scary and daunting.

There were boys playing pool and it struck me immediately that this was not the under 18’s group I was expecting. 

There was real tension everywhere especially between the girls and the boys; I was used to that, but this frisson was different. 

It was almost adult but in my limited experience, extremely hard to define. 

Within half an hour the room was pretty full; the boys were fairly raucous and the girls occasionally noisy and then intermittently, coarsely and loudly, even worse in their behaviour. 

There was a lot of banter and play fighting but it all seemed to be fairly amicable, if not a little childish to me. 

I noticed a tall boy with very dark skin. 

He was not black, but richly, coffee coloured with inky eyes and his dark, sharp, hair was almost shaved into the smooth, round shape of his head. 

He seemed to be always at the centre of the boys’ games and discussions and I noticed how they all seemed to look up to him somehow.  

Molly, one of the girls that had been in the huddle with us went to talk to him; she was white, pretty with shiny, long, blonde hair and a big bosom that was accentuated by her tight navy top, and I could see their conversation was becoming agitated. 

He eventually turned his back on her and there were real tears in her eyes as she ran out of the club dramatically. 

It was hard if not impossible for me to work everything out; it was another world to me, all busy, bustle and vaguely menacing confusion.

The club closed for lunch and I followed the group to McDonald’s where I discovered the dubious pleasure of a burger and fries. 

There were about a dozen of us by now and Matt, the tall Nescafe boy, still seemed to be the centre of attention. 

He smiled at me and I wasn’t sure whether to smile back or ignore him. 

In the end I did a bit of both and he came over, smoothly sat beside me as if he did not need an invitation and sucked his coke noisily. 

“I’m Matt…you’re new?”

I was tongue tied in response.

“Anna.”

He sensed my nervousness.

“Hi Anna…you’re a bit posh?”

He laughed.

“That’s what you’ve been named by the other birds…Posh!”

I was trying my best to fit in and was practising my new clipped speech and rough accent continually.

“Nah…not really,” I blustered, noticing how deep and mysterious his coal, glazed, black eyes were.

“Comin’ into town shoppin?”

“I suppose,” I shrugged and he smiled at me again, engagingly.

“Good Anna…good…we’ll have fun.”

He took my hand for the briefest second and I felt a strange tension and response to him as he touched me. 

It was respect, fear, nervousness and something else as well, but I could not rationally explain it. 

I certainly didn’t fancy him, he was too immature and young, but there was something confident and extremely dangerous about him.

The group had slimmed down to 8 now and I tagged along as we walked haphazardly into the sprawling nearby city centre. 

I stuck near Tanya and as we went into the stores I noticed how we automatically seemed to split into 3 distinct groups. 

Matt, Tanya and I became one and the other members of our little band became a duo and a trio. 

I pressed close to Matt as he seemed to be the leader, and to my confusion he pushed his fingers deeply into the back pockets of my jeans. 

It was innocent and I went to say something but even though I hardly knew him at all, his eyes told me to keep quiet and still, so I did. 

We wandered endlessly through all of the stores, Matt inspecting seemingly every item then would push his fingers into either Tanya’s or my pockets as if we were more than friends. 

It seemed a strange game but I began to feel my trousers bulging and realised that he was placing goods there for me to steal.

My heart began to beat loudly and my breath began to quicken and I sensed my whole being begin to panic in an attack of real anxiety.

He could see that I was becoming nervous and it was with some relief that we left the shops and ended up seated on a rickety bench in the dilapidated park on the way home.

The booty was spread on the old faded timbers, as the blue paint had long since vanished and been eroded away.

There was a jumble of chocolate, small jewellery, cards and cheap tat and I felt that in a single day I was already a criminal. 

They seemed pleased however and I tried to smile and share their enthusiasm but my false elation was transparent and Jenny, the girl I had first run into, spoke to me scathingly.

“Posh spice don’t like nickin…do ya bitch?”

“I…I…I…” I stuttered blindly unsure what to say.

“Leave her alone Jenny…alright! She did fine!”

I looked across to see Matt, scowling at her and the dark-haired girl staring back at him with sudden, intense hatred.

She withdrew, like a snake’s head only waiting to dangerously snap again! 

I tried to fit in the rest of the day but seemed to fail miserably and was surprised that before we all separated, I was invited to a party on the far side of the estate. 

I agreed to go almost without thinking, the information I had collected in just a single day was extraordinary, and I wondered what went on at night?

Well I was pretty stupid and naïve to all of this new, wild world and interaction.

Celia was at the flat when I got home and seemed happy and content enough. 

She informed me that she’d had had a pretty quiet time, her older group all complaining about lack of work and opportunities and I was too embarrassed to tell her about my exploits as a thief. 

She seemed a little peeved that I was going out again but told me to be careful and said that she’d probably go to the awful little pub on the edge of the estate and meet some of the people she had seen during the day.

I changed my jeans, combed my hair and then met up with Tanya at the playground and we walked the mile across the bleak urban sprawl to Mandela Gardens, again inappropriately named!

We then climbed the cold dark concrete stairs, trying to ignore the strong smell of urine permeating the dark, dank, recesses seemingly everywhere. 

The party when we arrived was in full swing, loud music and masses of young people seemingly occupying every inch of space. 

I grabbed a can of beer and leant against the wall trying to look inconspicuous. 

The chairs and sofas all had couples necking passionately and I tried to avert my eyes and not notice; I had obviously seen people making out before, but not like this; this was so real and raw it made me distinctly uncomfortable. 

Tanya pulled me into the kitchen, passed me a small rolled up cigarette and I puffed at it as if I had been smoking all my life, just pleased to have something to distract me from the sexual youthful mayhem and primeval communication all around me. 

I drank and smoked and as the night drew later I began to feel strange, relaxed and somewhat disoriented. 

I wandered around and saw Matt snogging with Jenny; she had on a short pleated skirt and I could see his hand was under it and no doubt inside her underwear as well. 

They suddenly rose almost as one and went into the bedroom, and I felt my whole body flush in unrecognised adrenaline as I watched them. 

They had left the door slightly open and I curiously peeked inside to see Jenny in the shadows on the bed as Matt lay over her and pushed himself down upon her. 

They were fucking as I knew they would be, and I felt frozen as I surreptitiously observed their dark, urgent movements from my secret, vantage point.

She was moaning and swearing and as I heard a noise behind me, I shut the door and sensed my body pulse and flush in an extremely unusual and most concerning way. 

My vagina was aching and I needed to go somewhere quiet; I was confused and restless, desperate to reset my senses and just wanted some privacy, so I could chill out.

I wandered out onto the small balcony; the fresh air felt good but made me a little dizzy; there was an old battered sofa there and I sat on it in relief and closed my eyes. 

I was so unbalanced, it was a blessing to sit and settle and I must have dozed as I woke up suddenly with a start, as my seat jolted to a heavy body sitting purposely beside me.

“Hi Anna…having fun?”

It was Matt and I heard my words to him slur.

“Sure…just chillin’…where’s Jenny?”

He smiled dryly.

“Had a row…again…she’s split.”

I was ridiculously pleased.

“Oh…OK.”

He stared at me with those hypnotising, dark globes.

“Sure you’re OK Anna?”

I was so limp; my body felt as if it was floating.

“Fine Matt….just fine!”

I looked into his eyes again and they seemed to constantly mesmerise me; he leaned towards me and I felt my mouth welcome his eagerly and instinctively. 

The sensation of his tongue caressing mine was overwhelming, and each kiss inspired another until my whole body felt as if it would explode in pleasure.

It was a passion that I had never experienced before, when I kissed him I felt as if his soul was inside me as our mouths were locked in our oral caresses 

His hands were stroking me through my clothes and I crazily longed for him to touch my skin and for me to feel his. 

His shirt was open and I courageously stroked and felt his hard taut chest and he squeezed my nipples through my blouse which made me just kiss him harder. 

His fingers fell onto my jeans then struggled with the tight top button and disgracefully and without the slightest modesty, I undid it for him and he completed the rest. 

His hand was on my pretty pale pink knickers and as I tugged my jeans around my hips, all I could think about was, him exploring between my thighs where a dam had suddenly been released and everything seemed out of my control. 

His fingers pushed against my crotch and I held his neck and cried as he slipped his fingers inside my knickers and began to probe my weeping vagina. 

I had never been touched there by a man before in my life but I had not the slightest reticence in allowing Matt to be the first. 

He touched me softly, perfectly and in a second I was purring and holding my thighs weakly apart to ease his access of me as he whispered, darkly and crudely.

“What a lovely little cunt you have Anna!”

His fingers were playing with my clitoris and I began to sense my body building tension but he stopped for a second and I opened my eyes dreamily as I was somewhere far up in the high clouds. 

“Don’t …stop Matt…that was…Mmmm.”

He smiled stroked my hair and looked down on me.

“Patience Anna…let me look at you.”

His eyes feasted on my small blonde bush, my pants were pulled onto one side and my sex lips were sodden, open for his inspection and terribly I just hoped that he liked and admired what he saw, and what I could offer him.

“So lovely Anna…such a lovely pretty cunt”

He began to touch me again, just with gentle fingers, softly then harder then softer again until my hands and nails clung onto his strong back and my body shuddered and trembled to a vibrating wave of pleasure that rolled deliciously over me.

It was unbelievable and it was my first orgasm with a man!

I had given myself small playful climaxes with my own fingers and rubbing my pillow when I would press down on it with my sexuality but nothing like this, or even close.

“Oh my God Matt thank you,” I murmured, “oh my God…that was just sensational!”   

He smiled in satisfaction of my admission of joy and gratitude to him and, as if he was a gentleman, he pulled my sodden panties back around my vagina, re-buttoned my jeans until I was dressed and almost respectable once more.

Matt stared at me and sat back meaningfully on the sofa with his legs spread wide apart in expectation.

“Your turn now Anna…you do it for me…please.”

I knew what he wanted and required from me and although I had no way even seen or handled a cock before, never mind kissed one, I was weirdly unfazed and unafraid, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. 

I purposefully undid the top button on his jeans and without any further request I opened the rest and released the dreaded trousersnake, I had heard endlessly so much about from all of my lascivious, disreputable friends. 

I did not know what to expect but as it released, it was beyond my wildest imagination and darkest dreams.

The balcony was shadowy but I could still see his manhood was enormous and it stretched and reached up vertically, as if by magic.

It was so long, thick and smooth and its’ tip was circumcised and already dripping and salivating as if it had been waiting for me.

I should have been revolted and scared but from the second I saw his male centre I seemed to respect, admire and love it instinctively.  

My petite hands gripped it firmly and eagerly relishing the warm hard sensuous feel of it.

Matt moaned appreciatively as I moved them up and down his erect flesh and pretended I actually knew what to do to it.

I suddenly wanted to release it fully, and pulled at his trousers then shorts to release his balls and genitals completely. 

I cupped one hand under his dark full sacs and let the other pull at his erection enthusiastically, ignoring the overriding disgusting temptation to take him in my mouth.

Where such an awful thought came from I had no idea but from the second I saw his mountainous penile flesh, I immediately wanted to suck it.

He grunted to my touch, it inflamed me all the more that he did so, and he murmured at me as if to aid and instruct me.

“Not too hard…that’s right…good…lovely Anna…lovely Anna…that’s so good girl…Oh lovely Anna…”

I moved my fingers and hands to his directions; to my delight, underlying tension and anticipation his body tensed and jerked and volumes of hot white, sticky liquid spurted over my hands and arm. 

It was semen, I had never felt it previously and I took it proudly as a mark and sign of my newly found success in finally beginning to grow up and becoming a sexual woman.

I was excited and thrilled that I had made him climax.

He’d come, I had coaxed and teased him to do so; we’d both reached orgasm and we sat back on the couch together flushed and relaxed in our dirty pleasure.

As we looked up into the clear night sky, admiring the few stars that could shine through the grime, I thought I was dancing on the furthest, brightest one I could see.

His sperm was still on my fingers and shamelessly I brought them to my mouth and tasted life’s juice for the first time. 

It seemed a natural thing to do and surprisingly the flavour of salt and sweetness appealed to me. 

The penis that I had held so well was still visible outside his trousers but it seemed limp and safe now, almost friendly. 

His balls were large and his pubic hair thick and curly and it seemed as if his male parts had a life separate to Matt’s body or personality, almost like an independent object.

He spoke quietly to me.

“That’s your first time Anna to touch a man?”

I was still so alive and told him the truth.

“Yeah…sorry if it was no good Matt…I’ve never done this before.”

He laughed at my honesty and naivety.

“No you were great…really sexy…my dick loves you!”

I was still a prude in all of this newly found debauchery.

“Don’t be rude Matt.”

He was amused by me and made a challenge.

“Hold it again…and you’ll see.”

I wanted to be moral and refuse but I simply let my hand wander to his masculinity and held the limp, damp flesh. 

It felt so good; I squeezed it and as it pulsed to my touch I felt myself flush as well with energy, and sensed my knickers filling with further wetness. 

His erection swelled as my fingers moved it along it’s’ length and it solidified in my hand, then hardened again until it was rigid.

It was an amazing sensation that I could have the demonic power to make him so horny and aroused; unbelievable in fact!

“I told you it liked you,” he laughed and I answered defensively.

“I’m not a slut!”

He grunted as I was squeezing his cock.

“Of course you are…all girls here are slags.”

I felt offended and withdrew my hand from his penis and watched disappointedly as it sadly shrunk without my sudden expertise.

“How do you know so much about girls…how to touch them?”

He shrugged disinterestedly.

“Dunno…just do…been shagging girls since I was 13…just do…I like it and they like it…it’s my only skill.” 

He laughed again as if dazzled by his own wit and I sat back and felt my body buzz with energy and life; it was a heady mixture of beer, pot and sexual awakening. 

I thought about what Matt had said; that the girls he knew were all slags; that made me a slag, did it? 

Somehow the thought repulsed but appealed to me at the same time; holding Matt’s cock was exciting, having him touch me and guide my body to an orgasm was just divinely, heavenly wonderful. 

He did not change his focus from the twinkling stars above as he whispered.

“If you want me to shag you…then ask me…and I will?”

I looked at him coldly as if he was mad. 

“Ask you?”

He gave me his logic…it was very informative.

“Yeah…listen don’t want to shag you if you don’t want me to…once I start then I just can’t stop…like it to be nice, but I’m a bit of an animal see!”

I put him in his place quickly.

“I won’t ask you Matt.”

He seemed to smirk at me which was amazingly irritating.

“Lookin’ for romance Anna? You’ll get none round here…but I’ll give you the best shag you’ll ever have…especially for your first.”

I sensed my body pulse again and looked slyly at his thick penis and imagined it hard and inside me but knew my mind.

“I won’t ask.”

He breathed in, in acceptance.

“That’s cool then Anna…would love to fuck you though…your little cunt and pussy looked so great.”

He was so crude and coarse but my vagina was pulsing fluid badly now and I mumbled urgently to him. 

“But I may want you to do that thing you’ve just done to me again though…it was so….deliciously naughty!”

He leant over, our tongues met again and his hand fell gently between my thighs and scratched at the buttons on the jeans at my crotch.

“Anna…you’re so sexy,” he cooed.

The door to the balcony violently burst open and a buxom white girl and bulky, black boy exploded into our personal, tiny space. 

“C’mon you’ve had this long enough,” the young woman complained, “our turn.”

The physical tension and moment between Matt and I was broken and we surrendered our sanctuary and made our way back into the party. 

It was still busy but I suddenly felt deflated and needed to go home to sleep. 

I looked for Matt but he had disappeared and I made my way by myself to the door and exit. 

Tanya saw me leave and followed me and we held our breath down the stinking, putrid, staircase until we gratefully met the clear, clean air at the bottom. 

We walked in silence for a while then Tanya spoke quietly.

“How was Matt?”

I was surprised at her question, things like that were personal.

“OK.”

She smiled.

“Sure girl…Matt’s a stud...he’s had us all.”

I was genuinely shocked and dumbfounded.

“You too?”

She nodded.

“Yup…about 6 months ago…remember it well...very well!”

I was so innocent for all of this raw life.

“Oh.”

She explained it to me from her perspective, the street perspective!

“It’s just shagging Anna…just shagging…and Matt’s good at it…in fact lots of girls beg him to shag ‘em…he’s very fertile…gets ‘em on the council list.”

I thought I was beyond further surprises but was not.

“They want to get pregnant?”

Her head was bobbing again.

“Sure…most of us do… its good money and a flat.”

I pressed her.

“And you?”

She was distracted as we were nearing home.

“Thought I did…but now I’m not sure…maybe lap-dancing?”

I didn’t know what to say.

“Oh…”

My block was looming ever nearer and I felt the need to flee.

“See you tomorrow.”

She replied sweetly.

“See ya.”

I ran the rest of the way and was grateful to close the door to this strange confusing world and tried to mask my churning emotions to Celia as she questioned me. 

“Good time?”

I wasn’t sure if I’d had a good time; it was sensational and scary all at the same moment.

“OK.”

She was nosey.

“What you been up to?”

I was getting good at being evasive.

“This and that!”

Celia looked at me curiously and I coloured up and tried to get away.

“I’m going to bed.”

There was one more question from her.

“Want to tell me anything?”

“No…goodnight.”

She smiled.

“Night… night Anna.”

I pulled off my clothes and soaking knickers; threw a long white cotton gown over me and jumped into the relative safety of the bed. 

I was still pulsing like a distant drumbeat and could close my eyes and clearly hear my heart sounding off. 

My sex was raging; Matt had fucked all the girls and had given me my first real sexual experience. 

I wanted to hate him but how could I? 

He’d been quite a gentleman in his own way, had been honest and had only done to me what I wanted. 

Maybe I was a slag as he said? 

I lay back, opened my thighs and longed for his fingers to rouse me to another climax. 

I thought about his body, his erection, his stiff, dark cock, fucking me. 

I wanted to feel him on top of me, his flesh inside me; I longed to touch myself but refused to descend into masturbation and just suffered silently in desperate need.

In the morning I was more myself again; I was fine, normal! 

Celia told me about her new friends on the estate and I told her about mine, with the odd exclusion. 

We both appreciated what a different universe we now inhabited and we had learnt a lot in just a day or two.

I was at the youth centre early and was disappointed to find that Matt was not there and I was chatting to a couple of the girls when Jenny suddenly confronted me agitatedly.

“You’ve been with Matt?” she snapped.

I returned her anger.

“So?”

“He’s mine.”

I hated being confronted by anyone and I was not scared of her.

“Don’t think so.”

Her frustration rose into a loud crescendo.

“I’m carrying his kid!”

“Good for you…you might get a flat,” I sneered, without realising the viciousness of what I had uttered.

She tried to strike me but I brushed her hand away and then slapped her face hard.

“Fuck off Jenny…leave me alone!”

She was wild in fury now.

“You fuckin’ posh slag!”

I snarled, turned away from her and realised that I’d been fighting over a boy; it was weird and I’d decided there and then that I didn’t even want Matt anyway.

What was I doing; I was a lady!

Lunch was a big Mac again and we wandered around the shops aimlessly. 

There was no thieving, no small groups, just adolescent, pubescent teenagers without any direction. 

In spite of my previous dismissal of the boy, I began to miss Matt, firstly as a leader of our small troupe but then on a more, very personal level. 

He was someone even in this disjointed society that commanded respect and he was already a friend, who seemed to know more about life than me.

Certainly this life, anyway!

I looked for him on the way home and as there were no parties that evening I reached the flat feeling strangely lonely and extremely unsettled.

Celia was not much better with her mood and I joined her to visit the pub but wished I hadn’t, as the smoke, smell of grease and stale beer was just overwhelming. 

That’s the thing I noticed most about the estate, the aromas were stark and noxious and permeated both the conscious and subconscious. 

Pungent smells that seemed to explain and mark where you were located. 

Urine on the stairs and in the lifts; sweet sickly rot near the swings and slides, and sweat and poverty seemingly everywhere. 

It was hopeless and futile yet, bubbling over with people that were unbelievably full of energy and life at the same time. 

It was confusing; as if everybody lived life on the edge, on the very precipice of existence, draining the dregs of each day with whatever was their alcoholic, chemical or sexual preference. 

It was a world of excitement and fear, recklessness and timidity. It was a mass of contradiction and even though I hated it here, it was still fascinating to watch how other people lived in this other, nether world. 

I thought about Matt; he seemed to be the embodiment of so much. 

He was sex without guilt or responsibility, passion without parameters and as I lay alone in my small bed I shamefully felt my whole being longing for him in ways I could not understand or even try to.

In the morning I felt a nervous, I wondered whether this boy would be at the centre and how I would react to him. 

I wanted to play it cool but when I saw him walk in with his musical swagger it took all of my will not to look at him. 

The day repeated as had the first, burgers and thieving and I was much more enthusiastic as his fingers slipped into by back pockets, than I had been previously. 

We didn’t speak much and Jenny seemed to hover around him as if she were a bee protecting her honey; she really was pathetic!

I was excited to learn that there was another party and Celia was surprised at the flat, when I wore a tiny skirt as against my normal jeans.

“Whom are we trying to impress?” she asked suspiciously.

“Around here?”

My sibling was not convinced by my reply.

“Well it’s a bit short Anna.”

I tried again.

“It fits in.”

She shrugged.

“OK Sis…it’s your funeral… and by the way…”

I waited for her to continue, as she was theatrically sticking her fingers down her elegant, thin delicate throat and neck. 

“… I’m going dancing tomorrow… local Friday disco.”

I laughed; she was always funny.

“Have fun!”

She looked at me as if I was mad and I escaped downstairs met Tanya and walked across the concrete wasteland until we reached the party. 

It was pretty much like the other one had been, crowded, noisy and smoky with couples strewn everywhere making out. 

I looked for Matt and to my distress I found him lying with a black girl on the couch kissing her and stroking her bare-mid-rift. 

He smiled at me as if he had never set sight on my most precious place, and I grinned vacuously back without any emotion.

“Hi Anna…OK?”

The thought of his fingers in my knickers just the other night were at the forefront of my brain, but I just gritted my teeth and smiled sarcastically.

“Fine Matt, just fine!”

He was not aware what sarcasm was and I took some beer and drank; one then another and inhaled from every cigarette offered. 

By midnight I felt dizzy and upset as Matt had disappeared; I assumed, to some bedroom and was fucking that girl! 

I was distressed and had my fill of this adventure; ignoring hands that tried to grope me as I passed them, I walked out of the door and took the familiar route home, alone. 

My senses were confused but I could hear someone following me and I began to sober up and walk faster. 

Suddenly a group of 3 hooded youths blocked my way and I could literally feel my heart pounding in alarm and real panic.

A tall covered black boy confronted me in the evil shadows.

“Want a kiss Posh?”

“Leave me alone,” I screamed but he only laughed at my fear and cry.

“No-one cares around here darlin’...Let’s have a good time?”

They began to move menacingly towards me, like a pack of dogs, and only stopped suddenly as a tall, black figure emerged out of the side darkness.

The lead dog spoke nervously to the new stranger; he knew immediately who he was.

“Hi Matt…she with you?”

His reply carried a threatening tone that made me shiver in fear; it had real dark, demonic menace to it.

“Yeah…now fuck off…if I catch any of you within a mile of her again…you’re all fucking dead.”

Lead dog shrunk back into his pack of animals and spoke softly.

“Yeah…Yeah…sorry man…didn’t know she was your pussy man…respect!”

They withdrew back into the foul shadows and darkness from where they had emerged, I suddenly felt my knees go weak and I sunk to the cold floor as if I had been felled.

Matt was at my side. 

“Anna, are you OK?”

“Yeah…OK,” I answered, forcing myself to my feet on his strong helping hand.

He held my arm and walked me towards the apartment as if I was a pensioner. 

“I saw you leave and…well…you look hot…and that spells danger around here.”

I leant against him and my head just reached above his solid shoulder. 

I was still unsteady and his arm went around my waist and I felt an unwelcome rush of adrenaline pump through me. 

I was already too confused.

We reached the door and he took my key from me and opened up.

“OK now Anna?” he said softly.

“Come in Matt” I pleaded, “still feel a bit…wonky.”

He followed me into the flat and I walked through the lounge and straight into the bathroom. 

I splashed my face with water, brushed my teeth and suddenly felt much better. 

My body was charged with a whole mass of emotions, the primary being an overwhelming urge to be touched and held.

I went into the lounge and Matt was sitting on the tattered sofa.

“Come into my room Matt…I need to lie down…you can put me to bed…if you like.”

He smiled attractively.

“Cool Anna.”

I waited until he was inside then quietly shut the door and, directly in front of him, removed by blouse and skirt allowing them to join the other items of clothing on my untidy floor.

I turned around in a full circle on the spot. 

“Am I still hot Mat?”

I could see his penis twitch in his trousers and I smiled mischievously at him.

“I sleep nude…sometimes!” 

His eyes didn’t flinch but I placed my hands on my pants, unrolled them down my thighs and kicked them from me and stood before him provocatively, stark naked. 

“You are hot Anna pussy…fucking hot!”

I jumped into the relative safety of my bed, felt warm, relaxed and deliciously excited.

“If I’m so hot why were you with that other girl?”

He was unabashed in his retort.

“‘Cause…that’s what I do Anna…I fuck girls…I’m good at it…I like it…that’s my life in this dump!”

“Oh,” I mumbled as if he’d not told me before.

“…I can’t let you fuck me Matt…I don’t just want to be another conquest for you.”

There was never any pressure from this boy; he just had that easy relaxed, lethargic, manner that you wanted to ease and dive into, like swimming in warm water.

“That’s cool…I told you that you’d have to ask me anyway…if I fucked you then I’d do everything to you…my dick wouldn’t leave any part of you untouched.”

I felt my sex pulse at just the thought of what he alluded to; it sounded so deviant and dirty and I was intrigued.

“What do you mean?”

He was dismissive of my innocence and simply sat beside me on the bed in his clothes.

“I don’t want to talk about it Anna…but you’d see!”

I stared up at him as if he was a hero and my bright, white knight, although, somehow the most casual look of him confirmed the opposite.

He was dark, dangerous, mysterious and black!

“Thank you for saving me tonight Matt.”

I leant up to him and kissed him and the covers slid from me; his strong hands held me then slowly massaged my back and breasts.

I groaned in pleasure enjoying male hands on my whole body for the very first time and whispered out to him.

“Touch me Matt…as you did before.”

His fingers gently explored my crotch revealing the wetness there and I hung on to his shoulders and began to moan gently. 

“Oh Matt…that’s so wonderful…oh…God…it’s so perfect, thank you…thank you darling for saving me…oh…oh…”

I kissed his mouth with all the passion I could muster and my body vibrated against him as it reached a quick but powerful orgasm.

I fell back onto the bed, stunned by the sheer ecstasy of what my female being could produce; it was wonderful and terrifying at the same time.

“Your turn Matt,” I smiled.

I kneeled up naked on the bed, unbuckled his belt and tugged at his trousers and shorts until his dark muscular strong legs were bare. 

His erection protruded from between his thighs and I took it into my hands eagerly and gently, like a long lost friend. 

It seemed so thick and powerful that I wanted to worship it and without thinking I kissed it with just my pursed lips. 

It pulsed to my attention and I orally caressed it again and again, every inch of it from the tip to the base of his scrotum. 

My lips opened as if by magic, my tongue lapped and licked him and without thinking I placed my whole mouth over the tip of it and unbelievably, it was inside me.

I was unruffled however, threw my dangling blonde hair backwards and began to suck and draw him as his flesh began to fully fill my little mouth.

He was moaning now, he liked it, obviously, and it made me even more excited and adventurous than ever. 

I cupped my hands under his balls as if I sensed that it would help him to his salacious edge and sucked the tip of his cock, willing him to come, in my mind.

He muttered and grunted coarsely. 

“Oh you little tart…he muttered…fuckin’ hell Anna….you little slut!”

He tensed and I felt his balls contract in my hands and my mouth fill instantly, with thick, sticky liquid. 

I swallowed, sucked and swallowed again until he had stopped writhing and complaining and I felt his hand on my tangly hair.

“Bleedin’ hell, Anna! Fuckin’ hell…have you never done that before?”

I was always honest; well mostly anyway!

“No.”

He exhaled in wonder and delight.

“That was bloody fantastic…God…you’re a real little goer’ on the quiet!”

His fingers reached between my thighs and he lay beside me and I soon quietly began to feel another climax building. 

He sensed my wonder and mumbled in explanation.

“We boys need a rest Anna but you girls can just keep going…can’t you?”

His fingers flicked at me wildly and my thighs squeezed together as I came and I wrapped my arms around him and closed my eyes in undisguised bliss.  

Matt lay back with me for a minute then made to get up.

“Where are you going?”

He was short with me, breaking the spell of intimacy.

“Home.”

I was not in favour of his unilateral decision.

“Stay for a bit…please…take your clothes off Matt…just for a bit.”

He teased me.

“What about your mother?”

He was talking about Celia whom he’d no doubt noticed going around with her haughty ways; we both stood out around here as if we were Aliens!

“My sister…she’s not home for a while,” I guessed, not really knowing. 

He quickly removed his clothes and even in the darkness I could see his body was muscled, flawless and without a trace of fat.

He lay close behind me and I pushed my bottom against him without thinking, just wanting to sense it close to me.

He murmured in appreciation.

“Thought you didn’t want to be fucked yet Anna?”

My mind was racing and confused but thankfully still worked, even in this unheralded crazy sexual situation 

“I don’t… just want to feel what it’s like with a man beside me.”

My hands reached behind my back and held his penis and it thrillingly pulsed to my touch as if it truly liked me. 

I squeezed it and divinely it began to get hard again.

Matt spoke a warning to me.

“Careful Anna… this is too tempting.”

I could feel him, iron, solid, hard, now and his cock pushed against my soft bottom and he grunted in frustration.

“You’ll have to suck me off again Anna or I’m going to fuck you.”

I threw back the covers, saw his giant erection glowering at me and I wrapped my mouth and lips upon it and began to suckle him. 

His fingers explored my sex and anus easily, as he had the confidence and expertise borne out of endless experience with young girls like me, and my mind was shortly flowing with trembling sweet sensations. 

I sucked dementedly on his cock, then his balls and, as he tensed and came, he withdrew from my mouth and sprayed my face with his semen. 

He fell back onto the bed and complained sweetly.

“Anna…you’re missing out…wouldn’t you like this inside you.”

He smeared his warm male cream over my face and I licked it from my lips.

“No,” I lied.

He smiled at me. 

“I’ve got to go now…OK…I’ll be at the disco tomorrow…behind the bingo hall.”

I think he was asking me on a date but I was never sure with Matt; he was so enigmatic it was extremely hard to tell.

“Don’t know if I’ll make it.”

He pulled on his trousers and made a funny physical gesture that made him look like a weird ballet dancer.

“Whatever…I enjoyed you sucking me Anna.”

I smiled at him with devotion and adoration.

“See you Matt.”

He left my room and to my horror I suddenly heard voices in the hallway and realised, he’d now met Celia.

She stormed into my room and reeled in disgust and shock when she saw the dishevelled, degraded, state of me.

“What’s been going on?”

I had thick sperm over my face and wanted to shock her; her being the sexually experienced sister and all! 

“Just been sucking cock Sis’!

Her mouth literally fell open.

“What!”

I enjoyed my new found ability to make her suffer.

“And his balls…made me come…it was just amazing!”

She was shaking in confusion and inability to comprehend my lurid, prurient actions

“You tart…Anna…I just can’t believe you.”

I countered with her; she was the one that was engaged and in a relationship!

“You do it with Nigel, no doubt all the time…don’t be such a prude…Matt’s…something else!”

I saw her blue eyes widen and rotate, like the fabled, turning windmills in Don Quixote

“You really sucked his cock?”

She sat down on my bed as if her legs could no longer support her tremulous form and state.

“Mmmm… yes…better that chocolate…swallowed his juices.”

She simply shook her head.

“What?”

I was not ashamed; it had felt womanly and I was tired of my ignorance when everyone seemed so much better sexually informed than I was.

“It was nice…dirty but strangely delightful.”

She turned and stared at me with glassy, enlarged eyes.

“Has he…you know?”

I blushed in my ongoing virginity.

“No…but I want him to…God I want to feel him between my thighs Celia…you’re so lucky to have already been doing this.”

She ignored me.

“How did it happen?”

I tried to look pensive but just laughed.

“Just did…we kissed…put his fingers in my knickers and that was it…it was like the fireworks had gone off.”

She was still in shock and ranted on as if demented. 

“And you sucked his cock?”

It was too divinely delicious that she was so uncomfortable with my indiscretions.

“I wanted to…want to be the best little cock-sucker in the family…better than you.”

She smiled at me, “Maybe?”

My sister stroked her hair thoughtfully.

“Is he coming here again?”

“Maybe,” I smiled as she berated me.

“You little whore…Anna…I’m ashamed of you.”

I had no false modesty.

“Whatever…it’s too late for me now Celia…I’m turning into a slut…and I like it!”

She laughed hysterically, slammed the door as she left and as I reflected, I was a little confused by her attitude. 

I wasn’t sure if she was angry, really disapproving or jealous? 

Was she jealous? Surely not, Nigel was such a catch and if she could fuck, then, so could I! Especially, as it was here, so far away from local, prying and judgmental eyes.

I could do as I wished in this hellhole and no-one would know!

I was tired and my body was limp, swimming with pheromones.

I closed my eyes and for a second I imagined I was full of sperm, I felt my thighs open and could feel Matt’s semen oozing from me and it was not an unappealing sensation.

I woke late and Celia and I had a lazy morning before we headed away from our self-imposed poverty into London and our favourite shops in Oxford Street. 

Surprisingly we both found ourselves at the lingerie counter and we decided to buy some sexy matching underwear. 

We tried them on in the changing rooms and admired each other in our black stockings, garters, and silk pants.

I paraded in front of the mirror and liked the way the thong panties hugged my hips and disappeared up my tight ass.

I mumbled out loud to my sister; as we could talk about anything.       

“It would be nice to be fucked in these Celia?”

She blinked at me in horror.

“You’re terrible Anna!”

I laughed.

“I wonder if Nigel would like them?”

She smiled weakly and spoke pointedly but I did not understand her dual meaning at the time.

“I’m sure he would, more than you think!”

I ignored her remarks, it was just our silly banter and it took us hours to find exactly what we wanted; everything being the same for each of us and Daddy’s card came out of retirement for the day.

We had a late lunch and I noticed Celia was quieter than normal but I did not pry as we all had to have our down time.

The disco was at 9p.m and to my surprise she said she would go with me.

I was excited and put on my new black underwear and a short black dress and admired myself in the small bedroom mirror. 

I looked hot and remembered that I would be careful this time, but I wanted to look good for Matt and maybe he’d save me again?

That had been terrifying but undoubtedly exciting!

Celia just put on her jeans and a white top and she looked at me disapprovingly.

“Come on Slut…let’s go!”

The disco was humming and I was pestered by boys, almost as I arrived, as if I was a speciality dish, but Matt could not be seen. 

However I spotted him at Midnight dancing with some blonde girl but he left her directly and came over to greet me.

“You look cool Anna…sexy.”

I was pleased he noticed, and I blushed.

“Thanks…who’s the girl?”

He shrugged, as he did.

“Just a bird.”

I didn’t realise Celia was behind me until she spoke.

“You're such a dude aren’t you?” 

She said it viciously and with suppressed anger, but as always Matt was cool and impassive, as if nothing could shake him. 

“It’s just how it is around here girl.”

My sister seemed to explode in rage; it was most unlike her and it shocked me.

“You’re a little shit,” she snapped, but the boy just laughed as if she was telling a funny joke.

“You’re probably right.”

It only infuriated her more.

“Fuck you!”

I interfered; it was too much.

“Celia,” I shouted at her “stop it…sorry Matt.”

He went to walk away but I followed him; Celia’s outburst had suddenly brought me to a decision and I needed to speak to him.

“Dance with me Matt.”

He looked at my sibling curiously.

“Your sister won’t like it.”

I smiled enticingly.

“I know!”

The music was slow and he smirked, took me in his arms and held me.

“Put your hands under my skirt Matt…what do you think?”

It was very dark and he gently felt every crease of the underwear without arousing suspicion at his lascivious exploration. 

I felt his cock, harden and he put his hands on my ass and pushed me onto it.

I leant up to him and whispered as dirtily as I could to him. 

“I want you to fuck me Mat…please fuck me…I’m so ready for you.”

He leant down and our tongues met and I felt my pretty pants fill with my juices, staining my new pristine finery.

“Let’s go Matt.”

I took his hand and went over to Celia who was wildly, staring daggers at me.

“Coming? I’ve invited Matt to walk us home… and stay with me.”

She shrugged, bit her lip and we all trooped in silence until we reached the privacy of the small flat. 

She turned her back on us both, went into her room without a word to either of us and slammed the door loudly, as if to make her disapproval of my actions absolutely clear.

I took Matt’s hand in mine and pushed my body against his steel.

“Ignore her Matt…concentrate on me!”

I led him into my room and pulled off my dress to reveal my new underwear and he made me turn around to show him my sexy lingerie.

I adored parading in front of him and that I was able to turn him on with just my female body and sensual coverings. 

It was a revelation that I could!

There was something about being desired and lusted-after by a man you wanted, that was sexy, enticing and thrilling.

He stared at me, removed all of his clothes and, as his shorts were discarded, I could see his huge black cock was erect and solid, and my vagina pulsed and pumped excited juices in reaction to it.

He came to me and slowly let his hands roam my body. 

Whatever nerves I had disappeared in seconds to his expert touch and he removed my bra, kissed my little nipples and then pulled off my tiny knickers leaving my virginal folds open to him.

His tongue was in my mouth and his fingers were in my slippery sex and he was murmuring crudely to me.

“I told you, you were a slag Anna.”

I was and wanted to be his slag and slut, and I pushed roughly and crudely against his hard fingers with my hips until I grunted weakly to my first climax.

I wanted and needed him desperately. 

After the first orgasm he lay me on my bed with my thighs far apart as he licked my pussy that was decorated by just my stockings and garters. 

I couldn’t wait anymore and pleaded with him. 

“Fuck me Matt, please…now…I want to be full of sperm.”

He held himself over me, between my open thighs and let the tip of his cock find the centre of my wetness. 

My hands found his strong black ass and I tried to pull him inside me but he remained still, like solid stone to tease me.

“There’s time Anna…I want to savour this, Posh is a slag…you’re going to get a lot of my cock slag!”

His coarseness and crudity only made me want him more; I was a slut or a slag whatever he wished me to be, if only he would just move!

I cried out in anguish.

“Now Matt…please!”

His hips pushed and I felt him enter me, go half way inside me, then he withdrew and left me hanging and dangling in mid-air.

If there was a tear on my hymen I did not notice it as I was so wet and wanton.

“Matt!” I screamed.

He stroked my belly and I shuddered.

“Are you a slut Anna?”

I could only capitulate to him.

“Yes Matt…fuck yes…I’m a slut…Posh is a slut…fuck me you bastard!”

He returned strongly, and suddenly he was fully inserted and my vaginal muscles clenched tightly around his thick flesh. 

He stayed still for a while and let me savour something wonderful inside me and, once he sensed me settle; he began to fuck me very, very slowly.

They were long slow strokes at first that pushed the huge cock up to my hilt then out, until the tip was just at my slippery entrance and then in again; it made me catch my breath in shock and pleasure each time he did the sordid motion. 

