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Raymond

The luxurious apartment set in a small exclusive complex - which I had rented for a fortnight in Spain - seemed an ideal place for me and my new wife Felicity, along with her outstandingly petite pretty daughter Ami, to really bond and get to know each other much better.

It was an expensive gesture on my part I suppose, but I had plenty of money and after being something of a self-confessed miser for most of my first fifty years - to achieve this advantageous position of wealth or power - I was set to go on a further carefully considered spending spree which up to now had bought the delicate hand of my new blonde bride.

Felicity was most definitely, a substantial catch for someone like me, who I would honestly declare had never had much previous success with glamorous women.

I suppose in all truth we had married in some ill-advised haste, but time was running on for me, and given that Felicity - gorgeous as she was - came from fairly penurious circumstance I felt that I definitely had authority over her, and now cute dark-haired Ami as well given the substantive financial advantages I could supply them with.

Some might say my pecuniary attitude was a callous or mercenary way to look at things - and I was taking advantage - but sometimes in business or life if you had earned the whip-hand then without question, you were fully entitled to use it.

So a few months after the recent wedding - there was no honeymoon as I had been busy with one venture or another - we arrived in the scented twilight of the early evening at this heavenly up-market apartment venue where I was pleased that the inside of the accommodation was just as luxurious or even opulent as I had hoped for.

Comely juvenile Ami seemed content enough with her accommodation in the front bedroom on the ground floor overlooking the pool, while Felicity and I naturally took possession of the splendid superior suite on the first-floor areas where my wife selflessly unpacked just as I asked and expected her to do.

She was - of course - not my domestic servant but, given that my attractive spouse was the fortunate wife to an extremely successful man like me then understandably I wished - if not silently demanded - that she should entirely devote her free time to making my life as stress-free and enjoyable as possible.

Not an unreasonable bargain given where she would have been without the many fiscal advantages I could supply if I so chose.

In an hour everything was suitably in place and I called my lovely cute girls together - that’s how I liked to think about them - then murmured to my new female audience and entourage as if they were sweet and silly children.

“I thought that we will go into the local town to eat but…”

My chest puffed or pumped out in a display or a bravura show regarding my control and absolute authority.

“…I would naturally ask you both to dress demurely because I must make it clear that you need to respect my sensibilities concerns or wishes now I am head of the family, as I do have certain standards that need to be respected and kept.”

My dazzlingly gorgeous blonde-haired wife made fleeting eye contact with her teenage divine-looking daughter for reasons that flew over my slightly balding head then smiled warmly at me.

“What a wonderful idea, Ray…of course we surely want you to be proud of us and will do our level best not to raise your displeasure so we all can enjoy a wonderful time here.”

Her conciliatory words and prompt co-operation was well received, if not life-affirming for me to hear, and we all set about washing then dressing before the three of us were shortly taking the short atmospheric stroll in the temperate air towards the shimmering lights of the scenic portside where all the local restaurants were situated.

My keen eyes noticed immediately Ami was wearing a cut-off red top with clingy white shorts - I personally felt were a little too tight and high - that disconcertingly hugged her perfect ass perhaps a little too closely, but thankfully my wife looked very much the Lady in a colourful medium length floral summer dress and with regard the convivial atmosphere that existed that initial evening I did not think it wise to pick an argument with her about Ami so early into the vacation.

There was ample time for such discussion that appeared to be inevitably coming as this slender young girl - in my opinion - seemed precocious in many obvious but uncorrected ways and tended to be more than a little unruly for my more mature taste.

Secretly I had taken an unspoken vow that it was now my position, as her new parent through the recent marriage, to bring the young woman into line and try and get this always undisciplined girl to see life from a far more refined and privileged point of view.

Just as I did.

We took a divinely laid out table at a lovely evocative eatery overlooking the charming harbour and I chose the wine - after sensibly checking the prices because sometimes you could get taken on - before the meal was ordered then eventually served until finally we began to settle as a group especially when Felicity lovingly stroked my hand and smiled in clear gratitude to me.

“Thank you so much for this holiday Ray…it’s truly…”

Her blue eyes looked around the busy scene at how the fortunate well-to-do enjoyed themselves as she gushed.

“…Wonderful here.”

I nodded and mumbled in the confirmation that her prospects had undeniably and substantially improved with me, and with Ami having just finished sixth-form then she would also surely need my monitory support as well because I understood she intended to go to college at which introspective moment I sighed as if absolutely content with my new lot in life.

“It does have a certain Spanish style Darling, and if you recall I did promise you a fabulous time when we met.”

Felicity and I had initially got connected on a dating website where she at first impressed me with her photographic blonde good-looks, although in all secret truth I did feel that the resume she had was a little lowbrow for someone of my stature, but we met anyway and the rest - as they say - is romantic history.

As if drinking in the general ambience of this fabulous location the three of us took our time over the sumptuous meal and a local but lush red wine before Ami eventually ran off to talk to some youngsters that she had seen around the accommodation we were staying in,

Then, as the pretty port was fairly-compact, Felicity and I leisurely wandered around the main square then had coffee in one of the romantic side streets before eventually sauntering back to the centre of this bustling place where I saw her giggling daughter eating an ice cream cone and talking in the centre of an energetic youthful crowd.

She came over to us agreeably then smiled with equal camaraderie.

“There’s a nightclub here so I’m going to tag along, and I’ll be back at the apartment later.”

Protectively I took it upon myself to sigh deeply before making what I felt was a necessary but pertinent point.

“I don’t think that’s wise Ami, as we have just arrived, you must be tired, and after all I am responsible for you now.”

She glared at me in obvious but supressed anger or irritation while her mother kept sensibly quiet - as if to diffuse any tension - but then to make everything more pressurised a tall, gangly, obviously ignorant black boy lolled towards us with an unknown slim blonde girl on his arm and presumptuously took Ami’s arm.

“Come on then Babe…let’s see what moves you have?”

Ami grumbled in response with some audible exasperation and gestured mockingly at me with her resplendent long tangled dark hair.

“Mum’s new husband Raymond doesn’t want me to come…thinks it’s dangerous.”

To my horror the lanky arrogant patently insufferable boy in a red vest top and tatty blue denim shorts then put his thin arm around her, as if he was her tainted knight in shining armour, and simply smirked in my direction.

“Be cool, Man…my name in Tyrone and you can be quite sure that little Ami will be quite safe with me…”

Quite outrageously and right in front of me his palm slipped or perched outrageously on her ass-cheek through the thin cotton of the brightly coloured material as he wittered on.

“…And fortunately, I’m staying in the block not far from yours so you can be certain…”

My wife’s child did not seem to mind his crude unsolicited attentions in the least, especially while he gently rubbed the pert softness as if it was a wishing stone.

“…I’ll escort her home personally.”

I was about to put my foot down - because what was being proposed appeared entirely unacceptable - when Felicity delicately interrupted to smooth an escalating situation.

“Why not just let her go, Ray…she’s of age…”

Ami’s sparkling hazel eyes looked up at this supercilious black youth ignoring the obvious lack of charm or character that shone out like the darkest light to me.

“…He seems like a nice-enough young man and it’s a good crowd…”

She sidled up to me to place her warm palm on my thigh then whispered suggestively in my ear.

“…And it will give us plenty of free time to be alone!”

With this unseemly but sullied appeal to my masculine senses I swiftly relented in my justifiable concerns and therefore allowed her wayward daughter to disappear with this youthful crew before walking - hand in hand - with Felicity silently back to our new home from home while trying not to seethe.

Once inside, my new wife quickly showered, then allowed me to the do the same, and when I came out - dressed in just a towel - she was sitting sweetly on the chair to the dressing table in a long sumptuous white cotton nightie slowly brushing her lustrous blonde hair.

Felicity casually turned then looked adoringly at me as her voice whispered softly and supportively.

“How are you feeling, Darling?”

I flushed because I instantly knew her inference which made me shiver in some personal unspoken anxiety.

“Yes good…I’m fine, I’ll wait for you in bed.”

Soon I was snugly under the fine cool sheet but then bristled in some anxiety as I felt fragrant Felicity slide in beside me, stroke my arm lightly and murmur in camaraderie.

“Now please try to relax Ray, simply take it slowly or easy and then finally we can get this done…”

In-spite of her prescient warning words, the feminine sense or mere destabilising scent of her was unfortunately - as always - not having much positive effect to my aged libido as she curled her fine fingers around my limp penis and sighed helpfully.

“…Darling, just imagine something sexual that excites you, however depraved, off- the-wall or absurd it might be…”

Shamefully the only thing that came unacceptably into my muddy mind was luscious Ami and this tall, awful, supercilious boy who was kissing her deeply somewhere inside my simmering muddled brain as I temporarily surged sexually while my wife noticed and grumbled lowly in sensual approval.

“…Yes, Ray, that’s the boy…now focus entirely on whatever the provocative thought is that’s helping and even share if you want to as I will not judge...”

In spite, of her generous well-intended invitation I did not dare to reveal such obvious depravity out loud as - only in my debased head - the ebony indolent odious male was undoing the teenage girl’s cute shorts then slipping his filthy copper digits into her wet pussy.

At such an awful perverse image my cock became unusually like iron before my supportive wife pulled up the hem on the pretty gown, promptly pulled me on top of her open legs and simpered crudely.

“…That’s the boy, Lover…now it’s an especially stiff cock so move gently along my cunt very…very slowly and be sure to hold that perverse seed centred in your brain…”

This was the first time I had ever been able to keep solid to the point where I could improbably press the tip of my erection against her precious moist crease and womanly centre, as she squeezed me then gulped hopefully given my past disasters in the mating game.

“…Take the idea to the next level, Darling, push inside me then we will have finally done the deed…and I am certain once you are past this mental wall then you will become more confident exactly as the specialist told you…”

The consummation of our union was so tantalisingly close as I leant forward while she grumbled to possibly send me into heaven.

“…Expand the fantasy Ray, keep strong and then enter me…Fuck me…!”

All I could subsequently see in my fevered heated brain was Ami’s perfect mouth bearing down on Tyrone’s elongated black erection which immediately caused me to disastrously explode spurts of cum all over her accessible vaginal centre before she inhaled in some repressed exasperation and after the longest angst-filled silence spoke with false empathy.

“…OK, OK, Raymond…well done, it was a good effort, you were so near to success that time but please can you tell me what it was you were thinking about, as we need to work on it so we can get further next time?”

My body instinctively turned away to shield my depravity or disgrace as I whimpered then lied pathetically.

“I’m not sure Felicity; it was all mixed or jumbled up silly visions somewhere in my fantasy world …a rambling mess.”

She took a tissue from the box on a bedside table, and gently wiped up the viscous mess I had made off her precious smooth mound of Venus then smiled blankly, as if only to demonstrate my continual failure in the sexual matrimonial area was not much of a trial for her.

“Well try your best to remember the kernel of the illicit thought Darling, as I think we perhaps are at long last on the right lines, now…”

Her hand patted the developing visible patch on my head almost lovingly.

“…Let’s get some sleep…”

In saying that, Felicity was then uncomfortably active and agitated then seemed to toss or turn endlessly while - after my initial primal release - my unstable brain again meandered on Ami and the despicable malevolent black man who she was no doubt with.

Suddenly - as my fetid imagination ran amok once more - he was grotesquely kissing her cute tight ass then rubbing the bulbous peak of his enormous cock against the indent of the unbreachable entrance as my own less than huge appendage inexplicably or unforgivably came to life before my wife sensed then held it and gurgled teasingly.

“…Oh Ray, Bad, Bad Boy, what is the story…tell me, tell me?”

All I could do was spontaneously disgustingly ejaculate in her warm palm then shudder in embarrassed denial of my unspeakably twisted libido.

“Sorry Felicity…but to be honest, it’s all a bit of a blur!”

Thankfully from the powerful orgasm, I had done enough to at last clear my unbalanced head and then slept deeply but fitfully and found it difficult to dull or deaden the base side of me that subconsciously thought about comely Ami and this ebony African low-life she had taken up with, in any unguarded moment and whenever I was sensate again.

In some unmentionable ways I was subversively secretly jealous because this girl was like the unreachable teenage prize I had never had in my younger days, while the foul feeling that this Black ignorant lout was kissing or fucking her was utterly intolerable because shamefully my feverish head craved and wanted it to be me doing such deliciously dirty things.

The sheer impossible idea of having such a sublime girl like that under my male power and possibly wriggling on my unreliable cock was an ultimate fanciful but unachievable dream that quickly began to warp my already boiling brain, especially as the building heat of the day hit us early beside the divine pool the following morning.

This was because, while Felicity wore a dark sensible one-piece swimsuit, her brassy only child would unforgivably cavort around the swimming arena in a tiny bikini where the bottoms were so small and tight it was impossible not to furtively watch her and disconcertingly if not unacceptably ache.

Of course, given she was my wife’s daughter, I knew such inclinations were immoral and wrong in uncountable ways, but the fetid instinctive urges were sorely beyond my capacity to control or contain.

Then, to make matters worse, this odious boy Tyrone appeared uninvited - by me - to purposely intrude on our vacation and began to swim in the pure blue of the water then sunbathe along with the other giggly teenage empty-headed girls from the many other apartments in what I had assumed was a superior complex.

There clearly seemed to be an abundance of women here - not many young men - and to my great envy or ire Tyrone seemed mysteriously extremely popular with them all, but then mercifully he disappeared around lunchtime along with the youthful team who were there and drifted down to the beach for a change of scenery.

At this time, I took food with Felicity in the apartment where not unreasonably I had now to speak my mind.

“I really don’t think Ami should be hanging around with that ugly ungainly Bastard of a boy.”

She looked at me with a detectable slice of some inherent female intuition and murmured pointedly with a slight edge of sarcasm to her tone.”

“And why is that Ray…?”

Her pale blue eyes had an unusual intensity as her voice hardened.

“…Because he’s black?”

I snapped sharply in retort as I had never seen myself as openly prejudiced quite like that although - without question - odious idiotic men like Tyrone undeniably seemed to bring out the very worst in me.

“No, no…because he’s ignorant and thinks he’s a bit of a cool Ladies man.”

Felicity seemed to hold herself back for a few seconds, as if with restrained temper, then exhaled softly when she found some inner-calm.