He continued for a while then increased his pace, faster and harder until I moaned and came, as he was fucking me with ferocious energy. 

But he did not stop, just continued onwards as I moaned and groaned and opened my thighs so wide until after many minutes, I sensed him increase his rhythm, tense his body and groan gutturally to his climax. 

I gasped in delight as his sperm flooded inside me and I closed my thighs around his buttocks, held on to his iron torso and realised I was now a woman, and a slag! 

We separated, shared some water and Matt explored me as if I belonged to him. 

His fingers were in my ass, my pussy, spread over my hair, breasts, everywhere until my body seemed to overload on pleasure. 

I sucked him and he quickly became hard automatically, and after fucking me on my back again, he took me riding on top of him, then from behind where he slapped my ass until I screamed and cried wildly, like the animal he was turning me into. 

Finally after many hours, with my belly overflowing with his seed, he released me and I kissed him then descended into the most satisfied sleep that had been unknown to me in my previous life, BM…Before Matt!

Celia

What can I tell you about Anna? She was older than I was, maybe a little cleverer and more cautious and perhaps a little prettier. 

She was petite, where I was somewhat gawky and we had fought for as long as I could remember. 

I always felt that she had just about come out on top in our battles and I was especially pleased when Nigel asked me to marry him, before my annoying sibling had even been seen with a serious beau. 

Nigel was a catch; he was rich, well respected and I could see Anna seething that I could explore sex before she could. 

I could tease her now and I did deliciously, but even though she knew I was a bit of a fraud, little did she know what a charlatan I truly was. 

There was no sex with Nigel, none at all! 

He had told me that he was waiting for the marriage and I should as well, but then I walked into his room one day unexpectedly, and he was performing some degenerate despicable act on the young stable boy. 

I wanted to finish it there and then but he told me it was a mistake and in truth, I lacked the courage to give up a marital prize and trophy like him. 

I never told anyone at all, especially Anna, and it seemed to be my fate to remain a virgin, even after marriage to Nigel.

That in itself was bad enough, the fact that we had to come to this god-forsaken place was doubly awful, but the events that were transpiring with Anna were even worse. 

She had taken up with some common, ignorant, local, black boy; well he wasn’t exactly black more mixed race but had that unnatural, dodgy, ethnic, look about him!

For some reason I simply hated him with all of my soul, but Anna simply ignored my bias on the basis I was being stupid and unreasonable.

After all, as far as she was concerned, I was taken and enjoying a full sex life, and I could not ignore or dispute that this callow man was striking and handsome with a body like stiff, muscled, solid rock.

After having to hear her tales and stories about her sucking his undoubtedly enormous penis, she was now in the room next door being well and truly fucked! 

It was unbelievable and unbearable.

I had read about women enjoying sex but to hear my own sister moaning and grunting like some common tart and whore was unsettling, and unnerving. 

They’d been fucking for hours now; over and over I could hear him grinding into her body as she lay there, taking it. 

I was really annoyed and affected; she was a slut, was cheap without any morality, but worse of all; she had experienced sex and I hadn’t! 

The thought and sound of it was inescapable, it drove me mad and I had not slept a wink since we returned from that, God-forsaken disco! 

I had put on the lingerie we had bought today to distract myself, stockings and suspenders and as she was groaning I opened my thighs and pretended in my privacy of my foul desires that someone was fucking me! 

I was so wet, I didn’t want to be, but I was a normal woman with my own hidden feminine libido, and my new underwear was saturated. 

I wanted to tease myself but it seemed too gross to do so to my sister’s cries and I just lay there endlessly in frustration and then breathed in relief as the noise of their fornication, finally ceased.

I still couldn’t sleep and after half an hour I walked into the kitchen to get some water. 

I poured myself a glass and heard Anna’s door open and noticed her dark, virile, young man stride gingerly and cat like, towards the kitchen. 

I had been cutting to him earlier and my mood had not altered a jot as he saw me in the shadows; he was an insufferable pig!

He spoke to me and I tried to be nonchalant.

“Want some juice.”

My retort was cold.

“It’s in the fridge.”

I was facing the sink and in the narrow gap between that and the breakfast bar he brushed past me, and I felt his body squeeze against mine. 

He opened the fridge and in the pale light, I bit my lip as I saw that he was naked and he obviously noticed me dressed in just my lingerie, a la Anna! 

I turned to face him and terrifyingly saw the thick, black penis that had been screwing my sister, begin to pulse in my direction. 

I looked away but the initial glance seriously caught my attention, it was so massive, thick and long and tapered to a curved point at the end.

“I need to get past you again,” he blustered.

I was always annoyed with him for some reason; I just hated him uncontrollably with all my being!

“I’m not moving for you buster…wait till I’m finished.”

He was tired and obviously needing his bed.

“You’re a stupid cow!”

He began to squeeze past and I moved out against him as if to block his passage and suddenly we were joined at the hips. 

It was as if we were stuck and neither of us would move. 

I sensed his penis pushing against my tiny thin pants and my generous breasts and thick nipples on his bare thick chest. 

His hands moved to my hips to try and shove me out of the way but I pushed against him to stop him.

“You’ve been fucking Anna…you bastard!”

He stopped trying to get past me, just pressed his trapped body firmly against me and looked into my eyes.

Evil black into innocent blue!

“Yeah…fucked her good…pulled her knickers off and fucked her...she asked me to….she’s a slag….you all are!”

He was so rude and disrespectful; it was my sister he was talking about and he pushed against me as I pressed against him, to try to get away. 

It only heightened the sensation of my desire and longing; my thighs opened and I could suddenly, terribly clearly feel his hardness against my mound and vagina.

He immediately sensed my weakness and whispered to me.

“She had the same knickers on as you!” 

His fingers slipped easily against the crotch of the fine material and felt my dripping, seeping wetness, 

“You’re a horny bird as well, aren’t you…you posh girls, want it all the time!”

I was so angry and annoyed; I beat my hand against his ebony chest but it just bounced off and I could not move at all, just spoke to him pathetically as if my words could wound him.

“You ignorant black bastard!”

He laughed at me.

“I am posh girl…a real bastard!”

To my shame and disbelief, his fingers invaded inside my underwear and began to touch me in my special private secret places as I just stood there, squeezed against him, and allowed him to do so.

Wonderful, experienced gentle strokes against my secret clitoris and, although I wanted to tell him to get lost, I just murmured inanely and opened my thighs to him. 

He was working me softly, then more firmly, perfectly tweaking and twisting my most intimate and erogenous areas.

I just insulted him crudely; the words flowing from me like a foul tap.

“You fucking ignorant, black bastard…fucking hell…oh God…you bastard.”

He could feel my need and pleasure as he touched me.  

“Like it Bitch? Come…come on…be a dirty little slag, like your sister Anna…you want to…look at you!”  

His mouth began to suck my large, pink nipples through my lacy bra and I felt my body begin to ache and fill with a passion and physical rage, I’d never known. 

I began to tense, felt myself on the very edge of a physical precipice, then suddenly, miraculously I was over it… vibrating, trembling, moaning and falling…falling, I’d… just come.  

It was simply, unbelievably scrumptious!

He stroked my hair and whispered darkly to me.

“Now say sorry for being rude to me… and say thank you.”

He pushed me to my knees until his cock was hard against my mouth.

“No…I can’t.”

His long piece of male flesh danced tantalisingly at my lips and I had a sudden realisation of what I was doing and stood up wilfully, with all the force and strength I could muster.

“Fuck you Matt…fuck you…fuck you…fuck...fuck!”

I mumbled like a lunatic, finally brushed past him and hurriedly disappeared into the safety of my room wondering in horror how could I have been so stupid? 

I lay on my bed and punched my pillow childishly. 

I’d allowed that coarse bastard to put his fingers in my knickers and play with me as if I was his toy. 

I hated myself but my body told me how much I had enjoyed it; I had experienced an orgasm and I knew that it was undeniably, beyond fantastic. 

I closed my eyes and saw myself on my knees sucking his cock as I had so nearly done in my real life just a few seconds previously. 

It tasted so good in my imagination; it was going to explode with juice, cover me with sperm, and I groaned in lust as I questioned why hadn’t I done as he’d asked? 

It seemed only fair, and now he would use it to fuck Anna; oh God… I could feel my libido beginning to rise and torment me again at just the thought of that monster invading her tight, female flesh.

I eventually somehow dozed and woke early seeing the light permeate the small room. 

There was no sound from next door and was secretly was pleased that I did not have to suffer the indignity of an early morning, lewd chorus from them. 

After a while I heard someone get up and Anna stuck her head through my door.

“Going out Celia…arranged to meet the girls…going into town…Matt’s sleeping.”

She smiled innocently at me but it was to emphasise what a bad girl she was and what a good time she was having. 

“Sorry if I made any noise but…it was fantastic…I’m still buzzing!”

“I heard,” I commented, dryly and disapprovingly.

She giggled to confound me further, the door closed and I lay on my bed, still in my creased lingerie and felt my whole body surge with frustration. 

There was a tension in my stomach and an ache between my thighs that seemed to tease me relentlessly, and with a devilish passion.

I couldn’t sleep, walked to the bathroom and splashed myself with cold water and brushed my teeth. 

I could literally feel Matt in the room just by mine and in spite of my vitriol for him I peeked inside the crack in the open door. 

He was lying on the top of the duvet face down with his bottom in full view. 

His body was so divinely young and taut and I thought about last night and began to have strange uncontrollable, salacious thoughts. 

Why should Anna have all the fun? 

Why should I still be a virgin and she was not? 

Why was I, not engaged to a man who made me cry, scream, whimper and suffer so deliciously like Matt? 

Why did I have the overwhelming urge to go into Matt and suck his dick, beg him to fuck me too? Why? Why? Why?

I was suddenly inside the room feeling nervous and stupid and I sat down beside him realising that I was naked, apart from my creased, flimsy, provocative outfit. 

He did not stir however and I touched the skin on his broad shoulders and he turned over in reflex without waking. 

He was now on his back and I could see the male flesh and genitalia between his legs, so solid thick and strong, as if it had awakened before its’ master.

I had never seen a penis before and it was not at all as I imagined; it seemed interesting and friendly but somehow outstandingly dangerous, all at the same time. 

His male hose was smooth, long and impressive, the balls were large, in soft black sacs and the hair around his crotch was thick and inky.

It was enticing!

I let my finger touch the very tip, the top where his sperm would ejaculate from; it twitched even to the gentlest touch and it thrilled me that it did. 

It was sensitive as I was; I drew closer to it and seemed to lose myself examining it thoroughly, all over. 

I touched it with two fingers, then three until my slender wrist wrapped around it and I flushed, as instantly my actions made it seemingly longer and harder than just before. 

He was still dormant and I bent my head and kissed the very end of it, took it in my lips, then the edges of my mouth. 

It tasted like my own flesh, except for the fact that this was hard and masculine, my tongue licked it and slowly, I began to savour and explore every undiscovered centimetre. 

My vagina was instantly soaked, re-staining my pants and I saw my reflection in the mirror and realised what I whore I was. 

I knew however it was too late for reservations, I had known what I wanted from the first time Matt had touched me; and in recollection of my vitriol and confusion towards him, perhaps well before that!

I felt him stir and he opened his eyes and stroked my hair as I sucked him and spoke softly, without surprise, as if he’d been expecting me.

“Celia girl…good morning to you…as well…Mmmm suck it baby girl.”

My mouth drew his flesh and his fingers touched my ass and wandered along my anus and, into my wet dripping sexual lips. 

He pulled my pants down to my knees and stroked my crack until I began to moan in pleasure and ever increasing lustful need.

“You need fucking Celia…look how wet you are…do you want fucking Celia…filled with sperm?”

I could not speak, as my mouth was full of his cock; he pulled at my hair teasingly and then released me.

I was close beside him on the bed and he rolled my useless knickers down to my ankles for me to kick them away.

He lightly let his fingers trace a line on my salivating slit.

“This is a treat Celia…thought you didn’t like me?”

I groaned weakly.

“I don’t!”

He touched me between my thighs and I opened my legs wide; his fingers pushed against my anus and I just groaned in terrible need of him..

“Please fuck me Matt!” 

His touch was so delicate and delicious but I needed roughness.

“What was that Celia…a bit louder…Bitch!”

He had me but I didn’t care!

“Fuck me…please Matt!”

His head went between my thighs and his tongue licked me as my legs spread-eagled, squat fully, to give him ease and access. 

His long pink tongue repeated and repeated endlessly on my most sensitive spots until I gripped the black roots of his short hair and trembled uncontrollably to a climax. 

He turned me over and my head sank into Anna’s pillow as he positioned my body so my ass was raised.  

He kneeled behind me and I felt the tip of his penis push against my virginal sexual folds of feminine flesh.

“You’ve got a great ass Celia!”

He held my soft cheeks in his palms and I grunted and moaned as I felt his cock find my slimy entrance and then easily, begin its’ blessed journey inside me to remove the innocence and the virginity, I now detested so much. 

I had no pretentions; I wanted it more than I had ever desired anything and I wriggled my bottom and pushed back against him as if to quicken the time I would be full. 

He pulled my cheeks apart then pushed himself firmly against me and I was suddenly held to him, by his solid, hard, masculine flesh. 

The sensation of helplessness was erotic and incredible, more exotic than I could ever have believed possible, and he began to move back and forward inside me until I was being fucked for the very first time in my privileged, protected life.

My libido was in overdrive and I simply loved the feeling of doing what my body was so well designed for. 

I squealed back to him.

“Tell me what a bad girl and slag I am Matt.”

He fucked me faster as if rising to the task.

“You’re a little posh tart like… Anna…cheap pussy, like you all are!”

He began to fuck me harder and the tension inside me built higher and higher again, to an endless vertical peak only waiting and wanting to fall.

I was ecstatic and grunted in my perversity.

“I am a whore Matt…a slag…and a slut! Fuck fuck!”

I sensed his balls slapping against me and was waiting for him to release, longing for him to fill me and make me a woman.

He mocked and tormented, as he rutted me. 

“You love this Celia…I can tell…you’ll want it all the time now.”

I bent my head into the pillow and bit the fabric. 

He was going to come, I could tell by his urgent motions and I pushed my ass up to him and felt his thighs slap quickly and constantly, against me. 

His flesh was moving like an oiled machine, in and out, in and out and then he hit my bottom hard, I felt him push deeply and release his seed wonderfully inside me. 

He’d had me, fucked me, used me and I was undoubtedly no longer a virgin! 

He withdrew, wiped his penis on my ass and I collapsed in an undignified heap forward onto the softness of the bed.

“Oh my God,” I gasped.

“You were good Celia.”

He stroked my naked ass.

“Was I?”

He laughed.

“Sure…really enthusiastic.”

I turned and looked into his dark, enigmatic, flat, mysterious eyes.

“Don’t you feel guilty?”

He smiled in pride borne from conquest.

“No…do you? She’s your sister.”

I felt terrible and wonderful all rolled together like an uneasy raincloud of grey emotions.

“Yes…I do…I’m a disgrace.”

His finger slid up the crack in my ass, pushed at my anal hole, and it was disgustingly arousing; everything he did felt like that.

“Then don’t tell her…and you don’t have to do it again.”

I thought for a moment, my body was still charged and I could tell that I had not had enough; if I could ever have enough of this.

It was better than chocolate ice cream!

“What happens if I want more?”

He smiled and kneeled over my breasts, resting his penis on my right, rounded, pink, protruding nipple.

“Then you have to ask and don’t give me any attitude.”

I was already rising again, towards the murky sexual heavens and looked up at him coquettishly.

“I want some more…please sir.”

I took his cock and my lips began to suck it and my tongue began to savour and lick it subserviently. 

He stroked my soft hair.

“That’s a good way to make a request girl…make it hard!”

I moved my head up and down until he was solid and ready.

“Open your legs…wide!”

I lay back, spread my thighs and he moved down the bed until he could see my sex openly melting for him.

He smiled in delight and triumph over me.

“Wider slag…I’m going to fuck you and jump you hard…like to look at what a tart you are!”

I felt insulted but my legs opened to a point where they could stretch no further and then I sensed the bed move and Matt was over me, and his menacing, brooding, dark face smiled down directly at me, confidently and with overwhelming dominance.

“When you get the taste for sex Celia…there’s nothing like it!”

It was the first time he had called me by my name and he slid inside me easily as I was still soaked from before, as if I had been especially built for his personal pleasure and magnificent manhood. 

He placed his hands on my firm round breasts and rammed his erection roughly and strongly up to the hilt inside me. 

It felt wonderful to be pinned down under a hard body drilling into me. 

My legs wrapped around his hips and my nails began to dig into his back, to extract from him what my aroused femininity needed. 

Matt was in no rush and he fucked me then stopped then fucked my special place again. 

Slowly at first then faster; then round the edges of my slippery lips until I could take the tension no longer. 

I grunted, climaxed and looked up at him weakly and drunkenly although I was stone cold sober!

“Matt…this is so good…so fucking divine!”

He grimaced and shut his eyes as if he could not bear to look at me.

“You’re such a tart Celia!” 

He pressed himself onto me, I felt limp as I endured him banging himself hard into, and against me, until he stopped and I felt his sperm flood inside my belly once more.

He slipped out of my salivating folds and moved his muscular form over me until his weeping cock was resting on my delicate, sweet, little lips

“Suck it slag!”

I opened my mouth and suckled it without question; it smelt of me, of sex and I licked it like the whore he said I was, until it was completely clean.

He lay back on the mattress and exhaled in relief.

“You and Anna are quite a pair.”

I spoke without thinking.

“You can’t fuck her anymore…not now Matt.”

He chuckled darkly and threateningly.

“Don’t tell me what to do…I’ll fuck who I want Bitch!”

I’d never had sex before and was so confused my head was spinning.

“But what about us?”

He laughed, cruelly breaking my fantasy of love and romance.

“What…are you mad…you’re just a cheap fuck…like Anna.”

I rolled away from him in sudden anger and fury.

“You’re crude and stupid…you can’t have us both.”

He stroked my hair and I did not try to stop him.

“I am…and I have…so fuck you!”

His hand fell on my nipple and I brushed him away.

“No more Matt…this is stupid.”

He did not argue.

“Cool…OK…forget it.”

He rose from the bed, slipped on his clothes and was gone in seconds, almost before I could think and without another word. 

I lay back and felt my whole body still vibrating, and then closed my eyes in disgust and shame at what I’d done.      

My disgrace lasted for about 2 hours by which time I’d had a bath put on some clean clothes. My mind had returned to a level state where I began to realise how much I had enjoyed the sex with Matt; it was and had been inarguably mind blowing and the best, most exciting experience of my life. 

I wanted him; no I wanted his body fucking me, teaching me what I didn’t know about true physical, intercourse between a man and a woman. 

I was so stupid to have lost him and out of frustration I began to cry and I did not hear Anna walk quietly through the door and she saw me weeping.

She quickly came and sat beside me. 

“What is it Celia…what’s happened?”

We had always been able to tell each other everything; we had no secrets until recently.

“Nothing!”

She smiled and stroked my arm.

“Come on…Sis…Tell me…what is it?”

“Matt,” I cried out, unable to contain the pressure of my weighty guilt.

She sat back as if I’d hit her.

“What!”

I had to confess to her whatever the consequences.

“He fucked me…twice…I’m sorry…but you thought Nigel and I were…doing it…well we weren’t…and I heard you moaning and…last night I met Matt while we were having a drink…”

I went quiet and Anna raised her blonde fine plucked eyebrows as if waiting for me to continue my sordid tale.

“He put his fingers inside me…made me come. Then…this morning…I just had to find out what it was about…I went to him, he bent me over and fucked me…then I lay on the bed…opened my thighs and let  him to do it again.”

I looked guiltily and remorsefully at my sister and expected her to be angry but to my absolute confusion and shock, she suddenly began to smile. 

“That makes you?”

I blinked in shame.

“A slut…I’m a fucking slag Anna as he keeps telling me…I’m so disgusted with myself…I told him he couldn’t have us both and then he…he walked out!”

I sobbed suddenly again but she giggled to my continuing discomfort, as she seemed so much more mature suddenly, than I was.

“No it makes you stupid…if you want to fuck him…that’s fine by me…he’s nothing…just entertainment…no one will know, so let’s fuck him together…take advantage of the situation to educate ourselves…it’s good… isn’t it?”

I nodded shyly as if hardly daring to admit it, but replied enthusiastically in spite of my spoken regret and reservations.

“Unbelievable.”

My sibling shook her pretty, blonde hair.

“You’re stupid Celia to give a boy like that ultimatums…well we’ll have to get him back!”

Anna picked up her mobile and rang him but there was no reply; she sighed in irritation and looked at me.

“He obviously thinks I’m annoyed with him.”

We looked for Matt all day until finally we gave up and ended up at the pub drowning our sorrows at our lack of success. 

We were both jumpy, in need of a sexual fix, but looking at the local talent, there was definitely no choice there. 

Suddenly the man of our recent dreams and nightmares walked in; he saw us and waved as if nothing had happened between us all, and I went over to him.

He was very chipper and I asked him sweetly.

“Want a drink?”

He nodded.

“Beer”

I wanted him to say please and was going to correct him but thought better of it; I ordered one and passed it to him and he drank thirstily.

I felt it bought me the right to ask another question.

“Will you come back with us Matt?”

His dark eyes seemed to undress me and I flushed in sudden fragility.

“No…no more shit from you two.”

I was desperate; I had spoiled it for Anna as well as me.

“Please Matt.”

My sister, who had been listening intently, walked over to him, stood close beside him and stroked him lightly on his firm, hard ass.

“Please Matt come with us…just for a minute…no pressure.”

She leant up to him.

“I’ll make it worth your while Matt!”

He relented after a further beer, as if we were seducing him; we walked silently in the broken shadows and within a few minutes were back within the privacy of our flat.

I gave him another beer and Anna and I went into the bedroom and quickly dressed in matching, white lingerie. 

Bras, pants, stockings, garters, that were hidden and wrapped under white towelling robes like unexpected Christmas presents.

He was on the couch and we sat on the floor, either side of him as he sipped his beer easily and watched us curiously with his intelligent, inky globes.

I spoke quietly to him.

“Anna knows…about this morning Matt.”

He seemed to cross his arms as if to get defensive.

“Don’t start shouting girls…I’ve told you that…this is what I do…I’m sorry if you are upset but that’s life around here…so best if we leave it now… as I said.”

He went to get up but Anna held his knee

“No Matt…we know…we understand but we have a deal for you.”

He was unusually forthright.

“No deals.”

Anna and I looked at each other, stood up and let the towelling robes fall and he stared at us as if it really, truly was Christmas for him.

I whispered as sexily as I could.

“Do you want us both Matt…we’ll be yours until we leave…to do exactly what you want with us.”

He smirked evilly.

“And what… do you want?”

We had very few demands considering we were offering so much.

“No other girls until we leave...please.”

He stroked his sharp shaven chin.

“Turn around.”

We spun and faced him again.

“Take your bra’s off.”

We did as he said and I was pleased my breasts were a little bigger than Anna’s…who was always more petite than I was.

Matt was warming to the suggestion we had made.

“We could have a competition girls…who is the best fuck…Would you like that?”

We both nodded stupidly as if we were insane!

“When do you leave?”

“About a week and a half,” I muttered.

He rose up and walked around us and sighed.

“It’s tempting but…to give up all the other birds…I just don’t know?”

I was desperate and did not realise what I was saying anymore.

“Please Matt…we’ll do anything…anything!”

Anna nodded eagerly as well and he stood behind us, laughed and stroked our white, panty covered asses.

“Ok…Slags… till then I’ll just fuck the two of you…but…”

We were on the edge of the abyss with him.

“What Matt?”

He patted our asses harder as if taking ownership of the flesh.

“You are going to need to do as you’re told!”

I was dismayed but overjoyed and squealed excitedly.

“Great…What do you want Matt…tell me…us!”

He sat back on the couch and spread his thighs as if he were a king. 

“Undo me and you can both suck my dick at the same time…show me you’re both really serious about this.”

Anna was there before I could move and removed his trousers and shorts. 

She bent her head, began to suck his erection and I knelt beside her and did the same as if we were a team. 

She suckled the tip and I licked his balls, then we swapped and he just sipped his beer and watched us both prostrate ourselves before him.

“Girls this is just so good…just to think you were both so innocent… And now look at you. Like all of the dirty, local birds!”

He pulled himself up from the back of the chair and stroked both of our heads, pulling our hair mischievously. 

He caressed and cupped our breasts as they fell into his hands and he tweaked my nipples and I moaned, felt how wet I was and just sucked his balls harder.

“Come and fuck yourself Celia…sit astride me…nice and open…wider.”

My thighs were around his torso, my crotch poised over his erection and there was only the thin material of my panties in the way.

He barked instruction to us both.

“Help your sister get fucked Anna…pull her sexy little knickers to the side, and she can show you what she’s learned.”

Anna pulled at the crotch and revealed my weeping vagina; it stunk of my sex and my endless, wanton frustration. 

I lowered myself eagerly and quickly onto his hard flesh and groaned in pleasure as he entered me.

He stayed completely still and I used his solid erection to push against, harder and harder until my body and mind vibrated to a much needed climax, and my senses returned temporarily, to almost normal.

Normal however, was a situation and a life that I no longer recognised. 

I collapsed on him and he squeezed the cheeks of my ass roughly and moved his cock inside me a couple more times.

“Anna’s turn Celia…off now girl.”

I dismounted him in confusion, Anna took my position and I pulled her pants to one side as she had done to me. 

I could see she was also saturated and I watched fascinated as her soft pleated flesh wrapped itself around Mat’s lubricated cock and slid down until it was concealed inside her.

It was so foul, base and intoxicating.

“Fuck that cock Anna,” I urged my sister crudely, “fuck…fuck it slut!”

She pushed herself against him, as I had just done; using both vertical and horizontal movements but Matt just smiled and stayed perfectly still.

It was as if he was one of those electrical, play rodeo bulls that you sat on and tried to throw you off but Matt was more fun, and impossible to dismount or fall from, until he had finished with you.

She lasted longer than I had, but her motions suddenly increased in pace and she exhaled and shuddered in fulfilment.

She’d come and she closed her eyes in bliss, leant back with him still deep within her and she smiled at me weakly; it was as if we had completely lost our respective wills.

He bounced her up and down on his rigidity for fun and whispered.

“Was that good girls?”

“Yes Matt,” we echoed.

He laughed.

“You are both such Slags.”

He was so insulting but we accepted it and he played with Anna for a few more minutes then pulled her off his still enormous, saturated, erect penis.

“Stand up girls…please.”

We did as he said; both struggling with our shaky legs that felt like wispy air and he pulled our pants to our ankles and we kicked them away. 

We were naked apart from our stockings and garters, two blonde pussies for our master’s delight and pleasure. 

He stood up, his fingers touched each of us between our thighs and we unbuttoned his shirt and kissed his powerful, glistening chest.

He was enjoying his power over us.

“I’m like your King… and you… my whores.”

“Yes sire,” I joked.

His fingers teased our dripping slits of flesh.

“These pussies are going to get so hammered.”

We groaned in submission and need, he pushed us down to his groin and we returned to kissing and worshipping his manhood once more. 

We were kneeling, submissively before him and he placed his raging black prize on the edge of our willing mouths.

“Open wide Slags…I’m coming.”

We let our tongues hang out and he began to move his hips and he held our heads tightly as he ejaculated his white, thick, slimy, sperm over our tongues, noses and faces. 

We swallowed and licked him clean and only after he was satisfied did his hands leave our hair and he returned to the couch and sat heavily, as if in need of relaxation and rest.

He exhaled expressively as if to release his tension.

“Wow…what a pair of whores!”

I felt embarrassed but hid it and sat beside him. 

My swollen nipples were still hard; he touched them playfully and I noticed his penis twitch as I enclosed it in my fingers.

“How many times can you come, Matt?”

He watched me play with him.

“Four or five...depends.”

I was curious.

“On what?”

He stroked my hair as he seemed to like to do.

“How dirty the girl is.”

I placed my lips around his masculinity and sucked him fully.

“Are we dirty enough for you?”

I felt him begin to surge, and he touched my ass and pushed his finger against my puckered hole.

“Not yet…but you’re both getting there.”

His fingers pressed against me harder and just invaded the opening of my anal passage. 

The sensation was momentarily uncomfortable but then I began to notice my body react positively. 

I was beginning to really enjoy providing oral pleasure to Matt; it heightened my kick and my own arousal and pleasure to get him from soft to solid. I licked his tip and saw Anna looking at me amusedly.

“Thinking of Nigel…

Celia?”

I was definitely not thinking of Nigel and answered her as I licked the summit of his vertical flesh with my silky wet tongue.

“No…just sticking this inside me.”

She laughed.

“Again?”

I sucked harder and mumbled to her.

“And again…and again.”

His finger was inside my anus now and I couldn’t help but grunt as he pushed it in and out of me as if he was fucking me. 

Anna sat on the other side of him and kissed his lips, her tongue entering and leaving his mouth; the whole degenerate scene was surreal. 

I looked up pathetically at Matt. 

“Please fuck me…I need it again.”

He pushed me gently to the floor.

“Kneel down and…forward.”

I obediently went onto my hands and knees and bent over, awaiting him.

“And you!”

Anna humbled herself beside me and we both looked at each other as we realised, how terribly licentious and subservient we were. 

It was no use fighting it however as we both longed desperately for each new disgusting and degrading, sexual experience.

I felt Matt behind me and then his fingers, playing with my wet sexual lips; I heard Anna moan and presumed she was receiving the same tortuous treatment.

“Now which one to fuck first…think I’ll go here.”

I felt him press inside my vagina roughly and give me twenty hard strokes before he withdrew and I heard Anna cry-out and he repeated the same physical treatment to her.

He left us both and we moaned in unison.

“More… Matt…please!”

He returned to me and spread my wetness into my anus. 

I bent my head onto the floor and groaned in disbelief; he was going to fuck my ass and there was nothing I could do about it! 

The summit of his cock found my tight hole and then pushed, and I cried out in pain and he slapped my cheek hard.

“Don’t Matt,” I heard Anna beg as she realised what he was doing.

He just laughed and spoke darkly and coarsely.

“Shut it Slag…you’re next.” 

She went quiet and he pushed harder until he was inside, partly at first, then almost fully until finally he was wedged all the way disgustingly and degradingly within me.

He began to fuck me slowly and carefully and I felt like an animal being taken; it was a deliciously, grotesque, deviant sensation. 

I eventually pushed back against him, surrendered my pride to him and grunted to each developing stroke, enthusiastically. 

He treated me for about 5 minutes then began with Anna and I looked back to see her anal hole being stretched and invaded. 

She was responding eagerly as I had, after an initial restraint, but now her small frame was being taken with pure lust and rhythmical power. 

Matt was demonstrating his authority over us and it was clear we had accepted him completely and utterly.

He went to leave her but she pushed back against him.

“Don’t you dare…finish…finish…me!”

He grabbed her ass and held her and she groaned loudly as he tensed and released himself inside her. 

She collapsed onto the floor and he moved and wiped his wetness on my bottom and ass hole as well. 

I still hadn’t come and I took his finger and put it to my clitoris and spoke urgently to him.

“Make me…you know Matt…please…I can’t bear it like this.”

He smiled at my lack of pride and submission to him, began to play with me and I exhaled in gratitude.

“You’re going to have to do for me Celia…”

I was in heaven and promised my soul.

“Anything Matt!”

I felt my tension rising and rising and then suddenly an overwhelming relief that sent a wave of vibration, pleasure and delectation over me that even then I recognised, was far more addictive than any drug!

“Thank you Matt…thank you.”

We both lay on the floor; he turned us onto our backs and admired our nakedness and his conquering of us both.

“My Bitches are happy?”

We both nodded, ignoring his crudity and ignorance and he smiled in satisfaction.

“I’m going to have a bath and get into bed…anyone coming?”

We both raised our hands as if we were in junior school and he laughed.

He bathed quickly and slipped under my sheets as if it were the most natural thing in the world that two young girls, and sisters at that, were going to join him. 

Anna and I showered together and it was clear from our attention to cleaning, preening and perfuming ourselves that we were still interested in more action. 

“What shall we wear?” Anna hissed.

“Nothing,” I suggested.

My sibling was not impressed.

“No…let’s dress…sexy.”

We decided on the new matching black slips and stockings and in the pale light of the side lamp we paraded into the room for our lover’s approval.

It was enthusiastically forthcoming.

“Wow…girls just… wow…you two are just, so fucking sexy.”

We both curtsied in mock politeness.

“May we join you?”

Matt pulled up the sheets on the sides of the bed and we jumped in quickly and expectantly beside him. 

I had never been to sleep with a man before, even though I was engaged, and my stomach was churning and turning over in exhilaration of our depravity. 

We cuddled each side of him and Anna placed her hand on his flat belly and I put my exploring fingers around his cock. 

It was like an endless wonder for me, it’s’ divine expansion and contraction, a complete revelation!

Matt cooed in satisfaction at our attentions.

“My posh whores, what do you want?”

“Everything,” I whispered dirtily.

I placed my head down at his erection and began to suck him; he was solid in less than a few seconds. 

He threw off the covers and Anna watched me as I licked him for a while until I could restrain my desire for him inside me no longer.

“Let me ride you?”

He seemed to take real sadistic delight in showing how much in charge he was.

“Say, please Celia.”

His authority was already so well established that I had lost all of my normal self-respect, and to beg him and demean myself was acceptable, or even desirable, in some weird way that escaped my narrow sexual understanding.

“Please…please…please!”

I sat astride his thighs and lowered my salivating groin onto his hardness. 

I was saturated, consumed him hungrily and easily and he stayed rigid whilst I fucked myself against him like a shameful whore. 

He had so much stamina and strength I came against him tremulously and feebly. 

When I reached my orgasm; after the initial rush, it was as if I had suddenly had all the energy sucked from me and my body was somehow floating.

It was a strange but intoxicating sensation but I craved it more and more and began to chase the fluffy light sensation, sex with Matt gave me.

He pushed me back and I collapsed as if I was drifting in water by his side, and watched as Anna took my place. 

She was instantly more stylish than me, but less intense and rode his hardness eagerly but took her time. 

She let her hand drift down to his balls and looked at him challengingly as if to exert her own pressure on them both. 

“I’m not coming till you do Matt…so fill me up…you stud….black fucking bastard…do me…fuck, fuck!”

She moved against him ever more firmly, he began to return her motion with equal menace and power and grunted as he did so.

“Slag….slut…fucking whore!”

My terrible, deviant sister smiled as if she’d lost her tiny mind and threw herself against him like a tidal wave.

“Come on you black stud…fuck me…fill me!”

His pace increased in tandem to match Anna’s and I watched as his cock entered and left her sex like a maniacal piston.

“You fucking Slut…Slag…Fuck…” he gurgled, and Anna sat down on him hard as they both trembled, vibrated and climaxed together in demonic, disgusting, base, sexual harmony.

She sat astride him triumphantly, his semen deep inside her and I weirdly felt a pang of jealousy. 

Not because of Matt, but it appeared that she was better at sex than I was!

Even in the crazy, salacious, devilish world it somehow appeared as always, that Anna and I were always in competition and trying to outdo each other. 

She smiled at me in true delight and I smiled back; I decided that I was envious but not in any aggressive way, she had made it clear that we were to battle for Matt’s favours and approval, and I welcomed the challenge.

I spoke softly to our new master.

“You’ll need to tell us who you prefer Matt…at the end of the week…we will both try to be the best… we can.”

As always he rubbed our noses in the situation we had so wanted, desired and embraced too easily.

“Whores…Celia…say it…don’t be shy?”

I blushed at the words, as the adrenaline of the sex dissolved; his foul description of us had a sudden power to sting more than it did when the sordid deeds were being enacted.

“We’ll be the best… whores… we can…” I mumbled, suddenly embarrassed.

Anna moved off him and pushed backwards and lay on top of the bed where the soft fluffy pillows were.

“Lick your sister off me Celia.”

He was such a bastard, to keep ordering me about like this, but subserviently I bent my neck and suckled him clean and could taste Anna’s juices over his flesh. 

He began to harden again and I rode him but this time, took my time and tried to improve on what, I had seen Anna do so masterfully. 

I tried to control myself, not go over the edge too quickly, and as he released inside me I groaned in satisfaction as if I had successfully completed a set task.

Our man was suddenly drained and sought rest and refuge for the first time from us.

“You girls are something else…let me relax now for a bit…wipe yourself down and let’s have a cuddle…I’ve never cuddled two girls together…not sisters anyway!”

He was truly a bastard but Matt definitely had a certain charm and an illiterate, but unique way with words.

We quickly showered and, now naked, slipped into the bed beside him. 

I snuggled him on the right and Anna on the left and he placed his arms around our shoulders and drew us into him. 

I smelt him, his body; it was decadent sweet aromas, of perfume, of me, of Anna, of sex and I drifted off to sleep happily and, content in my own strange world.

Anna

I had been originally somewhat shaken and shocked when Celia told me Matt had fucked her, although I hid my feelings as well as I could. 

She had always been so sensible, although never completely trustworthy, but it was a revelation to realise that her engagement to the extremely presentable Nigel Thomas, of the cheese set, was no more than a sham. 

I’d actually had sex before she had, that fact pleased me a lot, and it may have seemed strange that we agreed to share Matt but it was weirdly sensible when you removed the immorality of the pact we had made.

Once we had experienced the physical pleasure of him, it was difficult if not impossible for us both not to go back for more. 

And in all reality Matt was not our social world and this was a mere brief escapade and transient, physical, adventure and education.

He was not worth my sibling and me falling out about. 

Matt could be entertainment and experience for us both whilst we suffered in this terrible place, and sharing seemed a perfectly acceptable solution.

I adored his hands over me, his flesh inside me but I also loved to watch Celia being fucked and abused as well. 

It was hard to imagine her being so snooty and arrogant when her mouth was around his cock, or her legs were astride while he pumped her body endlessly. 

I was no better however, it seemed that every hour I discovered something new about my developing female form and its’ needs. 

The first adventure with Matt and Celia together had been fantastic and I awoke to feel my sister gently shaking me.

“I have to go and meet the lot from the group,” she hissed.

She was already showered and dressed and I murmured up to her, still in a tired fog but always knowing what had happened the previous evening and who was still sleeping here beside us.

“How was it? Last night?”

“Unbelievable,” she smiled not being able to disguise her new found perversity or enthusiasm for the sordid path upon which we were treading. 

“My whole body’s still rocking!”

I closed my eyes and muttered to her.

“Celia…you’re a tart.”

She laughed at me. 

“So are you Slag…Tell me you won’t be on your back in a minute…fucking him?”

I liked the way her mind was working and the fact that she had to go!

“Might be?”

She flushed in sudden anger and jealousy which was just a thrill.

“Tart!”

I stuck my tongue out and she reciprocated and ran to the door; we always acted as we had done since we were 5 years old and probably always would.

“Tell Matt to come back early…I won’t be able to fucking contain myself!”

The door slammed and I felt the movement of my devilish, dark man and lover beside me.

I reached for his penis and squeezed the early morning hardness I found there. 

His finger found my gathering wetness and in seconds he was on top of me and soon, wondrously wedged inside me. 

I wrapped my knees up tightly against his chest and surrendered my mind and sexuality to animal bliss, as he fucked me roughly. 