“You can’t blame Tyrone that girls find him attractive and I’ll speak to my daughter Darling, but Ami is eighteen now, has already had many boyfriends so I can’t or won’t dictate what she can do…”

Her hands pushed a plate of food at me almost unkindly.

“…Let’s just eat and take some comfort that any interest she has will probably all die down.”

Sadly, those less than prophetic words proved not to be the case as the swaggering misguided boy, along with a gaggle of silly girls, subsequently came back in the late afternoon to swim or play.

Then, while my wife retired to our room to cool down, I watched surreptitiously and in some real concern as this filthy predatory young man kneeled over three of the young women - including misguided Ami - and slowly rubbed cream in their convex backs and creamy thighs as if just to incense me.

At that prickly point I had to physically leave because the subversive theatre was already making me erect and unfortunately when I reached the apartment the arousal was still showing as Felicity noticed then smiled blankly in apparent appreciation of my unanticipated show.

“Oh Raymond, come here, quickly…”

Her fingertips then impulsively drew back the bottom of her bathing suit - presumably to illicitly seize the moment - and revealed her sweet blonde bush below as her upper lips murmured seductively.

“…Has that handsome black boy been giving your deviant mind some decadent fancies Darling, as we can both see how all the horny sweet girls here want to fuck him…?”

My wife unfortunately seemed to intuitively see inside my unbalanced head but, as the straining penile apex of me neared her vaginal entrance, I catastrophically spurted my precious much required load of hot sticky sperm over the entrance to this untouched temple of Love as she teased the covering fluids inside her sexual lips and shuddered in disappointment combined with some unfortunate exasperation.

“…Which I might add is entirely normal, Darling, as he might appear to be dull or dim to you but…”

She sighed with some barely hidden meaning.

“…He is definitely well built and seems to have a base but obvious sexual way with young impressionable girls…”

My wife shook my soft wasteful penis for a moment and then casually let it limply uselessly fall back as if it was not worth her time or effort.

“…However, just for some harmony, I will discuss it with her so please do me a favour…”

It was impossible not to feel her disquiet with me.

“…Please, don’t go on!”

Although Felicity promised to have this important chat, her daughter then returned, and we were all too busy washing then preparing for another expensive dinner in the port for any further such conversation, meaning the disturbing problem was left to lie then ferment.

After eating her meal Ami once again sidled off - against my better instincts - while I helplessly ground my teeth in irritation, especially when I saw her later with Tyrone, because outrageously he had his wandering dark hand under her tiny skirt while patting her perfect ass as if he owned it.

Although I complained bitterly to my wife - who was wonderfully elegantly turned out as normal - she merely shrugged and tried to settle my forever inflamed or disturbed imagination.

“Stop worrying about Ami…please…she can handle herself…”

Felicity sipped her rich wine and muttered absentmindedly; patently trying to retain her normal good humour or tolerance.

“…And it’s not such a big thing if she has sex with him, as I’ve made sure she’s on the pill and has been for a while.”

If my Love had assumed that what she divulged in secret was supposed to placate me, unfortunately it had the direct opposite effect, because all I could then think about was this worthless wicked black boy rutting her like a dog and then, to add salt to my open sore of a wound, I saw them kissing passionately in the darkness along the way as Felicity and I wandered home.

Unfortunately, in-spite of what Felicity had advised me, I was silently feverishly furious and increasingly rattled, subsequently causing even less command over my erratic physical impulses.

As if in direct consequence I haplessly continued to wastefully ejaculate over her open pussy or legs - when she held or coerced my cock in the vain prayer of encouragement towards a more fulfilling ending for her - until I was finally spent, and we could both find some separation from the ongoing sensual pressure and madness.

This disruptive troublesome pattern went on for many long days during which time I unfortunately saw the unwelcome relationship between Ami and this Reprobate beginning to develop to the awful situation when one early evening I actually saw this immoral foolish girl on her bended knees obviously worshiping then sucking his apparently thick cock.

The unacceptable connection happened in the late afternoon at the deserted area by the apartment within the nearby group of covering shady trees that, by unfortunate chance, I happened to be walking through on my way back from the local shop where I liked to purchase a paper.

Whatever fractional tolerance I retained towards Ami and this odious boy then evaporated completely like heated vapour and I told Felicity - in firm words - that Tyrone was banned from entering onto our grounds and even had a word with the local security guard to inform them we had an unwelcome trespasser along with a description of specifically who not to let in.

In some ways I had no real authority - as we only rented one property - and consoled my guilt in the debateable logic that if by following such an ethical course made myself most unpopular with Ami and the other young or even older women who displayed their feminine wares around the poolside - because for some unfathomable reason they seemed to like him being around - then so be it.

In my head someone moral had to make a stand!

There were a few arguments that followed, but in my determination to protect my family’s good name I made direct contact with the landlord who wonderfully backed me up before finally there was some calm or balance for a blessed couple of days.

This was until I happened to notice in some despair - when I rose early one morning - that a lanky lofty black boy with frizzy dark hair was scurrying away from our complex who looked infuriatingly like Tyrone from the back.

In that awful disturbing second, I knew the Base Beast was unconscionably sneaking into Ami’s room at night then no- doubt fornicating with her against my wishes or instructions and this disturbing reality seemed to send me over the edge into meltdown as I started to become infatuated - if not obsessed - in finding out the subversive truth.

This is alongside the unfortunate fact that my unstable penis seemed to be forever raging then pulsating and eventually spurting all over my wife’s clothes and body because the whole debased experience was literally driving me round the bend!

It went without saying that Felicity and her devious daughter categorically assured me that my understandable suspicions were unfounded but each morning I seemed to catch glimpses of this miscreant everywhere, but I could never find actual or physical proof of this feckless girl’s philandering.

I explained to Felicity constantly about my high principles and standards regarding such sullied matters and even though she swore blind nothing was going on, I promised myself that I would find out the truth - whatever the cost - and if Ami had been lying then there would inevitably be hell to pay and she would inevitably lose all of my financial support. 

In this debased regard I was fully determined to discover the missing evidence in this unsavoury matter which appeared elusive but then - by improbable chance - it transpired that early one evening, for once fortune favoured me.

Little did I appreciate at the time in my fevered foolishness just how truly fickle fate could be.

Unexpectedly, one of her cute schoolfriends came up to our table - after we had just enjoyed another sumptuous meal - then immediately took Ami away in a waiting car to the other side of the island where there was a famous rock-band concert on, and it was quickly agreed she would stay over and not be back until very late on in the  afternoon of the following day.

This all happened spontaneously along with no planning whatsoever and once unruly step-daughter had gone I heard a phone beep then released that she had luckily - for me - left it behind on the table, and as my wife was powdering her nose, I furtively opened the text to see a message that read.

See you later as normal T x.

It was hard to believe my providence and it seemed surely that Karma was providing the opportunity because suddenly a divisive plan was being crafted almost by itself for me to gain the much require proof that I was so desperate for.

In that pivotal instant I knew my instincts had been correct but, given the delicacy of the situation, wanted to be certain of my ground and when my wife returned to her seat at my side I murmured almost casually.

“Darling, I want you to do something for me…us…”

I drew heated breath but tried to remain laid back or even cool which was a big ask for someone with my temperament.

“…As you and your daughter have assured me on many occasions that this nefarious boy Tyrone has not been sneaking in the apartment, I want you to support what I now have to do…”

She shrugged at me irritably as if I was insane, but I had a detailed scheme which was soon laid out to possibly confirm her diagnosis of my condition.

“…Tonight, you will dress as Ami, sleep in the room downstairs and when this obvious liar and black seducer Tyrone come calling then you will simply video the actual incident so I have the verification I need to deal with your child because as you know…”

I raised my voice a little to emphasise the real importance of her co-operation.

“… I cannot or will not countenance someone who does not tell me the truth.”

Felicity argued unusually and ferociously then told me I was becoming irrational - I already knew this - but my mind would not be redirected or deterred from this questionable direction.

In fact, I insisted on her obedience to the point of me watching her dress in one of her daughter’s racy lacy short pink nighties then taking a picture for the necessary record and ensuring she had her own phone to capture this photographic confirmation of the expected visit.

Then finally, after winning the battle of attrition, I left her in the late evening all alone in Ami’s bed - as the seductive female bait or lure to my trap - then realised that my unstable cock was improbably stiffer than I had ever known it to be but could not fathom the precise reason why?

All I could recognise was I had to quickly masturbate to settle a sorely seedy nature and I did so filthily many times before finally I could relax then rest almost certain in the knowledge that in the morning I would finally have the inarguable images showing that I had been right all along about the undisciplined deceptive dissolute teenage girl.

Just before I slipped off into the calling black ether all I sensed for sure was that once I had proved my necessary point - as inevitably would be the case - then undeniably things between us my wife and I would surely then change for the better.

On such sweet infantile thoughts or schemes are the deepest nightmares created!

Felicity

I’m not sure when I entirely lost my juvenile fanciful notions of romance or true love but perhaps it was somewhere still within my formative teenage years, after the handsome brutish-man I adored made me pregnant, then disloyally absconded with barely a kind word, leaving me to bring up my precious daughter all alone.

The subsequent energy it took to look after Ami from the most divine baby - with hardly any money or support - while holding down a lousy part time job left its proverbial mark and, at just past twenty-four, I was sadly already becoming desperate.

Fortunately, I still retained some blonde good looks - that men seemed to appreciate - and after answering an advert for nightclub hostesses, I soon found better paid employment which amazingly became ever more lucrative when over the months that followed, I shamefully began to sell my body for money.

I say shamefully but the truly shameful part of what I had depravedly fallen into was the unspeakable fact that I secretly loved the sex; and set entirely free from the constraints of so-called intimacy, decency or fanciful love that had captured me for nothing previously, then I surely secretly welcomed innumerable anonymous men who fucked me or used my soft wet mouth for cash.

Unexpectedly I quickly became expert at this deviant sordid game of base actions or - dare I admit - prostitution and because of this fact, plentiful fiscal rewards soon followed enabling me to gain a better house then a superior private education for my daughter along with some babysitting or nannying care when needed.

This new less than salubrious or illustrious career continued for many years when I laboured diligently in flimsy clothing mostly inside seedy clubs or from time to time acted as a Mistress to various good regular clients when I was always there at their rapacious sordid sexual beck and call.

It was clearly not a perfect or sought-after existence for me or any self-respecting woman, but in truth it was bearable because even the bad sex - and there was much of it - I found passable and the remaining moral part of my psyche only fully questioned my sordid profession when my daughter approached puberty and I recognised that, in line with my increasing age and diminishing looks, then this questionable calling could not possibly last forever

By now I had reasonable funds put on one side and I took up a more pedestrian job which eventually if not sadly led me to pedestrian men and after some occasional twists or turns along the crooked way brought me to a marriage of convenience and then finally this luxurious vacation.

I would like to mention, in my mercenary defence, that overall I quite liked my husband, Ray, and could have possibly grown to love him in due course but although he was wealthy - a critical factor in the romance I suppose - my questionable choice of partner was something of a meanie or misery over money and also I must add, very inexperienced in the many important ways a virile man should be towards his wife.

Even six months after the wedding Ray could pathetically and frustratingly still not make love to me and although I had, in some concern, taken him to see a sexual therapist - who started with tablets then ingeniously encouraged roleplay and fantasy to help him over the erectile disfunction or tendency for premature ejaculation - tragically nothing could ever quite get him there.

If you know what I mean?

In truth I initially thought - in my foolishness or general malaise - I could manage without sex but soon discovered I definitely missed the fetid pastime more than I realised, while having him spurting semen over me and my creamy soft skin continually to some internal probably deviant ideas in his silly head was becoming wearisome, especially because I decidedly needed the raw sensation of hard male flesh inside my body far more than I cared to admit.

However, I also craved a family life both for me and Ami, therefore tried to be patient and not break what could be a good thing for us; but this holiday - as expensive as it appeared - was becoming increasingly difficult because I definitely sensed that my unpredictable husband had some misguided or even unworthy thoughts about my daughter, along with the patent reality my lovely girl attracted men like lousy bees around honey, was making Raymond more and more unstable.

Almost to the point I could not handle him!

My new partner obviously did not know - or would not believe it when I told him - that Ami had been sexually active for over a year now, and this information was truly lost on my partner who progressively stupidly or naively saw himself as her protector when in all honesty he could hardly take care of himself in the adult social world, especially when it came to women.

Things regrettably soon came to a critical point when my boyish husband felt positive that Ami was entertaining Tyrone - a supercilious black boy of debatable pedigree or character she had met - in her room at night and this seemed to send him finally but undeniably over some illogical hormonal cliff.

This absurdly - at his endless insistence - resulted in me dressing in my daughter’s cutest lingerie set and furtively waiting in her bed for this supposed skulking black Vagabond to come visiting, which would prove his crazed suspicions, but in reality I went along with this hairbrained scheme simply to keep the peace.

In my heart I felt sure this tryst he wittered on about all the time was purely all in his obtuse and sullied imagination, but in all secret veracity I quite enjoyed dressing up in her my daughter’s cutesy nightwear as it illicitly reminded me of a permissive past life.

Ray, of course, expressly did not like such obvious items on me.

Subsequently, after the briefest of heated arguments, in some mock irritation I finally acquiesced to his demands because at least it gave me a much-needed night off from having him frustratingly cum endlessly and disappointingly over me.

This was especially when I unspeakably longed for the divisive masculine juices to pressed or pushed deeply inside my belly which, as explained, had endlessly and unfortunately proved physically way beyond his feeble male capabilities.

So, I drank more than I should have from the bottle I took along for liquid comfort and, as it became dark, then snuggled down in the heavy shadows under the expansive cover and due to my inebriated state was asleep in the shortest time because - unlike my absurd irrational husband - I was in truth not waiting for anyone.

Then bizarrely and somewhere in my subconscious nightmares or wicked dreams, I started to have the strangest erotic visions before suddenly opening my darkened eyes fractionally to weirdly sense an unusual thickness inside my vaginal walls then recognised the unmistakable sensation of strong male odour alongside testosterone driven heat behind me as a strong masculine body was definitely fucking me from behind in the confusing inky atmosphere of the black night.