It felt like he was doing it to just release his body’s awakening reflex solidity, but I did not care why, just took all he could offer me gratefully, and came quickly as he used me like his own personal, sexual doll.

He continued for many minutes after this, but then I felt my belly swell with his sperm and I lay back helplessly under him as he let his weight pin me down.

I actually liked the sensation of submission and weakness to him, as if I was being held captive by his strength and power.

He whispered in my ear then licked it and I moved my head away as he was obviously trying to annoy me!

“Where’s Sis’?”

I pressed my hands up against his heavy form to test my own strength but I could not budge him even a millimetre.

“Out…and she wants you home early!”

He smiled.

“What for?”

I laughed at his puerile questions.

“To fuck the ass off you stupid!”

His weight increased between my thighs as he pressed into me.

“And you?”

I groaned, as if constantly in thrall to him.

“And me Matt…we’ll make you dinner then…whatever you want.”

He mumbled absentmindedly.

“Will you dress up again?”

I liked to accessorise and glam up, all girls do.

“Sure Matt…stockings suspenders…everything.”

He released off me and the loss of pressure was amazing and strangely disappointing.

“Cool…got to go…see you down the club and …later!”

He rose and I could not help but admire his beautiful, dark, toned body as he pulled on his crumpled garments. 

Strangely he looked less attractive with his clothes on; he seemed younger and a bit rough and I decided that I naughtily, preferred him naked.

I mused that I definitely liked him nude and he stirred me from my sordid deliberations with a sharp retort.

“See you at the centre…don’t let on that I’m staying with you…or that you and your posh sister are my new squeezes.”

Being referred to as a squeeze was mildly amusing and I tried not to smile.

“OK Matt.”

He left silently without further conversation; I lay back and relished in the feeling of being promiscuous. 

I had always wondered what sex was like and now I knew.  I most definitely undoubtedly had gleaned knowledge, although brazenly I wanted to learn a lot more. 

I lazed for a while then bathed and drifted down to the centre where the normal suspects were all on show. 

Matt ignored me, as I had expected, and Jenny glared at me in pure hatred as if she knew exactly what was going on. 

I just tried to rise above everything and immersed myself with the normal routine of aimless gossip, McDonalds and some afternoon thievery. 

When Matt began putting things in my back pocket he occasionally let his hand drift on my bottom longer than he should have, and Jenny just fumed. 

By the end of the day my body was aching and longing for sex and when the group split up I was pleased to see Matt surreptitiously follow me home.

Celia was already there, preparing dinner and she jumped in shock borne out of anticipation, when she saw me.

“Where’s Matt?”

I tried to soothe her but we were both agitated.

“He’s coming.”

She confessed what was obvious and apparent.

“God I’m so jumpy.”

We were alike in that regard.

“And me…come on we need to change…he wants us dressed up.”

The door opened and Matt walked in as if he was home. 

“Smells good girls.”

“Lasagne,” Celia enthused hoping that he would be impressed with her other skills.

He seemed to be.

“Cool.”

I stood close and questioned him timidly.

“Do you want us to change now Matt?”

He thought for a moment as if demonstrating his command of us and then nodded sagely, as if he possessed true intelligence, which I doubted. 

“Sure…just knickers and suspenders though.”

We went into the bedroom and after a quick wash, put on small black pants and stockings held up by suspenders and garters around our waists. 

We did not put any bras on and Matt whistled as we emerged before him. 

Celia busied herself in the kitchen and I got Matt a beer from the fridge which he downed in a flash and went into the tiny kitchen to get another.

Celia stepped back to let him pass but he stood beside her and pushed her back against the sink and smiled at me with evil recollection of his misdeeds. 

“This is how it started Anna…stuck like this in the kitchen…I could tell she wanted fucking….Miss so high and mighty”

His fingers teased her nipples; she leant her body back against the sideboard as he parted her thighs and placed his fingers in her panties. 

She expertly released his cock and he slid inside her as if he belonged there and, began to fuck her roughly in the narrow space against the worktop. 

She was like a limp doll, her body melted as he took her selfishly and easily as if to demonstrate his power. 

He did not last as long as normal but long enough that I could feel myself becoming wet to my sister’s groans as he released inside her. 

They became statues for a few seconds then separated; he came out of the alcove and walked towards me purposely with that devious, devilish grin and conceit on that dark arrogant face of his. 

I knew he was going to have me as well; it was in his manner and expression, as if to put me in my place with the fact that he was younger and more ignorant than I was, but was now the one in charge; he was the boss!”

It was humbling but in this place and environment it was an undeniable fact.

He stood behind me as I stood erect and nervous and I looked up at him breathlessly. 

“Yes Matt.”

He was the master, me the slave.

“Bend over… Anna.” 

He pushed me forward and I placed my hands on my knees and waited like a pale shadow of the proud girl I used to be.

He pulled my knickers down my thighs and his fingers found my vaginal lips, wet moist and malleable. 

His penis was hard, amazingly given his exploits with Celia, and I groaned as it effortlessly seemed to push its’ way inside me. 

He slapped my bottom and began to move quickly against me. 

It was pure theatre, base sex and dominance; I was a piece of flesh for him to use and assert his influence over, but to my disgrace the facts did nothing to dim my pleasure and I loved it all the same. 

The mixed sensations of sex and servitude were increasingly irresistible and, I climaxed long before he released inside me. 

After he had reached his own sexual high, I just stayed still and tried to gather my breath; Matt pulled away from me, walked to the settee and I was left looking ridiculous.

He seemed to take great pleasure in our on-going humiliation but we were helpless to resist or argue with him.

“Let’s eat girls…I’m starving.”

I drew up my underwear and sat at the table with my breasts exposed and Celia placed the plates of food in front of us. 

Matt had more beer and Celia opened some red wine for us, and we sat semi-naked with his sperm dripping into our knickers as we toyed with our food. 

He smiled at us both as if he was a wealthy king and we were his wives or concubines. 

I should have been embarrassed, but here in the bleakness and privacy of this sprawling destitute estate, this dishonour and degradation was strangely pleasurable, comfortable and addictive.

It was a welcome distraction from the dismal reality outside and an unusual, insidious, perverse pleasure. 

Celia looked at me as if she knew what I was thinking and we began to eat hungrily and heartily as if knowing that we needed energy.

The pattern had been set for the coming week and he fucked us both in every possible and conceivable way. 

We would always dress up in scanty clothing, his appetite for both of us seemed insatiable and his ability to perform continually, like some demonic sexual toy, was breathtaking and outstanding. 

On the last night before we were to leave we had a celebration dinner and Celia and I knew that this disgraceful escapade in our lives was ending. 

To be honest we were not sad, the estate was becoming boring, almost routine, and sex with Matt was somehow mundane, for as good as it was, it had been incessant, and too much of anything became repetitive. 

Celia and I agreed on our final night that we would just treat Matt to dinner then ask him to leave, so we could get some rest.

He ate the steak eagerly, drank his beer and my sister explained nicely, that we were tired and wanted him to go but he just sipped the remainder of his drink and looked at us with his normal, mercurial expression.

He suddenly addressed us darkly and with a tone of menace. 

“I’ll tell you when you’re done…the agreement was till you left…I’ve kept my part of the bargain…now I will expect the same from you two.”

I got up, showed him the door as if to demonstrate that we were serious, but he grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back. 

I tried to scream but he put a napkin in my mouth, I felt my wrists being tied and I was suddenly trapped. 

Celia cried out hysterically as well but he did the same to her, in seconds, and suddenly we were just two weak bundles of female flesh waiting for Matt to decide what to do with us.

“You know…you rich girls think you’re so smart…come down here…have a bit of rough…then back to Daddy’s, fucking money.”

He pulled us on our knees and bent us forward then pulled our knickers down exposing our asses.

He slapped each one really hard and I squealed in pain but his unfortunately, talented fingers made us both wet in an instant and he got some cream and spread it in our anuses. 

My gag loosened and I exhaled breathlessly.

“This is rape Matt!”

He chuckled as if amused by my observation.

“Sure it is bitch!”

His prick was against my bottom then slowly, excruciatingly, sordidly, roughly pushed up my asshole and passage and he began to take me. 

It was so terrible but as I lay so helpless and devoid of any power or will, secretly it was wonderful as well, and I bit my lip so as not to show him my arousal to this demeaning disgrace. 

He withdrew and repeated the same routine with Celia and she responded in kind, feigning reluctance and disapproval but loving it slyly, as much as me.  

He then turned us on our backs, removed our underwear and fucked us solidly for an hour until we were red raw and sore and full to the very brim, of his spunk. 

He untied us and we collapsed in a heap of abused, foul smelling, feminine, flesh.

He laughed callously, uncaring of our feelings.

“Now you’ve been properly raped girls...how does it feel?”

He stroked our hair condescendingly pulled up his shorts and trousers around his perfect, but ignorant, darkened form, and walked calmly to the door.

“Fuck you Matt,” Celia mumbled.

He just howled out loudly, like a wolf or lousy hound-dog for everyone to hear.  

But in truth no one was listening or even vaguely interested in what happened to us on this impoverished and neglected estate, but my sibling and me.

“You have girls…see you!”

He slammed the door loudly and Matt was gone from our lives for good!

It took an hour to finally recover our poise and we both decided and concluded that we were well rid of him. 

We’d had our fun and experience of a little rough and on the way home the next day we wrote our report to the Conservative group and the demonic Matt was not mentioned once; he was definitely history.

We had sexual withdrawal symptoms almost immediately, but we both ignored them and tried not to think about our libido or recently discovered base, female needs. 

However they now constantly wracked and tortured our bodies and minds most all of the time, and especially at night when there was so much time and space in our empty beds. 

We thought the demons of our sexual desires would never leave but they did suddenly when a new emotion suddenly emerged and leapt upon us like a monster from the gates of hell and damnation.

Fear…undiluted raw fear! 

Celia and I had started to be sick in the mornings and four weeks after we had departed the dreadful destitute flat, the blue touch-paper confirmed that we were both definitely, inexplicably pregnant! 

We knew the babies were Matt’s and we cried and held each other and wondered what we were ever going to do and how such clever well brought up young ladies could have been so fucking stupid!

Celia

I looked at Anna and I could tell she was as worried as I was.

“We could tell Dad?” I suggested limply.

She stared at me with wild eyes as though I was mad.

“Abortion?”

We both shook our heads.

“Well what?”

Anna thought for a long while and then looked at me in illumination, born out of desperation.

“Marriage is the only answer.”

I was confounded and confused and she explained as best she could. 

“Nigel for you, and Jeremy for me!”

My normally clever sister was being stupid.

“But we’re both having black babies!” I gasped.

She tried to make light of a dire situation.

“Maybe they won’t be so black…just sunburnt a little…we’ll just roll with it.”

It was an insane idea but I replied as if my crazy sister had a credible plan, as what other choice did we have?

“OK…You go and speak to Jeremy and fuck him…I’ll chat to Nigel…set the date for about 6 weeks”

She confronted me with distant, glazed eyes.

“This is mad isn’t it…Nigel’s gay…isn’t he?”

My shoulders hunched up in helplessness.

“Queer as a loon I think…but we don’t want to be written out of the will…do we?”

I suddenly felt as if I had to make a confession to my sister.

“Anna…it’s been a month since our last session with Matt…is it just me…but I think about him all the time now…especially now I’m preggers. If he was here I’d just let him fuck me rigid…I’m more horny now than ever!”

My sister smiled and seemed distracted as if reminiscing.

“…Mmmm thick sperm…all over me”

She laughed, still in her own disgusting world when the real one was biting us so badly; I preferred it to mine and joined in.

“He never did tell us who was a better whore!”

She stroked her belly and smiled. 

“I guess it was a draw Celia!”

I giggled and made a further terrible admission

“I want to be fucked by him again…I’d kneel at his dick and suck it…God he made me feel so wonderfully used and abused!”

My sister was colouring up in frustration and foul recollection.

“Go and speak to Nigel, Celia, I don’t think we’ll see Matt again.”

“Maybe,” I smiled “but we women are devious bitches…I think Matt should face up to his responsibilities…don’t you?”

Anna nodded.

“Absolutely, I want to see him and let him understand what he’s done to us…just in my little knickers…let him see my swollen belly full of his bastard.”

I laughed at her fecklessness. 

“He’d be pushing more juice up you in no time…Slag!”

No one had called us that for a month and we somehow both fondly missed the crude, demeaning, expression and what it always entailed.

I left her and walked into my room, picked up my mobile, dialled and spoke to my lovely fiancé. 

“Nigee… it’s me darling…we need to talk…here, 20 minutes…bye sweetie.”

When he arrived I was actually nervous but the tears were part of my dramatic training coming from a lifetime as an over-indulged spoilt girl; that always got everything she wanted by whatever means.

Nigel was so sweet and understanding

“What is it?”

I wailed and threw myself into his scrawny arms.

“I’m pregnant Nigee”

He seemed shocked but stroked my hair and sounded suitably concerned and I told him how the devilish Matt, had come back to our apartment on the estate, slipped me some drugs and then taken sexual advantage of me. 

I was pretty outstandingly convincing, even if I say so myself, and by the end of my fabulous fantasy he was seething with rage and ranted to me in unqualified support.

“Bloody men, bloody, bloody men…I’d like to meet him…tell him what I think…don’t worry Celia…you’re still my princess…I want to marry you…we’ll bring the date forward.”

“Are you sure Nigee?” I gushed, as my spirits soared.

He nodded enthusiastically.

“Absolutely…we’ll fix the wedding day as soon as we can.”

I corrected him, in what question he was answering.

“No…about meeting Matt…he’s young, uneducated and…black, by the way!”

Nigel’s pale grey eyes lit up like sparklers on bonfire night!

“No way Celia…you with a black man!”

I went into chapter and verse again about the alleged harrowing, rape scenario and he was immediately sorry for his outburst and he quickly apologised

“I’m not racist Celia…honest it’s just a shock you know…a surprise…I mean you with a black man…him having you…you know fucking you…and now you’re pregnant by him…it’s just so …so unbelievable.”

I looked at him, he was flushed and red in the face and for the first time since I’d known him I could sense that my Nigel…Nigee as I liked to call him, was excited…sexually excited! 

We’d not even discussed the fact that we’d never had intercourse or even foreplay together, or the strong sense I had that Nigee was gay, but I could tell that my confession had opened a gate in his brain that he had gone rushing through, and he now seemed to be in a mild, repressed frenzy. 

My fiancé was actually quite good looking, lean and slender with golden blonde hair and slate grey eyes. 

But he was just not very, masculine, it is hard to define sexuality, but he was pretty, not handsome.

“Well that’s how it is Nigee…I’m not sure what to do?”

He focussed his grey, glinting sheets on me.

“Have you told him?”

I shook my head.

“No way.”

Nigel was suddenly energised and insistent.

“You must…he needs to face responsibility…and you need to confront him…the little shit!”

I tried to explain to him.

“It’s not like that…he’s just underprivileged black scum…a product of his environment.”

My future husband was on a roll.

“I’ll go with you…he needs to be sorted…by us or the police if necessary.”

I placed my foot well and truly down.

“No police!”

He submitted quickly.

“OK…but we need to face him.”

I had what I wanted.

“If that’s what you think darling.”

I kissed him on the cheek and left the room. 

I was unsure what I was doing but I knew that I wanted to see Matt again more than anything and it appeared that Nigel, had now given me the longed for opportunity. 

I picked up the phone and dialled his number and he answered immediately.

“OK”

I garbled at him and we spoke quickly as he knew my number and voice immediately.

“It’s Celia.”

He was engaging as always.

“How you doin’ Celia?”

“I’m pregnant…”

He was totally unfazed.

“OK cool”

“Want to see you…with my fiancé’…”

He was still unaffected by any revelation I made; he was like a granite rock, unmovable and impermeable.

“Whatever.”

I suggested a reunion.

“Meet you at…Mac’s…1p.m. tomorrow?”

“Sure…OK.”

He was so aggravating.

“Fuck you Matt!”

He laughed, finally I said something that he responded to and that gained a reaction.

“Maybe tomorrow Celia…regards to Anna…OK...Respect!”

Ironically although he used the word constantly, the meaning of it was lost on him.

The phone went dead and I realised that I was shaking like a 12-year old child; he was just so distant, uncaring and rude and I wanted to scream in frustration. 

The worst part was that I desperately longed to see Matt; for him to continue where he left off a few weeks before! 

But there was the pregnancy and now Nigel, my only passport to my own on-going privileged world, and the way somehow past my seemingly insurmountable problems.

However the man I had just agreed to marry seemed very agitated. 

“What time tomorrow again?”

I was exasperated and angry and knew why; Matt always made me so irrational and always had.

“You just heard me say 1p.m.”

He nodded.

“Oh yes?"

He went quiet for a moment.

“Is he violent?”

I could tell he was starting to get concerned and suddenly fearful for his safety.

“A bit…look do you want me to cancel it…I thought you wanted to confront him?”

He flushed and seemed to draw back at the realisation of what he was taking on and continued to question me with increasing agitation.

“Is he big?”

“A bit,” I admitted.

Another query of anxiety followed quickly.

“How big?”

I had finished my rational conversation with him and called him by his real name; I did that when I had finally reached the point of vexation and no return with him.

“Look Nigel…go home, pick me up at 10.00a.m tomorrow and we’ll have a chat on the way down.”

I placed my finger to my lips and bade him silent. 

I watched him quieten, leave obediently and I noticed how femininely he moved; not elegant, but definitely somehow, strangely, slightly camp. 

I liked Nigel, he was a kind genuine person, but after physically being with Matt, I realised that he was definitely not really my scene. 

I accepted however that I had no choice but to marry him, but it was not a prospect that appealed much to me. 

I didn’t tell Anna that I was going to see Matt; she had stayed out that evening and I wondered how she was getting on bonking the lovely Jeremy. 

Just thinking about them having sex, made me wet and I was still aroused when I made myself ready for the trip to London. 

I put on some tiny sheer white pants, a short skirt and a tight white top with no bra that made my nipples visible and hard. 

I packed a small overnight bag and put the keys to the flat we had used in my pocket; I knew it was still empty! 

When Nigel came to collect me I could see he was staring and I spoke to him tersely, slightly in frustration as I knew what he was thinking.

“Well…what?

He gushed, almost apologetically.

“You…look nice very…sexy!”

I brushed him off… like an annoying, buzzing fly.

“Shuttup Nigee!”

I sat in his sporty blue Mazda and let my long legs flow from under my skirt and felt my whole being flush in an excitement I had not felt for too many weeks.

“Come on…We’ll be late!”

We drove in silence for many miles then he spoke to me suspiciously.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

I pretended I was stupid.

“Like what?”

He made it plain.

“A slut!”

I explained, as if I actually could.

“That’s how girls dress down there.”

He revealed a cleverer side to him than I realised he had.

“You liked fucking him…didn’t you?”

I glanced at him, his cloudy eyes were dancing and excited and I took a mad, wild chance with him and my future.

“Yeah…I did!”

His grey spheres were growing wider, becoming darker and irrationally, blazing energy.

“Was he big?”

Honesty seemed the best policy.

“Very Nigee…hung and hard…massive!”

I watched him gulp and went for his weak, gay spot.

“Would you like to see?”

He began to twitch, his lip trembling.

“Do you want to see the black cock that made me pregnant Nigee? See the thick, white virile sperm…cascading onto me?”

He was breathless and I felt a flush of weird, inexplicable power.

“Stop, stop…Celia…Stop it…please.”

I smiled wickedly and teased him.

“Well you asked…didn’t you?”

He nodded gently as he tried to concentrate on the busy roundabout ahead.

“I suppose...but don’t tell me anymore….please!”

I felt impelled to throw him a question and held my stomach tensely, as I was not sure of how he would answer.

“Do you want to turn around?”

He spoke surprisingly, resolutely.

“No I need to confront him…need to see him and know.”

I breathed a secret sigh of relief and watched him, as his eyes narrowed and his mind seemed to enter some sexual overload; I had never seen him so excited or engaged.

We wound our way into London and then through the tortuous traffic to the estate, McDonalds was just on the southern road leading in. 

We parked and realised we were a little early, so we had a coffee and tried to relax on the cold red plastic chairs. 

The clock turned to half past one and my heart sank as I realised that this primitive man, I so wanted to see again, would not be keeping his appointment and I was so bitterly upset and disappointed.

Matt was so unreliable and it was now clear he would obviously run from the news I had so stupidly revealed to him.

“Let’s go,” I snapped at my betrothed, in searing frustration.

We rose from our hard uncomfortable seats and as I reached the door Matt bumped into me coming in.

He laughed warmly and spoke out loud as if he wanted the world to know my innermost, darkest, private secrets.

“We always do this… but last time you only had your sexy knickers on!”

I smiled inadvertently in recognition and recollection, then tried to look sullen and concerned as Nigel spoke for me.

“Please don’t speak to my fiancée like that!”

Matt turned and looked at my man and prospective life partner disapprovingly.

“Who’s the poof?”

I tried to suppress a laugh; Matt was just too perceptive.

“Matt please…he’s Nigel, my fiancé.”

Nigel held out his hand for politeness but Matt ignored it; just looked at him curiously and made a rude, crude joke.

“Want to hold my dick…later?”

I tried to keep thing calm and pleasant but it seemed impossible.

“Matt stop it…we’ve come to talk to you…but not here…let’s go to the flat…it’s more private and I’ve got the keys.”

He shrugged and I saw Nigel colour up in total confusion of how to handle this young, black, arrogant, dangerous male. 

He followed on behind us, as in excitement Matt and I set a telling pace, chatting like old friends as we went, and I was breathless as we reached the flat.

In truth I was so pleased to see Matt, in spite of all the furore he had created in inseminating both my sibling and I, there was something so irresistible and attractive about him. 

When Nigel finally arrived at the small apartment Matt and I were already sat down on the dusty, old, familiar settee.

The space was still pretty much as we left it but needed a quick clean.

My fiancée however was unconcerned with such menial, domestic thoughts, gathered his energy and tried to take control. 

“Look Matt…you may think you’re funny but I want to know what happened. I insist in fact…if I am to marry Celia…I need to understand exactly what transpired when she was here?”

Matt produced his lazy, infuriating, intimidating, languid, cocky, distinctly African part of him, smile

“Do you Man?”

Nigel blustered on

“Yes…Celia said you forced yourself on her.”

Matt stared at me and I looked away in embarrassment and Matt rose up intimidatingly from the settee and seemed to tower above us both.

“You’re right you should know…exactly what happened, Nigel.”

He walked to the recessed kitchen, wagged his finger at me to join him and I instantly went and stood near him, at the point where the access narrowed.

He addressed my shaking fiancé.

“It was night time…Celia was in just her panties…I was naked….we’d both come to get a drink.”

I was grateful that he did not mention that he’d just been rutting my sister Anna and thought inanely, maybe he was more of a gentleman that I gave him credit for?

To my shock Matt undressed until he was unabashed, stark naked, and we saw his lithe, tight, muscular, black, body. 

I gulped in a myriad of conflicting emotions as I saw that his divine, dark cock was already powerfully erect and Matt stroked my arm lightly, to refocus my wandering attention.

“Now you strip…your fiancé wants to know what happened.”

I looked at Nigel who was red faced and frozen and he spoke in a strangled whisper.

“I forbid this Celia…don’t you dare!”

Matt turned on him in dark, threatening anger.

“You said you wanted to see poof…so shut your fucking mouth or I’ll fill it for you…understand?”

The underlying threat of violence from him was clear and my protector went very quiet and seemed only to stare unnerved, at Matt’s pulsating cock.

I murmured to him.

“It’s OK Nigee you should see…as you wanted…I’ll be fine darling.” 

I quickly drew off my top before he could speak again, clipped off my skirt until there were only my tiny, white, thong knickers covering me. 

Matt drew me close to him in the confines of the kitchen and I could feel him pressed against me once more.

To my shame, it was instantly delicious.

Matt addressed my speechless, intended mate.

“We got stuck like this…it was dark…she was a moody fucking cow and I thought I’d tease her for fun…”

Without my consent his fingers suddenly went into my tiny knickers; he felt my wantonness and wetness and I moaned in reflex as he touched me.

Matt smiled mockingly at Nigel.

“…But she liked it…still does…so I did what all good men do…Gave her a real good fucking…”

His cock was at my entrance, he pulled the material of my thin knickers to one side and I just squealed as he pushed himself inside me in a single strong, delightful easy thrust.

I grunted like a pig in muck, I had missed this so much and I quickly matched his movements back and forward.

“Got the picture now Nigel?”

My eyes were closed in bliss but I opened them momentarily to see my innocent naïve boyfriend watching me in disbelief, being taken and used like some easy whore. 

He was engrossed, enraptured and totally helpless to the developing situation and it all excited me more than I could possibly absorb or understand.

Matt bent me backwards and began to fuck me firmly against the Formica top and I squeezed the cheeks of his ass as he pumped his flesh inside me. 

I made no pretence of my longing or desire for his attentions, wrapped my legs around him and groaned to my climax just as he tensed and sent his thick, potent seed into my, already fertilised belly. 

He held me tight against the units and I pushed against him in pure relief, release and divine heavenly pleasure. 

We separated finally and he took my hand elegantly, as if we were at the Spring Ball, and led me to the settee where he sat down heavily beside Nigel, naked and dripping semen from his overused penis.

My fiancé was obviously intimidated by the sheer dominance and masculinity of Matt and cowered back from him slightly, unsure what to do. 

I sat on the other side of him with his sperm oozing into my knickers and looked at his cock that was still seeping fluid. 

I saw Nigel looking anywhere and everywhere in bewilderment but ignored him and bent down to kiss Matt’s weeping flesh, but he grabbed my hair, pulled me away from him and looked coldly into my fiancée’s bright, grey, glistening eyes and spoke decadently to me.

“I think your gay friend wants to try?”

I looked at Nigel and his eyes were indeed shining, like illuminated torches.

“Come on poof…I let fags suck me… occasionally!”

My man was caught in his private, dirty, hidden, secret lust.

“I can’t, can’t!”

He sounded like me, I recognised the inflection of false denial in his cry and I suddenly understood my Nigel and took hold of Matt’s pumped up flesh and rubbed it firmly to help and enable it to stand proudly to attention.

“Taste it Nigee…it’s so yummy…you know you want to.”

I squeezed Matt’s cock sharply and intently and a large blob of sperm suddenly dangled invitingly from the very tip of it.

In spite of his protestations, Nigel bent his head to look closer at the delicious flesh and Matt placed his hand on his long blonde hair then pushed him down until his mouth was just over his slippery, slimy penis. 

He squeezed his fair locks tightly until he winced, and to my utter amazement, Nigel’s tongue lolled from his mouth and licked the delicious, sticky, drop of sperm from it. 

It was as if that one defining moment released the true depraved repressed Nigel Thomas and he instantly looked at Matt innocently and submissively.

“What do you want me to do?”

Matt smiled sweetly.

“First admit you’re a poof.”

Nigel blinked weakly and made an admission that blew my socks off; if I’d been wearing any!

“You know I am…I don’t know how…but you seem to…I’m a closet homosexual…fag…I like men!”

Matt had him trapped.

“And what do fags like to do?”

My Nigel admitted his deviant soul to him as if he had been longing to confess and release it to someone for so long.

“They like to suck cock …I’ve done it a couple of times but not one like this…it’s so…big and black and dirty!” 

Matt opened his legs wide and his erection powered vertically.

“Then suck it Nigel…show Celia, your pretty, sweet, fucking whore of a fiancé what a good little fag you are.”

To my continuing disbelief and confusion Nigel began to suck Matt’s cock properly; hesitantly at first then with gusto and enthusiasm letting his tongue probe and linger at will over the hard, male, dark delicacy. 

He changed position and knelt on the floor and let his mouth devour every inch of the black pole; my hand was still on the erection as well and I could feel and sense Matt swell and tense as he was about to climax.

“Open wide Nigee…wider darling, it’s about to blow!”

Matt’s penis erupted, exploded, then spurted thick, greasy, white fluid and it splashed over Nigel’s, stupid, perverted, face and mouth.

He patted his soft hair as if he was his pet.

“You dirty little fag!”

Nigel bent his head in submission and continued to lick and lap at his dick, but Matt brushed him firmly away and spoke coldly to him. 

“Enough now…I’m not into this really…prefer Celia to do it…just wanted to make a point I suppose!”

Nigel looked at him in fear, surprise and trauma. 

“What point?”

Matt laughed and his innocence and stupidity.

“That Celia’s mine…here in this crappy lifeless, existence on this fucking estate I’m the king and …she’s mine… to do with as I want...”

He prefaced his presumptive remark.

“…If that’s what she wants?”

I nodded to them both. 

“I do Nigee…as you can see…and…with respect darling…”

I wanted to make him suffer for some reason.

“You’re not really interested in girls…are you?”

He shook his head sadly but proffered delightful words to me.  

“I suppose not… but I still want to marry you…if you will have me Celia…I still want to appear normal.”

I laughed.

“But suck men off as well?”

He bent his head in shame but in many ways he was no better or worse than me; we both wished for something that we would not proudly show off to the world.

We wanted an unusual, dual, decadent, split life.

“OK but…I’m Matt’s… you know and understand that now….I am his to fuck and to provide pleasure for?”

He blinked vacuously at me; I continued my badinage as if to emphasise my point and smiled humiliatingly at him.

“Let me show you how to do it properly darling…give you a few pointers.”

I bent my head and began to lick Matt’s shrunken penis and amazingly, to my expert delectations, he soon became rigidly hard again and I knew he would take his gratification of me once more. 

This time he made me kneel submissively on the floor and fucked me gloriously from behind, until my insides were awash and smeared with his virile juices. 

I felt so helpless, used and full and I lay back and saw Nigel looking at me and rubbed his nose in my debauchery, as if for no other reason than I now knew that I could.

I was always a bitch; it was another of my hidden secrets.

“Getting screwed properly is such a treat darling!”

He spat at me like a girl.

“You’re a whore.”

I countered his insult with my own.

”And you’re a poof!”

Matt spoke in exasperation.

“Shut the fuck up both of you, this is how it is...life here and maybe beyond…deal with it…Nigel likes cock and so do you…Slag!”

I listened to what Matt had said so insightfully but crudely and my temper lessened; I was being judgmental and childish about my man, and it was unfair.

“Sorry Nigee.”

He took my hand

“And me.”

We kissed like sister and brother and we sat either side of Matt, but he was tired and he moved towards the bedroom.

“Come.” 

He gestured to me and I followed him meekly as if I had no choice then whispered quietly to my hapless fiancé.

“I’m having a rest Nigel…with Matt…you can take us out a bit later…just relax…”

Matt smiled at him.

“Yeah take it easy Fag…might have a treat for you later!”

Matt had already removed his clothes when I reached the room and I slipped beside him inside the sheets; he lay tiredly and I wrapped my hands around him. 

He felt so masculine and solid and I explored every inch of him again, as if he was a new undiscovered treat. 

I began to kiss him, his chest, his belly and then the tip of his penis. 

It was limp and small in comparison to its’ size when erect but I still adored and loved it and began to lick and suck it everywhere.

Not in a sexual way but almost in reverence and respect, it felt like it belonged to me and I needed to honour it, as it had fathered the child inside me.

“I love you Matt…I’m yours.”

I drew his cock with my mouth and all of my lustful spirit and passion and he groaned in pleasure.

“Lick my balls…you whore!”

I did as instructed and amazingly he began to harden. 

He was in my mouth for many minutes until his sperm cascaded inside me and I shook my head and extracted every last, slimy, masculine, molecule from him. 

He descended into a snooze and I lay close beside him; it felt, as though I was in love, I was totally smitten and subservient to this enigmatic man. 

We awoke after a few hours, it was nearly 7p.m and I was hungry; Matt pulled on his jeans and I put on a short black skirt and tight top that was in my bag. 

I shook Nigel, who had fallen half-asleep watching the television, and he paid for us all to eat at a nearby dingy, steak house. 

Only after a few beers did we all begin to recover our energy levels and, Matt teased the man I was so desperate to marry

“Thanks Nigel…what a day…sucked my cock…seen your dirty girl fucked like a slag…bought a meal…and now…”

“Now…what?” he said nervously.

Matt smiled devilishly and deviously, his teeth sparkling, crystal white

“You’ll see…we’ll go to this place I know…take it you’re staying overnight?”

“Of course,” I said quickly, not allowing him to answer.

He smiled knowingly at me and we left the restaurant and walked a mile to a small pub set back from the busy crossroad. 

It was called The Cross and when we went inside it was truly packed, even though it was still early. 

Nigel bought us all drinks and I sipped my wine and watched as Matt chatted, earnestly with a burly black man in the corner. 

Eventually they both came over and his new large friend sat purposefully beside us all.

“So this is Nigel?”

My fiancée was at the centre of his attention and he nodded shyly as the stranger spoke firmly to him.

“We want to show you something Nigel, come with us.”

We all rose without question and followed Matt and the mysterious new man into a back room; the door banged shut and my heart suddenly skipped a beat. 

Without discussion or warning, the gargantuan, black male, unzipped his trousers and withdrew his half erect inky penis; it was thick like a wrist and enormous, even bigger than Matt’s!

He laughed at my man and shook it at him with his fingers.

“Off you go Sonny…enjoy.”

I could see Nigel was quivering with shock and he went to protest.

“No…I can’t….”

He did not finish as Matt’s hand slapped him sharply with a force that shook me and, a sound that resonated around the room like a pistol shot.

“If you come into The Cross and a man offers you his dick…if you’re a fag…you suck it…rude not to…and you are a fag…so apologise to Ron and do it.”

Nigel was crimson with anger.

“Don’t speak to…”

Matt’s hand caught him again on his cheek which flared up bright red in pain and he dropped to his knees and cried hopelessly.

“Don’t make me!” 

Matt ignored his pathetic pleas, raised his hand again, as if to inflict more hurt and direction on him, but there was no need.

It was enough for my Nigel… and he surrendered his soul again and his plump lips and mouth neared the big dark erection before him.

“Sorry Ron…sorry!”

He began to suck it, reticently at first then, as with Matt, suddenly with developing, primeval passion.

“So sorry…so sorry Ron…is this OK?”

The man grabbed his hair, his thick blonde, gleaming, mane and pumped his cock into his mouth, causing him to gag.

“Call me sir…Sonny!”

Nigel sucked him harder.

“Yes Sir.”

Ron’s big frame trembled, like a weird jelly and he shook as he fucked him.

“Good boy…good boy…sweet…sweet…sweet…fuck…you queer fuck!”

His lumbering body shuddered, sperm splattered all over Nigel’s lips and mouth and he held his head in his huge dangerous hands and mumbled in bliss and delight.

“Matt… this fag’s a sweetie.”

Nigel looked up pathetically at him but the man held him down on the floor with his palms.

“Keep sucking boy…you’re a keeper.”

Nigel’s mouth held on to his flesh like a male leech and the stranger soon became hard again; he took his erection out of his mouth and slapped it against his face.

“You’re an ass virgin Sweetie?”

My prospective husband stared at him terrified, as I was; this was so frightening, scary and incredibly intimidating!

“You’ve dreamed of being fucked in the ass boy?”

Nigel’s mesmerised, grey eyes confirmed what the man said and Ron smiled at him with the basest of intentions.

“Tonight’s your lucky night Sonny…I’ll come back with you…eh?”

His cock returned to his mouth, preventing my fiancé from objecting and after further humiliation from him he expertly swallowed a second load of the bulky, dominant male’s viscous semen.

I was shaken to my core but more shocked to feel how wet and horny I had become. 

I had adored Matt’s power over Nigel; he was a weak poof or fag and he’d proved it on the floor of this run down dilapidated pub, under my master’s direction, sucking this broad, black, colossal dick. 

Matt was by my side and like the primeval animal he was, he seemed to instinctively sense my degenerate arousal.    

“Turns you on Bitch?”

I blinked at Matt and he smiled at me knowingly. 

We returned to the bar and Nigel’s wallet was kept busy. 

A tall black man joined us, spoke to Ron and Matt and I overheard some of the whispered conversation they had with him.

“£50.00…he’s sweet.”

The new male nodded, Ron led Nigel back into the room and the lofty stranger followed; he’d given Matt some brown notes and my shadowy, romantic interest looked happy and extremely pleased with him-self.

“That’s not nice,” I sniffed.

He raised his thick black eyebrows.

“What isn’t?”

I was not so easily passed over.

“You know selling Nigel like that.

He smiled broadly.

“He enjoys it…doing him a favour, not jealous are we? Want to try?”

He was so fucking vulgar and annoying!

“No I do not,” I hissed.

He mocked me.

“Wouldn’t you like to go in the back and suck a stranger for £50.00?”

I was suddenly frightened that he was being serious but his coal eyes were glistening in foul amusement. 

He just winked at me and I relaxed and realised that I could not moralise about my previously refined boyfriend and what his needs truly were.

Truth was that I was not sure and it was best to concentrate on what I desired and I sidled up to Matt and whispered in his ear.

“The only dick I want to suck…is yours…you bastard!”

Matt laughed and leant over and kissed me lightly on my forehead and I wondered how I could ever have been upset with him?

Nigel appeared after about 20 minutes; his face was beetroot red and his eyes were sparkling and dazzling, graphite grey.

Big Ron smiled at him and in spite of the disgusting situation we were both in, I had to laugh as the large man teased him and his gross body shook in humour as he did so.

“Are you getting the taste now Sonny?”

Nigel went even more crimson and Matt, as if he felt suddenly sorry for him, actually went and bought him a drink, to down the further sperm he had no doubt quaffed disgustingly and degradingly, in the small back room where the fags frequented.

We trooped back to the flat and we sat momentarily in the lounge and Ron looked at me before rising surprisingly gracefully onto his large feet.

“I’m taking sweet-lips into the bedroom now…but do me a favour have you got anything feminine for him to wear? I like my poofs to dress nicely and smell good.”

Nigel looked painfully embarrassed and I called him to follow me into my bedroom which he obediently did. 

I went through my bag and withdrew a short lime Cami, took off my knickers and told him to put them on. 

He feigned reluctance but it was too late for such false pride; I could tell that he wanted to lose his anal virginity and had probably dreamed of this all his life. 

He removed his clothes, drew the bright see-through top over him and pulled my white pants around his small, pathetic genitals. 

Surprisingly he looked peculiar but good, his body was pale and slight and the feminine outfit suited him but he still complained bitterly to me.

“Your knickers are soaked!”

I giggled.

“That’s because I’m wet and excited stupid…I want Matt now…so hurry up.”

I brushed his hair and put it in a small, delicate ponytail and was satisfied he was ready for his adventure with big Ron! 

I walked back into the lounge and announced his entrance and Matt and Ron howled in approval, as he strutted in like some weird catwalk model. 

He raised the hem of the gown showing his underwear and smiled at his beaming, black, jovial, sturdy suitor.

“Is this OK Sir?”

The man laughed darkly.

“Sweetie you’re just perfect we are going to have such fucking fun!”

They disappeared off into the side room and Mat and I were finally alone; I spoke to him in genuine confusion and disbelief.

“Wow so much weird stuff, is anything normal around here?”

Matt rose and took my hand.

“No Celia…it’s all weird crap…you just get used to it!” 

We kissed and his fingers found my slippery sexuality and I just melted into his arms; we found the bed and I surrendered my body and soul to him. 