I was confused and naturally fearful as I bit my lip in panic and to keep silent before - possibly to my disgrace - a developing delicious physical helplessness washed over my female sensibilities before sensing strong experienced hands holding my hips and the stiffness spearing then physically moving me while a gruff rough voice mumbled coarsely.

“Fucking Bitch, Ami…why didn’t you turn up tonight…?”

It was clearly Tyrone, and he audibly obviously thought I was my daughter here in her bed and wearing her sexy clothing, but now there was no escape for me and all I could do was lower my head in the pillow for facelessness then push impulsively back against a huge male force which was - to be honest - entirely disgracefully irresistible.

The powerful muscular youth must have felt or grasped my submission then moved harder and faster against me as he took charge and grunted rudely or crudely.

“…Such a good Fuck, Ami…and as I’ve got plenty of energy, I’m going to do you all night Baby…”

Undoubtedly, I was already invisibly under his degenerate lusty spell because I secretly and terribly wanted this base connection to continue as I kept entirely mute and disturbingly relished what I had been missing for much too long while he continued to grunt.

“…Ready…ready…fuck you are so wet tonight…”

The pace and power of him made me quickly shudder to fetid bliss just as this Black Beast poured his warm wet seed inside me before patting my bottom and sliding down at my side then placing his strong arms around me with palpable satisfaction when his voice exhaled in triumph.

“…Fuck that was good, Baby, now let me get my breath and we’ll start again…”

My mind was still performing cartwheels for multiple immoral or messy reasons and utterly did not know what to do as he deliciously rubbed up against me then drew his hands up to my breasts and cupped them before whispering in genuine wonder.

“…Have these got bigger or am I imagining it Ami…?”

As he teased my thick nipples, I tried but could not contain a whimper of delight before suddenly the side-light was quickly switched on and I saw Tyrone’s black evil eyes looking at me in some shock then gradual amusement which scurrilously did not stop him twisting or pressing my aching teats.

“…Oh, my goodness, what have we here…?”

My mind seemed so empty and listless as he stroked my heaving belly and ran his fingertips along the line of my barely covered vaginal crease that was still dirtily slippery with his viscous semen.

“…Ami’s puritan mum under her daughter’s sheets and in her pretty nightie!”

I tried to mumble or explain as best I could, considering the delicate humbling situation, and the visible reality that my mind was completely gaga.

“My husband was convinced you were visiting my daughter against his direct instructions or wishes and…”

The tips of his fingers were unfairly teasing me and making my buttery thighs slide apart as I whined foolishly and gestured to the iphone nearby while utterly sensing the idiocy of what I was doing on my equally lunatic husband’s behest.

“…Asked me to dress up like her then get the video evidence of Ami’s disobedience so he could correct and punish her for going against his strict orders…

My legs tried to move but my tingling pussy was like liquid to his permeable touch as I sighed in disorientation.

“…I’m sorry but I have to go…this is terribly wrong.”

His lips curled as the demonic black eyes in his handsome young face looked through me before he picked up my phone, pointed it in my direction then muttered with squalid meaning.

“Not just yet, Sweet Felicity…”

He flicked my saturated clitoral bud and snickered dryly.

“…I mean your husband dresses you up like a teenage Tramp in anticipation of a visit from me…”

The Bastard applied extra pressure on my subtle sensitive points that made me reflexively open my legs ever wider then whimper before he smiled with sinful intention.

“…. So, I think the least we can do is provide depraved Ray with some real confirmation that I have fucked Ami and now his deceitful wife as well…”

His hand purposely drew back the white cover to produce a destabilising enormous vibrating black erection before he kneeled over me, lightly placed his knees to trap my arms and dangled the peak of it over my mouth as he filmed my flushed face and gurgled diabolically.

“…Lick it and make me hard Felicity and show your prejudiced trusting husband what a talented girl he has, and you are…”

I wanted to deny him and went to speak in protection of my long lost innocence but when I opened my mouth somehow a soft sodden tongue snaked out - as if it had a dirty mind of its own - then tasted or devoured his manhood and from that second I seemed to lose all reserve or common-sense while he stroked my hair, pushed the erection inside me a little deeper then laughed at my patent primitive instinct.

“…You are skilled at this Felicity aren’t you…I can tell…?”

In answer I drew him with subversive passion because he was undoubtedly right, in respect of the fact that I undeniably craved intimacy with a dominant black man, before I then gazed up at the camera and in that desirous moment barely cared about the depraved recording at all.

My whole wet mouth subsequently sucked this colossal cock then worshipped his huge balls and - when he was fantastically extended - I let him lift then position me above and astride this male thick pole before he purposely pulled my wet panties fully to one side and let the edge of his gargantuan penis slide in my available vaginal slimy groove.

Tyrone already knew I was utterly inside this dirty game we were embarked upon, as he took delight in tormenting me by digitally capturing my disgrace while commenting with cruel words as he did so.

“…Thanks to Ray for this lovely gift because you obviously want me to fuck your whorish wife just as she needs me to.”

Even with the excruciating humiliation my hips involuntarily moved against his stiff black rod, but he held back to torment me all-the more as I grumbled disloyally with yearning.

“My husband has never fucked me Tyrone; he can’t…is useless in bed as his miniscule erection cums much too quickly…”

His hand squeezed my sensitive ass with destabilising pressure which caused me to shiver and bumble despicably.

“…Show him how it’s done, Tyrone…demonstrate to my Wimp of a husband what to do… just as he’s fucking asked for!”

With some theatrical display of patience, he drew my saturated knickers slowly down my legs until I kicked them away gratefully then raised my short hem to show my aching cunt in all my naked female desire or potent hormonal fragrance as his voice sniggered.

“Tell me you want it Felicity…want me do you exactly like the other cheap silly Tarts here of all ages…”

My ego or pride again ignored his rudeness or insults, merely because I was longing for the feeling of penetration and solidity to end my internal fervour and was long past caring about propriety as he moved my hips until I slithered like a humming sliding toy along his rigid flesh.

“…Beg me…tell me I can fuck you and Ami together…and I will.”

What he uttered or suggested was entirely unacceptable or even monstrous, but my sexual primal urges had no moral compass - as if they ever had - as I gasped in dark longing.

“Yes, yes, take me us…I have to feel it…you…fuck…please…!”

My eyes closed as I revelled in the sheer thrill of this monstrous male tool wondrously stretching my barely-used pussy - in recent times - and when I blinked I could see the small lens still creating moving images while I rose and fell on him then exhaled without any conscience at all.

“…Please Tyrone…fuck and fill me…I want you to!”

He was divinely deliciously static and seemed like iron which allowed me to mutely savour the wonderous feeling of male hardness once more, as he intently filmed the flowing fetid motion of my vaginal lips moving against his irrepressible black force and smirked coarsely.

“Looking good, Felicity, your perfectly pink and scented cunt looks and smells like it needs this.”

I ground down on him and squeezed the cock with internal muscles that had been dormant for much too long then groaned.

“It does, it does…use me…make me suffer!”

As I spoke his longest finger eased into my anal aperture which sent me entirely crazy, as he sensed my depraved hunger and grunted.

“Gonna do you up the ass as well Bitch; you like…?”

The depraved thought of being taken there again was disgracefully appealing which caused me to jiggle and wriggle in madness on him in search of the seminal cream I craved but he cuttingly held me still which only added to my insanity.

“…Want to do it all Felicity…are you in?”

My head wavered or weaved in inner mental stands of agonised confusion, but I had to have him and anything sexual he could offer because in those few minutes I could not go back to living like a nun anymore and grumbled to prove it.

“Yes, yes…fuck my ass and treat me like a Whore…I don’t care…”

His hold on my skin softened, enabling me to use my own built up venom to thrash against his unbreakable rock of a cock in search of salvation or possible validation as a woman once more.

The pace of our movement was increasingly frenetic until the sensual tension or pressure proved too much for us both, and he surged to fabulously fill me as I trembled like orgasmic jelly then fell onto his broad muscular chest in submission and licked his pecks in celebration or gratification

“…Oh Tyrone, just do whatever you want with me!”

We remained coupled for a succulent self-indulgent while before I eventually slid off his hips and sidled down at his side where he raised my top then took more damning video of my entire naked body that he had just soiled so profoundly and satisfied undeniably wonderfully.

His palm gently pulled my thighs apart to graphically capture the images of sperm foully leaking out of my vaginal lips then slipped long educated fingers in the wetness to make me murmur in delectation before he sighed.

“Do you mean what you said Felicity…?”

I was so sodden down there that an investigative digit slipped easily inside my anal cavity as he chuckled.

“…Because if you stay here in this bed, I am going to fuck this then treat you like a Dirty Dog all night and record each and every detail to show your always rude and pompous prudish husband.”

Bizarrely his threat mysteriously held no fear for me because - as if to prove this lascivious point - I leaned up then licked his soft penile flesh provocatively and thrilled to the pulse I evoked while gurgling brainlessly.

“I’ve told you Stud…just do me good as I need this decadence more than I’ve appreciated or realised.”

With that declaration and for the next few glorious but grimy hours Tyrone’s male flesh - both hard then soft - was in my mouth pussy or ass in a continual exhibition of sexual power or depravity until somewhere in the very dead and still of night I orgasmed for the umpteenth time then fell comatose because finally my mind or body could handle no further decadence or primal pleasure.

I was awoken from my separation by the slight motion of a large warm body moving away from the bed then looked up to see Tyrone who smiled sheepishly and whispered in the early light as he passed me my phone.

“This has all the videos on it, and I presume that you will meekly put what happened down to a simply a mistake; so only show it to Raymond if you want more of the same.”

Weirdly, even in this utter shame, I still felt wanton and recognised that I confusingly still longed for the rebellious girl I used to be - when I had a sexual life - as I gasped immediately thinking what he said was all mixed up or backwards.

“What do you mean?”

He drew up to escape but I slid over the sheet then purposely grabbed his enticing morning erection as he laughed quietly and with insight that I thought questionable.

“To be brief, I reckon with some assuredness that your husband is a little unusual when it comes to women and that he really secretly gets-off on the debased thought of you and Ami with me…”

In pure sexual impulse for more base interaction I sucked the appealing peak of him as he continued with this puerile nonsense.

“…And if you show him the experienced pleasure-seeking girl you are inside it will undoubtedly blow his tiny mind…”

His hands pushed me off him as if trying to make me focus.

“…It’s clear to see you’ve been-around Felicity, so if you want to join my sexual little harem over the holiday then I will accommodate you, but I will insist that your husband will have to ask me to fuck you…”

His palm stroked my reactive stomach as he grinned in prophecy.

“…And he will for sure if you show him those home movies I took!”

Salaciously I reached out to squeeze his hardness once more - while ignoring his bizarre predictions entirely - but he had already put the black male treasure in his shorts as if to unreasonably torment me which caused me to complain hopelessly.

“I need sex Tyrone…I thought I could survive without it, but I can’t.”

He grinned malevolently then leaned over and licked my lips before rubbing my breasts and teasing my pussy with his fingertips as if he owned all-of my trembling skin and bones.

“Either keep quiet and let things carry on as they were in your quiet safe life…or if you wish more adventure then show Raymond the images and take your disturbed husband simply and dirtily where he wants you to go…”

Impossibly I was quickly building to an impending climax as he continued to paint a shabby picture with his low drawl.

“…Which - for the here and now - is under a strong independent virile man like me while he thinks wildly about your infidelity, watches the pictures we might produce and perhaps with my direction he can start an education of how to properly deal with a wife with rude debased appetites like yours…?”

My whole sodden and perspiring body vibrated like a tightly stretched drum as he first used his stiff digits to allow me to shudder against; then for lightly punching numbers in my phone before winking coolly.

“…You have my number so you’ll no doubt call if he wants to ask me to take charge of you and Ami over the next week or so, then maybe I will listen, and we will see where it leads…?”

His shoulders shrugged in that irritating languid carefree almost supercilious style he displayed - or even owned - while he exhaled softly.

“…Or not… as I have enough easy pussy here to deal with!”

Then, after this final insult of referring to me as easy pussy this depraved despotic man walked out of the room then the side window - his normal sneaky access point - leaving me to wallow in the fleeting guilt set against endless delight of my body purring, humming and leaking as I slumbered for a while until the light began to creep more invasively through the thin curtains.

Because of this intrusion I was properly awake, and although my first instinct was to shower and rid myself of the sickly white evidence of my adultery - which was everywhere - the aromatic feel and sexual smell of him was frankly too delicious to wash off and somewhere in my uncertain and possibly unstable contemplation, I had a definite discovery.

I no longer wanted to go back to the repressed asexual woman I had become through this mistaken marriage, while my not so-distant memories recalled that I had admirably survived before linking up with Ray - alongside his money - and would or could no doubt do so again.

Whatever happened I was now determined that I would no longer compromise with regards to my husband’s bullying attitude anymore, put up with his aggravating sexual habits or degenerate ways that were beneath a real man such as Tyrone, who - although crass and quietly obnoxious - at least knew how to properly fuck and satisfy a woman.

It was a huge decision and I lingered in this safe space for an extended while to fully mull things over, but irrefutably I had not experienced such sensual well-being for what seemed like an eternity and in the end I wandered upstairs then into the grander upper bedroom where my husband was waiting, half-awakened under the sheet, and grumbled at him as if my depravity was all his fault.

Which it probably was, but in truth I was too contentedly full of semen and pumping pheromones to much worry while barely caring any longer about what he thought as I snapped!

“I’m back and…”

I glared at him in fury and whispered in vitriol.

“…You’ll be very pleased to know that Tyrone is definitely sleeping with Ami…”

In some show of bravado or possible madness I raised the short hem of the nightie I had on - my knickers were still in my daughter’s room - to show my husband the disgustingly cum-smeared vaginal mound below then snarled sarcastically.

“…I mean it was such a good idea to send me into her room dressed like this, especially when it was so dark, he came in, thought I was Ami and…”

My voice rose in a mock show of anger.

“…He was behind then inside me before I knew it, Darling…”

Ray’s face was reactively red crimson or purple, but I was compelled to carry on in the same dramatic droll style.

“…And you will be delighted to know that the awful black boy who had an extraordinarily large cock did not stop fucking me all night.”

I still had the material of the short gown in my fingers to visibly display the disgrace he had foisted upon me as his face contorted before he uttered a strangulated cry.