The sex was electric, I had no shame or inhibition and it was not, until the early hours of the morning did I finally fall, happily to sleep.

In the dawn, after a quick-repeat performance, we rose to find Nigel alone in the kitchen; he seemed settled, content and perfectly relaxed. 

Matt ignored him and did not ask him anything about the previous night as if what had transpired was normal.

Maybe it was? I wasn’t sure anymore! 

He left soon after and I promised to call him. 

Nigel had shaken his hand shyly before he departed and shockingly actually thanked him, and the bizarre, surreal situation and feelings of confusion only began to fade as we were on the motorway, halfway back home.

I was so curious with what had happened to Nigel.

“How was it? The…truth!”

My fiancé was silent for a while and then mumbled softly, almost inaudibly, as if maybe I would not and should not hear his terrible confession. 

“Good…it was good…it’s what I am…I suppose.”

I inhaled and had to ask the fateful question; everything was still so precariously balanced in my turmoil of a life.

“So where does that leave us?”

His grey spheres never left the road

“Wherever you want Celia…we get on well…you know my secrets and I know yours. What better basis for marriage is there?”

I wanted to be sure, and challenged him.

“I want Matt in my life.”

He nodded.

“I know Celia…and I want things too now… but I am happy and willing to play my part in the marriage.”

I was surprised.

“Really?”

He emphasised his commitment.

“I have proved it, haven’t I?”

That was undoubtedly true.

“I suppose you have…I’ll confirm the church darling…OK?”

He had a sly smile on his pretty face.

“OK…one thing though?

“What,” I sighed, dreading what was to come.

He tried to hide his obvious enthusiasm for the question.

“When…when, can... we go back?”

I threw my head back and we both laughed together in appreciation of our salacious and disgusting needs.

“Very soon Nigee…very soon!”

My words proved prophetic, as over the next couple of weeks we began to get into a routine, going to London 2 or 3 times a week.; my naughty Nigel seemingly becoming more decadent and outrageous with each trip. 

I didn’t mention it to Anna, as she seemed busy with Jeremy and I didn’t want to admit what a little slut I still was, and that I was fucking Matt again, without her!

Didn’t want to tell her yet, anyway! 

I was hoping that we could announce a joint wedding shortly and I was so pleased that everything seemed to be somehow working out, before my belly became too big!  

Anna

The date with Jeremy had gone better than I expected; the meal and exclusive restaurant were perfect and after a bottle of champagne Jeremy bravely declared how he felt about me. 

I had returned to my elegant best and looked stunning in a long black dress and shimmering, gleaming accessories.

My beau was attentive and romantic.

“You know I love you Anna?”

“Whatever love is,” I smiled, remembering Prince Charles’ famous comment about his own duplicitous love affairs!

“I’ve always admired you Anna… your innocence, strength and purity.”

I blinked demurely masking the fact that I’d let some black stranger fuck me endlessly, but a few days ago and made me pregnant!

He carried on in ignorance of my private, hidden disgrace. 

“I’d always wanted you but felt unworthy somehow.”

I took his hand as if to play the part of the innocent, young, virgin for him.

“Oh Jeremy… you’re so adorable.”

He kissed my fingers and nails lightly and then withdrew and pulled back from me as if he had crossed an invisible line of propriety.

“I’m sorry, I’m being presumptuous…I know you’re shy.”

I looked as pure and virginal as I could under the circumstances, and we made small talk before we drove back home. 

We parked outside my large mansion, he leant over to me and we kissed. 

In all fairness it was very pleasant and sensual and I stroked his short black hair and let him confess his devotion to me.

“I love you Anna…I love you.”

His hand fell accidentally onto my breast and then to my thigh but I brushed his advances off in keeping with my façade of virtuousness and honour.

Secretly I wanted him to kiss me harder, ignore my weak protestations and take me, as Matt had. 

That’s what I needed and craved!

But disappointedly he only muttered his polite apologies and continued to whine insecurely and annoyingly.

“Can I see you tomorrow?”

I nodded in false enthusiasm.

“Of course Jeremy.”

He continued to flush with emotions.

“I do love you!”

He drove off and I muttered to him under my pretty sweet breath. 

“Then why didn’t you fuck me you silly boy!”

But by then he had vanished like wispy smoke from an open fire; I was alone and Celia was asleep when I got in. 

I was frustrated and stressed; I craved sex, not with boring Jeremy but was pleased however that my puerile marriage idea was more than just a possibility. 

I tried to sleep but all I could think about was Matt’s body pinning me to my bed as he fucked me; I was so helpless under him and it felt so divine in my dreamy fantasy. 

I realised that for my plan to work then Jeremy and I would need to have sex soon, he needed to think that my baby was his. 

The anomaly of the baby’s colour we could talk about when it was born; it was all so ridiculous, but that’s how it was, in the world of the absurd.

We went to the pictures the following night and he continued to be nauseatingly, affectionate and doting. 

He held my hand during the show and placed it nervously on my upper thigh. 

I was wearing a short skirt and wondered if he would place his hand under the material and feel me the way Matt had. 

Although I tried not to dwell on him, my mind was constantly wandering back to the black father of my child; the first time he touched me, entered my most private places and brought me to a climax. 

But Jeremy did nothing at all; he watched the film, held my hand and behaved like a perfect, dreary gentleman. 

We kissed in his car at the end of the evening as if he was lost in his world of refined social etiquette, where the society girls like me were all innocent ladies.

Even without what I had experienced on the London estate, the girls I knew were still all sexual and somewhat sullied.

But I let Jeremy have his illusions as they seemed to suit him.

“I adore you Anna…let me worship you?”

I tried to pretend I was in a play and spoke my disingenuous role.

“Oh Jeremy…I feel something for you too.”

He wanted another date.

“Tomorrow darling?”

It was the weekend and I knew everybody, including Celia was away; we’d be alone and it was a perfect time to do the terrible, but much needed deed with him!

“Come early…I’ll cook.”

He literally beamed like a torch!

“I’ll be here at 7p.m…OK?”

I smiled adoringly thinking only about my Oscar worthy performance,

“See you then darling.”

Celia was asleep and left early the following morning with fragrant, nubile Nigel but her plans were not my concern. 

Daddy was in Ireland and I could relax and planned my devious, dangerous strategy with Jeremy in extreme detail. 

He arrived exactly on time dressed in tight jeans and a white shirt and actually, he looked attractive and dare I say, handsome. 

I tried again to forget about the reprobate Matt and my degenerate longing for him and concentrated on just trying to actually fancy this presentable boy from my own world and social class.

We drank champagne and ate salad and tuna pasta that I had prepared during the day, and kissed intimately on the large, white settee downstairs. 

Being pregnant I was somehow aroused constantly and forcing the issue, my hand brushed against the small bulge in his jeans. 

He did not resist or draw away and I pressed harder in desperation as he moaned.

“Anna I adore you.”

I whispered entreatingly to him.

“Then come with me…follow me Jeremy.”

I took his hand, led him to my room, dangled my arms on his shoulders, and looked up at him enticingly, 

“Undo my dress Jeremy”

He slipped the straps off my shoulders and the beige silk covering fell to the floor leaving me naked apart from some black, silk, hold-ups and a black thong.

He was breathless and almost overcome with excitement.

“Oh my goodness Anna, you’re so beautiful.”

He sank to his knees and began to kiss my stomach as I stood erect above him. 

It was nice and made me even wetter and I moaned slightly as his mouth met the front of my sensual knickers. 

“Anna I love you darling!”

I ignored his annoying, constant exclamations of devotion as he kissed them over and over and he must have literally, smelled how excited I was.

We shuffled to the bed and I lay back on top of my soft white duvet waiting for him to take control but to my amazement he just continued to kiss my knickers endlessly, as if he did not know what else to do. 

Finally I took action myself, removed his shirt then unbuckled his belt, threw his jeans on the floor and pulled at his white boxers and became annoyed at his pathetic, childish, attempts to resist my removal of them.

He cried out to me in a weak, highly pitched, whiney voice.

“If you touch my thing darling…I won’t be able to control myself.”

I had no time for such nonsense, just tugged hard and pulled them off in a single movement and I suddenly saw his penis and balls for the first time. 

They were small, his balls like big peas and his puny manhood was erect, but after my experiences with Matt, it was truly quite insignificant and uninspiring. 

My fingers wrapped around its’ tip however and he cried out like one of my silly girlfriends and my palm felt instantly wet. 

He’d come; the stupid, fucking boy had come and ruined all of my plans.

I was furious and he made it worse by babbling on like a little infant.

“Oh Anna…I’m sorry…I told you…I told you!”

I felt terribly frustrated and tried not to berate him and ruin my chances of a normal life completely.

“Never mind sweetheart…you were nervous.”

He stroked me and began to kiss my nipples, belly then my knickers again; I was leaking juice terribly and suppressed a groan.

“I worship you Anna. Love you!”

I needed some relief, badly!

“Pull my knickers off…off.”

He slid them down my knees and his head was immediately between my naked thighs; his mouth kissing my fine pubic, blonde down.

“I adore you Anna.”

His tongue brushed my vagina as he spoke and I moaned softly and tried to ignore his endless gushes of veneration.

“Lick me Jeremy.”

He did as I commanded and I felt a faint, immediate jolt of pleasure as he touched my salivating slit.

“Again…again Jeremy!”

I spread my thighs wider and gripped his short hair and his tongue found my erogenous spots, almost by accident.

“Yes…there.”

“I love you Anna,” he slurped, but I closed my eyes and dreamt only about big, black, muscular Matt fucking me.

Jeremy licked me enthusiastically and I guided him each step of the way, in where to suck and lap, and after 30 or so diligent minutes, whilst still fantasising about my secret dark decadent lover, I shuddered on his tongue and climaxed. 

He stared at me from between my thighs, like a puppy dog, not realising that my black boyfriend’s cock had previously made that extremely private territory, his own.

“Was that OK Anna?”

I stroked his head.

“Yes sweetheart…very good…it was very nice.”

He continued to kiss and nuzzle my most hidden inverted crack of flesh; it was comforting and felt as if he was genuinely venerating me and I actually strangely enjoyed the unusual sensation.

I touched his body; he was slim and a little scrawny and when my fingers found his penis, it was still flaccid, small and weak. 

I knew I should have sucked it but it was an act of subservience and it did not seem a natural thing to do with him. 

Perhaps when he fucked me properly, demonstrated his manhood, then I would feel different, but for now, he was not a tiger but more like my tame little pussycat lapping meekly at my milk. 

He stayed in position for another hour by which time I’d come again and we lay together and he whispered up to me.

“You are wonderful Anna…I want to devote myself to you…to love you.”

I stroked his pretty face.

“You like licking my pussy sweetheart?”

He nodded.

“I do Anna you are so beautiful and I realise that I am so lucky to adore and love you down there; I want to serve you and make you happy darling.”

He went to kiss me down below once more but I got out of bed and put on my favourite item of nightwear. 

It was Matt’s shirt and I liked to sleep in it; it still smelled of him.

“Enough now Jeremy…rest now.”

He seemed suddenly unsure

“Were you pleased with me? I’m sorry for coming so quickly”

I patted his head to reassure him; I needed to build his confidence for the sexual service I so desperately needed to draw from him.

“Don’t fret…we’ll try again darling.”

I drifted off to sleep immediately, dreaming about Matt, Celia and a whole medley of sexual, demeaning adventures.

I woke with a start, surprised that a strange body was in my bed. 

I realised it was Jeremy and reached instinctively for his penis; Matt’s was always solid in the mornings and I was horny and, needed physically sorting out. 

He was small, semi-hard and I squeezed and pressed his cock until it resembled a small, plump, sausage.

He moved over me and I inhaled, opened my thighs to await my master, but suddenly all I felt was pathetic wetness running down my leg, and distressed cries from Jeremy.

“I’m sorry Anna, sorry!”

I threw back the sheet and saw his sperm on my skin and felt a sudden wave of wild uncontrollable anger.

“Lick it off Jeremy…bloody fucking hell…lick it off.”

I spoke without thought but to my utter surprise he bent his head, did as I instructed and lapped up his juice diligently until it was all gone. 

I was frustrated and angry and although I tried not to blame him, I could not help my raging frustration with him.

“Lick my pussy Jeremy…what are you like boy!”

I expected him to chastise me for my rudeness but he meekly placed his mouth onto my moist sexual lips and began to suckle at my dripping altar of pleasure.

He did not remember what I had told and showed him the night before and it just roused my ire further.

“There Jeremy…on the raised nub…lick there harder stupid!” 

He remembered and pressed my clitoris; the experience was pleasurable, not like being fucked but I let the relief of waves of arousal wash over me and, thought only of Matt. 

In my mind he was fucking me, abusing me, making me beg for his carnal attentions against my sister, but when he entered me, in my imagination, it was so deviantly, divinely, wonderful and orgasmic! 

My body convulsed and I came and Jeremy looked up at me again as if waiting for my instruction.

“Go and get a tissue and wipe me.”

He removed a Kleenex from the box beside the bed and gently brushed my seeping line of femininity and continued to gush.

“I’m so lucky to do this Anna…so lucky…to be so close to this.”

He kissed my vagina softly as though he was worshiping it once more and I touched his little penis but it was limp and useless.

He was beyond exasperating. 

“I’m sorry Anna, I can’t control it… around you… if you don’t want me anymore then I understand.”

He was so weak and pathetic.

“No it’s OK Jeremy we’ll try again later…who can you control it around?”

He explained his tepid deception.

“It’s just an expression…I’m not a virgin… but...”

I suppressed a smile.

“You are!”

He went sadly further.

“I just come too quickly Anna, and can’t keep it hard for long.”

I bit my lip once more to contain my anger; of all the boys to pick I had to find one with a limp dick, that could not fuck me!

“That’s fine sweetheart…don’t you worry!”

We had an early lunch and I consumed too much champagne, Jeremy was very reticent and hesitant with me and I naughtily began to tease him.

“We’ll go to bed when we get back…yes?”

He nodded nervously as I rambled in my intoxication.

“You can strip me Jeremy and I’ll tell you what to do so there’s, no more accidents!”

He nodded lamely and pathetically like the puppy dog I had seen previously!

“You tell me Anna, see if it can be better…I want so to please you.”

I was relaxed and confident with him as I was definitely in charge.

“And you will Jeremy…let’s go and bring the bottle with you.”

We returned to my room and Jeremy slowly stripped me. 

He kneeled on the floor and unrolled my pants down my thighs, the position seemed to suit him and I gripped his hair and pushed my crotch against his face.

“Use your tongue…now…good boy…harder…harder!”

I let him carry on then lay on my bed in anticipation of my seeding and instructed him to remove his own clothes. 

I noticed again how slim and lean his body was, unlike Matt’s; it was lacking any definition, strength or power. 

I was pleased to see his erection visible however, even though it seemed small and I opened my thighs and called him to me.

“Kneel between my legs Jeremy…that’s it.”

I reached for his cock and held it very gingerly as I wanted no more accidents, but it instantly began to shrivel and contract in my hands and palms.

I gasped in desperation.

“Put it inside me…quickly Jeremy!”

He tried, but he groaned in distress as his sperm spilled onto my pubic hair and his penis flopped sadly and flaccidly.

“I’m sorry…so sorry, Anna….sorry!”

He was useless and I exploded in terrible repressed secret rage as my plans fell apart in my sticky fingers.

“Shut up Jeremy…just shut up…fuck…lick it up you stupid…pathetic cunt!”

I could not believe what I’d said in my temper but he accepted my rage and acted on my debased instructions.

He began to lap it up, tasting his own sperm again; he was utterly pathetic, hapless and degenerate.

He looked at me as if he was in pain.

“I can’t just fuck you Anna…it doesn’t feel right… you’re just so innocent.”

A sudden temper overwhelmed me and I drew myself on top of him with my wet vagina straddling his unblemished face.

“Innocent…am I you stupid fuck? There’s a black baby going to come out of me in 8 months…innocent!”

As I said it I bit my tongue; I knew I’d made a terrible mistake. 

I looked down at him and waited for his own anger to rise, but he remained becalmed and just stared at me incredulously and in disbelief.

“No…never…a black man’s fucked you?”

I held his hair and pushed my vagina down onto his pink mouth; I was beyond salvation and raged at him.

“Yes he fucked this as if he owned it.”

He began to lick me desperately and I instantly became wet.

“You dirty whore,” he mumbled.

I reached behind me and felt his cock and, to my surprise, it was suddenly rigid.

“Yes I am…and I can see you like it…you perverted little fuck.”

I thrust my hips against him harder and harder as his tongue pushed into my vaginal folds and created some pressure.

I ground myself down into him lustily, revelling in the feel of something just inside me until my body vibrated and I felt his semen on my hands, as he climaxed as well.

I quickly wiped and smeared them on his lips. 

I was soaking, the whole thing had really desperately turned me on and I enjoyed squatting on Jeremy’s pretty face like he was nothing at all.

We stayed like this for a few moments then I moved to his chest enjoying my body still dominating his weaker form.

“It wasn’t true…was it,” he gasped up at me.

“Of course not Jeremy,” I lied “what do you take me for?”

He grunted to my downward pressure and force. 

“A princess…my princess!”

I smiled at his continued devotion.

“You’ve got semen on your lips Jeremy.”

I wiped a big white speck off him and placed it in his mouth and he sucked my finger as if it were a stick of rock.

“You like licking…you suck me really well Jeremy.”

He was not abashed at my compliment.

“Thank you Anna.”

I pushed my hips against his torso again and felt a flush of energy and pleasure in my flat sexuality.

My vagina was leaking and I wiped it on his chest as my potential mate just watched me helplessly from below and I felt superior to him.

“You’re just good to rub against Jeremy.”

I pressed my pussy slowly and firmly on him as if demonstrating my authority and grunted in lurid satisfaction.

It was pleasant and pleasurable but I was hungry, lunch at the local pub was calling and without asking I rose and showered and called to him to get dressed.

As I sat in at our table I felt nervous but strangely confident in my developing relationship with Jeremy. 

He suddenly seemed so innocent and docile and as I sipped my champagne I began to wonder what was going through his brain.

“Do you want to stay tonight…Celia and Daddy, are still away?”

He seemed to like the idea.

“That would be lovely.”

I had a weird idea.

“We’ll go for a drive and get back about 6p.m…unless you want to go straight back after eating?”

We agreed to journey in the car later, ate and as we finished he looked at me strangely and whispered softly, as if to mask what he had been thinking and, his obvious excitement.

“The story about you being fucked by a black man…its nonsense isn’t it?”

He seemed so aroused but trying desperately not to show it.

“Would you like it to be true Jeremy?”

His hazel eyes were gleaming and glistening.

“Is it true Anna?”

I appeared to scold him and laughed at his depravity.

“You want it to be Jeremy…you seemed to like the idea of it…licking me where you imagined he had been?”

He grunted defensively.

“I don’t, don’t Anna.”

I moved my hand below the cloth and placed it between his thighs; I could feel him harden at the thought of my interracial indiscretions and I giggled.

“We’re going to pretend it’s true Jeremy…I’ll tell you all about it even if I make it up… and then you can wank over me and lick it all off…and pretend it’s his.”

I was shocked at what I’d just said but I felt his cock become ever more solid.

“Ok Jeremy…come on…let’s have a drive and then you’ve got an afternoon drinking your own sperm.”

He said nothing but walked meekly behind me to the vehicle and we drove in silence for an hour along quiet, country, windy roads. 

He tried occasionally to pump me for information but I did not reveal anything and left him to stew in his deviant imagination.

Before long we returned home and then walked quietly together until we reached my room. 

It seemed so strange to take a man back to my space once more; it had been my private sanctuary for so long; all pink and white with frill lace curtains. 

But I had changed, not the little innocent child any longer. 

I wasn’t sure if I was a woman yet but I was soon to be a mother and becoming more aware of my own body and its’ developing needs, each passing day. 

My specific purpose now was to experiment with Jeremy; I was surprised at his revelations and the fact that having this ever-increasing control of him was strangely intoxicating.

He stood in my room and looked at me blankly.

“What do you want me to do Anna?”

I was empowered immediately at his meek request.

“The drawer behind you; pick me out a sexy slip.”

He rummaged gingerly through my favourite lingerie and produced a short, black, silken item of finery.

“This OK?”

I was still giving the instruction.

“Hold it out.”

He did as I told him and the sheer material, sparkled in the dim light.   

“Fine…Matt liked me to look like a tart...undress me Jeremy.”

He came to my side pulled my dress above me and unclipped my bra until just my pants were left. 

My eyes told him to continue and he knelt down and slowly pulled them to my ankles and I stepped out of them. 

I took the slip and went into the en-suite and sprayed my body with perfume before pulling the delicate article over and around me. 

I felt like a sultry temptress wanting to be taken and abused whilst still wanting to be in control as well. 

It was all so confusing but exciting as well and I brushed my hair and went out to see my fiancée’ still standing aimlessly as if he had somehow lost his own mind.

I lay on my own bed and looked at the unusual man that I had planned and prepared so hard to marry. 

“Undress Jeremy…let me see you.”

He quickly removed his clothes and he stood before me, his body pale and weak, almost embarrassed, letting his hands cover his manhood.

“Move your hands…let me see your Willy.’”

He did so and it was awake, erect, pointing horizontally at me.

“It’s small, Jeremy…isn’t it? Even hard…Matt’s is huge in comparison.”

I saw his penis twitch and become even more, plump.

“Is Matt real Anna…has he really fucked you?”

I smiled mischievously.

“Does it matter Jeremy…look how you like to believe it’s true.”

I could sense, almost feel him bursting, his face red and his penis ready to explode.

“Hold your little cock Jeremy…I can see you want to”

His fingers wrapped around it, his face showed his relief and pleasure immediately and he began to pull on it softly and mumble.

“Matt fucked you…stuck his dick inside you Anna…I bet you loved it.”

I lay back on the bed and pulled my slip to my belly and exposed my sodden vagina and delicate, blonde bush to him.

“Kneel above me Jeremy…let your little dick rest over my pussy…tell me what you imagine in your head darling.”

He came to me and placed himself on his knees, obediently between my thighs; his erection was just over my curly, pubic hair, almost touching me.

His eyes were closed and his mind was lost in the dark, degenerate, fantasy in his head.

“Matt’s above you…he’s going to take you…not lovingly but roughly…fucking you…you little whore…you’re laughing, smiling loving it. Your legs are wrapped around his black skin and his cock…big black cock…is pumping in and out…you’re moaning, groaning fuck, fuck ohhh fuck!

His body arched and his face contorted and thick, white sperm spurted and flowed from his penis. 

A huge amount for him, it covered my vagina and pubic hair and I opened my legs and revelled in slimy essence on me once again. 

I let him recover and eventually he looked at me shyly and smiled sickly at me.

“Sorry Anna…You must think I’m weird?”

I did.

“Maybe…Jeremy.”

I could feel the wetness staining my sex and I pointed at him.

“Lick it up little doggy…and tell me you like Matt’s come.”

His face moved between my wet thighs and slowly began to devour the white stain but he licked in silence.

“Tell me Jeremy…I love Matt’s juice…say it!”

He mumbled perversely.

“I love…the juice...sperm…Matt’s sperm!”

I saw his penis begin to twitch again, a miracle for him!

“Do you want him to fuck me again?”

I closed my eyes sensed the arousal from Jeremy’s oral attention and felt Matt over me; his body was weighing me down and his cock inside me. 

I pushed my clitoris against Jeremy’s tongue and he groaned as he feasted on my female folds of sensitivity.

“Yes I want him to fuck you; you whore so I can lick his sperm all out of you!”

His tongue moved faster and faster, my body vibrated suddenly and convulsed violently into an orgasm that rippled from my toes through my whole being.

“Oh Jeremy that was so good…so good!”

I could see he was already hard again and that something about this weird immorality and game drove him crazy.

“Give me more Jeremy more sperm…more of Matt’s sperm.”

He kneeled over me and his hand worked his penis urgently, until more fluid spilled from its’ tip. 

He threw his head between my thighs again, licked me slavishly until every spot was gone and I had come and was finally, satisfied.

I stroked his head and he patted my pussy dry, without instruction.

“You’re a sick little fuck Jeremy!”

He seemed ashamed.

“Sorry Anna…it’s always been a secret fantasy of mine…especially with you… as you are so sweet and innocent…and would never do anything like that!”

He came up the bed and lay beside me and I put my arm around him.

“It was fun though,” I laughed.

He nodded at me.

“Do you like being my little slave Jeremy?”

He was so sincere it was a little unnerving.

“I love you Anna…I’ll always be your slave…if you want me.”

I asked the ultimate question.

“Marriage?”

He kept nodding.

“If you’ll have me Anna…you know my weakness for you.”

I kept silent. I had what I wanted but somehow I was unsure if this was what I actually desired after all.

“I don’t know Jeremy…we’ll see.”

He seemed disappointed and tried to raise his spirits and mine.

“Do you want me to lick you again?”

I was content and patted his pretty head.

“No darling let’s have a snooze we’ll do more later”

We had a lazy afternoon, a Chinese takeaway and stayed in bed; it was unusual, acceptable intimacy but in truth I was in need of a good fucking. 

The orgasms I had from his tongue could not eradicate the longing for hard, black, male flesh inside me. 

I was nude now and pulled him to me.

“Fuck me Jeremy…now.”

He kissed me, but it was not a kiss of passion, it was warm and wet, almost insipid. 

I sensed his erection at the entrance to my sex then nothing again but slipperiness and disappointment; he was flat, limp and fucking useless!

I had a cold wild rage this time; I had learnt my lesson with him.

“That’s the last time I’m going to ask you for real sex Jeremy…ever!

I saw the look of fear and indignity in his eye but I didn’t care.

“I want to,” he moaned “but I don’t seem to work like that.”

I grabbed his drooping cock and spoke to it gently.

“It only works if it thinks there’s a big black cock in front of it?”

I saw it pulse and begin to lengthen and I enlarged the picture for him.

“You want to see me fucked, filled with black babies?”

It was suddenly hard now and I squeezed it forcefully and angrily.

“Well maybe I’ll show you…me on my back while a real black man fucks me like his slag and slut?”

Sperm spurted out of the end of his little manhood and landed on my arm; Jeremy licked it off without asking and tried to apologise but I stopped him.

“Don’t…we’re all as we were made…if we are to be together we need to understand what we are and I need to accept you.”

He spoke pleadingly.

“Does that mean you’ll still marry me?”

I was unsure.

“We’ll see Jeremy…now go and do your stuff, I’m aching…and don’t even try to put that pathetic thing inside me now…understand?”

He was humiliated to his core.

“Yes Anna…I realise.”

Jeremy relieved me subserviently and over the next week or so our relationship found its’ own salacious, dark level. 

He came frequently over my pussy, always pathetically thinking about some other man fucking it and then using his tongue to lick and suck me to a climax. 

It was weird but satisfying in its own disgusting way. 

He was still proposing to me and I’d half arranged the wedding in my head in a few weeks, a double with Celia, when my darling little sister dropped the bombshell. 

She came bouncing into my room with an energetic, athletic spring in her step.

“Matt’s coming here tonight Anna!”

My eyes widened in shock

“What!”

She excitedly told me the story she had hidden from me about Nigel and my mouth was literally hanging on the floor as I listened to her in disbelief.

“The sex has been unbelievable…for Nigee too…the house is empty again this weekend so…I’m just letting you know.”

She looked so happy to shock me and make me jealous and I wanted to hit her but I just smiled.

“I’ll be here with Jeremy!” 

She responded smugly and I desperately ached to kick her hard.

“That’s fine Anna, well Matt will be in my room…I think we know who’s won…don’t we?”

I simply hated her!

“Yes Cecilia…we do,” I conceded.

We did not speak about it again but the shock of Matt coming to our house sent my mind into a degenerate, twisting spin. 

I was disoriented all day and ate early with Jeremy and went back to the house. 

We went straight to my room and I told Jeremy to wait for me in my bed as I bathed myself in sweet scented water and put on the sexiest negligee’ I had. 

It was white see through and short with a small thong where the material only just covered my sex, letting my wispy, blonde hair sneak out at the edges. 

I returned to my man and he whistled but I ignored him and sprayed my body with the most exotic, expensive perfume I had.

“Relax Jeremy…it’s going to be a long night.”

He looked at me confused and then we both became distracted by the sudden noise in the next room. 

It was a rhythmical pounding, then the unmistakable sound of Cecilia moaning and screaming and Jeremy looked at me confused.

“Is that Nigel?”

I shrugged but felt my vagina moisten and I listened for, what seemed like hours, and by the time the noise faded I was in a terribly, agitated state.

“Are you OK Anna?”

I was unbalanced

“Fine.”

He tried to help.

“Do you want me to lick you?”

I took my frustration out on him.

“Fuck off Jeremy…lick yourself.”

I tried to sleep but couldn’t and lay awake staring at the ceiling; Jeremy tried to paw me but I brushed him away as if he was an insignificant insect.

I decided to go and have a drink and walked downstairs to the kitchen and found some iced water and started to climb the stairs back. 

As I reached the landing a figure appeared out of the darkness, a tall imposing spectre from the recent past and my heart leapt and sang as I saw him.

“Anna…how you doin’?”

I jumped.

“Matt!”

He was close beside me

“Nice pad…don’t hear any noise from your room…no action?”

I felt the heat from his body and my whole senses began to tingle.

“It’s not like that Matt; I’ve told him about you…us!”

He laughed.

“Sure.”

I was desperate for him.

“I have…he’d like to meet you.”

His mouth met mine and I licked his tongue slavishly. 

I could feel his body pressed against me; he was naked and stunk of sex but I was past caring, just wanting his flesh inside me.

“Come with me Matt…please.”

He stared at me.

“What about your boyfriend?”

I took his hand and pulled him 

“Trust me…it’s not a problem.”

I led him to my room and to my bed and switched on the sidelight; Jeremy blinked then blinked again as he suddenly saw the powerful black shadow behind me.

“Jeremy, this is your surprise… say hi to Matt.”

Matt put his arm forward and Jeremy shook his hand weakly, as if in a dream.

“What’s he doing here?”

I took the initiative.

“Well you’ve fantasised enough about him…thought you’d like to meet him.”

Jeremy was panic stricken,

“He’s naked Anna…naked!”

I looked at Matt and his body gleamed in the soft light, like bronze metal. 

Every muscle seemed taut and firm and his penis was already half erect; he seemed to get the measure of Jeremy immediately.

“What have you fantasised about Jeremy?”

My boyfriend shifted about in my bed uncomfortably as Matt continued.

“Don’t be shy…most men like the idea of their wife having sex with another man.”

Jeremy seemed surprised.

“Really?”

Matt stroked my hair and placed his hands on my backside.

“Absolutely…look how sexy she looks.”

I twirled around and my short top circled like a carousel, exposing my tiny pants. 

I could see Matt was long and solid now, his erection powering forward like steel and I stood close beside him, took all of my courage in my delicate hands and instinctively I closed my fingers around it. 

I could see Jeremy’s eyes bulging and I smiled at him innocently. 

Matt’s hands moved under my top and inside my thong and suddenly I was on the physical slope downhill where I just didn’t care anymore. 

He found my most sensitive spot that he knew so well and I began to moan and breathe heavily. 

I was literally pouring juice into the knickers and began to kiss his ebony chest. 

I was so excited that my body quickly convulsed into a shuddering orgasm and I dropped to the floor as my legs went weak. 

His penis was in front of me and I took it in my mouth and moved my head along it’s’ length. 

It was as though I had lost my mind in my quest for the fulfilment of my sated desires and I licked and sucked him slavishly.

“Anna…Anna…Anna!”

I opened my eyes and looked at Jeremy who was garbling and mouthing words at me as if we were both insane.

I brushed my blonde hair back with my fingers and smiled at him.

“This is what you wanted darling…what we talked about.”

He blurted out to me.

“But that was fantasy…this is…”

I sucked Matt’s cock again as if it was the best, Swiss, dark chocolate.

“Real… Jeremy…just watch and shut the fuck up…just look at your little hard dick…you like it!”

He tried to cover his stub of an erection but he had no pyjamas and it was clearly visible.

“Move out, off the bed…now! Stand and watch or… get out!”

He slid off the mattress and stood silently with his small penis dangling, forlornly from above his insignificant, spherical balls and sac. 

I sat and sucked Matt’s cock continually, almost, as if it was my own personal deity. 

Finally he pushed me back onto the mattress, rolled the underwear down my thighs and ankles and I watched him throw them to Jeremy.

“See how horny your girl is…a real slag!”

I saw my fiancé go to speak as if to defend me but to his shame he just put the wet thong to his nose and I watched his diminutive erection, stiffen further. 

He was so disgusting, as he brought them down to his hard flesh and rubbed them against himself like a foul pervert.

Matt’s face was over me, his prick pushing against my giving feminine folds and malleable softness and I opened myself wide for him.

“Fuck me Matt… now…push your babies inside me.”

He entered me easily and we moved against each other furiously, as if we had achingly missed what we’d previously shared.

I wrapped my legs around him and out of the corner of my eye watched as Jeremy trembled, closed his eyes and jerked his sperm into my knickers. 

It sent me over the edge and I groaned in pleasure as wave after wave of warm vibration washed over my sensitive form bringing my body to a delicious, wondrous orgasm. 

Matt was still going, I cupped my hands under his balls, opened my thighs squat on the bed and swore like the whore he said I was.

“Come Matt…fuck me, fuck me…oh fuck…” 

He tensed grunted and I felt my whole insides awash with his potent thick juices; I wrapped my legs around him again and stayed still.

After a few minutes I recovered and saw Jeremy still standing, like a stone statue with my thong dripping and still pressed around his shrivelled penis. 

It was still dribbling come and I thought how unattractive, weak and pathetic he looked.

Matt groaned then began to move away from me.

“I need to go Anna…Celia wants more business.”

I was needful; it had been too quick, for me.

“No Matt…not yet…please.”

He sat up and smiled at my submission and compunction once again to him.

“Do you want me to stay?”

The question was deviantly directed at Jeremy who struggled to reply to him.

“I don’t know.”

Matt pretended he was cross.

“Well make your mind up?”

He nodded almost without moving.

“I…I suppose…If Anna wants.”

“Anna wants,” I said quickly and began to suck Matt’s penis vigorously as if to hold him to my bed and my side.

He soon became hard and eventually bent me over on my front and started to spread my wetness into my ass. 

A couple of strokes and he was inside me and he grabbed my hair and fucked me like I was just a dumb, helpless animal. 

There was no love, just familiar carnal knowledge and pleasure and I closed my eyes in degradation and bliss as I felt him release inside me as if I was his property. 

He rested for a few seconds, stroked my hair and head and then got up and left the room without another word. 

I stayed face down on the bed not daring to look at Jeremy or imagine his reaction, when I felt his breath on my bottom. 

His tongue began to lick my soft flesh then lower down as he became more confident I would not scold him or tell him off.

He invaded my weeping anus and pussy and began to suck up all of Matt’s thick, viscous, sticky sperm as he murmured pathetically to me.

“Thank you Anna…it was…you know what I mean?”

I did; he was depraved, like me!

“I do Jeremy…now lick me deeply…clean me…good….deeper darling…that’s so nice…so deliciously nice.”

I pushed my ass back into his face and enjoyed his oral devotion; it was like a massage after a long run, really relaxing. 

When I was sufficiently clean I turned onto my back and he began again from the front and I encouraged him as he prostrated and demeaned himself. 

“You’re really good at this Jeremy…a really good….ass and pussy licker…that’s it, clean my cunt…mmmm…that’s so nice!”

He continued for an hour and after I slowly climaxed I lay back completely spent. 

I saw that he was still hard, his penis sticking out like a little poker but I had no desire to do anything with it.

He blushed at me

“Can I come over you?”

I could handle no more sperm.

“No… no more licking, I’m bushed.”

“Oh,” he said sadly, trying unsuccessfully to raise my sympathy.

I made a crude, cold, joke as if uncaring of his feeling.

“It’s a shame you can’t suck your own cock!”

I was beginning to get a strange enjoyment from humiliating Jeremy; he looked so helpless and seemed to take perverse pleasure in being so lame. 

I saw the stained knickers on the floor and wondered how far I could go with him.

“Jeremy if you want to come then pull those panties around your cock and I’ll help you...to release, your little man.”

He seemed to have no further shame, picked them up and brought them to his prick as he had done before.

This time it would be on my terms.

“No Jeremy… put them on!”

He stared at me and I thought he was going to argue but he slipped the damp tiny white knickers over his ankles and pulled them snugly into place around his innocuous genitals.

I smiled in satisfaction at him, as if I was pleased.

“That’s it sweetheart…they do look nice.”

His cock was pushing against the thin soaked material bursting for release.

“If you come in them you’ll have to sleep in them Jeremy.”

He blinked at me stupidly.

“Put your hand on the knickers…press your little cock…that’s it…what did you like best tonight …?”

My boyfriend shuddered as he recalled my debasing behaviour and placed his palm on his male show as I continued to torment him.

“…Was it his big black cock…his body bearing down on me…me sucking him…or…I know…you liked licking his come out of my ass…didn’t you…it does taste so lovely and divine…don’t you think?”

He was groaning and his eyes were closed as if replaying my sordid deeds in his deviant brain.

“You dirty tart Anna…dirty little fucking tart…oh…oh…”

He rubbed himself furiously and his body jerked and the crotch of my little white thong became further covered and saturated in his sperm.

He opened his eyes weakly and seemed to be dreaming.

“Good Jeremy…let’s get some sleep now.”

He went to remove the knickers and I corrected him.

“No darling…I did tell you…you will leave them on Jeremy…they suit you.”

He slipped beside me into the bed and he went to embrace me but I turned my back on him as I was tired and he seemed so stupid and unsightly. 

I drifted to slumber and hoped that Matt was too shagged to perform again with Celia but somehow I doubted it.

I heard Jeremy’s whiney voice.

“Anna?”

He was annoying!

“Go to sleep.”

Still aggravating!

“Anna!”

He was infuriating but I was in charge and my own voice answered with a firm edge.

“Tomorrow Sweetheart…OK… tomorrow!”

Celia

It had been so great to get one over on my sister Anna! 

It was clear that Matt truly, only, wanted me; he had never fucked me so well or eagerly and the sex had been sensational. 

My Nigel had accepted his fate and even seemed happy with the debased situation; if we went to London Matt always got him fixed up and he had soon interacted with more men’s bits than I ever wanted to see or hear about! 

Matt enjoyed teasing him and he seemed to take it in good part, but there were times when I wished he would have stood up for himself a bit more.

But that was never going to happen. 

The weekend here I thought would be a masterstroke, it would really show Anna, that Matt was mine and I craved to keep him for myself, like a tamed wild animal, after my sexually deviant fiancé and I married. 

It was agreed that we would be tied in matrimony at a joint ceremony with Anna and Jeremy in just a couple of weeks or so.

It was all going so well, but he’d been out of my room for hours and I knew that it meant only one fucking thing; Anna was around!

I heard Matt creeping, back into my room and he got under the covers and pretended to be fast asleep. 

He quickly dozed off and I slid down the bed and sniffed his genitalia like some dirty overfriendly dog. 

He smelt of Chanel and sex! 

Anna had been serviced and I seethed all over with petty rousing, raging, ferocious, anger and jealousy. 

It went over and over in my mind, and it was clear that I needed to confront Matt; I was not prepared to share him with anyone, anymore! 

What was wrong with Anna, she was so selfish and she had the dishy Jeremy, didn’t she? 

He seemed normal, she was getting sex off him and yet still wanted Matt; she was being so unreasonable and was such a slut and a whore! 

I eventually somehow, descended into a restless sleep and when I awoke the bed was empty and I heard noises from the kitchen. 

It could only be Anna and Matt! Nigel was still in London and I quickly threw on my silky red wrap and marched forcefully downstairs. 

Anna was sipping her tea; she had a short black kimono with the skimpiest black frilly knickers I had ever seen. 

She was talking animatedly to Matt, who had only a pair of white boxers, covering his muscular body, and she was leaning flirtatiously against his torso. 

She was being outrageously provocative with him, whilst Jeremy just sat at the table fully dressed, munching his breakfast like some village idiot. 

What was the matter with him? His fiancé was literally throwing herself at some rugged back man here in our kitchen right in front of his eyes and…and he was just eating toast!

With Marmalade! 

My sister smiled at me as if everything was normal.

“Morning Celia.”

I was extremely acid and dry in my response.

“Morning Anna.”

We were in our own world of interchange and antagonism.

“Sleep well?”

I tried not to rise.

“OK… And you?”

She giggled and my blood began to boil.

“Lovely thanks.”

I was seething but restrained myself and watched idiotic Jeremy rise from his chair.

“I’m off Anna…see you later darling?”

He walked over to her, she kissed him on the lips and leant up to his ear and whispered something. 

He flushed and spoke to my lover, as if he had been instructed to do so.

“Bye Matt…nice to meet you.”

Matt smiled broadly.

“Nice to meet you too Jeremy…might see you again.”

He slid his fingers under the hem of my sister’s robe and stroked her bottom directly, so that Jeremy could see that he was. 

To my complete shock Jeremy just gulped loudly but unbelievably did not object and just mumbled to my sibling weakly.

“Yeah…yeah…I’ll be back about 8p.m Anna.”

My sister laughed and rubbed her frilly ass on Matt’s large hand.

“Fine…see ya later Jeremy.”

The young man’s expression was pained; he looked at me curiously then left and I casually took the tea that Anna offered me without expressing thanks. 

I drank the hot liquid but it did not soothe me; I was so cross and decided it was time to stand up for myself.

“OK Matt…what is going on?”

He looked at me blankly.

“What?”

I was not completely blind and stupid!

“Look Matt I’m not going to be fucked about any more…Anna or me; choose!”

He smiled that lazy, unhurried, horrible annoying wide white smile that just infuriated me.

“That’s not easy…let me think a minute…you can both make me breakfast and then I’ll decide…take your tops off though, so I can see more of you.”

He was so rude and ignorant but Anna removed her kimono -shameless tart- and started preparing a fry up in just her black thong and I had no choice but to fight my corner, as I always had. 

I removed my wrap and stood beside my sister, in just my knickers, preparing a small feast for him as if he was the Lord of the Manor.

We presented our fortifying offerings to him and he told us both to pose before him as he ate, so he could consider his position. 

Anna had a great body, slim hips and ass but her breasts were small and I was pleased that mine were bigger and more rounded. 

It was insulting and demeaning but Anna’s nipples were sticking out like rubber bullets and mine were too, as if he seemed to know that somehow we terribly, revelled and enjoyed the humiliation he constantly submitted us to. 

He finally finished eating and sat back in his chair and stared at us.

“Well,” I muttered in exasperation.

He had finished his food and was sipping his tea as if he was in no hurry to conclude the demeaning contest.

“It was too close…come here and let me feel your skin.”

We both stood either side of his chair and his hands touched us; first on our lips, then our nipples, then flat on our bellies and finally he rested his fingers on the crotches of our damp panties.

“Whoever is wetter… wins.”

His fingers slipped past the material, found my vagina and I moaned instantly to his touch; Anna did as well and we mumbled and sighed in ecstasy as he toyed with us.

He laughed in devilishness.

“Too close again girls…this is so difficult, you’re both soaking…come on…sit on it…whoever  gets me off, wins.”

His long large delicious erection appeared from inside his shorts and I straddled him as he sat and began to bounce up and down on it lustily with all my sexual energy. 

I climaxed promptly, stopped, then began again but he just stayed like steel inside me until I could no longer move. 

I unsteadily dismounted and Anna started her journey, jumping, bumping and screaming endlessly to orgasm after orgasm, whilst he just stayed icily still and looked up at her with vapid amusement. 

Finally she was spent, like me, and she withdrew and lay beside me in a trembling heap on the floor. 

“On all fours girls…now!”

We somehow kneeled as instructed, still shaking terribly, leaving our asses exposed to him and I bent my head down as he began to touch me again.

He whispered to us both darkly and with real, raw authority.

“You girls are both mine…no exclusivity…ever… I’ll do as I want…always have…either agree or I’ll fuck off.”

He pushed his cock inside me, and my mind melted into cotton candy.

“Whatever Matt…yeah…whatever…oh God…oh my God…oohh!”

I climaxed as he took me again and he began on Anna who muttered the same inaudible, complicit gibberish as I had. 

She came again quickly and we heard Matt finally groan in completion and then felt his wet juice on our bottoms and backs.

He smacked us both hard on our ass cheeks and left us and went upstairs, presumably to have a bath. 

Anna just looked at me and smiled.

“That went well?” she laughed.

I was not amused.

“You’re a cow…you’ve got Jeremy!”

We were still fighting as always.

“And you’ve got Nigel!”

I was furious.

“He’s gay!”

Anna suddenly surprised me.

“And Jeremy’s …not sure…”

She whispered almost too quietly to hear.

“…He’s strange.”

My antenna was up.

“What do you mean?”

She confessed her terrible secret.

“He likes the idea of me fucking another man…he’s a bit…needy in the tackle department…if you know what I mean!”

This was unbelievable completely out of my limited experience.

“What!”

She smiled sadly and spoke with dry sarcasm.

“Exactly… last night was my first good fuck since the last time with Matt on that lovely picturesque estate.”

My temper instantly vanished like vintage champagne at Ascot week!

“Blimey…blimey…poor you.”

Anna tried to be conciliatory.

“Mmm being fucked again was just yummy Celia…let’s share Matt please…let’s not argue as we always seem to!”

I spoke about issues that concerned us both.

“What about the marriages, we still somehow need to be…respectable.”

Anna smiled.

“Are you worried about Nigel?”

I shook my head…my Nigel was a given, for the marriage.

“Mine’s still very keen…but what about Jeremy? 

I spoke to her of my concern.

“Maybe he can accept this arrangement with Matt once or twice…but for life?”

Anna giggled, her childishness coming out even in the most appalling, bizarre and weird circumstances

“I’ll sort him…got him eating out of my…”

I finished the sentence, or thought I did.

“Hand?”

She was still shaking in sordid amusement

“Not exactly…a bit lower down!”

We simply howled with laughter and I thought out loud.

“What about Matt…he’s going back today?”

Anna nodded at her response.

“We’ll ask him.”

I was puzzled.

“What?”

She had that naughty look on her face.

“To…?”

I was still confused as she continued.

“…Marry us?”

She was mad…we both were.

“He can’t marry us…we’ll be married.”

She corrected me and smiled almost innocently.

“Married to us, in purely carnal spirit; our very own surrogate husband just to be there to fuck us!”

I suddenly got the idea.

“When we want!”

She lit up like a candle on the blackest night.

“Like a king…”

I did as well.

“Our lord and master.”

She was smiling at the audacity of it all.

“He’ll like that…we’ll ask him. “

I groaned at the thought of it.

“Plead with him…you mean.”

She was incorrigible.

“I will beg…on my knees…anything.”

I had given in.

“And me…but the boys… our husbands?”

Anna had it all worked out.

“They’ll do as they’re told…their place is behind us...no below us!”

It sounded perfect.

“Exactly.”

She took my hands in hers’.


“This is so deliciously, delightful.”

I questioned her.

“Are we wicked?”

She shrugged unconcernedly.

“Who cares…but I can’t spend a lifetime without being fucked properly…can you?”

That was most definitely true and we made our demonic pact.

“Let’s persuade Matt then.”

We embraced each other with excitement, communality and love and retreated to our rooms to bathe and dress.

Matt was relaxing on my bed with just a towel wrapped around his perfect form; he looked at me and ignored me all at the sometime which was typically his way.

“I could get used to this Celia…its cushy here…you’re lucky!”

I smiled at him and poured myself a deep bubbly bath and savoured my body winding down from its’ recent, erotic pleasure.

After a while I returned to the bedroom and Matt was still lying resting silently on my comfortable pink bed. 

I chose a delicious lingerie set; stockings, garters and a tight matching black bra and looked at myself in the mirror. 

Matt was watching me and I could tell from the obvious movement in the towel that I was having the desired effect.

Anna walked in a contrasting white outfit and we paraded in front of him like two elegant, lingerie clad, angels.

“Matt,” I whispered innocently “do you like us?”

He smiled and licked his lips waiting for the catch, or trap.

“What do you want Bitch?”

Anna stretched herself like cat.

“We want you to live with us when we marry the boys.”

Matt looked at us as if we were insane.

“What!”       

I tried to clarify the inexplicable.

“Do you Matt…don’t you like it here?”

He demonstrated that he understood sarcasm after all.

“No girls…I love it back in the pits!”

I chirruped in.

“When we marry…we’re going to live on this big farm…together…will you join us?”

He laughed.

“You two are just sexy and crazy women…what about your husbands…girls?”

I laughed out loud.

“We’ll take care of them… you’ve fucked us both in front of them…and we are carrying your children.”

He went silent for a moment as if he was suddenly, unusually, becoming serious.

“I don’t know girls…I’ll never be faithful to you.”

I stretched my long legs and let my arms rise into the air like a dancer.

“We’ll be enough for you Matt.”

“We promise,” Anna chimed.

He was a bastard but he was honest in a peculiar, common sort of way, and would clearly not agree to anything if he could not commit to it.

“Let me think about it girls…speak to me tomorrow…give me some details…now let’s get diggy, my cock’s gonna explode.”

We threw ourselves onto the bed and began an enthusiastic, marathon sex session. 

Familiarity with Matt did not breed contempt as there seemed to be something new, innovative and deviant all the time now.

We finished eventually, and after eating we dropped him at the station at around midday, for the ride back to London; he did not mention our proposition although I touched on it briefly before he departed.

He spoke candidly in response.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

I had no choice but to wait.

“Fine…OK.”

Anna kissed him on his thick plump lips.

“We want you here Matt.”

He was flattered.

“Mmmm…sounds cool but…I’m not sure.”

I begged him.

“Please Matt.”

He was still unyielding.

“We’ll see…I don’t think Jeremy will be happy.”

Anna answered for him.

“Fuck Jeremy!”

He was suddenly practical; Matt being practical, it was a new world!

“What will I do…I can’t have sex all day?”

I wanted there to be no obstacles, and why couldn’t he have sex with us all day anyway?

“Why not…we’ll sort it out!”

The train was waiting and he moved away and waved

“Tomorrow Celia…See ya.”

The door clicked and he was taken from us and I looked at Anna nervously.

“Can we do this…really…what about Jeremy?”

She added another layer of reality.

“And Nigee?”

I shook my head.

“I’m sure he’ll be fine…he’s enjoying himself…a lot.”

My sister began to question the madness of all of this.

“So why do they want to marry us?”

We both looked at each other; we knew the answer. 

Money, prestige, connections, the estate, large mansion, stables, we were quite a catch in our little own way, and Anna mumbled.

“I think they’ll get what they desire Celia…Jeremy gets turned on by the thought of me fucking another man…well let him enjoy himself.”

I nodded.

“OK I’m going down to London with Nigel on Wednesday I’ll get him to ask Matt to

…to what?”

She shrugged and mused as if trying to find the right words.

“…Squire us…I suppose…he’ll be our little Lord…of all of us…the boss!”

Anna groaned.

“He’ll be such a bastard being the boss…a real sod.”

I giggled.

“I know…I’m salivating just thinking about it.”

We were carried away in the fantasy and called each other terrible names for the outlandish fun of it.

“Whore!”

“Bitch.”

“Tramp.”

“Slut.”

“Slag!”

We giggled and went to the pub for some lunch. 

Nigel and Jeremy were there but we ate our roast beef without mentioning anything about our plans or decisions. 

Jeremy held Anna’s small hand tenderly and I wondered disgustingly if he was thinking about it being wrapped around Matt’s cock just a few hours ago?

She whispered stuff in his ears and his face became beetroot; it was all very weird, but exciting at the same time. 

I spoke as if expecting a refusal at the first fence.

“So the wedding’s booked guys…3 weeks?”

“We’re ready,” chimed Jeremy.

I saw Anna chastise him for some reason and he went quiet.

“And us,” Nigel added enthusiastically.

“We need to talk Nigee,” I smiled, “later.”

Anna and Jeremy disappeared to her room when we got back to the house and my man came back to my domain and I sat him on my bed and began to talk to him.

“Nigee…are you sure that you want to marry me?”

He was quiet but insistent.

“Yes Celia.”

I was still confused.

“Why.”

His answer seemed sincere.

“Because I love you…”

It surprised me.

“Really?”

He nodded.

“I do…I’ll do anything for you.”

I enjoyed teasing him endlessly.

“Give up men?”

“If you say so,” he replied quietly but I just laughed.

“That’s OK…I don’t require you to…I’ll tell you what I want.”

I sat beside him.

“I want Matt to live with us in the house…I will be married to you but…he will be my real master…and I’m afraid darling that in the scale of things… yours’ too.”

“Oh,” he mumbled.

I tried to sound sympathetic.

“If you don’t want then we’ll call it off…I need…”

He did not let me finish.

“No…no…I understand…he’s the father…the master…I can live with it…I know what I want now and Matt’s helped me to find it too.”

I fixed him with my coldest, strictest, stare.

“You must ask him yourself on Wednesday…he wants and expects your loyalty and complete obedience.”

He smiled insipidly.

“I will Celia…I’ll ask him…”

His mind seemed to suddenly tick over and he looked at me timidly.

“But when we marry… where will, I sleep.”

I rose and kissed him gently on his cheek.

“Wherever you’re told baby!”

Anna

The whole experience with Jeremy and Celia was ever more mind blowing. 

I had been prepared to sacrifice myself on the pillar of respectability but Jeremy’s kink for voyeurism and perversity had seemed to have confused and mixed things to new levels and I knew that I could not survive in a sexless marriage with just him.

I was also aware that Jeremy said he wanted me to humiliate him, perversely with another man, but I actually did not believe him and doubted that he would choose to marry me and then have a lifetime of service to Matt and me. 

I needed to be very careful otherwise, I would lose both of them! 

After the morning’s final sexual session with Matt, and after he had caught his train; Celia and I met the boys in the pub. 

We knew what we wanted now, marriage and Matt; I hardly doubted Celia would have any trouble persuading her Nigel but as I looked into Jeremy’s bright, hazel eyes I was not truly quite sure of my ground with him. 

He held my hand and I smiled, as if we were in love, but ate my meal in stony silence. 

Celia mentioned the wedding and Jeremy was enthusiastic but I reprimanded him and spoke to him in concern when I took him to one side later.

“I’m not sure I want to Jeremy…Matt fucked me again…just before he left…I’m full of him Jeremy…to the brim,” I whispered.

He coloured up crimson and his eyes bulged wildly in confounded, hidden, disturbed emotions; he went to speak to me but I stopped him.

“Not here …I’m sorry Jeremy…but once I start with Matt…you know…or maybe you don’t know…anyway he’s gone now.”

I stayed silent and I could see Jeremy’s mind racing at 100 miles an hour and I wondered what he was thinking. 

I hoped it was thoughts that would take him gently down the right path for me but I was increasingly unsure what they were exactly. 

We lazed over lunch and arrived back in my room about 3p.m; I removed my clothes down to my knickers and stockings and went towards the bathroom.

“Where are you going Anna? 

He always asked such puerile questions.

“To wash Jeremy…not had a chance since my session with Matt…I’m very, very dirty.”

His brown spheres became earthy and sparkled.

“Let me…Anna…let me.”

I was surprised.

“Let you what…Jeremy?”

He looked like a guilty child.

“You know.”

I pretended to be shocked.

“No Jeremy…you’re a pervert.”

He was abashed but not fazed.

“Anna…please…I am…but…let me.”

I just stared at him in contempt and punished him.

“Please…say please.”

He was pathetic in his lewd, foul desires.

“Please Anna…please.”

I was cross with his constant depravity.

“No Jeremy…I’ve had enough of this game…you can’t spend your life sucking Matt’s come out of me…can you?”

He went quiet and it emphasised my point.

“Exactly!”

He looked sad like that naughty, mischievous, puppy dog I always saw in him, and I pulled off my white knickers and threw them at him.

“He’s all over those…you can have a sniff if you want to…but if you do I’ll make you wear them all evening and night.”

I went in the bathroom but out of the corner mirror I watched as he brought them to his mouth and began to smell and lick them. 

They were covered in dry sperm but the aroma seemed to excite him and I smiled to myself at his disgraceful debauchery.

I bathed, relaxed and after an hour returned to the bedroom where Jeremy was lying on my bed just covered with my little, soiled, lace panties.

I shook my head gently at him and chastised him cruelly but deservedly. 

“You’re a weird fuck Jeremy.”

He blinked at me and I lay beside him; he kissed my belly sweetly and I knew he wanted to lick me.

“I’m clean Jeremy.”

He mumbled darkly

“I wish you weren’t Anna.”

I laughed at his crude desire.

“You’re disgusting!”

He went quiet and mumbled.

“How many times did he …fuck you?”

He was like that dog with a bone.

“Jeremy I’m not discussing it.”

I turned away from him, I could see his penis, erect in the knickers but I knew he was aching and I wanted to let him suffer.

“Just relax…let’s rest…I’m bushed.”

He was suddenly sharp and cutting.

“I’m sure.”

My hackles were up.

“What does that mean?”

He blushed.

“From your fucking, with Matt!”

He was reacting to my own sordid misdeeds.

“You wanted me to…so I did… again.”

He tried to argue.

“But…but…”

I was exasperated.

“What?”

He complained but not in the way I expected him to

“I didn’t watch…didn’t see…now I’m imagining…”

He was so wound up and it secretly excited me that he was.

“What Jeremy…Tell me?”

His eyes were closed.

“Your tongue around his erection, your body entwined around him, your legs apart whilst he lays between them…moving slowly, then faster…fucking you… the look on your face…that bloody sexy look…oh God…you are so dirty Anna!”

I saw that he’d jerked and climaxed and my knickers were further soiled.

I pretended to be aggravated.

“You must control yourself Jeremy…Matt’s gone now…it’s finished.”

He went suspiciously tranquil and we lay back on the bed in silence then he spoke in a debased whisper.

“Can’t we do it again…with him?”

I shook my head.

“No Jeremy…we’re to be married…you don’t want someone fucking your wife every five minutes...do you?"

He blinked at such a question.

“Of course not.”

I relaxed back onto the smooth sheets.

“Well then!”

I could see his penis twitching; I knew he was thinking about it but he spoke as if to agree with me.

“Yes you’re right…but I enjoyed seeing you with him.”

I rubbed his mucky nose in his debasement.

“And cleaning up after him?”

He groaned in hushed tones.

“It was good.”

His degradation had no end.

“You are definitely depraved Jeremy.”

He mumbled back.

“I know…sorry Anna.”

I tried to calm him down but it seemed an impossible task.

“We have to stop Jeremy, if he has me again then I will want him to master me…I will be married to you but he will be the boss.”

He muttered and moaned like a baby.

“That would be unbearable for me Anna.”

His mind was torturing him, I could tell.

“I know darling…and I would never do that to you…you’d spend your life eating his come…watching him have me every night…it would be too terrible for you.”

I had planted the divisive kernel of a filthy idea in his head and he tried to sleep but became terribly agitated and restless. 

We went out later to eat but he hardly touched his food. 

Finally we arrived back in my room and I changed for bed; I just pulled on a white linen slip and snuggled inside the clean covers.

My boyfriend was pacing and utterly distracted.

“What is it Jeremy…you are so beside yourself?”

He seemed to break down and cried out to me.

“I can’t get the picture of the two of you out of my head…it’s driving me mad.”

I went to him and took him in my arms as if he was a small, weak child.

“Come over me Jemsy…come on…tell me your fantasy…let me listen to you and help you Sweetheart.”

I led him to the bed; he removed his clothes, apart from the knickers I’d made him wear earlier, and pulled out his diminutive cock, which he began to stroke urgently over my parted thighs.

I looked up at him innocently.

“So tell me darling what it is you really want?”

He grunted and took his little stubby penis in his fingers

“I want to see him fuck you…over and over put his seed inside you…then I can …clean you…all that juice…”

I laughed at him and removed his hand from his cock to prevent him climaxing too quickly as I wanted to hear what he had to say.

“Is that what you crave Jemsy…me to be a black boy’s whore and sexual toy?”

His cock was so excited…just a touch would make him climax but I would not allow him to relieve himself.

“Is that what you wish for Jeremy…tell me and I’ll let you stroke it.”

He confessed his perversion once again.

“Yes…yes…I want to see you so fucked…you whore!”

His hands returned to his enlarged raging flesh and he suddenly spurted over my pubic hair and immediately dropped his head down between my thighs and began to lick at it slavishly.

I grunted in my own base pleasure.

“You want this every night Jemsy…Matt filling me and you licking him out of me?”

He was so confused and bewildered.

“Yes…yes…oh God what am I saying…No…no…no!”

He continued his tongue assault on my sexual folds until I climaxed and he snuggled up closely beside me. 

“I love you Anna.”

I stroked his slim face and felt not the faintest, physical attraction for him.

“And me darling.”

He stared at the pillow.

“Do you think my desires are so appalling?”

I laughed at such a stupid question.

“Of course…but if you weren’t a little deviant fuck then you wouldn’t want to marry me with Matt’s black child inside me?”

He made a surprising confession; more so for its’ genuine honesty.  

“But I love the thought of that.”

I played him.

“I’m sure you’ll make a great dad…but it’s a shame the baby won’t have a brother or a sister.”

He was always asking silly questions.

“Why?”

I relaxed back away from him.

“I don’t think I can ever let you fuck me Jemsy…we’ve tried and it’s not going to get any better?”

He seemed suddenly depressed.

“We’ll be best friends though,”

“Of course,” I pulled the panties tightly around his genitals, “like siblings.”

We both dozed off and I awoke in the middle of the night to feel him still restless and unable to sleep; he was endlessly moving and distressed.

“What is it now?”

He had obviously been trying to make sense of it all; it was impossible however.

“I’m thinking about Matt, you, the baby, a new baby.”

I was tired.

“Jemsy…look if it’s all too much forget it...we can cancel the wedding.”

He was surprisingly forceful.

“No…I want to talk about…you know?”

I wanted to sleep.

“What…spit it out.”

He spoke about the elephant in the room once more.

“Matt…Matt.”

It was enough conversation and I needed to rest and spoke in anger.

“Jeremy… What?”

He gushed.

“Being the boss…I’m being selfish…if he was around then you could see him, the baby would know his father…and…”

I held my breath as I spoke words that he could not.

“He could make another one…he could fuck me…over and over and you could share it...all that sperm Jemsy.”

I reached under the sheets and found his penis, erect inside the knickers; I pushed against his hardened flesh.

“Would you like that Jemsy…Matt’s cock in charge of me…of you?”

I felt him surge with prurient desire, his weak plump flesh pushing against the fine soiled material again.

“Is that what you want Jemsy…a lifetime of serving me…Matt…wearing panties, sucking come.”

He groaned and wet my knickers again as if in deranged reply; they were soaking and caked in slimy juices. 

I kept quiet, I knew all I needed to do was keep silent; Jeremy was treading a sliding path from where there would be no going back. 

I was wet myself but it was not Jeremy’s mouth I craved, it was Matt’s hard body and I drifted off knowing that I would have it now at any price. 

In the morning I continued my plan and pretended to have forgotten the discussions of the night before. 

Jeremy was awake and his penis hard; I lay on top of the bed and stretched my thighs wide apart.

“Stick it inside me darling…show me you’re a man sweetheart.”

He pulled off my knickers that corralled his timid beast and it stood proudly if not somewhat disappointedly erect.

“Fuck me Jemsy…now!”

He moved over me, his thighs resting between mine and I closed my eyes in expectation as I waited for him to finally rise to the challenge, and unexpectedly take me. 

However as before, I only felt his juices on my belly and heard his sorry and apologetic groan and lay back in frustration and resigned amusement.  

Penetrative sex for him was never going to be possible!

His tongue began its’ work as normal however and I simply relaxed and enjoyed his ever increasing oral expertise and climaxed after about an hour. 

I left him and bathed and when I returned he was getting dressed; I went to my closet, selected a pair of sheer, cream, lace panties and handed them to him.

“We’ll be best friends…like sisters Jemsy…you wear my panties now…I think it’s more suitable for you...us?”

He seemed hurt.

“That’s a bit much Anna?”

I laughed and mocked him.

“You like them…stupid…you’re always hard in them…unlike when you need to satisfy me…do you want them or not?”

He took them slyly and pulled them around his genitals as if he was reluctant, but I realised that the opposite was true and they suited him in a strange sort of way.

We sat down to breakfast fully dressed and apparently a conventional couple and he looked at me curiously and coyly.

“I suppose we should try it.”

I knew exactly what he was talking about but played dumb.

“What?”

He blushed.

“You know the thing with Matt.”

I pretended to be still ignorant of his point …I wanted him to spit it out and choke on it.

“Thing?”

He exhaled in release as if he had been wishing to say this for so long.

“You know Anna…you know.”

I had him and smiled.

“I do…but you need to say it…explain it in detail so we both remember and clearly understand.”

To his eternal indignity that is exactly what he did.

“Let him be boss…we can try it…then we can make a decision.”

I shook my head firmly and decisively.

“No.”

He was disbelieving and shocked

“What do you mean no?”

This was make or break for everything.

“You make a decision… yes or no.”

He went quiet, played with his toast for a while then whispered weakly.

“Yes…I suppose…it’s yes.”

I tried not to look pleased.

“OK.”

He suddenly seemed impatient.

“When?”

He was impossible; he seemed to think I had a magic wand where in fact it was actually Matt that had one.

The joke amused me as I did think of it as something miraculous; he had a big black wand that stretched and shrunk all the time on demand as if by real live magic!

“When he says…he’s the boss.”

My little impatient man shrank back as if in realisation of what his fetid desires were leading him to.

“Oh.”

Jeremy left almost immediately and I spoke excitedly to Celia soon after. 

She was going to London that evening and we agreed she would arrange for another visit from Matt for the coming weekend. 

My sibling seemed sure she could convince him but I still had my reservations of how much Matt would want this life. 

Daddy arrived in the early afternoon with his new horrible girlfriend. 

I just disliked her intensely; she was only 35, with long brunette hair and pretty green eyes. 

It was obvious from her slim, round body what Daddy saw in her and at 63 it was clear what she saw in him! 

A meal ticket! 

I smiled and made pleasantries with Maxine but her lips were tight and sharp and I longed to give her a good slapping. 

It appeared that Daddy was to be here the coming weekend and the plans for Matt seemed to be going out of the window.

However I was aware that he had been looking for someone to labour on the estate for a while and I suggested that I knew someone we’d met, from our escapade in London that we wanted to help, and who was prepared to relocate. 

He was surprised but pleased that we had made friends and wished to advance someone less fortunate than we were.

He questioned me however in his normal inquisitive, stern manner.

“How well do you know him…is he trustworthy?”

“Not well,” I lied “but he appears to be.”

Daddy seemed to however, readily accept my somewhat biased recommendation.

“He can see me on Friday…about 2p.m…if he can get here.”

I was thrilled to my boots!

“OK.”

I left the room and rushed to tell Celia and she said that she would mention it to Matt and see his reaction. 

The plans for the weddings were being fixed, set in the stone that only a historic family like ours could provide. 

I met Jeremy in the pub later for a drink and left it to him to broach the conversation concerning Matt.

It was soon forthcoming as it seemed to be on the forefront of his mind at all times.

“Come on Anna what about…”

I said it for him.

“Matt…Celia’s speaking to him tonight.”

He was frantic.

“What…what do you mean…Celia?”

He was so naïve.

“Where do you think Matt was sleeping the other night?”

He seemed shocked.

“I…never thought…Celia?”

I was enigmatic.

“Now you know.”

He still meandered.

“But what about Nigel?”

I was frustrated with him once more.

“He’s gay…happy…with any arrangement.”

He protested.

“I’m not gay Anna.”

I laughed, looked at him blankly and he emphasised his point.

“I’m not!”

I just shrugged, it was unimportant in the scheme of things and in truth I was not sure what he was myself?

“Whatever…you’re just a weird fuck…OK?”

He looked shocked and I thought perhaps the revelation about Celia had been too much but he moved closer to me and whispered in my ear.

“I’ve been thinking about it…all the time.”

I stroked his thigh and patted it.

“I know Jemsy.”

I slipped my hand under the table, felt his hardness and giggled.

“I can see Sweetheart!”

He began to pester me with his fantasies and in the end I gave him my mobile and asked him to speak to Celia.

He pushed the button and placed the white object to his ear.

“Oh hi, it’s Jeremy just wondered…if Matt’s coming.”

I heard raucous laughing and Jeremy’s face went bright red.

“Oh Hi Matt…I’d like you to…visit us…Anna and I yes…I enjoyed it… yes…Friday…that would be good…I’ve discussed it with Anna…we’re both adults…I understand…yes…white…everyday now…cotton…”

He pressed the phone close to his face, his hand went to his crotch and he began to rub himself and colour up further, until his eyes closed and he exhaled in vulgar relief.

“Yes…I have…thank you Matt…yes I am…yes…OK bye.”

Jeremy handed me the phone and I heard my black lover’s, rough lively voice on the end of the line.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this Anna…Jeremy’s a real little soldier.”

I liked him teasing my husband to be…it was a devilish turn on to see him so humbled!

“I suppose so.”

He spoke to me seriously for a moment

“So you still want to go ahead with this craziness?”

I nodded as if he could see me

“I do.”

Matt laughed darkly.

“You’ll be sorry.”

“I doubt it.”

He chuckled and spoke with only a single meaning.

“Celia’s been very persuasive.”

It annoyed me that she’s been enjoying herself without me.

“I’m sure!”

He had been convinced however and I was pleased.

“See you on Friday.”

I tried to hide my enthusiasm.

“OK.”

I pushed the red button and smiled at Jeremy.

“Happy now, darling?”

He just blinked and shifted in his seat and I smiled, as I knew his feminine pants were already perversely stained with his sperm. 

“What did he say to you?”

He blushed scarlet.

“He told me what he was going to do to you.”

It was my turn to blush, in expectation

“Mmmm what?”

His voice dropped to a whisper.

“Fuck your ass…after I’ve licked it!”

He mumbled in recollection and seemed to pulse in excitement.

“Made me jack-off while he told me.”

“I know,” I smiled, “Why does this turn you on so much?”

He looked confused as always.

“Don’t know…just don’t know.”

I squeezed his thigh and made sure he understood what he had signed on for.

“Never mind darling…you’ll have plenty of time to work it out...won’t you?”

He was bright red as always.

“I suppose.”

We finished our drink, left and I kissed him on the forehead.

“See you on Friday…we’ll leave it tomorrow.”

He seemed slighted.

“Why?”

I explained as best I could.

“Jeremy…give me a day off…I’ve a wedding to prepare for…and Matt.”  

He walked me home and I gave him a maternal peck on the lips as he left. 

To be honest, I was pleased to be by myself; the whole thing with Matt and Jeremy was fun but provided some pressure and a night of rest and being alone seemed an attractive option. 

I bathed and pulled on an old T-shirt; lingerie’ was exciting sometimes, but dressing down just for me, was also sometimes desirable, it was relaxing and calming. 

I slept like an angel dreaming of absurd situations for Celia and I, and a myriad of partners, then I awoke to find my real life was even more bizarre. 

Celia rang to say she was on the way home, she’d had a super time- the bitch- and everything was arranged for Friday. 

Matt would be catching the early train and staying for the night and I screamed in excitement and told her to hurry back. 

We spent our afternoon and the following day making final arrangements for the wedding, the church was booked and we were holding the reception at the mansion. 

We were going to London on Saturday to pick our dresses and everything was in place for the big day. 

Jeremy came round in the afternoon and we went to my room and sat together on the bed.

“I’ve missed you,” he gushed.

I looked at him dryly; I hated him overflowing with emotion, it was very unappealing and unsettling but I murmured a lie.

“And me.”

He questioned me as always.

“Do you want to go out?”

I didn’t.

“No.”

He was melancholy again; he was so easy to upset about little, unimportant things.

“Oh.”

I sunk into the bed.

“I’m tired…the wedding.”

He whined.

“I’ve not come…for days Anna…please!”

He was seemingly my responsibility now.

“What knickers have you got on?”

He answered without embarrassment.

“The green ones…they’re the only ones I have.”

I was curious.

“Why can’t you just jerk off?”

He seemed so inane and pathetic.

“I don’t know…I need you…to help me.”

I laughed at his foul, strange, sexual, cravings.

“Take your clothes off…good…go to the wash basket…take out my pink thong…put it on…nice…now… who’s coming here tomorrow?”

His face was a picture of pain and pleasure.

“Matt.”

I wanted him to suffer exquisitely.

“And what’s Matt here to do?”

He groaned.

“To fuck…you and Celia”

I nodded in delight at his complicity.

“And what’s your job?”

He blinked

“To eat his sperm out of you…and to do as I’m told.”

His hand was pressing his erection furiously and he suddenly groaned loudly and spent himself in my knickers, soaking the crotch.

“Good you are done now…”

I thought for a moment.

“We’ll have to get you your own panty drawer when we’re married Sweetheart.”

Shamefully he did not argue and just blinked hopelessly.

“Do you want me to clean you Anna?”

I did not need or desire him to.

“No…you can lick my ass tomorrow though…”

I saw his eyes widen.

“Save it till…then…we’ll meet in the pub at 7p.m.”

He looked at me pathetically and I dismissed him.

“OK Jemsy…let me sleep…tomorrow, OK?”

He left and I spoke briefly to Celia about Matt’s visit. 

We were both very nervous and unsure about his interview with Daddy and then how the boys would react when we were all together. 

We could only be who we were though, rich pregnant sluts for Matt; there only for his pleasure and we just had to wait and see how everything eventually panned out.

It had seemed a crazy idea at the time and in the planning, but how to bring the whole thing together in real life was dizzying and daunting. 

I slept uneasily feeling this was all going to be a terrible disaster, woke up drowsily and with muted energy. 

I was still nervous but my libido was kicking in at the prospect of seeing Matt again and having some much-needed sex. 

I think however the daylight and cold reality made my fantasies seem to fade; it made me very jumpy and I pulled on my jeans and a T-shirt and had some coffee.

Celia and I picked up Matt at the station at lunchtime; he looked rugged in torn jeans and a sweatshirt and we took him back to the house and Daddy came out from his study.

“So this is your friend?”

“Yes Daddy,” we chirruped and he looked Matt up and down.

“He seems strong?”

“He is,” I agreed and then bit my lip in case he asked me how I knew!

The comment seemed to go over Daddy’s head and we took Matt into the study and he emerged 30 minutes later with a large smile on his face. 

“Got the gig…if I want it!”

We jumped and screamed in excitement but he spread some damp water on our hopes and sighed concernedly.

“I’m just not sure girls…marriage, babies, your husbands and now work; it’s a lot to take on!”

The impossible seemed so tantalisingly near and we begged him.

“Matt, we’ll make it worthwhile for you.”

His face lit up; a rough, warm, confused, beguiling charming smile that belied his age.   

“Let’s have a drink, girls.”

We all trooped to the pub and had some bar snacks and beer then Matt looked at us seriously, as if for the first time in his life.

“Look girls…I don’t know what will happen tonight with your boys but…in my own home in that awful estate and place…I’m boss…King of my little domain…if I do this…then…I will dominate all of you…you will bend to me…all of you…or I’ll be gone!”

I felt my pulse quicken.

“Is that all?”

He looked stern. 

“I know myself Anna…it won’t always be fun for you!”

If it was a warning we were in no mood to listen to him and my sister took his large strong black hand.

“It will…you’ll see!”

He sipped his beer and sighed. 

“I understand myself…I’m selfish…and will do as I must.”

We could tolerate no deviation from our heart’s desires.

“We understand…we’ll all make allowances.”

He shook his head.

“Not me girls…do you understand?”

We nodded stupidly and were not sure why we were so driven; it seemed that we just wanted him at any price.

We walked back to the main house and showed him some of the vast estate for the rest of the day. 

He would have the small cottage at the bottom of the drive, or so Daddy thought; we’d have to work it all out!

We both wanted to change before we met the boys and went back to our rooms, Matt followed and we sat him on the bed and played up to him.

I spoke suggestively.

“Matt will you tell us what to wear?”

He nodded and we paraded before him in a dazzling display of lingerie and short skirts. 

He chose black panties and stockings and short dresses, black for me and blue for Celia; we were so salaciously turned on. 

We stood before him; he raised our skirts and pushed his fingers against our most private places. 

He could see and feel how wet we both were.

“Touch us Matt…like the first night.”

He slipped his fingers beneath the fine material and we both began to breathe heavily. 

We were panting and his fingers glazed over our seeping sex lips slowly, just teasing against our clitorises.

“Let’s go girls.”

I opened my eyes weakly. 

“No Matt…please…finish.”

He moved behind us and teased our wetness into our asses and then slapped us both hard as if only to make us jump.

“I want you nicely juiced when we meet the boys…keep you both focussed!”

“Matt!” Celia screamed at him in annoyance, but he was already half way out of the door. 

We pulled up our knickers and rushed after him and did not fully catch our breath until we met in the pub. 

The boys were waiting, sipping their beers slowly and apprehensively and we all squeezed in a corner alcove.

Celia and I sat either side of Matt; I was so nervous and excited I was literally leaking juice as my fiancé spoke to him welcomingly.

“Want a beer Matt?”

He nodded and Jeremy went to the bar and Matt addressed Nigel.

“How ya doin’ Nigel…not much action here for you hey?”

He coloured and flushed but tried to make a whispered joke.

“Maybe…only gay in the village!”

We all laughed and had some more alcohol and slowly the boys began to relax. 

Jeremy, thinking he was at the Young Conservative Club Group, slowly tried to establish his authority.

“This arrangement thing…the girls want…bit unusual!”

“Suppose,” Matt replied brusquely.

“Don’t know if it’s such a good idea…”

I wanted the ground to swallow me up but I just sat still and listened as if unable to influence my life anymore. 

Jeremy continued in the same surprising vein as if our previous arrangements and conversations had gone suddenly out of the open window.

“No…it’s…not, such a good plan, is it Anna?”

I shrugged in consternation and let him consume his beer. 

“Can’t do it Matt…you understand…I’m quite an important person around here.”

Matt just kept quiet and about 10.00pm the whole group seemed deflated and we decided to go to the house for coffee. 

I was nearly in tears, everything was going wrong and Celia and I looked at each other in hopelessness and desperation. 

We left the pub and turned into the quiet lane leading to the mansion and Matt stopped, right opposite Jeremy and addressed him.

“Jeremy.”

My fiancée’ turned and Matt brought his hand sharply across his face making a sound like a small thunderclap. 