“Why didn’t you leave?”

It was a good question, but I had an even better reply and inhaled deeply then sighed in the familiar languid refrain as I had started with although there was an audible edge of veracity to what I said.

“To be honest, Darling...I didn’t go because I was having such a fucking good time as I have not had any sex with you since we met and misguidedly stayed faithful…”

I laughed in his face.

“…But after last night…”

My hands dropped the stained material of the top to temporarily hide my modestly then laughed as if I was drugged; which without doubt was the case with a plentiful hit of semen!

“…Those days are long gone because I swear from this specific moment I no longer regard you as my husband and will surely take what physical pleasure I need.”

His response was immediate pathetic and entirely unexpected which made me think about what Tyrone had mentioned in passing.

“But I love you Felicity…please, I forgive you…it was my suggestion and fault and I’m sure on reflection we can get past this.”

My phone was in my fingers and I threw it onto the bed and muttered in ambivalence or repressed fury because I had forever lost respect for him and then myself long ago, while hating how I had worthlessly hung on to this sad excuse for a man just for the money.

Without question I uncomfortably recognised that it was much too expensive a price to pay for my freedom or womanly soul as my mouth spat viciously.

“I don’t want your forgiveness Ray and there are videos on here to provide the detailed evidence you craved so badly of my daughter’s promiscuity…”

I threw off the showy matted babydoll then marched off towards the shower not caring of my tawdry nude state as I howled.

“…But now it’s my disgrace that should concern you…because unconscionably I want much more; so, the two of is shall be sleeping in separate beds from now and I will start the necessary legal proceedings for divorce when we get home.”

It was as if he did not get the obvious and primitive message because he squealed unattractively in remorse not understanding that everything had changed utterly.

This was not so much because of Tyrone, but more to do with the troubling fact that my unanticipated encounter with this rugged young man had highlighted - in the most decadent fashion - what I now had in a marriage, against the more liberal and fulfilling life that used to exist which was a hazy but still beguiling memory. 

“Please Felicity can’t we talk about it?”

I was almost at the bathroom door and turned before my ditzy head gestured to the slim cell-phone beside him, in challenge.

“Look at the pornographic videos that have been made at your insistence if you dare; that your blind stupidity has helped bring into being…”

My face was hard and unreadable because in my drama or insanity I barely knew what I was doing or saying.

“…And if you still want me as a wife after that, then…”

My grin was shallow or wan and without a trace of humour, as if my time and life with Raymond had already run its unfulfilling course.

“…Ask me and maybe then we can discuss it!”

I slammed the door to put distance between us then indulgently bathed in hot scented water that settled me and made me comprehend that I could not remain saddled to a man like my husband who could supply me with nothing but some cold financial comfort.

My eyes closed, as if to more readily recall the salacious foul aspects of the night just gone, and when I thought about being taken or fucked my sexual lips pulsed then sparked as if eager to begin the unseemly process again.

However, I felt that possibility was unlikely and unwise, as if in the light of day my mind understood I barely liked Tyrone, certainly could never love or allow a self-absorbed unprincipled womaniser or waster like him to control me, although in all disturbance, the urge to suck or fuck him again was stronger each time my lurid memory or imagination ran away with me about the seductive possibility.

I concluded that there would be time for other men when I reached home and somewhat reluctantly - and for the sake of Ami - I would have to close my libidinous nature or milky thighs to any more unwise trysts and let the days frustratingly drift and try to ignore these disconcerting inclinations that had been so improbably but importantly released.

She would be back later today and naturally I did not wish to cause any more trouble for me or her, as even though my child was sexually aware and open-minded, I was uncertain if she would truly understand then forgive the misunderstanding that transpired with her dangerous dissolute boyfriend.

In many ways I knew Ami was no innocent and from what she had divulged over many discussions, had an experienced healthy appetite for men, but I decided it was sensible to put the misadventure behind me - as it did feel unseemly - then move on from here without causing too much further damage.

The problem was that the stifling heat of the summer in this climate was already making me unstable and combined with the resurrection of the sensual desires that had previously been supressed, my formerly captive penchant for intercourse in its many forms had been sorely unleashed and it was difficult to deny its power over my more sensible or rational side.

However, I used cold water in the shower to temporary calm me down then put on a sensible full swimsuit and took steps up to the terraced roof of the apartment where I settled on a sun-bed for sanctuary, because the last thing I needed was to see Tyrone around the pool who now definitely had placed his sleazy masculine mark on me.

I knew - if he was nearby - that I could or would not be able to disguise the attraction or physical craving to revisit what had been accidentally started in the darkness and muddle of the long previous night.

In my excommunication from society Ray eventually approached me nervously a couple of times as I sweltered, but I turned away from him, confirmed firmly that my mind was made up about our separation, and insisted he give me some space if we were to get through the remaining period of this vacation or I would take the next available plane home.

He then disappeared and I took a light lunch al fresco before resuming my solitary place in the burning sunshine while trying not to think at all, because Tyrone had started a chain reaction inside my body and smouldering head, that was impossible for me to ignore or manage.

Just after 2p.m I was unfairly awoken from my doze by a shadowy figure leaning over me and I grudgingly opened my eyes to see my hapless husband jumping uncomfortably from one foot to the other and looking extremely flushed or stressed as he whispered.

“Can we talk, Felicity?”

My head and blonde hair shook in anger and frustration, but in truth he was only part of the reason for my aggravation or malaise as I turned away.

“Leave me alone Ray.”

I expected him to run as normal - because he did not enjoy confrontation - but instead he whimpered weakly.

“Please Felicity…I have not stopped looking at the videos you took, and I need to say something about them!”

The mention of these tawdry images of my disgrace made me baulk as I spluttered in irrational fury without looking at him because I knew his usual lousy moral expectations or code by now.

“Yes, I know…you’re shocked outraged and ashamed of me and would never have married me if you would have known I was such a Harlot…!”

My teeth were almost gnashing in hormonal temper.

“…You don’t have to worry about me or Ami ruining your image or reputation any more Ray…and you can soon find a sweet virginal little woman who enjoys your daily strangeness or rigid eccentricities while living like a Quaker…!”

My whole feminine being was screaming for resolution as I shrieked in exasperation.

“…I need a sexual existence and although it’s not all your fault you are so inept as fornication… I simply can’t tolerate our empty relationship anymore.”

To my genuine surprise my husband instantly murmured regretfully and empathetically.

“I’m truly sorry Felicity…that’s one of the matters I wish to discuss because I realise that I was very wrong to make you suffer as I have…”

What he said was completely out of character for him and in curiosity I moved on my side to see if he was being truthful, but his red podgy face was patently set in earnest as he sighed.

“…I saw in the videos how you needed and loved sexual intimacy…I feel extremely badly that I have let you down therefore would do anything to make it up to you.”

Although his intentions seemed sincere there was something in his uncertain monotonous tone that was hard to read or comprehend as I stared at him with circumspection.

“What would you suggest, Raymond?”

His flushed face looked away in abashment while he whispered as if he was wary or ashamed of his words.

“If you want to fuck this awful man while we are on vacation, Felicity, I can live with it?”

Suddenly I remembered once more what Tyrone had mentioned very casually about my husband wanting to see me used and fucked, and that if he saw the filthy images of my debauchery then he improbably expected my partner to eventually ask him to use or corrupt me again in this way.

In pursuit of an answer to this tricky puzzle I sighed to test him along with his deviance and weakness.

“Tyrone fucks all the girls including my daughter…you actually think I should lower myself like this and be at his physical beck and call, even temporarily?”

His whole portly upper body seemed to wobble in discomfort as he gasped for breath or a rational answer.

“Maybe we can negotiate, Felicity…ask him to be respectful or reasonable with you and leave Ami alone?”

His number was already on my phone and it was becoming obvious to me that my abhorrent husband wanted me to continue to have some sexual association with this Layabout - just as Tyrone had predicted - and I grumbled to him wearily.

“If you are so desperate for me to ring him…then ask me.”

He spoke as if he was wounded.

“Please do so, Darling, as I can silently handle the ignominy for a while if it can provide what you need and save us as a couple, because I don’t want to lose you.”

He sat on the edge of my bed then passed me my phone to prompt a reaction as I pressed the necessary saved number and grumbled anxiously when Tyrone answered.

“Hi, it’s Felicity…I showed Ray the videos you took, and he wants to talk to you about it…”

Tyrone told me to put the device on speaker so we could both listen, and I complied while my husband trembled in shock as I murmured.

“…We can both hear you now.”

I sat back then listened before a strange conversation began with Tyrone.

“Hi Ray. what can I do for you…?”

The young man laughed cruelly as if he knew my husband better than me.

“…By the way thanks for sending your wife into me last night because she is definitely quite a girl and a truly good fuck…”

He was ever progressively ruder.

“…As you can see from the images…she’s a real Goer!”

My husband was trapped by his own debased wishes or request as I stared at his pink piggy face but spoke with a restrained measured tone.

“If you want me to see Tyrone then you must ask him as I will not…it has to come from you…if this is your idea.”

His mouth flapped like a dying fish on the seashore before compulsion seemed to take over and he grunted weakly.

“Will you visit and talk to us as it seems patent Felicity wants your company for the holiday, and I have consented because…”

Tyrone diabolically finished the excuse that was about to be made.

“You can’t make her sing can you Pansy Boy?”

My partner looked down and took the emasculation ironically - almost like a man - then moaned pathetically.

“No!”

There was silence for an extended moment before I heard his voice murmur.

“I think I’ll pass this time Ray, as although Felicity is lovely I have certain requirements you might find unpalatable.”

Naturally I was disappointed for a second but then relieved as I thought this was thankfully the end of this insanity when to my genuine shock my mousy spouse started to plead.

“Please, what do you want… tell me and I’ll do it?”

Tyrone laughed and callously twisted the knife..

“You really want me to keep fucking her?”

Ray then gasped without any pride at all.

“Please what can I do to persuade you to come here?”

Another extended pause then an instruction.

“Make her dress in one of Ami’s cute bikinis as I will expect her to be looking appropriately like a Tasty Tramp from now on and…”

There was another guttural objectionable chuckle.

“…Bring your phone so you can take the video when she sucks me off while I detail my other expectations…OK?”

Of course, I assumed my husband would then tell him to instantly fuck off, but instead he weirdly whined like a weasel.

“Fine, come to the apartment and we can sort things out on the roof terrace…”

Ray then looked at me nervously while for my part I was aghast in astonishment as he went on.

“…I’ll make sure she is wearing what you want her to!”

Tyrone grumbled curtly in reply.

“That’s a welcome change in attitude from having me banned Ray, isn’t it?”

My pathetic partner then showed what a snivelling worm he was as he whimpered on miserably.

“I’m sorry, Tyrone, please accept my sincere apologies for my mistakes, ignore what has previously happened with us and be certain that you will be welcome from this moment as I’ll wait by the door to escort you up personally…how long will you be?”

The young man gurgled in mischief.

“About fifteen minutes, see you then.”

The line went dead, and I subsequently stared at Ray in abject disbelief, but he anticipated my remarks or retribution and smiled weakly, as if trying to put an acceptable face on this degradation.

“Don’t bother to change Darling, I’ll get him here, offer some money, and only then can will I permit him to have licence with you but…”

Suddenly there was a trace of the old Ray I knew and hated.

“…On my terms.”

It seemed as if he had the sick little strategy all worked out and appeared to ignore the unforgivable fact, he was asking me to disrespect myself, which shamefully didn’t bother me that much - given my sketchy past - although the audacity of him was beyond what was acceptable in any survivable marriage.

However, there was an intuitive rampant side of me that sensed there were a few wild twists and turns to come meaning sensibly I kept still and very tight-lipped before - sure enough - after a brief leisurely stretch in the sunbeams I opened my eyes to see Tyrone looming in just black trunks and blocking the sun in the process while my husband stood rooted to the spot agitatedly behind him.

Ray spoke first as if to pre-empt any problems.

“I didn’t get Felicity to alter outfits like you suggested because I thought we could easily agree a discreet fee for your efforts then discuss various parameters you must work to over the next few days as obviously Ami cannot be involved with this depravity and decadence.”

Tyrone looked at me directly - while I trembled under his icy stare - then at my partner again and smiled wryly.

“That’s very generous of you Ray…”

I was waiting for the punchline, but he continued to spar genially as if the prospect or lure of ready cash had already tamed him.

“… Please let me know if you have any other helpful thoughts or demands?”

My gullible partner - not realising he was treading on quicksand - seemed to find his own brand of brashness or overconfidence suddenly and inhaled deeply before showing what a complete fool he was.

“An itinerary would be good I think, as I like to be organised and I would insist everything that is done with Felicity is only with my considered approval or permission.”

To this bluster Tyrone suddenly laughed loudly to sharply prick then pop whatever despicable bubble my husband had concocted in his bumbling brain.

“Ray, Ray, you are indeed a true treasure, but I think you have somewhat misjudged the situation and under the circumstances…it’s best if I leave and I will not be returning…so have a good holiday.”

My imbecilic Bawbag of a man immediately collapsed like a deflated balloon and cried out in surrender - of me - I presumed.

“Don’t leave Tyrone, please…I just thought or hoped we could come to an accommodation as adults.”

The lofty youth smiled blankly.

“You’re a fucking madman, you have absolutely no say in this…now go and get the bikini as I have detailed and if you want me to fuck the Bitch then I will tell you what I expect from that point.”

My whole already heated skin shook involuntarily, especially as my husband ran off like a scalded cat to obtain the suit from Ami’s room, and only then did his dark eyes glare in my direction as if sensing how this unfolding drama patently excited me.

“Stand up and wait…”

I obeyed instantly as if I was already a willing part of this erotic - if not neurotic - event and moved under the shade of an umbrella while Tyrone sat on my bed and grinned at my obvious dither.

“…If you recall I did tell you what would happen, Felicity, but just follow my orders and wait and see what unfolds…”

In the swiftest time Ray returned with a flimsy white thong costume in his shaky fingers as Tyrone observed his vacillation and sighed heartlessly.

“…Undress the Bitch if you want me to do her…”

As my partner quivered Tyrone grumbled impatiently.

“…She’s waiting, Ray.”

Unbelievably my husband’s stubby fingers drew down my thin straps from my shoulders then unpeeled the full suit off me before with a final tug the taut material was at my ankles when I stepped out of the holes to nonchalantly show off my nakedness.

Ray went to instantly cover me with the outfit he’d fetched, like some obedient lapdog, but Tyrone sat back and grumbled darkly.

“Stop, as I never told you to do it yet and…”

It seemed that my skin was aflame as his mesmeric inky eyes inspected what I had to offer as a woman as he grinned malevolently.

“…I want to see her…”

Our eyes met and he knew how disgracefully turned on I was as he continued.

“…See if she’s worth the energy and commitment you want from me…?”

The windows to his black predatory soul poured over me for an extended time before he spoke again with intent.

“…Turn around and bend over…”

As I did as commanded, he hissed at my partner.

“…Take some videos with your phone as you should definitely record this…”

Once more my husband flabbergasted me in his meek compliance as he put the camera on his phone to his crimson agitated face and pressed the requisite button while Tyrone went on sarcastically.

“…Is she worth fucking…?”

He smirked especially meanly.

“…I suppose I shouldn’t be asking you because you can’t do the necessary can you Mate…?”

I swear I could sense Ray’s revealing arousal to the pitiless humiliation being indecently shovelled upon him, but he did not answer as Tyrone grumbled on rudely to me, just shivered, shook slightly and took it deadpan.

“…Around again and spread those dreamy thighs so I can see my favourite place…”

Brazenly I did precisely as I was told while he gazed intently at my private parts and exhaled in lewd criticism.

“…Fuck, your wife is a hairy Bitch, Ray…she’ll need a fine trim which you will be trained to do for her if I take her on…”

The black man licked his thick copper lips as if testing or tempting his palate.

“…As I like my Whores smooth and manicured…”

He sat back in his pomposity as if satisfied that I was good enough for his masculine appetites but kept giving orders.

“…OK, put the bikini on her now, but once you do then she will be mine for the holiday, along with Ami and the other wanton sleazy females here…”

The insults seemed to float over Ray’s head - that was shining in the sunshine - as he was already attending my breasts to attach the delicate top while Tyrone concluded his diabolical dialogue.

“…While you just follow my orders…”

Suddenly the bottoms were around my feet then hips with the side strings tied in bows and a cord of the thong up my plump ass before my husband tugged the sparse material on the front gently into place then moved away to continue filming as Tyrone patted his knee expectantly.

“…Over here Felicity, as quite obviously I have to punish you for not wearing this outfit earlier, as was my original instruction or design.”

My perverse partner suddenly butted in as if to protect me, but it seemed far too late for such debateable chivalry.

“It was my fault not hers.”

Tyrone ignored him entirely then bent me over his thighs and began to gently spank my bottom - as I gasped because the sensation of sexual submission was immediately utterly destabilising or indescribable - then murmured coolly.

“She deserves it; don’t you Felicity…?”

My sexual lips were visibly dripping as he pulled the cord of the bottoms to one side to reveal my moral disgrace and whispered filthily to Ray.

“…Do a close up…”

His fingertips tortuously teased the revealing sodden centre very slowly and by that stage I had already lost my rational mind as he cooed and provided an insight into my sexual soul.

“…Women like your wife need fucking and…”

The arrogant man took apparent pleasure in the telling of the obvious.

“…As that is beyond your abilities…”

He purposely pushed me onto the floor where almost automatically I pulled down then removed his inky shorts until his penile flesh was exposed then soon pointing vertically and enticingly as he sighed.

“…Then I will do it for you…”

Reflexively my rapacious tongue licked the entire succulent length of his extended male flesh as he stared into the lens and laughed.

“…You, getting the picture, Ray…?”

I could see out of the very corner of my eye my miserable husband disgustingly rubbing his crotch with his shaking hand to find debased fruition, or the most contemptible depraved pleasure, as he kept videoing with the other.

Without question, in these obscene circumstances, it appeared that we were all getting the picture because I haplessly began to provide full oral sex for Tyrone while he gently and patronisingly patted my cranium and addressed us all as if he was King.

“…I will stay here with Felicity and her daughter in the main bedroom while you shall sleep in Ami’s spot…”

His erection was actively surging in my mouth now and - once it was suitably extended for his physical need - he relaxed back on the bed then exhaled with low exultation.

“…Jump on my bones Bitch…show your husband how you crave what I can offer and who’s in charge.”

The lower part of the bikini was no protection from the inevitable defiling as I straddled him and gently indescribably slid down on his heavy bones then spitting cock before gyrating down in audible ecstasy and bobbed my head in false denial while searching for orgasmic resolution.

“You are, Tyrone…you are…I want you, this…fuck me…seed me…Oh Tyrone…”

The physical masculine force and strength of him after Ray was like discovering water in the driest desert because lasciviously I pounded down over and over without the slightest care or reservation until marvellously the world moved, the primal colours flooded into my addled brain and I shuddered to glory as his seminal spurt flowed accommodatingly inside my belly.

We stayed still as if the two of us needed a moment before he stroked then cupped my full breasts then glared at Ray and murmured without a trace of deference.

“So, you will call me Sir now, go and move Ami’s stuff into my new room, remove your clothing to hers then, if you’re a Good Obedient Little Boy, you can come back and record me fucking your wife’s ass!”

If I thought perhaps this could be an ultimate humbling bridge too far for my inane spouse, then once more he astounded me because Ray merely removed the thin phone from his glazed eye, wiped his sweaty brow and groaned mournfully like the low Mongrel he was.

“Yes Sir of course…I’ll be back shortly.”

As he departed, I nestled tightly beside Tyrone then impulsively held his surprisingly still thick wet prick carefully - and with due admiration - as if it was a tactile gift and I might get fortunate again very soon.

Patently I didn’t love Tyrone, barely liked him if truth was known, but without doubt I needed what he had to offer and the fact he had been so spot on about my unbalanced inexplicably licentious husband was something of a revelation, which in all veracity I was still trying to understand or come to terms with.

Overall, I was content though with what had taken place so faithlessly, as for any girl with my past it was merely yet another tawdry misadventure along the way, and who knows how many such unique and sullied opportunities would come again at this late stage of life?

In taking this sneaky debased twisted turn in what had been a safe but boring road, I had miraculously already put my irritating husband in his place and - whatever transpired from this devilish direction - felt totally assured that he would never again dominate or demean me or my daughter, as I had unforgivably allowed him to do almost since the day we had got together.

This tawdry diversion was inarguably undeniably degenerate and definitely unworthy in the eyes of anyone sensible or in a normal marriage - whatever that was - but at that precise second while laying here in a strong virile man’s arms and feeling the infusion of warm salty life inside me and on my wet tongue, I weirdly felt no regrets or remorse at all for my immoral possibly unforgivable actions.

In fact the only thing that disturbed this emerging irresistible reverie, as I privately revelled in the glorious emotions of feeling like a whole woman again, was the disconcertingly troubling fact that Ami was due back in a few hours and given what had improbably transpired…whatever was I going to say that could possibly explain the extraordinary decadent events which had taken place?

Raymond

The fateful evening when I foolishly insisted my wife dress up in her daughter’s slinky lingerie then sleep in the teenage girl’s bed on the lower floor I was surely acting out of irrational instinct or maniacal impulse merely because I was so certain that Ami had been fucking this rude and horrible black boy directly against my wishes and strict instruction.

I had undeniably convinced myself that my intentions were borne from the purest most paternal motives on the admirable basis that I naturally did not wish the petite gorgeous but equally difficult girl to ruin the family name and her own reputation in the tawdry process.

Although, in all unspoken veracity, my unbalanced often sullied head had been filthily thinking about this odious young man having sexual interaction with her for countless days.

Shamefully but honestly I had furtively masturbated to the depraved and unworthy thoughts about such base or unacceptable intimacy; and perhaps part of my obsession in this regard was that if Felicity could just supply a visual record of the reality of their association then I could manfully - as her guardian - end this illicit association that was unacceptably going on under my own roof.

On such minor misconceptions are major mistakes often made!

The opportunity for me to play the amateur detective in this unseemly sordid game came unexpectedly when Ami left our compact town for a night then improbably forgot her precious phone meaning I picked up the text from her admirer T - it had to be Tyrone - and before I could barely think, in my giddy state, Felicity was waiting for him in the bedroom downstairs with her phone at the ready.

This was of course to capture the irrefutable proof of her child’s philandering that I so fervently required.

However, from the precipitous moment my new partner left our bathroom to take her leave and to follow my direct diabolical command, a terrible overpowering madness settled unconscionably over my unstable mind because disgustingly - as I subsequently lay in the darkness and silence - it was disconcertingly now my treasured wife I could see in my fertile and rampant imagination with this odious black boy instead of her comely daughter.

What they were doing in my devastating visons were mercifully clouded or partially distorted but in their invented interaction - concerning these irrational depraved reveries - Felicity was always agonisingly then eagerly welcoming his crude attentions while disloyally mocking me in the primitive process.

This perplexingly caused me to inexcusably ejaculate addictively until thankfully I fell-dormant because - in all honesty - there was no hormonal energy or libidinous vim remaining to ignite my undeniably disturbed mind.

The morning - when it arrived - still brought with it many more disturbing thoughts or unworthy impulses but I had them just about under control until Felicity returned to the room looking weary and extremely dishevelled at which moment the safe separated universe I once inhabited seemed to collapse in on itself as if it was a black hole in space and I was being helplessly sucked into the darkest inescapable vortex.

It was tragically clear from the state of her glazed blue eyes and malodorous body that she had been fucked to the critical point that it appeared to have turned her salacious head - then capricious heart against me - because she angrily threw me the phone, supposedly with the surreal record of her infidelity, and arrogantly dared me to look at the disloyal monster of her depraved assignation borne tragically from my personal puerile fiddling.

It was patent that whatever unfortunately had transpired was causing a literal chasm in our marriage that seemed already unbridgeable.

She showered, I presumed merely to wash off the proof of the fecklessness, then left huffily in her ire or disgust towards me - misplaced I might mention under the circumstances - to then lay alone on the roof terrace, as if in gesture that our time together was truly done and the separation she mentioned quite firmly seemed inevitable.

My initial emotions were actually of silent relief because frankly Felicity was and always had been out of my league because she was so superior or pure and I was becoming tired of forever uselessly trying then failing to please her sexually and in many other ways because it all seemed to be a wasteful or an impossible task.

Therefore, I looked at the monstrous - as she described them - images on the device she left almost casually and more out of mild curiosity at first, because perhaps I was surely well rid of my partner, given the pressure that came in her fragrant wake as baggage.

But when I then actually saw the searing videos of her being fucked and used by this muscular arrogant black boy it was as if my normally calm or sometimes lethargic sensual being fired, ignited then devastatingly metaphorically exploded.

Disgustingly I immediately spurted into my shorts at the unspeakable sight then sounds of Felicity’s soft pink lips around his huge masculine black shaft, but then unaccountably became hard again as this base man continually abused, fucked and fouled my wife while she played her lascivious lewd part meekly or obediently to his instruction while openly revealing to the Obtuse Bastard what a physically inadequate husband I was.

The precise colourful record of my wife’s infidelity should only have steeled my determination to be divested of her but weirdly the moving mucky pictures in fact had the direct opposite effect and made me bizarrely ache then unilaterally decide that I determinedly wanted to hang on to something so wondrous.

It was undeniably all terribly confusing.

My worst dreams had loosely imagined these unspeakable dark intimacies but to actually-witness the look of sheer helpless capitulation or even pleasure on her cute sweet face while this powerful rapacious youth took her divine body with such virility was entirely disturbing but instantly addictive viewing.

In some feverish trauma I sat then stared endlessly at this living memory of my wife’s degradation and after watching the clips over and over for many silent hours I became convinced of only one thing for certain.

Without question I wanted to see more of such depraved videos with Felicity playing the slippery Whore - however it made me appear in her eyes - and I presumed that if I could only use my intellectual brain laterally, then possibly she could get the sexual relief she obviously craved while I might just be able hang onto my wife because I most strangely but suddenly and certainly did not wish to lose her at any cost.

It took a discordant while before Felicity would talk to me then she seemed ambivalent or unimpressed that I was prepared to grant temporary permission for her to continue this debauched liaison - to get the sexual bug out of her system - but only under my precise terms which I was disgracefully trying to work out as I went along.

Ludicrously perhaps, I thought I could reason with this abhorrent youth and begged for a meeting but when it came - after an uncomfortable call - in seconds it became clear that I was way out of my depth because he seemed to intuitively sense my desire to watch the absolute corruption of my formerly innocent wife.

Naturally I had mistakenly presumed her ethical purity or high moral standards when we had entered a state of matrimony.

Therefore, the wild opportunity to voyeuristically look on and record such developing perversity on my phone made me lose all reason, meaning I stripped my wife of the swimsuit she was wearing, fetched and put on one of Ami’s bikinis over her perfect skin then - inexcusably selling my self-respect in the process -  unforgivably filmed her suckle Tyrone’s huge ebony cock before jumping up and down on him to find her selfish orgasmic release.

By this time I had already become part of the satanic arrangement, as I promptly surrendered my room then wife to him and scuttled off like a foul rat to remove my clothing from the main residence so he could diabolically take position of mastery over Felicity and her daughter - when she returned - as if such indecency was commonplace or even an acceptable way to behave.

Of course, I knew what was happening was unethical, unprincipled and very, very wrong, but I had involuntarily, ignominiously already climaxed three times in my shorts and was noticeably dizzy and even salaciously breathless at what was about to unfold before my very eyes.

In all private truth I was more privately excited and sensually alive than I had ever been in my sexual existence because inexplicably I found the unreal experience, along with raw humiliation being poured upon me, powerfully arousing although I barely understood the destabilising reasons why.

I had always held my elegant fabulous wife on the highest pedestal and to gaze upon her as she humbled or demeaned herself to this apparently ignorant young man that treated her like some common Slut swiftly became compulsive viewing. 

As disgraceful as it was to admit, the whole diabolical situation was truly magnetic for me and it soon became utterly impossible for my erratic senses to deny myself this unique opportunity to closely witness Felicity’s fateful fall into depravity then degradation.

Whatever the ongoing cost to my debateable male ego or honour.