He stepped back and clutched his cheek in shock and stark terror.

“Look you asshole…it’s already decided…Anna’s mine…you do as you’re fucking told…don’t ever disrespect me again…Anna come here!”

I went to him and Matt pushed me down to the floor, his crotch, and released his long thick erection from the confines of his jeans

“Suck it bitch!”

I was equally scared of him and what Jeremy’s reaction would be to his violent, physical abuse of his body.

“No Matt, don’t hit him…speak to him… like that…”

He gripped my hair until I winced and he pushed his penile thick flesh inside my mouth and stared dangerously at my cringing boyfriend.  

“Do you understand Jeremy…look at your wife to be… she is my whore…”

He released his grip slightly and I began to suck him; hesitantly at first, then without thought to anything else!

They all watched transfixed and he stroked my silken mane and fucked my lips as if I was just an empty vassal for him.

“I’m going to come bitch… don’t swallow…keep it in your mouth!”

I looked at Jeremy, his cheek purple, almost matching the rest of his face and sensed the explosion of sperm about to ensue. 

Matt squeezed my hair once more and grunted as his salty fluid filled my warm wet cavity but I kept it pressed in there, as he had told me. 

He relaxed and released me.

“Kiss your boyfriend…let him taste what his life is now.”

I stood up, went over to Jeremy, gently took his face in my palms and slowly, passionately gave him the deepest French kiss he’d ever had. 

All the sperm flowed into his mouth and I felt him slobber gulp and swallow until eventually only our salty, sticky tongues were left. 

I pulled away realising what had just transpired and waited for the furious explosion from him as he made a final gulp of ingesting the slimy mix of ejaculate and saliva. 

He turned to Matt and we all held our breath in anticipation of his fury but we were so wrong; my man was a kitten not a Lion.

“I…I’m sorry Matt,” he mumbled.

Matt eyeballed him and he continued.

“I was wrong…I will not speak to you like that again.”

Matt nodded in acceptance.

“Good Jeremy…this won’t work if there is any crap…how’s your face?”

He replied calmly.

“Fine...OK.”

Matt warned him with wry smile.

“Next time… I’ll smack your ass!”

My new master turned to me and gently and lightly slapped me on the face as if to correct my behaviour.

“No cheek Anna…understand?”

I was somehow relieved that he was in charge.

“Yes Matt…I’m sorry.”

The revolution was over, before it had begun, and Celia and I linked arms with Matt and we walked back home with the boys in tow, a few paces behind. 

Something had just happened and we all somehow knew things would never, ever be the same again. 

The house was quiet, Daddy being unexpectedly away and we settled down in the lounge as if we were all old friends. 

We parked beside Matt on the settee and the boys sat opposite on the chairs, Celia got some beer and we all stayed quiet and waited for Matt to speak. 

He was in no rush and sat back on the chair and admired his surroundings

“Amazing what a big black cock can get!”

Jeremy spoke without thinking.

“Matt…really, that’s bit crude and disrespectful!” 

Matt fixed him with a stare and leered at him.

“Who is in charge Jeremy?”

My fiancé folded like a soppy, soggy, wet lettuce.

“You are Matt…sorry.”

My young virile, black man was, and acted accordingly.

“Take your clothes off Jeremy.”

He looked shocked but removed his jeans and sweater revealing a pair of my white knickers under which his penis was already hard.

“And you Nigel.”

Celia’s fiancée did the same and he was wearing a pink thong and was also semi erect.

“You boys like this?”

They both looked at him stupidly and he continued.

“Well as I see it…this is a bit of a trial…up to the marriage at which time there will be no turning back. There can only be one boss…that’s me…your wives will be my sluts…and you will do as I wish…take your clothes off girls!”

Celia and I did as asked and we kneeled beside him, our heads on his lap and our bottoms exposed behind us. 

“Undo me girls…suck me…and boys…lick your girls’ asses…nice and wet…please.”

I undid Matt’s jeans and released his cock and jumped slightly as I felt Jeremy’s tongue on my anal entrance.  

Matt lay back and stroked our hair as we all played our part in his theatre; he was longer and harder than I could ever remember. 

My anus was soon soaking, as Jeremy licked it with all his energy, and I knew I was going to be fucked there very shortly. 

Matt rose, shooed the boys away and I felt him behind me and slowly, firmly, inserted himself until he was embedded in my tight passage

He began to fuck me and I bent my head and moaned softly as he continued for a few minutes then repeated the procedure with Celia, then pounded into me again until I sensed he was about to explode. 

His pace increased and sperm flooded inside me until he withdrew quickly and re-entered Celia so she could share his semen within her as well, as if marking his territory for the future.

He then fell back on the expensive, beige, chiffon settee where he had been previously and flopped in mock exhaustion.

“Lick it up boys…a good job…please!” 

Jeremy and Nigel took their places again, began their oral obligations and we suckled Matt’s cock lovingly until he was erect once more and he smiled in pleasure.

“God this is so good…is everybody enjoying themselves?”

Celia and I nodded and the boys mumbled something or other; it was irrelevant what they said, what was important was that Matt was now happy and content.

Matt turned us over, on our backs, and proceeded to fuck each of us roughly whilst the boys stood meekly by and watched. 

He climaxed, quickly loading each of us with sperm and we spread our legs and let the boys do their servile work 

The lurid procedure went on for hours, filling, fucking and cleaning until finally we were all exhausted. 

We went upstairs and Matt got tiredly into my bed; he looked up at the four of us waiting for our orders.

“Girls…you sleep with me…Jeremy, Nigel…take those panties off…they’re covered in your sperm…have you got no shame? Get them something else…frilly…so they can have fun.”

I got Jeremy a lace nightie and pants and Celia got Nigee a pink thong and slip; they changed and we slid beside Matt and smiled as we looked at our respective husbands.

I spoke to them scornfully.

“Night, night boys…think dirty thoughts.”

They left quietly and sheepishly and we both hugged Matt.

“It seemed to go well girls…sorry for the tough man act but…I had to see if they were serious.”

I whispered to him breathlessly.

“It was an act?”

He laughed.

“Sure, if I’d have really hit him then…he’d never have got up!”

We each placed a hand around his large, black, fertile balls and I whispered.

“We quite liked it…especially how you dealt with them.”

He breathed in, in pleasure

“Good.”

We licked a ball each and he chuckled dirtily. 

“Excellent in fact!”

Celia

I found it hard to believe how it had all worked out! 

From the trip down to London to ask Matt about taking us on, to the first unbelievable night we all met as a group, things suddenly seemed to have come together. 

Matt had moved into the small cottage down the drive yesterday and the wedding was set to take place for the day after tomorrow. 

Nigel and Jeremy were almost completely subservient to Matt, and Anna and I were looking forward to marriage and a life of richness, respectability, and of course, sexual bliss. 

In all fairness we had not had much time with Matt since the first night as a foursome. 

We met him briefly when we had gone to London to buy our dresses but somehow, the sex was not as good without the complicity and depravity of our boys.

That being said however it was still pretty fucking good with Matt, as always. 

Nigel was becoming more and more openly gay and Jeremy was descending, ever downwards into his cross-dressing and servitude. 

Anna had him virtually eating out of her…pussy! As she liked to constantly joke.

We could not see Matt tonight as we had a small Hen party at the pub…the maids of honour were coming and I was looking forward to it. 

We all gathered at about 7.30p.m; there was me, Anna, Claire, my pretentious 21 year-old cousin, Louise, my 19 year old cousin and Rebecca, my second cousin who was the baby at only just 18.  

There were also some of my local girlfriends and by 9.30p.m we were all merry on champagne and talking loudly and drunkenly about sex and the forthcoming honeymoon. 

I was pleased that with my newly found carnal knowledge, I now understood all of the jokes and I knew how all the young girls would have been so shocked if they knew what Anna and I were up to. 

I’d always hated Claire; she was so pretentious and uptight, a bit like I had been I suppose. 

She was taller than I was and to be honest, more attractive as well - although I would never have told her that - with short cropped blonde hair and sharp, bright, blue eyes and legs that seemed to go on forever. 

She was the daughter of my Auntie Jean; my mum’s widowed sister, who was also a stuck up impossible cow as well! 

It sounded like I didn’t get on with my family and I suppose I didn’t really get on with anyone but Anna, and things with her were often strained as well.

Although, I never really, truly fell out with my sibling.

But my Auntie Jean and Claire were a couple of sharp pains in the backside and we’d never really bonded even when my mum died. 

As fate would have it at 10.00p.m Matt came in and immediately stood out in the small busy pub and it was not because he was the only dark face! 

He was rugged, had a physical presence that all the girls picked up on, and was of course mysterious, shadowy and ethnic. 

In truth, he was more coffee than dark coal African ebony but in this village he seemed as if he was as black as spades, or the darkest local coal.

The nearest we came to an interracial mix in this village was when the county fair was on and we had coach trips in from Wales!

“Who’s that?” Claire mumbled to me. 

“Matt,” I answered proudly, “a friend from London.”

She screamed out at the top of her voice at him, much to my acute embarrassment.

“Matt,” she screamed “Matt!”       

He came to our table casually and all the girls seemed to suddenly glow brightly, like motorway lights at the beginning of dusk. 

“Hi Matt,” Claire muttered presumptuously, “join our hen night?”

He chuckled, sipped his beer and proceeded to sit at the edge of the group that became more and more rowdy and boisterous. 

At 11p.m we were thrown out and I asked Matt if we could all go back to the cottage to carry on drinking for an hour or so. 

He gestured to me with his hands in ambivalence, we grabbed some bottles and were soon encased in Matt’s tiny pretty cottage, the inside of which I had never seen before even though I had always lived so nearby. 

All the girls drank a toast to Anna and me, and after a while, with the music playing and pumping loudly, Claire jumped up.

“Come on girls it’s too tame like this…this is a Hen Party…who’ll pay £20.00 if Matt strips and gives us a dance?”

Everyone shrieked and screamed like banshees and we all threw our money into the middle, which Matt collected calmly. 

He pushed the notes it into his pocket and slowly he began to strip and dance with amazing lightness and rhythm. 

We formed a circle and each girl took off one item of clothing until unbelievably there were only his tight, white, underpants left. 

He stood in front of Rebecca, and to my amazement she leant forward, took her teeth and clenched them on the top of his Calvin’s and pulled them energetically and lustily down to the floor.

The girls all shrieked hysterically and Anna and I blushed, with secret pride and embarrassment at the same time, as his fabulous, thick black penis was on display for all to see and admire. 

Matt was enjoying himself; he had no embarrassment or fear of women as he had dominated them for so many years of his young life.

He became lost in the sexually heightened atmosphere and he tipped some wine on his rising cock and dangled it provocatively in front of young Rebecca. 

Without so much as a thought, she took the delicious flesh in her mouth and began to suckle him and the girls all gasped, squealed and wailed hysterically. 

Matt went to each of us as if he was a real stripper and we all sucked the sweetness off his erection until finally with a sudden theatrical bow and wave of his muscled arm, he picked up his clothes and disappeared, stylishly into the bedroom. 

We all whooped and applauded and he came back, fully clothed and winked at me; he had been a great success and added to the uproarious atmosphere at our outlandish, near last night of solo freedom.

He really was a treasure! 

The party ended, I had to go back to the house with my cousins and we said our goodbyes to Matt; Claire irritatingly giving him a quick, undignified, unwelcome snog! 

I explained to Matt that we had to go and he was too drunk to care, just waved animatedly and stupidly and went into his bedroom. 

On the way home, young Claire was drooling like a horny, love-struck dove

“Did you see that cock? Hung like fucking a horse!”

I scolded her coarseness.

“Don’t be common Claire!”

She ignored me as she always had.

“God I’d like it…inside me…now!

Anna was sobering up as well and was annoyed at her impropriety.

“Shut up Claire!”

Young, and I supposed innocent Rebecca, suddenly joined in the Matt appreciation society and there were already too many members for my liking.

“It was yummy! My knickers are very, very wet…should have given an extra £10.00…for a fuck!”

We all screamed at her rude, lewd remarks but we were all tipsy and drunk, and I was pleased to settle them in their rooms and finally get into bed. 

I was sharing with Anna tonight; we wanted to be together on our last evenings as single women.

She whispered to me.

“Should we go to Matt?”

I shook my head.

“No…it’s too dangerous…and I’m tired.”

Anna spoke what had been on my mind all night.

“That Claire’s a bitch.”

I agreed.

“They’re all slags.”

She sighed.

“I’m pleased Matt’s ours.

“And me,” and I truly was.

We embraced and quickly fell into slumber unknowing that the proverbial shit was about to hit the fan about midday the following morning! 

Daddy found me and told me to get Matt to the house immediately; I asked what it was about but he said nothing and told me to take him to see Auntie Jean in the North Wing bedroom. 

Matt was on his mobile when I arrived at the cottage and when I asked him what my Auntie Jean wanted him for he just raised his eyebrows innocently.

“Don’t know?”

I groaned quietly and I just knew that he’d been up to something!

I was nervous as I took him to the main house, I didn’t want anything to spoil my wedding weekend. 

I knocked on my Auntie’s door and she opened it with her sharp, angular face set in thunder. 

She was wearing a black suit, pencil skirt tight around the hips and a white blouse and jacket that accentuated her voluptuous shape and she led us through into her large, opulent bedroom in brooding, voluminous silence.

She stared at my boyfriend with undisguised, anger, disdain and contempt.

“So this is Matt…is it?”

I nodded.

“Yes…what is it Auntie?”

She walked to a drawer nearby and removed a pair of flimsy, white pants covered in hardened, white, crusted stain.

“What do you know about this young man?”

She addressed the question in a controlled rage but Matt smiled unconcernedly and she suddenly screamed at him in wild fury.

“Semen! My Claire’s underwear covered in semen…I found them this morning and she told me what happened last night.”

“What happened?” He asked calmly.

My Auntie Jean was apoplectic with ire.

“You had sex with my daughter…you ignorant, young, black, thug.”

“I did,” he chuckled “She was a good fuck!”

My Aunty Jean went to him, drew her hand back and slapped him hard across the face but he stayed still, unaffected and resolute as rock, as if nothing had transpired.

“Look Mrs….”

“James,” she cried, “Celia you can go…I’ll deal with this gentleman.” 

She turned away and went into the en suite bathroom for a second and I closed the door with a bang, but hid behind the red thick draped curtains wanting to see desperately what was going to happen. 

Matt watched me, winked and she returned like a whirlwind ready for the fight and this was just too good to miss!

“Mrs James…I’m sorry if you are upset, but Claire’s a 21-year old girl…attractive…sexy. She came to my cottage…and I fucked her…she’s entitled…so am I...so chill, OK!”

Matt's calm, confident, audacity knew no boundaries.

“But she’s my little girl…you, black pig!”

His confident smile never wavered for a second.

“I understand…but Claire’s a young woman…she needs sex…we all do.”

She moved menacingly towards him but Matt did not flinch.

“Not from you, you dark…!”

He challenged her prejudice.

“Why me…’cause I’m black…or too poor, and rough for her?”

She went silent and she raised her hand threateningly again but Matt caught it and pushed her back onto the bed.

“Behave yourself Mrs James…or I’m going to retaliate and punish you.”

She went fluorescent red in her sallow face.

“You dare boy…you dare!”

There was a sudden fear in her eyes and then, something else, and Matt saw it too. 

She tried to mask it and rose to confront him again but in a single movement he turned her and had her pressed down over his knee.

His right hand came down forcefully on her round tightly covered backside and she squealed out in pain. 

The tight dress bunched around her hips and he pulled it right up to reveal lace black knickers garter belt and stockings. 

He slapped her again and this time the sound was of flesh against flesh.

“Stop this!” she wailed and screamed.

Matt had her and seemed to enjoy her discomfort.

“No… say you’re sorry…for hitting me…your daughter’s a slag…are you?”  

He hit her hard once more and she cried out in anguish.

“Stop…stop…I’m sorry Matt…you’re right…I’m sorry for hitting you.”

I was suddenly taken aback in disbelief.

My stuck up Aunt Jean, was apologising, to Matt, the bastard, who’d shagged the angelic Claire and she was now bent helplessly over his knee with her ass showing.

It was unbelievable; everything that seemed to happen around him just seemed to go like that!

“I’m sorry Matt…it is what young people do I suppose.”

His hand began to stroke her naked bottom now on either side of her pretty knickers.

“And you Mrs James…you still look foxy…Claire gets her looks and horniness from you…I can tell...look at this ass.”

He stroked her flesh again and my Auntie Jean mumbled in erotic confusion.

“Don’t be silly Matt…please…let me go.”

He brought his hand to a great height then went to hit her but he just touched her very gently between her thighs and I heard her exhale loudly in expectation, fear and something far more need-fully sexual.

I recognised the exhalation and sound!

He released her and she leaned back limply on the bed.

“I feel such a fool Matt,” she simpered.

He nodded and agreed with her.

“You should Mrs James.”

She corrected him.

“Peggy.”

His tone softened.

“Where I’m from girls are fucking from about 13!”

She shook her head.

“That’s terrible.”

He smiled.

“Just normal to where I live and my life Peggy…but when did you last fuck?”

She appeared shocked but I could tell she was excited as well; a woman can spot these things in others of the same, fair sex.

“That’s none of your business young man…”

Matt stared at her coldly and she instantly confessed her most intimate secrets.

“3 years…since my husband died.”

He shook his dark handsome head and his cold black eyes seemed to mesmerise her.

“Too long Peggy…with a lovely body like yours’ you should be shagged at least twice a night...every night”

I expected her to be insulted but she was passive and weak and only spoke, sadly.

“Who’d want me?”

He sat by her and stroked her hair and whispered to her.

“Loads of men…look at you.”

She realised that her skirt was still raised, her pants were on display and her thighs open, but she did not move just grunted to him in her perverse cravings and thoughts.

“There was so much semen on those knickers Matt…so much!”

He laughed at her lustful observations.

“That’s just normal Peggy for me…I come a lot!”

I could almost sense her bosom heave in desire.

“Do you really think I’m sexy Matt?”

His fingers stroked along the smoothness of her stockings and he pushed his finger against the line of her pretty knickers.

“Sure...I’d fuck you.”

She opened her thighs wider and Matt could clearly see her mound under the fine panties.

“What do you think Matt?”

His breath quickened.

“I bet you’ve a thick bush under there Peggy.”

She licked her lips lay back on the bed and he placed his fingers on the dark panties and slowly peeled them from her to reveal a veritable jungle of dark pubic hair around her thick, protruding vagina.

“Peggy…what can I say…just so fuckable!”

He touched her sex and she squealed, then mumbled then moaned like a weak, helpless, needy, naughty child. 

My foul- mouthed auntie was being played with by Matt and loving it, like a gentle kitten having her tummy tickled. 

She was wet now and her breathing, getting laboured as he caressed and teased her minute by minute, until she was drawing nearer to her climax.

She groaned and moaned and revelled in her lewd pleasure

“Oh Matt…yes…Matt…oh…oh…my God…yes!”

She jerked and climaxed and lay there with her legs apart displaying her swampy pussy for the world to see.

She recovered quickly and then disgracefully moved to Matt’s trousers and pulled them, and his shorts from him, revealing his thick cock.

“Oh Matt…that’s wonderful…put it inside me…please.”

Matt grabbed her long, auburn hair and squeezed it.”

“Suck it Peggy.”

She groaned in fear.

“I can’t...never…sucked…”

He bullied and encouraged her to be more than she had ever been.

“You can…and you are Peggy…well done.”

Her mouth somehow danced, around and about his erection like a ballerina in a ballet, turning and flicking celebrating her release from a prison of her own denial. 

Finally Matt withdrew and leaned over her limp open body.

“Show me you’re a better fuck than your daughter Peggy!”

He was so insulting but she didn’t respond, just let him push inside her and she cried in coarse pleasure as he began to take her.

“Oh my God…yes Matt fill me with all of your…sperm…lots of your sperm…oh yes now…oh God...fuck me!”

She wrapped her thighs around him and held onto to him tightly as he rutted and took her masterfully.

She groaned and squealed and shuddered as he finally came and her vaginal muscles held him and squeezed every ounce of juice from his thick, stiff, manhood as she cried out pathetically to him.

“Oh Matt that was just…wonderful!”

He smiled.

“Do you want more?”

She blinked in apparent confusion at her own, foul, base desires.

“Can you…so soon?”

He stroked her hair again and she leant up to him as he did so.

“As long as you help?”

She seemed to want to assist.

“How?”

He kept stroking.

“Act slutty…it turns me on?”

She looked up at him dirtily.

“I am a slut Matt…look at me!”

She opened her thighs wide and Matt’s semen trickled down her pink lips and inverted crack. 

Thick bushy brown hair with a thin drip of semen at the centre; her breasts were large with erect thick brown nipples pushing through her black bra and her face was flushed and completely relaxed. 

“Matt.”

He was so cocky.

“Yea.”

She smiled. 

“Will you lay me over you again…please”

He nodded and sat up on the side of the bed to wait for her.

“Take the rest of your clothes off.”

She quickly removed her top and bra displaying fully her floppy large pair of rich breasts; her areolas were large, circular and brown, her nipples were so thick and proud and she looked incredibly sexy.

She prostrated herself over Matt’s knee and this time he let his hand gently explore the soft giving holes there. 

He had her knickers in his hand and he wiped the leaking fluid from her vagina all over them.

“Your own panties are covered in come now Peggy.”

She groaned at her own fecklessness.

“I know.”

He slapped her hard and she squealed in pain and pleasure.

“I’m a bad girl.”

He laughed.

“You are a little slut.”

He hit her again and again until her cheeks reddened then his fingers began to invade her anus. 

He pushed her onto the floor and she kneeled as he placed himself behind her and pushed his hard flesh to her anal hole.

“No Matt not that…please!”

He ignored her pleas for restraint, pulled her cheeks apart and slowly and purposely invaded her plump ass and rear cavity. 

My Auntie Jean went wild, thrashing her body back against his dark spear of flesh that was fucking her tight anal passage over and over until finally she groaned and Matt, sensing her climax, released inside her.

She collapsed onto the floor as a shivering, shaking mass, of pink flesh.

“Matt that was just terrible…terrible…I’m terrible…am I terrible?”

He laughed at her excitement and confusion.

“Yes Peggy…you are disgusting…that’s where Claire gets it from.”

She seemed to suddenly understand what she had been a willing party to. 

“Don’t tell me…did you do that…to her?”

Matt spoke proudly.

“Twice.”

Auntie Jean seemed to cry and repeat and repeat.

“That’s terrible…terrible!”

Matt had no morality; I knew that but there was not even the tiniest drop as he played her obviously awakened, sexual needs.

“Do you not want it again?”

She looked at him, her brown cow eyes, round and expressive.

“I never said that…are you able to? I’m available till 3.30p.m then have to be at the family lunch, then dinner.”

He beamed at her lewd, vulgar complicity.

“If you want me to…but you’ll have to be very dirty.”

She rose, leant over him and gave him a long sensual kiss.

“I’m going to suck you dry boy…I’m going to bathe…back in a moment.” 

She disappeared into the bathroom, her ass cheeks wobbling as she walked and Matt quickly came to my hiding place behind the thick, velvety drapes.

“Out!”

I snarled at him

“Bastard!”

He tried to look abashed but it was not part of his list of expressions.

“I can’t help it if all women are tarts…can I? See you later!”  

There was a sudden knock at the main door and I was folded back in my hiding place quickly but was still able to just see the developing show. 

Matt went to get Auntie Jean and she came out of the bathroom, dripping wet, wrapped in just a towel. 

She opened the door and a tearful Claire, dressed in only a silk wrap, burst into the room just as Matt slid silently into the now empty, en suite bathroom

“Mum,” she wailed “I’m so sorry.”

My Auntie embraced her in maternal understanding. 

“So you should be.”

Claire pleaded with her.

“Don’t send me home mum…please.”

Her mother was as duplicitous as Claire was.

“I’m sorry Claire…you need to be disciplined.”

My cousin complained.

“But I’m 21…Mum!”

Auntie Jean was insistent.

“Old enough to know better!”

Claire’s anger suddenly surfaced.

“I’m not a child!”

The mature woman was agitated as well.

“Maybe a whore!”

Claire cried again.

“Oh Mum…I’m not.”

I marvelled at the sheer hypocrisy of the situation and watched Claire dissolve into tears on the ruffled bedclothes. 

She reached for a tissue and brought some rag on the covers to her nose.

“Eeeh…what’s this?”

Her mother went to grab it but clever Claire moved it out of her reach.

“These are your knickers…and they’re covered…”

She brought them to her nose and sniffed.

“Sperm…and it’s still sticky.”

My Auntie Jean went beetroot and suddenly realisation dawned on Claire as she saw discarded male clothes on the floor.

“You’ve fucked Matt…and he’s still here…Mum you’ve fucked Matt!”

Matt had obviously heard enough and walked out into the bedroom naked with his penis, thick and lengthening.

“Hi Claire.”

My cousin, suddenly brightened and smiled, apparently not concerned that her mother had obviously just enjoyed carnal relations with him.

“Hi Matt…how was the old bird?”

He smiled evilly.

“Good…she needed it.”

Claire was in her element.

“Thought so.”

Auntie Jean tried to rescue an impossible situation for her. 

“Now Claire.”

My cousin had the sexual bit between her teeth.

“Don’t you…now Claire me young lady…look at these knickers…you’re a slut Mum!”

Auntie Jean folded in shame.

“I’m sorry Claire…I don’t know what came over me.”

Claire was angry with her.

“You fucking hypocrite.”

The two women squared up to each other and Matt stood between their quarrel, pushing them back on the bed.

“Apologise to Claire, Peggy.”

My Auntie was constantly exploding and boiling like a kettle. 

“Who do you think you’re talking to?”

Matt raised his hands to the sky in exasperation.

“Do you know what…do what you fucking want...I’m out of here.”

Auntie Jean suddenly lost her rage.

“Don’t go Matt…please.”

He turned on her.

“Why? I don’t need to listen to this crap…you like being fucked…but you have a dig at Claire ‘cause she does…you’re mad!”

She begged him.

“Don’t go Matt!”

He held her long hair tightly and she winced.

“Why Peggy?”

She groaned weakly.

“You know why.”

Her towel slipped open and she displayed her long legs up to a trace of clean, brown thick bushy, clean, pubic hair.

Claire intervened in mock disapproval.

“Mum…really…OK we’ll both play.”

She removed her own wrap and displayed a pair of sheer slim pink pants that gave a clear view of her own less overgrown delights below. 

She opened her thighs and looked at Matt.

“Who’s first…me or Mum?”

He scolded her.

“Neither.”

She tried to charm him but bless her; Claire had no charm!

“Matty…please!”

He berated them both.

“You know…you posh birds make me sick…where I’m from the girls are scrubbers and slags…they like sex…so they ask for it…do it…fuck Peggy…you’re gagging for it and pretend you shouldn’t want it.”

He took a breath in real anger.

“…You should take a leaf from your dirty daughter Claire…she’s a slut...and likes it!”

Claire smiled and lay back on the mattress and waved her long, lithe legs high in the air.

“I do...do…do!”

My auntie looked shocked.

“I can’t admit to this.”

Matt nodded.

“Then do without Peggy…I’ll be gone soon this is just a bit of fun…then what are you going to do…go back to being a bitch.”

She looked at the floor in self-pity.

“Who’d fancy me?”

Her daughter spoke up. 

“Mum are you joking…all my boyfriends fancy you…they’d all love to fuck you.”

She blushed at her daughter’s crude, enticing, revealing words

“Really?”

She laughed.

“Sure…Jack’s coming tomorrow…he makes me jerk him off sometimes fantasising about you.”

She was crimson.

“No?”

Claire was still amused.

“Honest!”

Aunty Jean seemed to ponder the future for a moment.

“Jack…he’s… handsome.”

She teased her mother.

“Would you suck his cock mum?”

Her libido began to surface recklessly.

“Might do?”

Her daughter mixed the sexual pot for her.

“Can we share?”

Auntie Jean smiled. 

“Perhaps!”

A further press on her mind.

“Are you going to be a slut mum?”

She let the towel slip completely and spread her naked thighs wide.

“Maybe Claire as long as you don’t tell anyone…you bad girl!”

They both suddenly seemed to accept who they were and wanted to be and Matt smiled and walked over to the bed as if to claim his prize. 

Both women relaxed back weakly waiting for his advances and he lay closely between them with his dark, thick erection powering vertically.

“You first Peggy…let’s show Claire what a good shag her mum is.”

My haughty auntie straddled above his devilish stiffness then slowly lowered her body until her thick pumped up flesh consumed his. 

They stayed motionless for a minute then she began to press her bottom and hips up and down and fuck herself on him. 

Harder and harder, faster and faster until her face contorted into pain and pleasure and her body shuddered in tremulous release. 

He squeezed her breasts and ass and, dripping with her own juices; she extracted her body, fell over beside him and allowed Claire to repeat the process. 

Her daughter was more expert; long slow motions, trying to draw him out but he was too hard and she eventually bent her head and climaxed. 

Matt toyed with them for a while then made them kneel before him until he exploded his sperm into their shocked, flushed, red faces. 

They both sucked him and licked his balls, pumping up further his already over inflated ego, until finally it was ended. 

Claire pulled on her pants fastened her wrap and left quickly and there was just Matt and my Auntie Jean left in the room. 

She was still naked and literally dripping sweat and juices.

“Won’t you stay Matt…lie with me?”

He shook his handsome head.

“Can’t Peggy...gotta…run!”

She dropped to her knees and kissed his flaccid cock.

“You can do what you want to me Matt…anything!”

He stroked her head.

“I know Peggy…but we’re done now…go and fuck some new meat…no turning back.”

She begged him.

“I won’t…Oh Matt…just once more?”

She licked and lapped at his penis until she began to actually suckle his cock and amazingly it became hard again and he inhaled in tension.

“You asked for it Peggy!”

Matt spread the wetness into her asshole and just a few feet away from me proceeded to fuck her there while she screamed out to the heavens in shock and licentious, deviant pleasure. 

He rutted her foully and brutally and when he finally released inside her, she fell prostrate onto the floor, like a dirty rag doll. 

He pulled on his clothes and silently opened up my thick concealing coverings and ushered me out of the room whilst she was still distracted.

I heard him whisper as he departed before shutting the door behind him sharply.

“Thanks Peggy…it was fun!”

When we were away from her room I turned to him in anger and hatred for what he had made me witness.

“What the fuck was that exhibition Matt?”

He was not in the least apologetic.

“Look I told you what I’m like…and these posh birds…they just are so desperate…giving it away.”

I was mad with him.

“You’re an animal.”

He laughed as he understood that he was.

“Suppose…I told you…it’s what I do.”

I spat at him.

“You’re a shit.”

He turned his back on me and unexpectedly, suddenly became annoyed and enraged.

“Look… fuck you and this whole crappy thing…you wanted all this and now you can’t handle it…fuck you!”

I was in no mood to ask him anything.

“It’s finished Matt.”

He nodded and shouted as he walked away.

“Fine…keep it all…fuck you…I told you all…this is how I am!”

I was consumed with ire and envy after seeing him abusing and fornicating with my family.

“Good…I will keep it all…you’re a bastard!”

He turned the corner and was out of my sight before I’d even realised what I’d done and how it would now affect everything. 

I was overcome with sudden grief and rushed to Anna’s room where I threw myself crying onto her bed dramatically. 

I told her the tale and she listened, open mouthed at the sexual antics of Auntie Jean and when I’d finished she just stared at me quizzically as if I was an idiot.

“What part of this did we not know?”

I realised immediately I was a stupid fool but Matt was so horribly aggravating.

“None I suppose…but…he’s got no morals…none!”

She laughed

“And we have? Celia wake up and smell the coffee…we’re asking our new husbands to play second fiddle to Matt…and if we want this we have to as well…swallow our pride…he did tell us!”

I closed my eyes; this was so fucking unsettling and complicated.

“He did…but to see it…it was too much.”

Anna giggled as if it was nothing!

“He’s a bastard.”

I exhaled.

“He is.”

She mocked me cruelly.

“So stay with Nigee…he’s nice.”

I moaned disloyally.

“But…he’s so…boring….and Gay!”

Anna chastised me.

“Celia…you’re mad…this is how it’s going to be…Matt’s always going to fuck who he wants…especially when it’s laid on a plate for him by the sluts in our family.”

I could not get my head around it all.

“You’re OK with this?”

My sibling shook her pretty head and smiled wryly.

“No but I want to be fucked on my honeymoon…and ever after! Like the fairy-tale princess…with a little perverted twist!”

I groaned.

“So we just lay back...do we?”

Anna kept teasing but making the point.

“Suppose…with our legs open!”

I had to laugh, it was all so ridiculous.

“I am so horny,” I admitted shyly “watching all that screwing has made me wild.”

Anna had convinced me and she spoke weird sense.

“So let’s sort it out…yes?

I nodded and nodded as if my head was made of rubber.

“OK…OK…what can we do…you speak to him.”

Anna picked up her mobile and rang Matt; he answered immediately and I could tell the conversation was not going well.

“Yeah I know Matt…no don’t please!”

She was upset and anxious.

“I know…you said…I know…we get jealous…stupid…yeah sorry…can we see you later…no don’t go…what time…no don’t….”

I was frightened and whispered loudly as she put the phone down.

“What, Anna? What?”

She turned to me with wide, tearful, blue, startled eyes.

“He’s going tomorrow morning.”

I could not believe how puerile I had been.

“Fuck…Fuck…fuck...sorry Anna.”

She smiled philosophically.

“We’ll sort it…somehow…but you know Matt…he’s such an asshole.”

We dressed for lunch and then dinner and sat like virginal statues as we were made the centre of the full, overwhelming wedding and family celebrations. 

All we could think about was Matt and as much as we wanted to get away, the evening did not end until after Midnight. 

I was very short with Nigel, Anna hardly spoke to Jeremy and it was clear the whole thing was falling apart! 

Somehow in some strange way the dynamic of our marital relationships centred on Matt, whether we liked it or not; it all suddenly depended on him! 

What made it worse my Auntie Jean and Cousin Claire, were insufferably happy, literally bouncing with energy. 

It was hard for me to look at them without thinking about earlier this afternoon and it made me uncomfortable in many different ways. 

Once we were sure everyone was gone we dispensed with our fiancées and sneaked down the drive to Matt’s cottage. 

There was a single light on in the lounge and we knocked firmly at the antique oak door.

He answered looking relaxed in an old black T-shirt and underpants.

“What?”

We spoke quietly and respectfully.

“Can we come in Matt?”

He turned his back on us and relaxed on the soft armchair whilst we sat and shuffled nervously on the wicker and cloth couch.

He seemed apologetic.

“Look girls…it’s over…come on…you’re not meant to live like this.”

The tears flowed from my eyes and onto my soft cheeks.

“Matt…I’m sorry…you did tell us…we shouldn’t expect anything from you…you are the boss…I forgot.”

His ears pricked up.

“I am what Celia?”

I murmured again with more force.

“Our boss Matt…my boss…I am here to obey you…always.”

Anna interrupted.

“I told her Matt she was being stupid…don’t leave us.”

He seemed amazingly like an innocent, unfortunate child.

“You know I don’t chase these girls…if they come and lay on their backs with their legs open and apart then…I’m going to fuck them…that’s me!”

I nodded.

“We know Matt, we know!”

He was in genuine turmoil and he played with his hands and fingers.

“I don’t know girls…My train is at 2.00p.m tomorrow.”

We cried together.

“No Matt…meet us at 12.00 in my room…we’ll be dressed for the wedding and with the boys…let us all show you that it’s what we want…all of us!”

His shoulders sagged in his normal exasperating way and we all jumped as the door barked and rasped. 

Anna and I quickly moved into the back bedroom as we did not wish to be seen and Matt went to answer the door. 

To our surprise young Rebecca burst into the lounge, she was dressed in a raincoat and her blonde hair fell in ringlets around her extremely, flushed face.

“Hi Matt,” she gushed.

He just stared at her blankly.

“Hope you don’t mind me coming so late…but…I…I…I.”

He was exasperated.

“What? I’m tired!”

Rebecca undid her coat and it fell to the floor revealing her in just her underwear; expensive black lace with red trim.

“Do you think I’m pretty?”

He placed his hands in front of his eyes as if to protect himself from temptation.

“Yeah…suppose.”

She was a slut; it seemed to be a contagious disease around this boy

“Would you like to touch me?”

He shook his head weakly.

“Not bothered…I’m tired.”

The young girl looked deflated but continued on.

“Matt I’ve been thinking about you since the Hen-night…and you’ve fucked Louise and Claire since then.”

It was not a question, more a statement of fact.

“They’ve not stopped going on about it…they said it was fantastic.”

He brightened up and seemed pleased that he’d made them happy.

“Cool.”

She gazed at him expressively.

“I want to feel fantastic Matt…it’s seems only fair.”   

I could see that his penis was twitching in his shorts and young Rebecca saw it too.

“You do like me Matt…look at your thing!”

He sneered at her.

“That’s just reaction to pussy…you’re just pussy girl.”

Rebecca wasn’t fazed at the insult, removed her bra and then slowly pulled down her knickers until her petite, fair bush was revealed. 

She was blessed with clear white skin and thin wispy blonde pubic hair and she looked extremely pure and unsullied.

“Is this what you mean Matt? I wanted to be in love when I lost my virginity but now…I just want you to show me…please Matt…please.”

He gestured her to come to him and she sat beside him on his chair. 

Matt touched her hair and her face and she leaned in to him and kissed him passionately; he opened her thighs and he began to gently tease her sex lips in the expert way that only he could. 

As he did I began to get wet and excited and could only watch as young Rebecca slowly built to her first orgasm. 

It took her about 15 minutes and when she climaxed she screamed and shuddered as though she had been struck by sharp object. 

She lay back weakly against him and opened her eyes as if she had just seen heaven.

“Matt…God that was fantastic…just fantastic!”

She leant up and pulled his shirt then his underpants off and began to suck his enraged, enlarged and overused, black cock. 

She had no reserve or shyness and used all of her innocence and developing sexual powers to try to make him come. 

He eventually pulled her on top of him and she opened her thighs and dropped her body onto his steel as he instructed her.

“Fuck yourself girl.”

She needed no prompting and began to push against him, harder and faster, the sweat literally dripping from her until Matt arched his back and groaned as he came inside her. 

She slowed and stopped and then bent forward and kissed his chest.

“Oh Matt…fuck…fuck…Matt…that was just unbelievable!”

He fell back and spoke to her dismissively.

“Good…now fuck off…I’ve a busy day tomorrow.”

She looked wounded.

“When can we do it again?”

He was cruel.

“Never…I’m off to London.”

He was being placed under pressure again!

“Matt…don’t tease.”

He wanted to be left in peace.

“I’m not…come on, fuck off now!”

She looked as if she was about to burst into tears and she dressed, scribbled something and handed Matt a piece of paper.”

“My number…I’ll come to London.”

He laughed at her lack of pride.

“If you do…my mates’ will fuck you too.”

She was unflappable now.

“Whatever Matt…whatever.”

She kissed him again, threw her hair back dramatically and was gone in a whiff of expensive perfume. 

Anna and I looked at each other, both shocked and excited by what we’d seen; Matt opened the door, looked at us and raised his palms as if to be excused for his unspeakable, prurient actions.

“See…what can I do? I told you…it’s not workable?”