With this as my excuse I quickly removed my personal wardrobe from the upstairs, took Ami’s clothing to the master bedroom then put everything neatly into place before skulking back to the terrace with my phone at the ready because - in all unforgivable disgrace - I was truly desperate to see and also memorialise what was happening.

When I arrived back, and in some disturbing ways, I was relieved because it seemed that they were still resting together, but as Tyrone saw me he pressed my wife’s blonde head to his pulsing penis - they were both naked - and then grinned wickedly at me.

“Ah Ray…I’ve waited for your return…as I knew you would be interested in this next piece of Felicity’s development…”

Almost automatically I put the phone to my eye and pressed play as she started to lick his erection and testicles as if they were black sweets while he groaned then laughed at me.

“…That’s it, Ray, you capture it all because you can jerk off for years on this special stuff…”

Felicity was on her knees now slowly drawing him like some sexual slave as terrifyingly my own penis surged he stared knowingly at me.

“…Can’t you…?”

His fingers grabbed her long blonde hair almost viciously as she salivated on the hard flesh and suckled his balls longingly to validate she was his while he simply smirked.

“…Just confirm what I already know; that you get-off on this and I’ll let you masturbate for the moment.”

I felt Felicity’s sharpest eye judgementally watch me grab at my enraged genitals before I gasped pathetically but respectfully given that I had unforgivably surrendered power to this young imposter.

“Yes Sir, shamefully I do…fuck I do find it utterly wild to watch her like this.”

Tyrone relaxed for a second in lewd appreciation of this confession which allowed my filthy wife to hold his testicles and vertical shaft then gently worship the solidity as if merely to prove she needed to perform so disgustingly as he gurgled.

“Gonna fuck her ass now…she likes being done there…”

His hand placed my Love an all fours then took a dominant place at her backside and outrageously pushed inside the tight aperture with surprising ease as he smiled and patted her bottom at the same time.

“…Don’t you Bitch…?”

In answer she perversely pushed back then lowered her head, but it was not in shame but perhaps in weak welcome because she grunted and groaned in meek sounds of delight as I felt my body jerk and unforgivably poured spots of warm wet ejaculate into my shorts as Tyrone mocked me.

“…That’s it Ray you fill your trunks while I will….”

He firmly pulled her radiant hair back as if it was the reins on a mare as his cock powered into her like a piston on full throttle before the Bastard’s hips bucked against my wife who shuddered as his voice grumbled cruelly.

“…Pour my seed into her sweet cunt…”

The Young Black Stallion slowly drew away to leave the sight of her anal aperture leaking his plentiful semen before he sighed drolly and without the slightest respect for us both.

“…Make sure you film this peachy wet ass…because that definitely is a memory worth saving.”

I obeyed his every caustic command then brought a towel from the bathroom which I used to gently wipe my wife’s rounded red bottom and vibrating body dry before she took it from me and tenderly cleaned her lover’s manhood before starting to suck it once more as if in disgraceful need of further depravity.

Then in seconds he was impossibly erect again and I kept making videos of their base copulation or interaction over the next hour or so - before this filthy heinous session had ended - and I ignominiously had more evidence of Felicity’s infidelity than I would care to admit. 

The photographic record was truly beyond unseemly or indecent because my wife had shown - in no uncertain terms - that she was a Slut and a Whore and when they eventually left to take a swift lunch at a local bar I was pleased to see them go so I could calmly review the depraved videos in privacy as though they were already my favourite form of recreational viewing. 

Which I did in-between tidying up - as Tyrone had dictated - but it was hard to concentrate on such domestic labours when my disturbed brain was reeling from far too may orgasms or ejaculations to the pernicious perverted films so readily available at the slight touch of a button.

However, I was called back to reality - to where they were now relaxing on the terrace - as he had unfortunately taken the sunbed beside my wife and was sitting out as if to gain a tan from the searing heat although in all honest he hardly needed the penetrating rays for obvious reasons.

Felicity was dozing - probably needing some recuperation from all her disgraceful exertions - and it made me heady to see that her private sexual places were barely covered by the white bikini along with the fact that I could swear my eyes could see tiny traces of sperm sliding from below the fine material as he caught my base interest and smiled.

“Take some photos…”

I brought the phone to my face then snapped as he laughed diabolically to Felicity.

“…Take them off and let him record what I have put inside you…”

Shamelessly she slipped off the flimsy bottoms then almost proudly displayed her hairy mound - that was indeed smeared with evidence of her faithlessness - causing my cock to pulse equally unacceptably as Tyrone rose then teased her sexual lips while his voice grumbled at me   

“…I have to go, but will meet you all in that expensive restaurant you seem to enjoy so much, when you can continue your filming, but you need to appreciate…”

His fingertips rubbed my wife’s most sensitive points and he made a much different point which seemed to have a similar effect to my depraved libido.

“…You do exactly as she says if you want this entertainment to continue…”

The pressure on Felicity’s pussy was visibly intense, as she disastrously vibrated to his teasing touch and gasped in delight while he worked her.

“…You do want it to carry on, don’t you Bitch?”

My wife’s whole body seemed to shiver violently then gradually relax as an orgasmic wave rolled over dreamy skin and bones before her perfect mouth sighed in patent pleasure.

“Oh yes Tyrone whatever you say…I do need this.”

He dominantly spread her pale milky thighs wide so her sodden vagina and anal entrance could be clearly witnessed, ensuring further terrible images could be snapped before he disconcertingly noticed the fact that I had disgracefully cum in my shorts yet again then shook his head purposefully at Felicity.

“I told you he would enjoy this almost as much as you…”

His hands smoothed over her heated curves as if they owned them.

“…Dress in Ami’s cute clothes later because we’ll be dancing after the meal before we all return here and spend the night in the main bedroom as arranged…”

Part of me wanted to stop him and instantly end this nightmare but to my ongoing ignominy or disgrace I could barely speak and could only listen almost as intently as my wife was.

“…So do not disappoint me because I want to show you off to my friends and get you to suck or maybe fuck one of them if you behave.”

My partner seemed so listless and barely had the fight to counter such an absurd idea or presumption on his part, although she did whine insipidly in token objection.

“What about if my daughter gets upset with me about what has happened?”

As if he had the power to foresee into the future, he just patted the vulnerable slippery female lips smoothly and then lifted to his feet.

“Don’t worry about that as I will speak to her…bear in mind that Ami is cool and knows the score…”

He began to amble towards the door then turned and glared at me.

“…And you be sure to treat her like a princess, Ray, call her Miss and obey the orders she give as if they were mine then things might just turn out better than you expect…”

His stare was destabilising as he snarled aggressively and with obvious contempt.

“…Understand, Sissy Boy?”

Utterly unnerved by this malevolence or mayhem all I could mumble in reply was.

“Yes Sir, if Ami can cope with what you propose then so will I for the holiday…”

I tried to smile but my despairing open mouth would hardly work anymore.

“…You can rely on it!”

With those measly comments he departed leaving my wife still remaining naked from the waist down as weirdly I had the secret overwhelming perverse compulsion to kiss the semen-covered hirsute pussy brazenly on display but did not wish to make the wrong move and upset her, so I sped purposely downstairs to safely keep out of the way.

I dozed for a while then was awoken by the front door opening and looked up to see Ami smiling down dryly at me before she murmured softly in humour.

“I hear that there have been some welcome changes, Ray, and you are staying in my old room now…is that correct…?”

Before I could react she carried on with acidity.

“…And where is my Whore of a mother?”

Her combined language and demeanour were truly shocking, but I was already dishonourably bound by the rules of this debased game I had agreed to and wittered feebly.

“On the terrace, Miss…”

Once more I felt improbably aroused in my feebleness before this glamorous young woman as I lowered my head and confessed what she obviously already knew.

“…And yes, Miss, there have been many alterations here.”

She giggled like the young teenager she still was.

“And not before time Raymond, because as Tyrone explained to me along with my unexpectedly perverse mother…”

Her darkened eyes held me in scorn.

“…You need to be trained to be useful to women like us…!”

Ami gestured to her new room as if understanding the fresh hierarchy that now existed.

“…Get me a bikini as I’ll sit out upstairs for while…”

She chuckled wickedly.

“…I understand you know where they are…?”

I blushed in abashment - because of course I did - and fetched her the delicate swimwear but to my shock when I returned she was entirely uncovered while the clothes she had been wearing last night, when she had left, had now been discarded and lay on the floor.

Instinctively I timidly handed her the delicate items then looked away to protect her decency - or was it mine - but her voice sounded softly in correction.

“…It’s OK, Ray, we all know you’re harmless around females…”

She was scathing and condescending.

“…Now kiss my ass and tell me how sorry you are for treating me without the slightest regard or respect for so long.”

She bent forward in the tiny bikini before my mouth meekly pressed on her sublime rear flesh as I whispered regretfully.

“I sincerely apologise, Miss…and will do my best to make it up to you and Felicity in the future…”

The taste or scented touch of her was intoxicating as I gasped for air.

“…I’ll do anything to keep you both happy.”

Ami slowly lifted herself up then quickly patted my head patronisingly as if I was a mere pet.

“Well see you do…and bring some fruit and water up in about fifteen minutes and we will provide further instruction.”

As if I truly was already some humbled domestic help, I waited, then, at the appropriate moment served the girls with the refreshment they required at which time my wife - who had put her bikini bottoms on by now for decency sakes around her daughter - sighed at me while taking a slice of melon.

“You will be pleased to know that Ami and I have reached a mature understanding and as the two of us have decided we are both adventurous women of the modern world…”

She gurgled as if this was funny.

“…Then as you are content…so are we.”

Her temperamental child interrupted sharply.

“Place out the white and red short strappy dresses in the wardrobe for later…”

I could not escape her earthy eyes which followed then tortured me sadistically.

“…Do we need bras…?”

That seemed to be a rhetorical question as she ploughed on.

“…Obviously not, but include some delicate thong knickers and hold-up stockings; black with the red dress and natural alongside the white because…”

To my despair she could tell I was aroused as she snickered meanly.

“…You naturally wish us to look our best for Tyrone…?”

Appallingly I ejaculated into my trunks before them both then ineffectively turned away to disguise my shame as she laughed.

“…Oh Ray of course you do?”

In self-preservation I immediately ran away and kept busy before eventually prepared their clothing while they showered and, after changing myself, somehow we trooped together - apparently like a dysfunctional family - to our familiar restaurant as if everything was normal in our world but that was far, far from any glimmer of truth.

To me Felicity appeared brassy but also appealing and although I wanted to detest her trashy look, my wife undeniably appeared young and sexual in the provocative outfit and it made me uncomfortably hard to think what her lover had in mind for her and Ami to fulfil their rude indelicate needs.

Whatever my reservation or concerns at how events were unfolding, I had sadly already surrendered control of the two women for the duration of this holiday and as we took our normal table overlooking the ocean I secretly hated the fact that my cock was continually but revealingly hard from all this libidinous madness.

Thankfully Tyrone was not about and after waiting a while in good etiquette - that I felt he was not entitled to - we ordered food on the basis he might not make the date but then my heartbeat doubled in rate as he appeared from the gloom smelling of sweet sickly aftershave then took a seat beside Felicity and opposite Ami before he grinned sardonically.

“Well take some pictures, Ray…”

He leaned over and kissed my wife who licked his lips in relish as I snapped the camera before I did the same with her svelte daughter who pulled her chair beside his so his hands could unacceptably explore their shapely legs under the tablecloth while he smiled blankly at me.

“…Don’t they look so fuckable…?”

Outrageously his fingertips apparently slipped under the hem of my wife’s dress at the back while Felicity sipped her wine and tried not to scream as they teased or aroused her while he passed cutting judgment.

“…And so up for it which is great because I have a few extra treats in store for your wife later outside the nightclub.”

To my horror he then invaded Ami as well and I filmed surreptitiously while the two females ate their starter - as best they could - while his expert touch brought them both to, then past, their orgasmic critical point until their barely veiled depravity or disgrace was complete.

My penis was painfully bursting but I would not give this Bastard the satisfaction of letting myself cum and tried to make vacuous small-talk while trying not to notice what utter Tarts and women of low morality my wife and her child were because he treated them with barely any regard or reverence whatsoever.

Inexplicably to me it seemed somehow preferable for them to suffer under his crude ways and barbaric tongue rather than remaining under my more conciliatory direction or guidance.

Hard to believe I know!

It quickly reached the harrowing point where I did not try to listen to the conversation because I could not understand the reality of what was happening and - after a fraught hour or two - eventually I paid the bill then walked with them in the direction of the busy part of the port where the youth and energy was spilling out everywhere.

I wondered what I was doing following on blindly because I felt or looked completely out of place but, as if this Tyrant Tyrone had a deviant plan and knew precisely what he was about, he stopped for a moment at a bar along the way and gestured to a tall blonde lady I had seen around our pool but had never spoken to.

“This is Marlene…”

He drew breath as if he was absurdly doing me a favour.

“…Have a chat with her, as you just may find it enlightening or if you get bored then go back to the apartment and we’ll meet you there…”

His full copper lips kissed Felicity on the back of her graceful neck and growled purposefully.

“…But if you are interested in retaining this when I’ve done with her…”

The bulbous nostrils on his disagreeable face sniffed my wife’s perfumed hair and he snickered malevolently.

“…Then I suggest you stick around and listen because Marlene can be very informative for a pathetic needy man like you!”

Ironically I felt like crying as he walked away with his long predacious arms around my two girls’ slight shoulders and - as if she caught my silent pain - the unknown woman stared empathetically in my direction and patted the seat of the chair beside her.

“Come and sit down and tell me all about it...”

Marlene was quite attractive in her lofty aloof sort of way but the genial sympathetic manner in how she addressed me seemed to break down my instinct to push this introduction aside and I took the spare seat beside hers, as if she was my mother and I desperately needed a shoulder to cry upon.

Which - I might add - her effect then red lips immediately did in consideration and perfect English with a slight Germanic accent before I slurped the glass of white wine she offered me and vainly tried not to look too vulnerable.

“…You poor soul, Darling…it must be very hard for you…”

I was trying to decode if there was a hidden meaning in the word hard as her judgemental focus spotted my slightly bulging erection and she gurgled. 

“…Raymond isn’t it?”

My impulse was to be genial.

“You can call me Ray.”

I noticed her grey eyes had a touch of steel in them as she sighed pointedly.

“I think Raymond is fine actually…so let me explain something about myself and perhaps how I could possibly help you…?”

The power of her icy cloudy gaze was immediately unsettling which caused me to look away as her tone stiffened.

“…Subject to you being able to adapt then learn…”

There seemed nowhere else for me to go and somewhat unenthusiastically I settled in the comfortable padded seat as she smiled knowingly.

“…You love your wife?”

I nodded almost through gritted teeth.

“Yes of course.”

She then scolded me gently but unfortunately finding the prickly point of the problem in the same mocking breath.

“Darling Raymond, it had been explained that you cannot make love to her properly so do you not see that Felicity has a right to find a strong man to fuck or sate her…?”

Outrageously her palm lightly pressed the developing stiffness in my trousers below the tablecloth then gurgled.

“…Look how the mere thought of such foul actions arouses you…”

My lips groaned in agony.

“…And if you can simply admit the raw revealing fact then perhaps I can educate you because I suffered a similar fate with my first husband who had premature ejaculation which, in the shortest time…

She seemed to glow in base recall.

“…Sent me into the arms then beds of other men…”

Weakly I went to push her insidious pressure away, but she held firm and whispered wickedly.

“…Like me your wife enjoys sex; the rude sensation of a long thick cock in our mouths, asses or pussies, and I understand you have videos to show this…don’t you Raymond…?”

She rubbed the hardness and continued to torment me.

“…Just say it enrages you that your wife is a greedy brazen Whore for other men…”

As if to show my depravity, I gulped for air and ignominiously ejaculated in my shorts while she exhaled - as if to share the release of tension - then sighed because I would not confess the obvious fact and simply bit my lips as she went on.

“…Poor hopeless Raymond…I won’t force you to reveal your dark side, but would you like me to relate the story about my husband?”

In some ways I was grateful for a change of subject - other than my awful predicament - and I tried to clear my addled mind and mumbled almost incoherently.

“Yes please, I think, perhaps, I would be fascinated.”

The imperious elevated woman then sat back and enigmatically recounted a torrid tale about her innumerable infidelities with multiple anonymous males and how - like my Felicity - she had become hooked on casual rough sex with powerfully built men as we finished one bottle of wine then started a second.

In sincerity I was privately enthralled at her brutal honestly and lack of morality and when she had finished the sordid story, about her abandoned husband Jurgen, I spoke almost reverently as I seemed to have so much in common with this unfortunate soul.

“Are you still together?”

The experienced woman shook her head in an unexpected display of regret.

“Sadly no, I still loved him, and he did me, but given our delicate situation would not bury his pride and play his part in what I had to do…”

Her tone was quiet and almost forlorn.

“…So, we are divorced now…”

She then chuckled devilishly.

“…After I took his money, and although he begged to come back I could see he did not love me enough to put my needs before his own personal ego…”

I felt her hand on my penis which was pumping again while she appeared to finish our conversation as the time had literally flown by.

“…Can you bury your male honour Raymond because without a show of contrition and devotion to Felicity then you will surely lose her?”

Once more I did not answer her obtuse questions and as it was late we walked together in silent contemplation - for me - towards the club where my wife had entered many hours ago.

As we approached the brightly lit venue this stranger gently led me around the back of the property where she bade me wait with her in the darkness before my attention was caught by mere ghostly silhouettes that appeared from a rear door to the property.

As my eyes adjusted to the poor light I could make out Tyrone - from his lazy gait - then Felicity who was quickly pressed down to her knees before I realised his callous hand was forcing her blonde head to suck two men leaning back expectantly against the shadowy wall.

Impulsively I went to hold my hard cock but found that Marlene was undoing my trousers and lowering them and the shorts to my knees before wrapping something soft and moist around my raging flesh and murmuring quietly.

“These are my panties, Raymond…you may cum in them as your base wife performs carnally with these nameless men…”

As I gazed through the gloom, Felicity’s filthy mouth was indeed going from one to the other eagerly before - in terrible reflex - I jerked erratic hot spurts of semen into the divisive fabric and shivered in my disgrace while Marlene merely chuckled.

“…Just admit you enjoy being a pathetic voyeur at your Felicity’s depravity and I will assist then train you to cope…”

My body slunk back against the blackest wall - as if the night could shield me from my ethical crimes - then fiddled with the zip on my trousers, but I was all fingers and thumbs while my decadent guide for the evening slowly walked away and whispered as she made her dramatic withdrawal.

“…Otherwise be assured that, just like my Jurgen, by the end of this break you will surely be alone and with just thoughts of what might have been…”

Her voice faded into the gentle temperate breeze.

“…Seek me out Raymond, bring my knickers back and if you are able to lose your stubborn useless vanity then I might be persuaded to assist you in your quest.”

Then this new domineering torturer fully dissipated into the dimness and left me to place the wet panties in my pocket and agonisingly witness my wife finish her oral administrations to these undeserving males before walking back through the rear door with them, at which time Tyrone ambled over to me as if this performance had been pre-arranged and was merely for my depraved entertainment alone.

“We’ll meet you out by the front in five minutes and as you can see…”

He snickered mercilessly at my despair.

“…Your wife is quite a saucy sexual girl…just like her dirty daughter!”

As promised they soon appeared at the main entrance before I ambled after them home while trying not to think about what my wife had done to the unknown men behind the club and wishing that my penis would stop twitching then getting erect all the time.

Also, the sensational sight of Ami’s perfect ass - in the tiny dress - was terribly distracting, because I disgracefully longed just to kiss it once more and foolishly prostrate my body then declare my admiration for her.

However, in veracity I had no remaining power over either of these girls and I looked on mutely but hopelessly until we reached the apartment when the females went to shower, and Tyrone grinned at me with apparent curiosity.

“How did you get on with Marlene; she mentioned about her Ex and I thought she could give you some pointers to deal with Felicity…?”

Once more I did not reply, and he shrugged disinterestedly.

“…Do what you want, Raymond, but I’ll be gone soon and so will she if you don’t get some good advice…”

I remained stubbornly silent as he hissed in some antipathy.

“…That’s your decision but meanwhile do something useful and use your phone for some pictures and videos?”

My lips salivated then whispered almost hopefully.

“Can I come into the bedroom and do it?”

Tyrone laughed at the unfathomable depth of my depravity.

“Ami won’t allow it at the moment so just some semi-respectable shots then…”

He gurgled throatily.

“…You can surely imagine the rest which might possibly just be worse for you...?”

My wife and her daughter soon appeared in short brightly coloured babydoll outfits then sat beside this predatory Monster who placed his palms dangerously on each singular thigh and sighed at me.

“…Wine for my Ladies, Ray, a glass each should suffice just to get them suitably juicy…”

I fetched the liquid order from the kitchen and handed the full red treats to them before Tyrone murmured softly in direction.

“…Take some memories, Ray, as a night like this should definitely be remembered.”

With that said - so despicably - he licked the rich fluids off each of their pouting lips before they were all kissing deeply in turn and with developing passion as he scurrilously ran his fingers over their barely covered bodies until both Ami and my wife began to emit needy whiney whimpering noises. 

Almost automatically the milky slender legs on each of the gorgeous women gradually parted and as if to demonstrate his hold over them he placed their delicate hands on his bulging crotch and simpered teasingly.

“Are you as ready for action as you appear, Ladies?”

In reply each of them leaned down to transiently kiss the covered obvious growth of his manhood before they got up, all linked together when Felicity mumbled dismissively and drolly to me.

“See you in the morning, Ray…rest well!”

In an instant they were behind closed doors before, after making sure the lounge area was tidy, I walked slowly back to the bedroom downstairs and hated the fact that my crazed penis was uncomfortably fit to combust.

Once in my privacy I stripped off my clothes and lay on the bed with my hand unforgivably around this continually surging erection, because my imagination was running riot about what Tyrone would be subjecting them both to, when quite strangely I confusingly craved for the feel of something soft and soothing on my most sensitive skin.

Instinctively I liberated the soiled finery from my pocket - used by the disturbed woman I had met earlier that evening - and then rubbed my straining cock on the satin gusset just as she had done until it graciously spurted and relieved my stress, into the divisive material to multiple unworthy thoughts about the Black Bastard and the feckless girls upstairs.

Naturally, I then felt abashed or even guilty and demeaned, but after a short rest my errant mind dangerously began thinking again or then looking at the recently taken videos and images on the phone before the whole sordid process began again until I masturbated myself incessantly to sleep.

When I woke I quickly hid the despoiled panties belonging to Marlene and cursed my unforgivable unprincipled weakness but there was no escape from the depravity I had encouraged around me as bravely I knocked on the main bedroom door then entered when I heard the sweet sound of my wife’s weary voice.

Thankfully she was in bed alone but was atop the covers to show she was not wearing knickers and in that moment I had to restrain a powerful permissive instinct to explore this aromatic softness and taste the juices there but felt unsure quite how to behave in the very centre of all this indecency.

Therefore, Felicity just exhaled quietly as if I was merely a menial.

“Prepare some food for me on the terrace Ray then you may run me a bath and change the sheets…”

Her tone was a low crude chuckle.

“…As they are filthily covered with what went on…”

I shivered but she ignored the obvious reflex.

“…Then put me a bikini out as I will settle by the main pool today.”

All I could meekly say was, “Yes Miss,” and only do as my wife had instructed.

Soon she left me to settle by the communal area downstairs while I concentrated on my domestic duties before the jobs were completed and there was no option but to go outside into the light of the day to face the proverbial music.

Ami and Felicity were relaxing side by side in the heat all alone, as mercifully there was no sign of my dark gangly Nemesis, but - with this being said - the girls merely nodded dismissively and gestured for me to take a place elsewhere in the large paved area as if sadly my presence was not appreciated or desired.

I stayed under a shady umbrella or what felt like a gloomy cloud for a few hours until my heart pounded in panic when I saw Tyrone appear like some returning conqueror and after taking the touches or laurels from his adoring female fan-club -that seemed to abound in this dissolute place - eventually Felicity lifted up and strolled casually over to me where she smiled coldly.

“Ami is going to the beach, but Tyrone is staying with me for lunch so put something suitably edible out on the terrace and we will be up shortly…”

Her dark eyes glinted meaningfully.

“…And make sure your phone is charged because I am feeling uncomfortably very hot and…”

She giggled as if a mad frisky teenager once more.

“…I’m sure you wish to record it!”

Needless to say, as and when they reached the apartment, food was the last thing on my wife’s grubby mind because she allowed Tyrone to place her over his bony knee, in the just made-up bedroom, then cruelly spanked her pert backside continually before stripping her of the tiny bikini and rutting my Love up the bottom as if such depravity had been written in the darkest stars.

It was hard for me to stop them or object because I was too busy viewing or filming and when the outrageous scene had been played out to base completion Felicity remained naked - to consume the food awaiting them - as if any inhibitions or respect for me she once may have possessed had evaporated completely in the sunshine and humidity.

To make matters worse my faithless wife sucked his ever ready cock in-between nibbling on the food before - after drinking wine and water - she then athletically jumped on his bones when he sat on the soft chair and played with her breasts while to my eternal indignity I memorialised it all on the phone that unfortunately had infinite capacity to capture such decadence or deviance.

He left soon afterwards with barely a kind word to me while Felicity - still uncovered - settled on a lounger on the roof terrace once more showing me the spoils of the interaction with the foul man that was dripping salaciously from between her parted thighs, and although I reflexively wanted to taste the sour essence of the fetid flow I definitely felt too inhibited to act on any such disturbed primal instincts.

In truth I no longer knew how to act around her or Ami under these inauspicious circumstances and the next few days made me recoil within myself as they seemed to continue along the same unfortunate agonising pattern during which time I increasingly retreated into the privacy of my disturbed mind, filmed often then masturbated addictively while sensing for certain that I was surely losing my wife in every conceivable possible way.

Although Felicity did not mention or discuss anything much, we were no longer speaking or even sharing any trace of the occasional banter we used to enjoy and it made me recall what Marlene had presciently tried to explain; that unless I could share the experience - however distasteful it appeared - in some meaningful way then, as with her own marriage mine was also about to go permanently downhill.

I saw the mature tall woman fleetingly around the pool of the scenic town where we all still ventured out to eat at night, but did not acknowledge her whatsoever, because just like with my own wife, it was difficult for me to talk about anything given the terrible guilt or disgrace that had understandably consumed me.

Exactly as the apparently insightful and experienced woman had initially alluded to; it was becoming almost impossible to reconcile my head to what I had ludicrously allowed to happen.

Three full days after our first meeting, eventually the pressure had built to a crescendo and one late afternoon when Felicity and her precocious daughter had gone off to town for a shopping excursion - with my money I might add - I saw Marlene sitting alone, and in some instinctive act of desperation I went over to where she was resting under an covering umbrella.

She heard me and opened an eyelid then sighed as if tired of my problems already.

“Yes Raymond, what is it?”

With trembling hands, I pulled a nearby chair close to where she was and whispered because I naturally did now want anyone else to hear what I was to say.

“I have thought about what you mentioned many times, and now understand I need some help because I can’t cope with my wife’s indiscretions and sense there is no path back without some direction exactly as you foretold.”

She shrugged and stretched out her lithe body covered sublimely by a taut black full swimsuit.

“That’s not my problem, Raymond, and anyway my sister has arrived, so I won’t really have the time.”

My situation was already perilous, and I had to press her then subsequently let go of any remaining self- respect as I took her hand pleadingly.

“Please Marlene…I’ll do anything because there is not that long left before the vacation finishes, and I definitely don’t want to let Felicity slip though my fingers.”

A warped twisted smile covered her mouth with malicious intent.

“Even though she likes to fuck or suck other men…?”

My penis pulsed automatically while she noticed my unnatural instinct and laughed.

“…You would have to trust then obey me completely and also gain permission from your wife although…”

Her flat belly rose and fell magnetically.

“…To be honest I don’t think you could do that; so why not just let me enjoy the last few days I have here in peace?”

It seemed as if my last chance to redeem myself in Felicity’s azure eyes was fading fast, but I conjured up an inspired proposal.

“Why not join us for dinner, as you obviously know Tyrone, and I can ask my wife for the grace to take your instruction because it seems indisputably as if I need it…”

My head lowered to show the overpowering feeling of submission I felt.