I seemed to suddenly understand.

“It is Matt…are you serious about Rebecca?”

He looked at me as if I was mad to pose such a ridiculous question.

“So there’s no problem…we can work it out.”

He was tired.

“Can we?”

We were enthused.

“Let us prove it Matt…we’ll accept your rule.”

He was not convinced.

“Will you… absolutely?”

“Yes Matt,” we both nodded.

He smiled at us.

“And the husbands…everyone?”

We were with the project now.

“Yes Matt, the boys know the score.”

He breathed out deeply and spoke as if he had a heavy weight on his broad, black shoulders.

“We’ll have a final meeting before the wedding…if you all accept things then we go on…if not then…have a nice life.”

He continued.

“We’ll meet in the small annex room in the church not your room…at 1.00p.m”

I was shocked and surprised.

“We marry at 1.30p.m?”

He nodded

“Exactly…just the five of us”

We would have met him at any time at all.  

“OK Matt…do you want us to go now?”

He smiled as he knew what we craved constantly but he nodded.

“Yup…it’ll clear your minds for tomorrow…a lifetime of service to me or to those fags you’re marrying”

My sister spoke up softly.

“It’s unlucky for the bride to see the groom before the wedding.

He looked at Anna.

“If you’re not there…I’ll be on the train an hour later…better my old life than you two whores dictating and beating on me all the time!”

She was slighted.

“Matt, that’s so harsh!”

He was finished and concluded the discussion simply.

“Fuck off…both of you I’m bushed.”

We left as if dismissed and walked back home in the evening’s warmth, still in a kind of daze. 

We did not need to discuss things between Anna and I; we had chosen our destiny and would face it head on. 

Our partners were told of the arrangements for the morning and they accepted them without much discussion.  

Anna and I concluded that it may be unfortunate for them to see us before the wedding but we did not feel it would be unlucky for us at all!

Jeremy

I entered the small refectory nervously; my stomach was twisted and tied in knots. 

I could not believe the events that had unfolded over the last few weeks and I was about to marry the woman of my dreams but commit to an obscene arrangement as well. 

I had always known that I was a little unsure regarding relations with the opposite sex but Anna had shown me things about myself that I had not wanted to acknowledge or accept. 

It was clear that we could not have a normal marriage; I could not make love to her and had shown, as things transpired, that I could only become excited when she was with her virile, black bastard of a lover, Matt. 

He was a truly, ignorant, illiterate, ruffian, I hated being so subservient but I had to admit that it unfortunately turned me on as well. 

I was drifting into strange sensuality and my feminine side was slowly overpowering me.  

I had my own drawer of ladies knickers and under my smart black and white wedding suit I was wearing a frilly, white lace pair around my shaved genitals. 

My purpose in life was to serve Anna, where as it appeared, she wished to devote herself only to Matt. 

I could no longer ponder the morality of what we were doing and my ever growing sense of duty to Anna, and therefore to Matt, was overwhelming. 

Nigel was standing beside me, similarly clad and, equally about to be enslaved to Matt and Celia. 

Both girls looked beautiful, long flowing silk and chiffon and they conveyed expressions of innocence and beauty that belied what I had seen over recent weeks. 

Anna had a resplendent simple band of flowers in her tangly blonde hair and she looked exactly like the perfect bride. 

I smiled at her timidly but she ignored me and jumped as the side door opened and Matt walked calmly and confidently in. 

He was dressed in the same suit as myself but filled it far more powerfully than I did; I blinked and swallowed uneasily not knowing what was to unfold. 

I was feeling helpless and to my shame my penis began to swell, pressing against the silk pants and only heightening my debased pleasure. 

Matt stood before us and we all listened to him expectantly.

“You all look very nice…now…are we all agreed that your vows made today…will in fact be made to me?”

We nodded pathetically as a group.

“Who is your master and will be for the foreseeable future?”

“You are Matt,” we all chorused.

He seemed satisfied and smiled.

“Girls bend over the chairs…please.”

I watched as Celia and Anna gently laid themselves over the red velvet-padded seats and Matt raised their long delicate gowns over their heads to expose their expensively white, silk clad bottoms, nylon dressed legs and muttered darkly. 

“Classy asses girls.”

He pulled the panties down a little, exposed their anuses and a trace of pubic hair and he looked at Nigel and me, expressively.

“Tongues boys…nice and wet…please”

We each bent down and our mouths began to work slavishly on our respective partners sexual, feminine slits.

Anna was so wet and within seconds the whole area was sodden with my future wife moaning softly, as was Celia. 

Matt watched me and pushed my head forcefully, deeper into Anna’s bottom so my tongue penetrated her further, but even this tasted sweet to me. 

Finally he seemed satisfied.

“Stand back boys...now.”

We drew away from our future wives and Matt stood behind Anna and slowly, purposely undid his zip and unclipped himself.

He dangerously slid his trousers to his knees and then his new silk boxers until his thick, impressive, black cock was standing proud. 

He grabbed my future wife’s hips then pushed his erection selfishly inside Anna, her vagina first, then withdrew and placed it in her anal hole. 

Hard stiff strokes, no love or tenderness just his sheer show of absolute, masculine power. 

She moaned like a whore, weakly and seemingly welcoming a show of her devotion and submission to him. 

Matt withdrew from her and repeated the process with Celia; hard rough, fucking but this time more intensely until he groaned and withdrew from her quickly. 

He climaxed over Celia’s ass and then on Anna’s, wiping himself on each of them in turn until their dark recesses and cavities were awash with his creamy, bright, liquid and essence. 

He pulled up their white panties until they were covered and smiled at us.

“You can go now gentlemen and wait at the altar…knowing that my seed is over and inside them both; they’re my whores now, to fuck as and when I want. How does that make you feel boys?”

Nigel just went red and blinked and I did as well trying desperately to mask my stiff, solid penis.

“Well? Answer me!”

“Fine,” Nigel mumbled.

“And you Jeremy?”

I was in shock; each time I went through this ordeal it unbalanced me greatly.

“Yeah… Matt…I’m OK with it.”

The bastard eyeballed me.

“Call me Sir.”

I was helpless as always.

“Yes...Sir.”

He seemed content.

“Good…go…the girls will be down shortly.”

We walked out leaving our future wives and partners in white, dangling over the chairs like some bizarre, cheap, sexual toys. 

I was humiliated and ashamed but more excited than I had ever thought possible. 

My aroused prick told me that I had accepted Matt as my better and I was just pleased that he had not made me eat his sperm again on this special day. 

I didn’t mind the taste but watching Anna service him like that and then share it with me was so degrading, and the ultimate humiliation for me. 

I pervertedly wondered if he would insist I suck him? 

I’d have to, swallow it, him! God why was my dick so hard? 

We waited patiently at the altar as instructed and soon watched Anna and Celia walking slowly down towards us; they looked radiant, beautiful and innocent in every way. 

Their eyes were fixed straight ahead and their mouths and lips tightly shut, perfect! 

The vicar went through the service quickly; it was short, amended as the girls had dictated and insisted upon.

Nigel and I pledged our faithfulness and obedience to them and the girls just nodded demurely when asked the question. 

It was unusual but accurate and somehow appropriate; Nigel and I pledging our service as the girls’ obligations were already spoken for. 

Finally it was ended and the clergyman smiled.

“You may kiss your brides.”

I bent my head and Anna’s mouth twisted up until we were entangled. 

Sperm instantly flooded into my mouth and I tried to pull away but could not. 

She used her tongue to coat mine, thick sperm, Matt’s sperm, demonstrating my ultimate humiliation as if he knew my mind. 

Her body pressed against me as we embraced and to the slight pressure, my penis exploded and stained my white frilly knickers. 

I swallowed any remaining spunk; she released me and smiled brightly.

“Happy darling?”

I blinked and answered.

“Yyyyes...where’s Matt?”

She leaned into my ear.

“Watching…wasn’t it fantastic…he fucked us like dogs! Then gave us that little, slimy surprise for you!”

She kissed me and I sensed her excitement and thereby felt my own, and had to admit that all of this was definitely, degenerately, intoxicating and arousing.

I muttered to her silently under my breath. 

“You looked like a little white doll, being degraded by a black tool.”

She took my hand.

“Mmmm yes darling…your wife loves that black tool darling…it suits me!”

We walked back through our enrapt throng of family and friends to the sounds of music and clarion calls, and the wedding suddenly enveloped us. 

We looked happy and very much in love; we were, but not quite in the way our multitude of guests thought. 

I drank and danced and drank again; congratulations rained down on us like confetti and my mind just seemed to descend into an unnatural calm. 

My senses were overloaded and I slumped in a chair and watched as Matt danced slowly with Anna. 

They looked so divine together, black against her purity of whiteness and disgracefully I longed to see her surrender her perfect body to him again. 

I drifted into an inebriated sleep and awoke in a bed. 

It was morning and I blinked as the light invaded my thoughts. 

I remembered everything and drew back the sheet covering me; I was naked apart from my white pretty knickers, thick from the exploits and the dank, demonic thoughts of last night. 

I was no longer embarrassed; they were my badge of pride, a demonstration of the new life I had accepted and embraced. 

I walked out and into the adjoining room and Anna and Celia were fast asleep, wrapped around Matt’s dark, dominant body. 

Nigel was also asleep and I glanced at the clock; it was 11.00 am, only a few hours before our flight.

I hesitantly woke Anna and she looked at me dreamily.

“Hi darling…what a wonderful wedding!”

I nodded.

“It’s late…plane’s in 4 hours.”

Anna woke Celia and they shook Matt urgently; he stretched and the sheet fell to the floor revealing them all naked. 

Matt’s cock stood erect like an enormous, stiff, black poker and Anna snapped at me

“Get me a wet towel Jeremy…please.”

I quickly got one from the bathroom and passed it to Anna and she began to bathe and clean his balls and penis, as if they were the most precious things in the world. 

She sucked him enthusiastically and Celia joined in as well, licking his scrotum and full black sacs of soft flesh. 

He lay back and groaned and after about 5 minutes he grimaced in satisfaction and released voluminous amounts of ejaculate over their flushed, radiant faces. 

Anna was covered in slimy, viscous essence and I bent to her and used my tongue to cleanse her; it was almost a reflex, as if it was my duty now.        

We all washed and showered and busied ourselves so as not to miss our departure time. 

I put on a new pair of black silk panties under my trousers and a green top. 

I would never return to wearing men’s underwear now, I had become hooked on the feel of silk and cotton against my genitals. 

I also loved women’s fabrics, dresses, nylon the whole sensuous feel of a woman. 

I was not gay, I knew that, but I was not heterosexual either, I was somewhere in between, in my own personal, sexual purgatory. 

Matt looked energised in his jeans and white shirt and the girls delicious in short bright skirts and tight tops. 

Nigel just followed along, he was completely tame and docile and hung on Celia’s and Matt’s every word. 

The car arrived and Matt carried the cases out, his muscles rippled and I had to admire that he only expected our service in respect of the girls; he was not afraid of manual labour. 

We were all quiet on the drive to the airport; the girls sat either side of him and placed a hand gently on each thick thigh.

“OK Matt?” I asked.

He smiled as if he was king and in many ways I suppose he was!

“Cool Jeremy man…we’re going to have good fun for two weeks.”

At the first class check in desk we had a surprise. 

Anna’s father had reserved the whole space for us and it was as though we were to have the plane to ourselves. 

We waited in the first class lounge and discovered there was to be a short delay. 

Champagne was offered and served and a pretty stewardess in a brightly coloured royal blue suit uniform came over to our group. 

She was quite tall, broad shoulders and a shapely figure; her hair was black and brushed back and her lipstick was bright red; I thought she looked wonderful. 

“Hi…my name is Nat…your first class stewardess…congratulations…a double wedding I understand?”

“Yes,” said Anna.

She was confused and asked with diplomacy.

“I understand there is, 5 in your party?”

“Yes,” Anna smiled.

She asked again bemusedly.

“5?”

Celia giggled.

“Yes.”

She bent over to the girl and whispered in her ear but loudly enough that we could all hear.

“Our husbands and our black stud!” 

The girl seemed surprised and shocked at first then smiled and looked at me and I went crimson in embarrassment and shame.

This was my life now, constant indignity and humiliation.

The girl sat down beside Anna and Celia and began an intense discussion; I noticed her nylon clad legs and how sexy and sensual she looked. 

They all got on well instantly, began to smile and laugh and I felt very uncomfortable; Nat held Matt’s hand warmly and eventually came over to me with Anna.

“This is my husband Jeremy.”

Nat shook my extended fingers and I tried to avoid her dark eyes.

“Hi Jeremy…I hear from Anna you’re a very special guy.”

I smiled as if complimented.

“Really?”

She nodded.

“It’s wonderful that you want her to be so happy.”

I agreed.

“I do.”

Anna then raved about me as if covering me with compliments.

“He’s great Nat…it’s as if he just exists to please me…and he’s so sensitive…look Nat.”

Before I realised she undid the zip to my trousers and showed Nat the black, female, silk lingerie around my genitals.

“That’s so sweet,” she cooed “just gorgeous.”

Nat handed me some more champagne and Anna went over to Matt who had just called to her. My zip was still open and I saw her looking at me and I suddenly felt compelled to ask her something.

“Do you think I’m mad Nat?”

She smiled warmly

“No Jeremy…I think it’s courageous of you to embrace what turns you on…Anna tells me you get pleasure from Matt fucking her…you should enter into it fully…make her life perfect. Make both of you happy!”

She seemed nice.

“I want to try.”

She giggled deliciously.

“We can give them a treat on the flight if you want to…there’s no-one else in the cabin…I think Anna and Celia should join the mile-high club?”

She could see me harden by the small play and movement in my knickers and smiled sweetly at me.

“You could dress like me and serve them…if you fancy?”

Her fingers went to my zip and the presence of the slightest pressure caused me to tremble and come pathetically in my pretty knickers.

She laughed softly.

“I take it that’s a yes then?”

I just blinked at her as she pulled my zip upwards to cover my show and stain. 

“What do you mean?”

She stared into my eyes and I could not disguise my excitement and expectation.

“You can wear my outfit…everything…wouldn’t you like to feel the silk on your legs, my skirt, blouse, jacket and hat?”

She giggled.

“I can see how you look at it…you can be a special stewardess for the flight.”

Nat left me suddenly and I went quiet, unsure of what had just happened.

Anna winked at me and I smiled back and we were soon on board the plane. 

The first class cabin was empty, as Nat had told us, and as the girls took their seats she waved at me from behind the curtain and I went to her. 

She had stripped down to her underwear, white bra and tiny white thong pants, and she passed me her clothes.

“Quickly…we take off soon.”

I couldn’t argue as she helped me roll the stockings up my thighs, pull on her blouse then draw the skirt around my hips and, put the jacket on. 

I could smell her perfume and allowed her to brush up my short dark hair and apply a little make up.

“Lovely Jeremy…or I think we’ll call you Jennie for the trip…I’ll introduce you…you can make up a bed at the back once we’ve taken off…how do you feel?”

I could feel myself pulsing; every sense I had seemed to be alight and alive.

“Good…I feel good Nat!”

She pulled a coat around her to hide her nakedness and walked out from behind the curtain.

“Jennie will look after you on the remainder of the flight.”

I walked out from behind the curtain and Anna, Celia, Matt and Nigel look stunned. 

My new wife Anna reacted first as if this was all normal.

“We’ll have champagne…Jennie.”

I smiled, beginning to enjoy the game.

“Yes madam…would you like me to make up the bed at the back once we’re airborne?”

“That would be nice Jennie,” she laughed.

I walked back and I noticed Nat had moved Nigel right to the front of first-class; he was obviously going to be out of sight as far as possible.

It seemed that this cruising debauchery was not for him. 

The plane rose and we were soon airborne; Nat showed me how the seats folded back and she helped me make an appealing, large double bed. 

It did not take Matt and the girls long to recline upon it and they were soon ensconced within the single covering sheet. 

The girls passed me their clothes, dresses, tights and knickers, as if I was an actual personal stewardess, and told me to hang them up. 

Anna passed me Matt’s jeans and underpants and it was clear that they were all lasciviously, outrageously, naked together. 

Nat provided me with champagne to serve, that they consumed in copious amount and I stood and poured for them, as they frolicked. 

Matt began to take them, each in turn, brutal fucking, whilst they moaned weakly but extremely enthusiastically. 

He came inside Anna first and she opened her naked thighs to show me the white sperm dripping from her. 

“Lick it up Jennie…that was so yummy.”

I bent my head and lapped at the viscous softness until her sex lips were pink and clean again; Celia had just climaxed and she lay back as Anna had done.

“Me now Jennie…hard and deep…please!”

I hesitated at first but then continued as requested. 

Her sex was different to Anna’s but similar as well, new and familiar smells and sensations seemed to overpower me, and I cleansed her completely without a trace of abashment or reticence. 

I returned to behind the screen and it was clear Nat had been watching as her face was flushed crimson.

“You are such an understanding guy…Jeremy…very understanding.”

The three lovers rested a while and the girls dozed under the sheet whilst Matt lay on top, his meaty legs and penis resting silently, covered in hardened juice. 

I could see Nat staring at it and I knew what was going through her dirty mind.

“Do you think we should take him a towel…wipe him down?” I suggested.

She nodded breathlessly, as if struggling to speak.

“I suppose we should,” she whispered.

She grabbed a heated flannel from the galley and walked with me to where they were lying; the girls looked at us drowsily as she spoke to their naked man.

“I brought you a towel Matt…you look like you need bathing!”

He looked at her.

“Then do it for me Nat…please…nice and clean. ”

She looked at the girls and they smiled at her, in permission.

“Go for it Nat…go on.”

She sat beside him and he opened his thighs allowing her full access to his penis, balls and scrotum. 

She rubbed the warm cloth gently over his genitals and conscientiously began to wash his tempting, thick, male appendage.

Anna murmured up at me.

“Jennie, be polite, take Nat’s coat off…she’s getting hot.”

I took the covering from her shoulders and she was still naked apart from a small bra and a thin white thong. 

She was embarrassed initially but her thin nipples were obviously hard and she did not stop her work on Matt’s cock for a second, which was erect by this time. 

She squeezed it in her palm and looked at Anna.

“You girls are so lucky.”

My wife laughed. 

“We are Nat…but so are you today…we are going to let Matt fuck you, and Jeremy…I mean…Jennie… can clean you afterwards…if you want?”

She was eager and energised but surprised, and gasped at her in reply.

“You don’t mind?”

Celia muttered, almost in her sleep.

“You’ve done something for us…now we’ll do something for you.”

Nat checked one last time.

“You’re sure you don’t object?”

Without waiting for an answer she bent her head and placed her mouth around the tip of Matt’s black, virile penis. 

She sucked him slavishly, hungrily; her red painted mouth consuming the rigid flesh. 

Matt placed his hands on her dark hair, stroked her whilst she serviced him and he looked at me.

“Take her panties off Jennie…please!”

I moved to her backside, pulled at the flimsy garments and rolled them down her thighs. 

I could see her brown asshole and the crack of her vagina glistening with sweat and base anticipation. 

Matt’s fingers explored her, pushing, probing and teasing, endlessly against her soft flesh as she began to moan and mumble softly. 

She was soon breathing heavily, then her body jerked, vibrated and fluid splashed and pulsed from her feminine slit.

“Oh my God…that was unbelievable.”

Matt turned her on her back then, lay on top of her and his cock slid inside her easily. 

She pressed her knees to her chest to give him traction and pressure as he fucked and pumped her firmly against the hard base of the bed. 

There was no tenderness with his motion, just power and dominance but the pretty, delightful girl loved him all the more for it. 

He began to move faster, then he tensed and grunted like the bestial animal he was, and he had come inside her thin, delicate pussy. 

He rose off her and she spread her thighs wide and I watched as the white sperm began to drip and congeal around her sexual, pink lips. 

It was like a white film centring a delicious rose and black forest and she smiled at me.

“Lick him out of me Jennie.”

I kneeled between her thighs and let my mouth slather at her. 

She tasted wonderful, of semen and sex and my long tongue probed her deeply. 

I found her clitoris and brought her to another orgasm and she weakly lay back on the bed and exhaled in exhilaration.

“Girls you are just so lucky!”

She went to get up but the other girls pulled her back.

“Relax Nat…there’s hours before we land.”

She made an insipid attempt to argue but quickly slipped her body under the sheets and snuggled into Matt's body and the dark, arrogant, bastard smiled in exultation.

“Now this is a honeymoon!”

Celia suddenly awoke.

“More champagne Jennie…please… quickly now…snap…snap.”

The remainder of the flight was spent with the four of them playing and fucking, or having various forms of sexual interplay. 

Finally the plane began to bank and we knew we were soon to arrive. 

Nat rose and came to me behind the curtains, she was soaked with sweat and her body glistened.

“Just lick me out sweetie; Matt gave me a last load for you just now!”

I should have objected but felt past the point of complaint any more; I kneeled down and sure enough her pussy was dripping with semen and I licked and cleaned it submissively and subserviently. 

We did not have long and as soon as I had finished she pushed me away and began to dress. 

I removed the uniform, gave it back to her and ridiculously, to my surprise, my senses immediately missed the heavenly, feminine covering. 

My knickers were covered with my own foul juices and Nat laughed as she saw me.

“You enjoyed it too darling?”

I blinked stupidly and nodded, realising foully that I was more than agreeable and complicit in all of this depravity. 

“I suppose.”

She laughed, the lights lowered then raised, and with a few shakes and sounds, the plane quickly descended and I was suddenly Jeremy again, in my jeans and holding Anna’s hand, once more her loving supportive husband, as we came in to land.

“Are you having a good time darling? I asked ludicrously.

Her blue eyes glistened like shiny, dazzling, emerald stones.

“Just great Jeremy…the flight was just magic and you were fantastic too…I’m so pleased I married you.”

“And me,” I whispered lovingly.

She leaned over and kissed me gently on my lips and I closed my eyes as the wheels hit the concrete slab of the airport. 

Nat escorted us from the aircraft and she winked at me, as we were about to separate.

“I’ll try and be the stewardess on the flight back…you want to have another go…at playing a trolly dolly?”

I wasn’t sure whether to be pleased or insulted and just replied without thinking.

“That would be nice.”

She giggled.

“OK Jennie…I’ll see what I can do.”

She embraced Matt then the girls, and kissed them all.

“Have a super time…as if you wouldn’t!”

Anna smiled.

“Thanks Nat…the whole mile high thing was just…fantastic.”

“It was Anna,” she nodded “I’m definitely going to try and be the stew’ on your way back!”

“We’ll try and save you some,” my wife joked.

Nat shook with mirth and good humour, walked away from us and I weirdly felt as if I had lost a friend.

We were all quiet on the boat ride to our island, tired from the long flight and our various sordid adventures. 

When we arrived we were shown to three small huts overlooking the sea and beach. 

It was idyllic, a perfect honeymoon location and for the first time I felt remorse for what I had agreed to, and was doing. 

There was a double bed in each room, the girls moved their cases in with Matt, and Nigel and I moved in to the other 2 huts. 

We were all fatigued, as it was late there was no time to change and we went to dinner before the restaurant closed. 

Matt spoke to us as we all ate.

“I’m bushed, need a night to sleep girls…thank God that Nat’s gone… she was a real dirty cow!”

“Then I’d like to sleep with my wife Matt,” I suggested bravely.

“Would you indeed Jeremy?”

“I would Matt…please sir,” I asked weakly.

“You should have a wedding night,” he chuckled.

He leant across and whispered to Anna and she laughed gaily and looked at me with a sly grin on her happy, lovely face.

“Ok Jeremy…if that’s what you want!”

Everyone feasted and drank and soon went back to their rooms. 

That was except for Nigel who was talking to one of the effeminate waiters behind the bar. 

I went into the small bathroom and stripped off and when I returned to the bedroom my wife was wearing only a small pair of blue knickers.

“Do you know how much sperm is inside me Jeremy?”

I stood frozen and just listened to her.

“My knickers are caked and my little holes are as well, covered, sore and smelly…Matt said you can fuck me if you want…if you can? But then I want to bathe…and…put this on.”

She showed me a short white see through top and thin matching pants.

“Or you can wear these, you can lick me and I’ll tell you how, and how many times Matt fucked me.”

I looked at Anna and at her sheer soiled panties and knew that I longed to bury my tongue inside her sexuality and taste her disgraceful fecklessness. 

I looked at the negligee and my penis became erect at the thought of what it contained within the soft material. 

“What do you want Jeremy…to fuck me like a man…or dress like a girl and listen to what a whore I am?”

She held the white pants open for me to step into and my cock jumped up as if it longed to embrace them.

“Come on Jeremy…you know what you crave…don’t you?”

She moved towards me, knelt down and shamelessly I inserted my foot into one opening then the other, and inhaled as she drew them up my legs to encompass my awakening genitals. 

My penis was harder than I had ever known it and I longed for her to press the material against it. 

She drew the top over my head and I was dressed in her sexy negligee. 

“That’s a very expensive outfit Jeremy…if you come on it…then there will be repercussions.”

I pulsed.

“What?”

She giggled.

“We’ll have to see…but you’re like a bride on her honeymoon…you’ve made your choices darling.”

She lowered her own blue pants a little and gestured to me to come to her, and whispered sexily.

“Look at them…so covered, with Matt’s thick, white spunk!”

The light was murky but I could still see the gross white covering of his thick essence around the crotch; my tongue instinctively licked at it and Anna gripped my hair fiercely.

“That’s it sweetheart…tastes good?”

She let me suckle at it for a while then moved to the bed and removed the knickers altogether. 

She opened her thighs wide, I could see how her vagina was red around her thin sexual lips and her fine pubic hair was coated with dry and sticky blobs of Matt’s sperm. 

She put her palm on my erect crotch, looked at me directly in my eyes and breathed in, in lurid recollection.

“6 times Matt fucked me Jeremy on that flight…6 times his big black dick took me and rutted me and used me!”

I could feel my own penis bursting but tried as best I could to contain myself.

“He was so enormous darling…I was such a slag and tramp.  We all were…especially me!”

She groaned in debased memories.

“Your wife was a complete whore darling, just insatiable for his lovely hard cock.”

I could literally visualise Matt’s erect flesh taking her in my mind, grunted as if in pain, and released my own spunk in the virginal, white underwear that covered me. 

It stained them immediately and Anna’s palm rubbed against my limpness, extracting every last drop of my essence onto the soft, sensual, delicious material.

“Silly girl,” she mumbled and laughed.

I felt so ridiculous. 

“I’m sorry Anna…I can’t help it…so sorry.”

She just chuckled as if to torment me; we were passed recrimination any more.

“You are what you are Jeremy, accept it, embrace it like I have…stop trying to be a man…you’re not!”

She giggled at me and I felt sick.

“Not in the normal sense anyway…you’ve ruined my negligee darling and you will have to pay now…I did warn you.”

She lay back on the bed and I bent my mouth down to her slippery folds; it stunk of Matt and sex and sperm and I was ashamed to admit how demonically thrilled and excited it made me feel.

“What will you do?”

She murmured in thought.

“I’m not sure Jeremy…just do your lovely thing to me, I need to relax and enjoy it…now lick me to sleep.” 

I gently sucked and worshipped at her blissful, sodden lips until her pubic hair was wet and her thin, perfect folds were clear of all Matt’s sperm. 

I hated myself but knew that I had become hooked on the whole, debased, theatrical play and experience. 

I felt her breath quicken, then exhale, I knew she had reached her peak and orgasm and felt satisfied that I had brought her such pleasure.

She slept almost instantaneously, I covered her with the sheet and slid in beside her. 

I loved her completely, she was my wife; I had never intended our relationship to be like this but, however it happened, I was happy to be here with her, overjoyed and proud she was my life partner.  

I awoke to find myself alone. 

It must have been late because when I eventually arose into the daylight I saw Anna and Celia sitting on sun-beds around the sparking, blue pool. 

They waved at me and I shook my hand back at them before dashing to the restaurant, where the last of the food was being put away. 

I managed to get some eggs, rolls and juice, felt better and wandered back to the pool and saw that the girls were dressed in small, dainty, matching white bikinis. 

They were talking to another girl who was wearing a skin tight, navy Speedo bathing suit. 

She had a sensational figure; tall, with small breasts and long legs that seemed to go on forever, and as I approached them, Anna introduced me.

“This is Jeremy…my husband.”

I shook her hand and looked into her dancing, brown eyes.

“I’m Sacha…hi Jeremy…I’m on my honeymoon too.”

She pointed to a man on the other side of the pool; he seemed pale, thin and gawky and I would never have imagined him with such a glamorous woman.

“John…my husband!”

Matt suddenly came ambling and sauntering around the pool; he was sweating, having been for a run on the beach. 

He came over and sat on the chair between the sisters and he shook the new woman’s hand quickly. 

The girls huddled together and I heard Sacha gasp and look at me in shock.

“Never…never!”

Celia shrugged, Anna smiled, the girl sat beside them and began to whisper as if they were instantly the best of friends. 

I groaned to myself; my life was repeating.

Eventually she left and Anna called me to her and had a wry smile on her face as she took my arm and spoke intimately.

“I’ve told Sacha about the situation with Matt…it appears she has similar problems with her John…If she asks you a question then, I will expect you to tell her the truth!

I was shocked at her presumption and she laughed at my helplessness.

“That’s your punishment darling for last night. Anyone asks…ever…you have to tell the truth….about who, and what you are in our marriage.”

I was stunned, appalled and shaken once more.

“What truth?”

She smiled evilly.

“That Matt’s my lover of course, he controls you and you like to dress up in my clothes and come in my knickers…you like to look and watch…suck my pussy…lick sperm…”

She stroked my cheek condescendingly.

“Need I carry on sweetheart, I’m sure you get the picture?”

I closed my eyes in shame and realisation at the foul predicament I had placed myself in through my complicity and compulsion in all of this madness.

“No.”

She patted my arm and kissed my forehead.

“Ok…remember…if you tell one lie…”

I blinked, trying to decide lamely, if I still loved her.

“I won’t Anna.”

I relaxed all afternoon and forgot completely about the conversation with my wife. 

I was swimming in the sea and had just come out when Sacha approached me gingerly; she was striking, especially in her clingy tight suit, her short brown hair and perfect lithe young body.

“Jeremy.”

I acknowledged her with a grin, as if she was attracted to me.

“I need to ask you some questions…Anna said that you wouldn’t mind?”

We walked a few paces to a parasol; we sat just on the warm sand under the shade and she addressed me calmly and cautiously.

“Matt fucks your wife…and her sister?”

It wasn’t a question and I nodded.

“You knew this before you got married?”

I felt uncomfortable but my head moved up and down again.

“You watch?”

I had thought about this all for so long now and knew the answer but kept still for a moment until she asked again, pointedly.

“You like to watch Jeremy?”

My head bobbed once more.

“You can’t fuck your wife.”

I was mortified at having to face such personal and revealing questions from a stranger and tried to explain my inadequacies.

“No…I want to but…I can’t…never could…so I get a thrill from watching… now.”

She opened her thighs squat on the soft hot sand and her pretty perfect mound was prominently displayed as she confessed her own secrets to me, as if we were close personal friends.

“John’s not fucked me…we’ve been here for over a week and I’m still a virgin…aren’t I attractive?”

I had no problem answering that.

“You’re gorgeous Sacha”

She mumbled dreamily and as if she was upset.

“Well I want to be made love to…to be fucked…Anna said Matt will take…” 

She was flushed with embarrassment.

“…My innocence,  if I want…what do you think?”

This was a much harder query.

“I don’t know…I don’t.”

She pressed me as if we were talking about fashion or business.

“How do the girls like it?”

I went quiet and she was impatient.

“Tell me!”

I had to admit the truth and it exploded out of me in strange, repressed anger and compunction.

“They love it…they can’t get enough….they adore it; I’ve seen them and watched them…they are like two whores with him, fucking and demeaning themselves on his dirty, black, thick prick!”

She was amazed at my sudden outburst and coloured up even more.

“Oh…Oh!”

Her thighs began to open and close involuntarily; I could tell she was suddenly agitated and excited, and it was affecting me.

“You like to wear Anna knickers and clothes?”

I accepted I wanted to play this game now.

“Yes.”

She smiled and spoke, as if to herself.

“I’ve noticed John looking at my underwear…”

Another question came immediately.

“You lick Matt’s come and sperm from their fannies?”

I blinked at the grossness of my degrading action and what I was admitting to; she was unknown to me and I was confused why it aroused me to confess like this.

“…What does it feel like? I’ve never tasted it…just fooled around before I met John…done sexually…almost nothing.” 

She looked wistful and suddenly I felt sorry for her, and told her what she craved to know.

“Salty and thick, creamy sickly, it tastes strange, but it becomes addictive.”

Her brown eyes were widely, twirling, twisting and glistening.

“Really?”

For some crazy reason I was encouraging her now

“Yes…once you start Sacha…you’ll become hooked!”

She seemed dazed and disbelieving

“Really?”

I nodded.

“Anna and Celia were virgins before they met Matt…now they are sluts and whores and are happier than I have ever seen them!”

Sacha’s eyes were suddenly enormous, like round, brown melons.

“Thank you Jeremy…you have helped me.”

I asked her a question.

“What will you do?”

She smiled shyly and slyly.

“We’ll see…won’t we!”

She lifted herself off the sand and walked elegantly back towards the hotel showing me her tight bottom as she went. 

Her body was slim, perfect and athletic and it was hard to believe the story she had told me; I had thought that I was unique in my relationship with my wife but it was beginning to dawn on me that apparently, I was not. 

I mentioned my conversation with Sacha to Anna when I returned to them by the pool and she smiled at me contentedly.

“I know darling she told me; you were very honest so I am pleased with you, we’re meeting them for dinner…so it will be interesting.”

I was curious.

“Don’t you mind Matt fucking her?”

She moved her fine shoulders horizontally.

“Not really…it’s fun…to see how people are…I’m more open to things now…to sex…especially!”

She seemed to be lost in prurient thought.

“And…she’s nice and that John’s… an asshole...he should be open about things…like you are darling.”

I tried to look pleased but just shifted uncomfortably at her reminder of my obvious timidity and complicity. 

I watched as Celia rubbed oil into Matt’s muscular back and skin that seemed to be going even darker and blacker in the hot sun. 

The girls dressed for dinner, short, pretty, matching dove grey dresses, their blonde hair -  that had been curled and twisted by the sun - drawn up on top of their small, petite heads, exposing their elegant, thin necks. 

They simply looked spectacular, divine visions of femininity and I had to draw my breath in wonder and admiration when I saw them both finally, fully ready.

We walked to the table on the patio overlooking the dark horizon of the becalmed sea where an odd boat flashed a small bright piercing light as if only to demonstrate the water below. 

It was secluded, we were separate from the other guests, it was that type of environment on the island; there was always a place to be private if you wanted to be.

Nigel had made his excuses and gone off to a party with some of his gay friends; his sexual leaning and proclivity was making him become a little separate to our tight group and Celia was becoming more and more integrated and dependent on Matt. 

I was still important however in the larger scheme of things and was pleased that my relationship with Anna was still strong and evolving.

Sacha and John suddenly appeared and we all inhaled as she had the shortest dress on I had ever seen. 

It was bright orange and as she walked you could clearly see her white mini knickers as the material rose and fell to her gait.

John looked unhappy and I wondered what they had been discussing but I could soon guess, as Sacha walked straight to Matt and kissed him gently on his thick, sensuous lips. 

He placed his hand on her bottom and slipped it under her dress; she did not move and smiled dreamily at Anna while he patted her soft flesh.

Her husband John went to say something but she snapped at him.

“We’ve spoken about this John now… behave…don’t embarrass me!”

He however seemed to have more fight than I had.

“Embarrass you…you want this black guy to fuck you on our honeymoon and you talk about me embarrassing you!”

She coloured up scarlet.

“John, please!”

She looked tearful and he went quiet and whispered to her but we could all hear as it was so quiet.

“Sorry Sacha…this is hard for me.”

“And for me,” she hissed.

Anna and Celia tried to mask a smirk and I looked away. 

Nobody spoke much over dinner, until the dessert when copious amounts of wine began to loosen peoples’ inhibitions.

Celia leant over to Sacha and mumbled to her softly like the breeze.

“How you feeling Sacha?”

“Stupid,” she whispered.

“Why?”

She was confused.

“Because I am.”

She took the girl’s hand in hers’.

“You don’t have to do anything…just relax, it’s not a trial.”

The girl seemed to well up and inflate like a balloon and raised her voice as if she was about to pop and explode.

“I know…but…I want to…I’m going home in a few days and I want to be fucked and taken…so badly.”

She suddenly turned to Matt and drew her head to him and kissed his lips firmly and mumbled to him, almost in madness.

“I want you to fuck me Matt…show my stupid husband how to fuck me!”

John stood up.

“Please Sacha stop this.”

Matt pulled her to her feet and placed his hand purposefully and obviously, under her miniscule dress.

“Is this what you want Sach?”

It was his pet name for her.

“Yes Matt…I do…I really do

He took charge and pushed his fingers tightly against her little panties as she inhaled in need; he then looked at her husband John and stared coldly at him.

“You…shut the fuck up…or else!”

Matt raised her dress and we could see that her tiny thong had shrivelled and shifted and her delicate brown bush and pussy was visible. 

He placed his long fingers along her hair and found the pink outline of her sex lips, moved along its’ contours and found her slippery centre.

“Is this what you want Sach?”

Her hips moved against his pressure and his index finger slipped inside her.

“God yes…yes!”

I looked at John who was suddenly silent and mesmerised, watching his wife acting so sexually needful and outrageously.

Matt pulled her panties off completely and he began to massage her vagina with his hands; his expert touch soon found her most erogenous and sensitive spots and he held her fast against him as he teased her. 

Her breathing was now coming in bursts and she began crying, squirming and writhing.

“Yes, yes Matt…oh fuck…fuck…fuck….oh Fuck!”

She groaned and collapsed into his arms, then his lap, and she wrapped her arms around his thick neck and kissed him passionately.

“Matt…I’ve come…I don’t believe it…don’t believe it…thank you!”

Matt stroked her back and she leant over and whispered in his ear.

“On the beach?” he chuckled.

She nodded enthusiastically and Anna laughed.

“Go on Matt…get it over with…it’s her time now.”

My wife then instructed me.

“Fetch some towels…then go with them and watch…with John…show him…and help him understand this is nothing personal against him it’s…”

She laughed quietly.

“…It’s just what we girls need.”

I quickly found some linen from the laundry and by the time I returned, Matt and Sacha was already walking toward an empty bed on a curve on the headland.

John was following at a distance and Sacha took the towels as I hurriedly reached them. 

She laid them on the lounger, then kneeled on the sand and unbuckled Matt’s trousers. 

His erection literally caught her in the face and amazingly, considering she told me she was still a virgin, she captured him into her mouth and suckled him eagerly. 

He stroked her hair and she looked up at him warmly, seemingly embracing and relishing her degenerate and debased position and deviant work. 

They were soon naked and eventually the young perfect girl relaxed back on the prepared towels, and spread her elegant legs widely for him. 

I stood beside John in the shadows and observed that his hand was on his crotch as his wife was slowly entered for the first time. 

Matt’s movements were smooth and initially gentle, we could both hear Sacha’s moaning and screaming in unison with the washing sounds of the ocean as it rose and fell on the beach as she was taken. 

It went on for many minutes then Matt’s pace increased, his body tensed and Sacha’s first fucking was over and her virginity was gone like a speck of sand blown away by the wind on the shore. 

I looked at John, he was flushed, his crotch was obviously wet and he was extremely animated and excited. 

Matt raised his dark form off her and placed her thighs squat on the bed so her vagina was open and visible even in the dim, inky light. 

I pushed John forward and almost before he realised, his head was between her elegant, firm, delectable thighs and legs.

She groaned to him as if she was a crude, rude, base, common girl, not the lady I had always seen her to be.

“Lick it John…lick it….fuck clean me…yes…there just here…lick him out of me…oh fuck…that’s nice!”

His tongue found her sodden flesh and he was suddenly like a little puppy; he was lost, as I had become, a stray to normality. 

By the time he had finished the future was set for John as it had been for me. 

Sacha went back with the girls to share the night at the hut with Matt and we followed and played our part, while the women were fucked ragged and licentiously abused. 

Sacha had her ass taken, losing her anal virginity as well, after John had licked it as instructed,  to make it wet and permeable and when the light found us, in the early morning, the three women were draped over Matt’s hard form in bed. 

I wondered how Sacha would react, whether she would recoil from her actions, but when she woke she saw me and smiled breezily.

“What a night Jeremy, I never realised sex could be like this.”

She looked at her husband lying naked sleeping on the floor.

“He enjoyed it too…like you do.”

Her face neared Matt’s early day hard cock and she kissed it and it pulsed. 

“I never knew these things could be so clever…I would never suck John’s cock…but this is just adorable.”

She took the tip in her perfect mouth and sucked it as if it were her favourite food. 

I watched as she drew him expertly, until he grunted and soon came, and she guzzled his sperm down dirtily, closing her eyes in pleasure as she did so. 

“Just heavenly…your wife is so lucky…and you are as well.”

I was not so sure.

“I suppose.”

She laughed.

“You are...I want to take Matt home with me”

I raised my own smile.

“The girls would kill you.”

“I know,” she laughed again “so I’ll have to make the most of it!”

She licked his penis again and rested her head on his belly. 

Eventually everyone was awake and the girls washed and changed into bikinis. 

Sacha was wearing a lime green set that hardly covered her modesty and rested beside Anna and Celia on the sun-beds beside our hut…we had total privacy as always. 

Matt was running on the beach, he needed time alone and John and I attended the girls. 

I was wearing Anna’s knickers from last night and John was wearing Sacha’s, nothing else! 

It sounded bizarre and it was, but where we were located we were isolated and could do, as we wanted.  

We began to massage the girls, John did Sacha, Nigel massaged Celia, and me, Anna. 

The wives were on their fronts and chatted as if we weren’t there or just not important enough to protect us from their intimate discussions.

Sacha groaned to her husband’s  touch and the heat.

“It was so good last night Anna and Celia thank you…if I’m imposing on your honeymoon…tell me…and…”

Celia grunted dryly.

“What?”

Sacha spoke without much conviction.

“I’ll leave you in peace.”

My wife giggled.

“Really?”

Sacha admitted rapidly her offer was a bluff.

“Not really…I’m just trying to be polite…my body’s on fire all the time.”

Celia moaned.

“And mine…it’s the temperature and maybe the fact that I’m pregnant.”

Sacha was surprised.

“Wow!”

Anna gave her more news.

“And me…both about 2 months now!”

She breathed in, in surprise.

“I never would have guessed…pregnant…both of you…double Wow!”

My wife giggled as if this was all normal.

“And before you ask…Sacha…they’re both Matt’s…Celia and I were innocent virgins before him.”

She laughed.

“BM…before Matt…we call it.”

Sacha grunted and shook her pretty head.

“Unbelievable…girls…I was too…Matt must be so virile.”

We agreed.

“He’s knocked loads of girls up where he came from.”

She was curious to know everything.

“Where was that?”

Anna laughed.

“An estate in inner London.”

She murmured in pleasure as John did her neck.

“Then he’s done well.”

Celia grunted in response.

“And we have.”

Sacha joked with her husband.

“Maybe we should go to inner London John!”

She began to fidget, her backside moving constantly and it was obvious that the conversation was on her mind. 

She rolled over on her back and looked at her husband insistently

“I want a baby John!”

“Oh,” he mumbled in shock as she went on.

“A little brown baby…if that’s all right with you?”

She looked at the other women enquiringly but they seemed unconcerned, and my wife murmured to her.

“Sure…if it clicks then go for it girl!”

Sacha was happy and excited

“Thanks girls…it’s decided then… John…we’re going to make a baby.”

Her husband was not convinced.

“Oh…sure Sacha.”

She pulled off her bottoms and we could all see her pretty brown bush and vaginal lips that were still bright pink from the previous night’s adventures.

“Lick me John…Make me even wetter…than I am.”

She spread her thighs and John bent his head and served her sex dutifully with his languid, wet tongue. 

She moaned and I could sense Anna and Celia becoming aroused. 

Matt appeared at the brow of the beach and cantered towards us; he was sweating from his run and looked like a lean, sleek, black, muscular stallion. 

He stopped above Sacha’s bed and laughed as he saw what John was doing.

“Starting as you mean to go on Sach?”

She opened her eyes and look at him.

“Matt…I want a baby!”

He laughed at her outright lustfulness.

“Now?” 

She nodded dramatically

“Now Matt…please…can John help? We want to do it together.”

He sat beside her

“Sure let me lie on the bed with you.”

Sacha moved and John looked on meekly as Matt took a long swig of water then lay back on the spacious sunlounger; he removed his shorts and his penis was already half erect.

“Get it hard Sach then sit on it…John can put it inside you then…lick my balls until I come…is that what you wanted?”

“That’s perfect,” she mumbled as if she’d lost her mind.

She bent her head and he was solid within seconds. 

“Hold it John…please.”

He placed his hands around the shaft to keep it still and we all watched as she bent her knees and expertly dropped her body onto his flesh until Matt was wedged tightly and snugly deep inside her vaginal walls. 

She began to move against him and Matt just watched her and stayed still like black iron, completely immovable and static.

She teased and humiliated her spouse.

“Come on John…lick his balls…help get the seeds into my fertile belly…come on darling for me…for us!.”

To my on-going amazement John knelt down and his tongue lapped at Matt’s big black sacs slavishly as if entreating them to empty while his wife seemed to press herself down and surrender her sanity completely.

“Oh John I can feel your tongue…suck him harder John harder…oh my God this is fantastic…oh I’m going to come…come….come!”

She thrashed against Matt’s body, banging herself against his cock and occasionally hitting John’s face that was still sucking and licking, until Matt jerked in reflex and squeezed her ass as he released inside her. 

He held still and his sperm dripped onto John’s nose as he too held his position.

“Oh Matt…Matt…Matt…I’m sure I’m pregnant now,” she gushed in madness.

He laughed and flopped back onto the bed tired, due firstly to his run then secondly after his physical workout with the demanding young girl.

“Good…so you’ll leave me alone now?”

She was insatiable and laughed.

“Well maybe we should try it again…to be sure.”

He groaned in disbelief at her demands and slapped her naked bottom hard.

“John…your bitch is a slut…and so are you!”

John blinked and looked away embarrassed.

Anna wriggled her pert rear at me.

“Jeremy lick my ass…I’m so horny now as well.”

She kicked off her bikini bottoms, Celia did too and Nigel and I pushed our tongues deep up their respective backsides. 

We did that for about half an hour then they lay on their backs and we licked them both to an orgasm. 

They collapsed back exhausted and Anna chastised Matt, who had been watching them.

“What about fucking us…you bastard!”

He walked over to them bent them over onto their knees and fucked each firmly and roughly up their tight anal passages, in turn. 

Just cold, hard, rough sex and the girls groaned in sheer bliss at being taken with such masculine virility and force. 

He finally came on the cheeks of their bottoms and as normal, or abnormal, Nigel and I licked it salaciously off them. 

Everyone was happy however, and we recovered then ran in to the sea to chill and clean off from our on-going adventure. 

Surprisingly, once the sex had been completed everyone was suddenly equal and we cavorted about like children. 

If I was honest it took me a while to lose my pride completely; I wanted to be a proper husband to Anna but the reality of the situation always held me in check and eventually it completely deviantly, seduced me. 

John lost his own self respect almost immediately, and over the next few days the impregnation sessions with Sacha became a regular occurrence. 

Anna wanted to try it as well and I frequently pushed Matt’s cock inside her then licked his big balls until he came. 

It was a weird feeling my tongue on his soft sacs but my erect dick showed everyone how I enjoyed it. 

On Sacha’s last night we all ate together and the girls consoled her as she began to cry.

“I’ll miss you all so,” she wailed.

Celia comforted her.

“You can come and see us Sacha!”

Matt’s voice chimed in abruptly.

“No she can’t… our home is just for us…no whores there…I’m sorry Sacha…but we can meet in London...or something but there’s no relationship.”

She began to well up.

“You bastard,” she spat.

He had no pity for her.

“You need to find your own stud Sacha…I’ll give some pals of mine your number…try them…they can fuck you well.”

She protested angrily.

“I’m not just a body to fuck…you know!”

“If you say so,” he questioned.

“I might have your baby!”

Matt was completely ambivalent and enigmatic as always.

Sacha got up and ran from the table; John raced after her and the girls went to follow but Matt stopped them.

“Sit still.”

They remained where they were and Celia spoke softly.

“Silly girl.”

Anna agreed.

“Stupid…what does she expect?”

They discussed it as if it was the latest soap! 

“Love…she’s confused sex with love.”

Anna turned to her master and spoke timidly.

“But we love you Matt.”

He smiled at her.

“That’s diff’ Anna…Sach’ is just…a visitor!”

The women nodded together as if they understood.

“You’re right Matt…right...right…right…she comes to our bed and wants to take over! The bitch!”

There was no reasoning when it came to their dark, delicious man!

We all finished our food and suddenly Sacha appeared out of the shadows looking extremely sheepish.

“Sorry Matt…don’t know what came over me…thought of no sex I suppose…I’ll meet the guys you know of course…see how it goes.”

He seemed placated at her offer.

“Cool.”

She sat and picked at her meal.

“Can I still stay with you and the girls tonight?”

Matt stared at my wife and Celia.

“It’s up to them.”

Anna nodded.

“OK Sacha…no more pressure though OK?”

She smiled back broadly as if her world was back on its’ helter-skelter, kilter.

“Thank you…I’ll be on my best behavior…and Matt.”

He looked at her as if waiting for something unreasonable.

“I am a slut…just a body for you…a wife for John…I understand better now.”

He nodded as if in confirmation of her debased assessment of her self-induced, perverse situation

“Good.”

The atmosphere was convivial again, we drank and eventually retreated to the rooms, where Matt was inspired in his sexual activity and by the morning everyone was exhausted. 

Sacha went on her way at Midday and suddenly it was just the five of us again. 

We all missed our pretty playmate and John, but regained our holiday spirit by mid afternoon playing splash-ball in the pool. 

It was actually nice to be together again but it did not last long as an attractive blonde girl came to speak to me, once the sun began to lose its’ full oppressive, energy, power and heat. 

She was slim with small breasts and her body was only just covered by a bright yellow, thong bikini and bra. 

She had piercing blue eyes and long, straight, blonde hair.

“Are you Jeremy?”

I nodded; I’d seen the girl previously talking to Sacha and presumed that was who she wanted.

“Sacha’s left.”

She smiled showing me her sparkling, flashing, gleaming teeth.

“I know.”

She explained, as if I was her friend.

“Sorry I’m Jo…here on honeymoon with Derek…over there.”

I looked across to see a chubby, balding elderly man who waved at us happily as his wife went on.

“That Sacha…what a story she told me about you and your party…everyone here is talking about it?”

I was confused.

“About what?”

She whispered as if everyone was listening.

“That the black guy is shagging your missus and his sister and, according to Sacha, her too!”

She blushed as if hardly being able to even discuss such unspeakable things.

“… and you are happy to watch!”

I was in my own world and answered as if she was mad one, and not me!

“That’s untrue actually…I join in as well sometimes, if Matt tells me to!”

I could have said nothing but I had lost my shame and patience; these people were strangers to me and I just felt that I didn’t want to lie anymore, and spoke brusquely.

“And before you ask I wear my wife’s clothes, knickers and stuff…happy now?”

She was taken aback at her intrusive cheek, and my reaction.

“Sorry Jeremy you think I’m being nosy…just that Derek is a bit unusual too.”

Now, I was curious.

“Oh…go on?”

She was the one that was suddenly ashamed and she found it hard to look at me.

“He likes my pants, knickers…likes to sniff them…wear them…it’s disgusting!”

My ears suddenly pricked up. 

“Really?”

She nodded sadly.

“Yeah honest…he feels like he’s a one off…you know, he’d like to talk someone like you…asked if you’d speak to him.”

I vocalized a stupid question; just looking at her and then at him would have told me the answer.

“Why did you marry him?”

She laughed deliciously.

“Money darling…money of course…he’s OK…but the sex with him is just shit…non existent!”

Her bluntness shocked me a little.

“Oh…”

She took my fingers and I let her lead me over to Derek, his podgy hand shook mine and he spoke quietly, and with a distinct lack of confidence.

“Hi Jeremy…pleased to meet you…I’ve heard a few stories!”

“All true,” I smiled.

“I’ll leave you boys to talk” Jo mumbled sweetly, “can I chat to your wife?”

I cautioned her.

“I suppose so but…”

She was amused.

“What?”

I told her straight.

“Matt will end up fucking you!”

She looked at her husband to see if he was annoyed at such a prospect.

“Would you mind darling if he fucked me…I’d let it all drip into my pants and you could smell it.”

Derek’s face went bright red as if in answer, she giggled and walked off, parading her pretty body around the pool before finally, animatedly introducing herself to the girls and Matt. 

They looked across at us and waved and Jo was soon in an intense discussion with Celia and my wife. 

I knew that they were talking about us and I cursed myself for my overwhelming proclivity for honesty with her, and everyone I met.

My new friend spoke to me nervously.

“Do you really think that black guy will fuck her?”

I nodded.

“Not a doubt…or a question…your wife will be mounted and fucked like mine is!”

I could see him harden beneath his shorts, as I did too under mine, and he whispered more breathlessly to me.

“Let’s talk about this in my room!”

I nodded and we walked along the beach to Derek’s hut; he walked in, removed his trunks and pulled a pair of skimpy purple knickers around his small genitals.

“God that’s better!”

He went into a drawer and thew me a similar pair of panties, but in white.

“Smell them… she wears them once and gives them to me.”

This was so bizarre but in reflex I brought my nose to the crotch and inhaled a sweet aroma of his pretty wife’s sexuality. 

It was a heady combination of perfume, urine and that indefinable pussy smell. 

I slipped my shorts off and pulled them around me; I was solid and we sat opposite each other, naked, except for the fine underwear and I was inquisitive enough to ask the first question.

“How long have you been like this?”

He smiled, lighting up his podgy face.

“Oh a long time…liked women’s stuff since I was a boy…never did much about it till I met Jo…and she helped me to realize, that it was OK.”

I went on. 

“Where did you meet her?”

He reminisced.

“In a club, she was a dancer…lap-dancer…we just got friendly.”

I was as forward as his wife had been.

“Have you had sex?

He shook his head

“In a way, but not properly…if you know what I mean?”

I nodded, as I understood and he turned the enquiry onto me.

“And you?”

I confessed honestly.

“Since being with Anna…she cuckolded me completely with Matt and now I just serve them both.”

He laughed, but not judgmentally.

“Wow that’s weird.”

I shrugged.

“I know…but I like it…and anyway you’ll be the same with Jo soon.”

He sounded a little panic stricken.

“She’s not been unfaithful.”

He was very naïve and I put him straight.

“Derek, sorry to disillusion you…but about now, fucking Matt will have her on her knees sucking his black hard stiff cock…then he’ll fuck her… face up to it, you’ve lost her now to this life.”

He looked shocked but I could see he was hard and his hand went to his crotch.

“He’s fucking her?”

I smiled at his condition and compulsion that was the very same as mine; somehow it made me feel better about myself. 

“Definitely…and he’s big…very big.”

I could see him going flushed and he groaned, as he quickly trembled and came.

“Sorry Jeremy…but…it turns me on!”

I was buzzing too.

“I know…that’s the thing…we get a deviant kick from it…and I do…I’m hard too…the first time I saw them doing it I thought I was going to explode.”

His mouth was open in surprise.

“You watch?”

I nodded.

“Sure Matt rubs my nose in it…fucks her, then humiliates me…I like it when he fucks her in the ass…it’s so dirty and sordid…oh God I’m going to come as well…oh fuck…fuck!”

I grunted pathetically and came over Jo’s panties filling them with foul spurts of my seed.

We both lay back in our chair breathing hard and I laughed at our depravity.

“We’re sick!”

My new friend chuckled.

“Yeah…but between you and me I still get a fucking thrill out of it.”

We had a drink and chatted some more. 

Every-time I mentioned Matt and Jo he became hard and quickly came; I was turned on too and soon Jo’s panties were covered with more evidence of our weakness and disgrace.

Light suddenly cascaded into the room and I was shocked to see Anna and Jo appearing, as they walked in through the door.

“Boys what are you up to?”

We sat speechless and Anna stood over me threateningly.

“Whose pants are those?”

I had been caught as if I was a small boy raiding the cookie jar!

“Jo’s.”

She scolded me fiercely

“You dirty little boy…sorry Jo.”

The girl was shaken, although apparently mildly amused, and answered her coldly

“That’s OK…but I don’t want them back…look they’re thick with him! Gross!”

Anna was cross at my indiscretions and infidelity although, given what she was doing, it seemed ridiculous that she was.

“Take them off Jeremy, swap with Derek and lick all the stuff off.”

Jo told her husband to do the same, we both complied and I cleaned all the semen off the knickers he’d been wearing with my tongue, and he did mine until all that was left were soaked, clear material.

It tasted awful!

Anna was still irate with me

“Apologize to Jo…you don’t wear another woman’s knickers…just mine…I’m really annoyed…I’d like to punish you.”

Jo agreed and chimed in.

“It’s not nice Anna…what do you think we should do?”

My wife’s devious dangerous mind was working and her blue eyes twinkled in mischief.

“You know if Jeremy wore your pants maybe Derek should wear mine.”

Jo seemed confused.

“What do you mean?”

Anna explained.

“Let Jeremy stay with you tonight…I’ll take Derek…he can do Jeremy’s job…and vice-versa.”

Jo nodded enthusiastically.

“That’s a brilliant idea.”

Anna walked over to Derek who looked at her nervously.

“So you up for it Derek?”

He was frightened.

“No.”

His wife berated him crossly.

“You do as you’re fucking told, Derek!”

Anna smiled at her.

“Does he lick your pussy Jo?”

The blonde girl with the long, flowing hair seemed surprised.

“No.”

She laughed.

“He should!”

My wife slipped off her bottoms, made the chubby little man subserviently kneel on the floor and pushed her mound into his rounded face.

“Tongue…now lick…harder Derek…deeper…better…good.”

She grunted and pushed herself against him.

“When you fuck… Jo…it’s such a nice feeling to be licked clean.”

The new woman smiled shyly

“Can I try?”

My wife groaned and nodded.

Jo walked over to me and pulled her own yellow bottoms to the floor. 

I could see sperm covering her sexual lips; her vagina was small and tight and her pubic hair was thin and wispy and dripping fluid, I knew Matt had taken and used her.

“He’s fucked you?” 

She ignored my question, my tongue went inside her and I immediately recognized the taste of Matt’s pungent, sticky seed. 

“Has he?” I heard Derek gasp.

Jo was wiping her slit on my tongue, getting quickly used to the sensation

“Sure has honey…within 10 minutes of sitting down…he had me on my back with my legs pressed up to him as he fucked your sweet wife...Oh Anna fuck this is so good….why have I never done this?”

She was moving harder against me.

“Jeremy softer now…deeper…find the spot sweetie…yes…that’s it.”

Her husband cried out to her mournfully.

“Oh Jo…no…he’s fucked you,”

Jo grunted at him angrily in frustration as she was nearing her climax.

“Shut up Derek…I’m entitled… now learn what Anna’s teaching you and soon you can do this for me…oh my God I’m coming….coming…oh fuck…fuck!”

I felt her tremble and shiver and her vibrations seemed to ripple through her body and onto my tongue as she grumbled in release.

“God…that was so fucking… good…how’s Derek doing?”

Anna was moving her hips against him, laughed weakly and finally climaxed.

“Not bad but needs some work!”

Anna murmured.

“So you keep Jeremy and I’ll send over Derek with some clothes for him to change into for dinner later”

They were agreed as if we were mere innocuous pawns in their game.

“OK”

Anna and Derek left with a small bag and I was still kneeling at Jo’s pussy; she patted my hair and rubbed herself against my face, covering my lips with her prurient juices.

“That was so nice Jeremy…let me lie on the bed and you can do some more!”

She lay back and spread her milky thighs wide and showed me her soaked-pink sex lips.

“Another half an hour…nice and gentle…baby, please!  

I took my place between her thighs, used my tongue as sensitively as I could and was pleased as I brought her to another orgasm.

She was ecstatic.

“Oh Jeremy…you are so clever.”

She made me lie beside her and took my erection in her soft hand.

“A little treat for you…because I’ve enjoyed it so much…don’t tell Anna.”

She bent her head and took the top of my penis in her mouth; she looked at me, smiled innocently, sucked and I came almost instantly, covering her pretty face with spurts of my semen.

I thought I had won the lottery, I was so delighted.

“Oh thank you Jo…thank you!”

She laughed.

“It’s a one off baby…you’re too quick for me…but at least you know what it feels like now.”

It seemed as if I had been naughty and got away with it, I flushed in pleasure as we lay close together and she wrapped her long thin arms around me.

“Your skin is so soft Jeremy…like a girl’s.”

She held my penis and balls and squeezed them.

“These are so small baby…no wonder you like ladies pants they must feel really comfy…I’ll give you a really sexy pair for later…and stockings?”

She felt me go hard and giggled

“Now you do like the thought of that…I bet you’d like to dress up and suck a guy’s cock…wouldn’t you? Be a slut like me and Anna?”

My erection could not disguise that the idea appealed to me and as she rubbed me, I came again in her hand. 

She gathered my sperm in her palm and smeared it on my lips; I sucked it off disgustingly and she just sniggered and found it all merrily entertaining.

“I understand Jeremy…it’ll be our private secret.”

Derek arrived with my clothes and we gave each other a knowing glance, both happy in our debased own way. 

Jo showered, then I did and she placed a white pair of pants and nylons on the bed with a garter waistband to attach them to. 

I’d never felt clip stocking before and they felt very sexy as I drew them onto my legs. 

I put my normal clothes over the top and smiled at Jo; she was nice and I liked her. 

Dinner was a raucous affair, everyone laughing and happy. 

There was a dance and the girls were soon the centre of attention and cavorting on the floor. 

Jo spoke to my wife and then directly came to me.

“Go back to my room Jeremy…there’s a white silk slip to go with the lingerie I gave you…put it on…and I’ll see you soon.”

I understood immediately and looked at her in disappointment.

“You’ll be with Matt…I won’t see you until the morning?”

She was dazzling, as if flushed with the sun and other more earthly matters.

“Then that will be your loss…trust me…off you go!”

I walked away sadly as if I had been rebuffed and reached her hut.

As she had said, the finery was on her bed and I pulled it on, luxuriating in how it danced and tingled on my skin. 

Women’s clothes were a real excitement for me and I sat in my solitude on the balcony and watched the surf softly throw itself onto the dark sand. 

I thought about what Jo had said; that I wanted to be dressed as I was and suck some man’s cock. 

I was sure she was wrong but my erection demonstrated that she wasn’t. 

I knew that she was probably now with Matt and the girls having great sex and I felt miserable to be excluded. 

I had some wine and just as I was preparing for bed I saw two figures appear out of the darkness and realized that it was Jo with some stocky man in tow.

“Hi Jeremy…meet Danny.”

She was a little tipsy…they both were.

“Hi Jo…why aren’t you with Matt?”

She shocked and surprised me; these women were so divisive and devious!”

“He’s not my type really baby; Anna and I played a little game with you and Derek.”

I gazed at her in disbelief as she laughed.

“I just wanted the freedom to fuck who I wanted…and now you’ve given me that…and baby I’m going to fuck Danny!”

I was confused.

“But the sperm on you…Matt’s sperm?”

She smiled at my innocence to their deceit.

“Just jerked him off and spread it on me…didn’t want to be part of the set baby. Anna understood…thought you’d have some fun with me…and she’d enjoy training Derek!”

My mouth was open in the sheer outrageous, honesty and audacity of what she’d said and done.

“You look nice Jeremy…doesn’t he, Danny?”

“Lovely,” the stranger laughed.

Jo explained as best she could.

“Danny’s here by himself; he’s adventurous like me…met him a few days ago…we’ve wanted to fuck since we met…now we can.”

She walked into the bedroom and we both followed; she allowed her covering to fall to the floor, was dressed in similar lingerie to me and whispered in instruction.

“Hang it up baby…please.”

They began to kiss and Danny was soon naked, with his erection sticking out like a large Indian totem pole. 

There was little foreplay and he began to fuck her. 

He was a thickset man with strong legs and his body moved against Jo’s softness soundly, causing a resonant slap as he entered and left her. 

He fucked from the front then the rear and she cried and came and finally knelt on the bed and held his still, solid flesh in her hand.

“Come here Jeremy.”

I moved beside her nervously and Danny’s cock was inches from my face.

“Suck it bitch,” she smiled.

Without thinking I opened my mouth and his penis slipped into my salivating mouth. 

I could taste Jo all over him and as his balls were bouncing against my lips, I knew he was so close to a climax. 

I could see myself in the mirror dressed in my lingerie with a cock in my mouth, like a slut and I felt perverted, but terribly excited and aroused as well. 

Danny began to moan and Jo held my head tightly as he tensed and poured wads of thick, creamy spunk into my mouth. 

I choked, swallowed and then drew on him as the flood became just a trickle and the man gasped out in release.

“He sucks like a pro!’”

“Told you,” Jo giggled.

I licked his balls and the blonde, mercurial woman patted me on the head.

“Good job Jeremy…it is glorious isn’t it?”

I had enjoyed it for sure.

“I suppose I do like it…a bit!”

She was ecstatic.

“Wonderful.”

I looked at the sturdy stranger, his dark eyes glowing in the dim light.

“Do you mind me doing it Danny?”

He shook his handsome head.

“No Jeremy…you look and dress like a girl and your mouth is so soft, and Jo makes it fun.”

My new mistress entreated me.

“Make him hard for me honey…will you…please.”

Without further coercion I took the wet limp flesh in my oral cavity again and began to suck and lick it. 

As it began to grow I could sense my whole body becoming excited, suddenly it was thick and solid again inside me, as he stroked my head and told me what he wanted me to do. 

“Good Jeremy now go and lick Jo’s ass for me.”

I did as he said diligently and she bent over on the bed to await him. 

He kneeled behind her and pushed at her brown puckered hole until it began to ease and allowed his flesh to slowly penetrate her. 

Once inserted, he moved himself and she lowered her long hair and exhaled in pure, animal passion. 

He held her blonde mane and began to pound her ass, over and over until she screamed and he grunted in time to their motions. 

I could tell he was on the edge, he gestured to me to purse my lips and he withdrew suddenly and stuck his hardness into my open mouth. 

He came instantly, the sheer vulgarity and baseness was overwhelming, I gasped and swallowed as I tried to deal with the myriad of sexual, earthy smells and tastes bombarding my senses.

“Wow,” Danny mumbled and groaned “bloody fucking wow!”

He lay back and caressed Jo, who in turn stroked my leg.

“Teamwork,” she laughed.

The rest of the night was spent in one type of sexual tryst or another and in the morning I awoke just to Jo, as Danny had left to recover in the sanctity and privacy of his own room.

“Good time?” she smiled.

I returned her joviality and we hugged each other.

“Thanks Jo,” I murmured “I learned a lot about myself.”

She chuckled.

“And me!”

We dressed and went for breakfast where the rest of the group was eating and we were all happy to see each other. 

I stayed with Jo for another couple of nights and began to really enjoy the experiences with her and Danny. 

I loved the dressing up and to act as if I was a woman, but I knew that it did not detract from my first duty, love and obligation, to Anna and Matt. 

This was just experimentation for me and without Jo’s involvement it would not have been pleasurable at all. 

That’s what I was learning about sex, it was not just the act in itself that was enjoyable; it was the interplay between people that made it exciting and so addictive. 

Jo and Derek left a couple of days before us and by the time we boarded the plane to return home, we all felt full of love, passion, fulfillment and happy with the marriage and the pledges we’d made to each other. 

The honeymoon had been the weirdest, best experience of my life and in some peculiar way I was sad it had ended. 

As I entered the first class cabin I realized that it was empty once again and the delightful stewardess Nat was smiling at me from ear to ear. 

“Welcome aboard,” she entreated “are you working tonight?”

I looked at her in her tight blue uniform and smiled back, the honeymoon was not yet over after all! 

Celia

What a time! What a honeymoon! The whole experience had been sensational. 

To think I had been a virgin but a few weeks previously and now my sex life was one wild adventure after another. 

Everything seemed to have fitted divinely together; Matt had established himself as head of our little family and the two boys were learning their subservient place each passing day. 

Nigel either served me with his tongue or found himself some local, gay boyfriend. 

I was quite happy either way; he was always around but never really bothered or intruded on my time with Matt and Anna. 

Jeremy was a revelation, his feminine side coming more and more to the surface. 

When I saw him dressed in the stewardess outfit I nearly died but I was beginning to adjust to his fetish and actually found it interesting, engaging and unusually attractive. 

Anna and I were totally submissive to Matt, hooked on his sexual dominance and complete power over us. 

I had always been a strong person but when Matt was fucking me I was just malleable, weak putty in his fingers and irresistible flesh. 

Anna and I were closer than ever, sharing each moment and welcoming any new experience as long as Matt was happy. 

I was in the Mile High Club and had shared our delicious lover, with various different partners. 

There was no jealousy, Matt had made it clear that we were his real women and anyone else was just a meaningless fuck.   

It was strange to see him with other girls at first, but once adjusted, I enjoyed the experience, as did all the women he took. 

Matt was a real stud!

Anna and I had our own houses on the family estate, within walking distance of Matt’s, and most evenings we would eat with our husbands then go to Matt to sleep and be sexed. 

Some evenings Matt would wish to be alone and within a fortnight we settled into a comfortable pattern where everyone was happy, contented and settled. 

The one shadow in our perverse world was Daddy’s new horrible girlfriend or now, his fiancée, Maxine.  

She was living at the main house and Anna and I had to try to be nice to her, for Daddy’s sake, but it was proving an impossible task. 

Beneath her veil of expensive clothes and make-up lay a common woman out for what she could get. 

It was clear however Daddy was besotted, and we had to bite our tongues as she played at being mistress of the manor. 

I also felt that she had picked up on our relationship with Matt and she often made an occasional sly dig around the dinner table.

One weekend Daddy was in London and Anna, Matt and I had been out riding. 

We saw Maxine returning to the stables, her beige jodhpurs looked as if they had been sprayed on; she was so pedestrian and obvious! 

She saw us and sneered.

“Been out riding girls…and I didn’t mean the horses!”

She looked at Matt as if he was something that the thoroughbreds had just dropped from their backsides and strode gainfully back to the house, her ass almost flowing like water in the trousers as she went.

I felt my anger rising, we all followed her and found her in the lounge, pouring herself a stiff, sharp whisky.

“Why don’t you shut the fuck up Maxine,” I snapped at her.

She turned on me in a whirlwind of spite and bile.

“Don’t think I don’t know what you’re up to with your black boyfriend…you and Anna…you’re disgusting!”

I was angry.

“Fuck off Maxine!”

She was not frightened of us.

“Fuck you as well, and I’m going to tell your father…”

I wanted to hit her.

“Bitch!”

Her hand lifted and as I felt it sting my face, my mind exploded in fury.

I raised my whip and brought it down on her backside. 

She whimpered and raised her hands again to strike me but Matt caught them and expertly brought them behind her back and tied them together in a flash, with a cord from the curtains 

Matt threw her over the small chair, her ass was there for me to hit and he encouraged me to do so.

“Slap the bitch Celia…hard.”

My wrist flicked and the black whip cracked on her tightly covered bottom.

“Don’t,” she cried “Stop!”

Matt went over, squeezed her hair and his hand expertly unclipped her clingy, provocative trousers.

She moaned and kicked out but he held her fast and he unrolled her covering to her knees and we were looking at the tiniest pink thong I’d ever seen, set in two large soft fleshy cheeks. 

I brought the whip down again and she howled in pain as it made a bright, red mark and stain on her plump, exposed flesh.

“Say you’re sorry.”

She was crazy with anger.

“Fuck you…just wait till your father…”

The crop stung her again and as she squealed a strange thing happened; she sunk her head lower and raised her ass up.

Matt sensed it; he just had that instinct with women and he was never wrong.

“The bitch likes it…Anna go and get a camera.”

My sister left and I gave Maxine another sound slap and she howled like a wounded animal.

“Say sorry.”

She would not submit

“Fuck you.”

Anna returned and Matt stood behind Maxine and to my shock he placed his hands on her raging, blushing ass cheeks.

“I bet you like this shit and… if I put my hand in your little red pussy it’s going to be very, very wet.”

She had a strange edge to her tone now.

“Don’t you even think about it, you black bastard!”

Matt pulled her thong down, his fingers eased into her dark crevices and she began to breathe hard.

“Take a photo while I fuck her…Anna!”

My sibling brought the now trembling camera to her face and Matt gripped Maxine’s luminous, red hair and undid his trousers.

I spoke out in real terror.

“Matt you can’t…she’s Daddy’s fiancée”

He would not listen.

“Shut the fuck up…hit her ass again!”

I swished it with real force this time, she groaned and bent her head even further into the chair.

Matt took his place behind her and suddenly his cock was pushing at her bottom, then, as she grunted and squealed, it slipped perfectly inside her vagina as if it belonged there. 

He slapped her cheeks with his palm and Anna clicked the camera as Matt began to fuck her with real energy and aggression. 

She screamed, cried and groaned at the top of her voice as Matt took sexual command and control of her.

She begged him and pleaded as she moaned, but he was relentless just moving his cock in and out of her like a black, demonic blade.

“Don’t you bastard…please don’t…don’t Matt…please.”

She raised her bottom and Anna and I got a clear view of his shaft leaving and entering her most sensitive place. 

She bit her lips, trembled and shuddered and I knew straight away that she’d climaxed and reached her sexual high. 

Matt gripped her hair harder as she grimaced, increased his pace and spent his seed deeply inside her belly, then fell back and separated himself breathlessly as he finished with her.

He released her bonds immediately, as she was now weak, limp and listless and he spoke menacingly to her. 

“Now say your sorry bitch,” Matt ordered.

Maxine, although collapsed physically, would still not surrender her will.

“Fuck off…you black bastard…I’m going to call the police!”

She somehow rose, pulled up her knickers, buckled her trousers and stumbled towards the hall and Matt called after her.

“You be back here at 5p.m…you’re going to be fucked until you apologize!”

She screamed at him in unbridled fury.

“Fuck you…the police will be here soon!”

Matt laughed at her threats.

“Do what you want…I know you enjoyed it… Slag!”

She began to weep and ran out of the room; I turned to Anna and looked at her in overwhelming panic.

“What are we going to do…Matt you’re so stupid.”

He moved his shoulders expressively as if that in itself would solve the problem.

“We’ll see…I’m going to the pub…see you at 5p.m.”

He left and I spent the next few hours waiting for the police to appear but they did not and at 4.45p.m, I was dithering in anxiety and still waiting with fraught Anna, in the lounge. 

Matt came in carrying a fine thin cane and to my amazement at 5p.m. precisely, the horrible, crude, annoying Maxine walked in, as bold as brass. 

She was completely different from the frightened woman that had left, and was wearing a short black dress and stockings. 

She walked over to Matt and slapped him hard across the face but he didn’t flinch or move a muscle, just smiled darkly and threateningly at her.

“How did you know?”

Matt’s hands went under her dress and she bent herself over the chair.

“I can tell…you liked being hit…and fucked…you’re a slag and a whore…dealt with them all of my life!”

He raised her hem and she had black silk, French boy-short knickers on.

“Hit me…”

He brought the cane down hard on her silky cheeks and she squealed like a pig, in a mixture of muck, pain and exultation.

“Again!”

He hit her further and firmer and she removed her dress to reveal that she was naked apart from her fine pants and suspenders.

She groaned in disbelief that her secret had been discovered.

“How did you know I loved this so much?”

Matt didn’t answer but began to slap and then fuck her forcefully. 

She responded to every dark, deep, rough thrust, pushing back against him, until eventually she found her orgasmic high and he climaxed inside her.

She lay suddenly prostrate and looked at me weakly, devoid of any energy.

“Sorry Celia for being so horrible but, I’m going to be nasty again.”

I looked at her and felt myself shaking like a jelly to all of this tension and madness.

“How?”

I want to borrow Matt…want a real man to fuck me…you keep quiet and so will I!”

I said nothing but thought for a moment, looked at Anna and we agreed telepathically.

“OK Maxine…if Matt’s prepared to fuck you…you can share!”

She smiled and began to suck his cock, until it inevitably hardened again.

Matt’s black eyes sparkled and winked at me, as if he knew exactly what I was thinking. 

I then took surreptitious, secret videos of Maxine being fucked by our secret, black lover in every possible, conceivable way on my phone. 

I did this numerous times, as Maxine turned out to be the biggest whore going, and made demands on Matt constantly. 

She would fuck him then go and sleep with Daddy sometimes and it disgusted me but, I had no choice other than to accept it.

Eventually after a few weeks, and only a month from her wedding to Daddy, she fell pregnant and I knew we had her.

The fateful meeting I had with Daddy was in his office; Anna and I sat down and explained how much we loved him, but that he needed to know about his future wife and her pregnancy. 

We showed him some of the video of her with Matt, acting in the coarsest, most depraved possible manner. 

We then waited nervously, in silence, as he watched intently until finally, he stopped the moving pictures and sat quietly and thoughtfully.

He spoke as if we were still children and, in all fairness, there was a lot about us he did not know anymore.

“Girls there are things between a man and his wife you do not understand, I know about her and Matt; Maxine has always had a boyfriend, it’s our… arrangement!”

He looked uncomfortable and pained but continued.

“You probably don’t understand but I’m pleased she’s getting pleasured as she wants…I actually like that she is!”

Anna and I were mortified and I spoke to him in realization and horror.

“Daddy you’re licking it out of her?”

He just smiled at the fact that we were more worldly educated than he realised.

“And the baby?”

He shrugged pragmatically. 

“Maybe it will be nice to have some black blood in the family…and I always have been open minded girls.”

Anna and I inhaled, swallowed our initial shock and quickly glanced at each other; at our burgeoning waistlines and the revelations that would be forthcoming before the winter snows fell.

“Are you Daddy…are you really?”

He smiled warmly and lovingly as he always had.

“Sure of course girls …absolutely…open to new things…why?”

Anna and I stood up together before him, and held hands like the sweet, innocent, little girls he had always known, loved and cherished.

“That’s good Daddy because….we’ve got something to tell you!”

The End
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