“…I swear I will do whatever you require of me in attempting to learn, and through this process hopefully find a road back with my wife.” 

The woman seemed still unspeakably amused and possibly because there was a free meal on offer and as she knew exactly where the luxurious restaurant was there was a small unanticipated chink of light for me.

“OK we’ll see you at eight and I will mention it to Tyrone when I see him because I am certain…”

Once more she gurgled wickedly.

“…He will be thrilled that you’re are taking some necessary measures which are sorely required for a feeble male like you!”

I took the insult stoically I thought and, as if bad news travelled quickly, my wife already had knowledge of our companions for dinner given she spoke to me testily when I was putting out the showy clothing - they had just purchased - for Ami and her to wear that evening. 

“I hear you have finally agreed to listen to Tyrone and let Marlene assist in the changes necessary if we are to have any possibility for us to continue together…?”

It seemed inconceivable that she knew everything already, but it was disconcertingly obvious that there were no secrets about my fragile position in her orbit and I kept mute while she began to dress and grumbled scarily for me as she did so.

“…Although to be frank at this stage I already feel there is way too much water under the bridge for any return, and it is already too late for any reconciliation…”

She turned towards me as if to provocatively parade her new stockings and suspenders and moved her slight shoulders in a gesture of ambivalence.

“…But maybe, as you were always so controlling previously, it would be fun for my daughter and me to see you try!”

Almost as if by black magic suddenly there were six of us around the table at the luxurious eatery on the precarious edge of the sea where Marlene sat by my side while her equally blonde slim but smaller sister Ingrid was opposite and stared at me with curiosity while I tried to hang on to my sanity.

There was the usual chat about not very much at all but after the main fish course Felicity gazed at the German woman and then snickered as if the troubles we had between us was all an open joke.

“I hear that you might be taking Ray under your wing?”

The woman slurped her expensive white wine and sighed thoughtfully.

“Perhaps, when you have all gone to the club he and I will have a serious talk and it very much depends on his sometimes whimsical attitude…”

She drew breath for a moment.

“…But do I have your agreement because he will have to stay with my sister and I if we are to truly assist him.”

My disloyal partner waved her wrist airily.

“That’s perfect, because Ami has a new admirer so she can use his room, therefore keep him as long as you wish…”

She displayed an utter lack of care or regard for me then took Tyrone’s fingers lovingly in hers and sneered unkindly.

“…You can even fuck his ass if you want!”

Marlene gazed at my wife and curled her lips expressively; as appeared to be her way when she knew something I didn’t.

“Oh Goodness Felicity what a comment but…”

Her grey slate eyes sparkled as if they were shining after a downpour.

“… It just may come to that!”

I flushed and baulked at the surreal conversation but said nothing in my miserable state before my wife, Ami and Tyrone departed and took Ingrid with, to leave me alone with this formidable woman who glared at me then murmured.

“So, Raymond…do you wish to be educated in the ways to eventually become an asset to your wife?”

There was no other avenue open for me as I whimpered.

“Yes, Marlene, I have already declared I will do anything you say.”

She leaned over and whispered filthily.

“Tyrone is going to fuck Ingrid inside the club soon, and you are going to lick her greasy cunt when she meets us outside in an hour or so…”

Her hand slipped under the tablecloth then removed my erection which was unnervingly pulsing madly as she grumbled.

“…Dirty Boy, rubbing yourself all the time…if I permit you to return to my apartment then all such foul impulses will be entirely at my discretion.”

She gripped my hard flesh firmly which made me groan then gasp out loud.

“Yes Marlene.”

Her voice snarled purposefully.

“Call me, Miss Brahm.”

I squealed in agony at the destabilising pressure I was under then whined.

“Yes Miss Brahm!”

The firm grip on my stretched penis eased a tad as she continued to distort my wavering brain.

“You need to relax and take pride and pleasure in what Felicity does…”

Once more I surged and was desperate to cum, but she had total control already.

“…Take delight that virile men wish to defile her or use her mouth as a convenience for their earthy needs…and treat such depraved interest as a compliment to you for having someone so vital and alluring…”

She left me hanging on the edge and posed a question.

“…Have you my panties with you…?”

My head wobbled then nodded and I blinked before extracting them from my back pocket before placing the scrunched-up crusty item in her flat palm where her sharp eyes inspected them then wrapped the silk around my cock and grumbled critically.

“…You Disgusting-Dog, Ray, they are filthy, and be assured that I will spank you if we get to my home then teach you how to clean such items for your Mistress…”

The touch of the lacy material along with her fetid threat swiftly sent me over the sexual cliff and I jerked hot droplets of seminal fluid into the smelly knickers before she slipped the truly smeared smalls into her bag then smiled at me as if any battle between us had been fought and already won.

“…Are you committed and ready to obey me completely?”

My fuzzy mind seemed to be melting while the whole of my body was floating up on some grimy cloud as I mumbled incoherently.

“Yes, Yes, Yes, Miss Brahm…I need you to help me make some sense of this because I am surely drowning!”

Improbably, we had been conversing for a couple of hours and - now under her mercurial spell - I paid the bill before we wandered up to the popular nightclub where I saw her sister Ingrid against the deserted moody wall at the back of the site while a male figure that looked suspiciously like Tyrone was lolloping away with his familiar lazy indolent stride.

When we reached the lithe girl, she still had her eyes tightly closed - as if savouring an illicit moment - before opening them when hearing our steps and smiling mockingly as her sibling.

“Sorry Marlene, but he did more than cum over my panties…”

Her voice cooed in gross satisfaction.

“…His cock was so thick and long I simply had to let it flush inside me.”

The woman at my side pressed her sister against the brick surface, raised the hem of the short dress and gurgled.

“Ingrid, what a truly gross girl you are but no matter…I have someone to get all the poison out…”

She pulled the sodden knickers down the slim girl’s thighs then pressed me to my knees and spoke crudely.

“…Suck her cunt, Raymond, and extract every drip of Tyrone’s essence…”

My tongue obediently lapped tentatively at the congealing juices while she tapped my head insistently.

“…Deeper Raymond…much deeper and please…not so shy as Felicity has already informed me you secretly crave the taste of him.”

Her comment was painful but suddenly my mouth was like a greedy leech on her pungent female lips as I disgustingly drew the foul fluids out until I sensed all that remained was sensitive pink flesh when I instinctively teased the clitoral point to make Ingrid grumble in a complimentary fashion.

“Marlene…I definitely like Raymond…”

Her hips pressed against my slight oral pressure in audible relish.

“…Make it harder just there…”

My new Mistress rapaciously pressed my cranium directly and closely against her sibling’s female mound to increase the salacious tension before she spurted excited juices in my mouth and trembled into orgasmic glory then simpered and settled against the straight unyielding surface at her back.

“…There…fuck…”

Her whole body quivered, and she exhaled in humour.

“…Can we keep him?”

In reply Marlene pulled the wet underwear off her debased sister and snickered.

“Raymond will be staying with us a while as he needs intense instruction on how to keep his wayward wife contented because just like me she has a taste for sordid diversion with special types of lusty men.”

Ingrid then tugged her short dress back down and smiled dryly before readying her body to amble off back into the club; unforgivably without underwear but with an obvious spring in her step.

“There’s a friend of Tyrone’s that’s quite sexy inside…so maybe I’ll be sure to bring back some more stuff to let our new toy practice his skills later.”

She then disappeared leaving the irrepressible Marlene and I alone when I watched - like mere spectator in my own misfortune - as she presumptuously removed my own erection then placed it on the soft saturated gusset of the foul panties and laughed at her ability to rule me so easily.

“Look how it arouses you to serve promiscuous girls; now quickly cum like the Pathetic Hound you are then you can lick them free of this slimy mess…”

Inexplicably I was already past the point of no return as she held my thin penile skin lightly and chuckled.

“…Before I teach you some new tricks…!”

With thoughts of faithless Felicity and wicked wiry Ami in my feverish imagination I juddered what small reservoir of sperm I had remaining in my testicles into the already sticky knickers before improbably then using my tongue as directed to suckle up all the gooey mix.

Surprisingly the more I ingested the noxious brew - and once the initial revulsion had passed - I discovered that I secretly quite enjoyed the earthy unique taste of the crude concoction and in a relatively short space of time the delicate fabrics were free of any male essence, meaning Marlene and I could stroll together back to the apartment then share an ice cream as we travelled.

As if merely to clear our deviant palates!

When we reached her apartment, which was in the block beside the one I had rented, she made me stand before her as she sat in the main room and muttered threateningly.

“…If you have any second thoughts then you can leave right away…or from this second I will expect your total obedience and attention?”

I was nervous but had already made the mental leap to serve or suffer under her rule and responded meekly.

“I will do as you tell me Miss Brahm…”

The immediate sensation of service was weirdly exhilarating as she settled into the supple couch while I tried to hide my confusing arousal but admitted a surreal truth.

“…I can clearly see that I need to become schooled if Felicity and I are to remain together.”

She sat judgementally on her lower perch and murmured in agreement.

“That’s true as you need to sincerely understand that your role is to support and compliment your wife and you will need to fully involve yourself in her indiscretions.”

My prick was solid again now as my mouth gasped to show the extent of my insanity.

“I want to Miss Brahm, but don’t know how.”

Her head bobbled in communality.

“That is precisely what you are here for Raymond; now take your clothes off please…all of them…”

It seemed far too late for denial or common-sense and I stripped to reveal my small but firm erection which she inspected closely and then sighed in comment.

“…That’s not too bad…you could fuck a girl…even your demanding wife with that if you could just control yourself…”

I went to touch it, but she snarled tersely.

“…Don’t you dare…remove my clothing…”

In some bemusement I tugged at her dark trousers then shirt before she kicked-off her shoes then leaned forward and gurgled.

“…Bra and pants as well Raymond…quickly, get on with it…”

I removed the bra first to expose small but perfect breasts then let my fingertips gently roll the white sheer panties down her legs then ankles before she spread her thighs and exhaled seductively.

“…Put the knickers on then kneel down and inspect my vagina because I sense you have never spent much time appreciating the intricate subtleties of the female form.”

As if I was dreaming - I’d never had a reverie quite like this - I drew the tactile feminine pants over my erection and balls, which caused me to surge crazily, then prostrated myself in the middle of her open legs and mumbled stupidly while inspecting this thin line of flesh with a manicured thatch of hair above it.

“Oh Miss Brahm, you are truly beautiful.”

She laughed at my inane gush.

“All girls are special Raymond in their own way, and need a good reliable man to tend them which I will show you in due course…now love my private place with your tongue and make believe you adore me…”

My wet oral flesh slid effortlessly against her vaginal crease as she relaxed back and picked up the glass of wine that was there.

“…Nice and slowly Raymond as I am in no rush at all...”

The distinct sexual aroma of her was sorely enticing as I explored her private slit and licked then softly kissed her inner thighs until they were far apart while her free hand stroked my head and she gurgled.

“…Enjoy this position as if you are to be of use to Felicity then you must become expert at this particular treat…”

I knew basically where to push or press but my new benefactor made me wiggle my tongue deep inside her then come out for air before making the divine pressure last as her strong hand then held me tightly against her reactive point when she shuddered and squirted pungent juices over my face and mouth while grumbling happily.

“…A good start Raymond, but now let me see if you are really cooking…”

Marlene leaned forward and found my hardness in the thin knickers and stroked it gently.

“…Are you thinking about Tyrone fucking your wife alongside her luscious loose daughter…?”

In truth I barely stopped looking at the videos or using my depraved imagination in that regard as she cupped my tingling balls and grumbled.

“…Of course, you are! So…cum like the Weak Fuck you are and wallow in the fact your wife is another man’s Whore…”

It was impossible to stop the ejaculate staining the delicate fabric as she squeezed me dry then leaned back and purposely pulled my giddy head into what appeared to be my emerging lowly place in the world.

“…Now get busy again because Ingrid will be back soon and there will be more work for you to do…”

I returned to diligently lapping at her pungent pussy but this time she dozed and stretched her calves ever further apart as if I was some human sexual aide before we heard the front door open and I soon saw Ingrid sitting tiredly on the settee beside her causing Marlene to wake up a little and squeeze my hair.

“…Get me off now Raymond and then you can begin with my sleazy sister…!”

My friction reflexively increased on her clitoral nub before she rubbed the wetness against my already sodden lips to celebrate her resolution and groaned wearily.

“…Lift her hem, pull her panties off and tell me if they are still clean.”

In automatic mode I rose then complied until the girl’s hairy mousy coloured vagina was exposed, while instantly noticing the warm smelly knickers in my hand were full of spunk as I gasped in some shock.

“They are…covered with sperm.”

Marlene gurgled cruelly.

“Well you know what to do Raymond…so suck the white juices of the fabric first then kneel and draw the slimy seed out of her cunt while my naughty sibling tells me all about it!”

Disgracefully I slurped up the masculine deposits on the delicate material before bending and beginning to do the same job on the girl’s putrid slither while Ingrid readily confessed that two men had fucked her inside the club along with the troubling information that my wife and Ami were also behaving equally badly.

Once more I was used like a separate inanimate object as the unknown woman quickly shivered then trembled to orgasmic bliss before she held my cock through the saturated sheen of the panties I was wearing and made me cum to further illicit tales of my wife’s infidelities.

Then finally we trooped up the stairs to the main bedroom where the women showered together while I waited by the large bed and when Marlene returned - dressed in just a towel - she sat on the covers, drew me over her surprisingly muscular thighs then proceeded to spank me firmly and smiled.

“Have you lost your ego and pride yet Raymond…as unfortunately it is a necessary part of the process…”

I felt so improbably helpless and enfeebled as she beat me.

“…You have so much to learn in so little time as we leave in a few days…”

The lack of any authority over my own life or future had made me bizarrely hard again as she lightly held my erection and simpered.

“…Tyrone must be doing them both about now…”

Perversely and unforgivably to this aside, I jerked the last drops of sperm in my balls into the already soaked knickers before she pushed me on the floor, removed the towel then joined her sister already inside the bed.

They were both tantalisingly naked and now smelling alluringly of scented flowers as she scowled.

“…Sleep on the couch by the wall; Ingrid and I will call you if we need to….as we require separation and rest…”

Her voice was fading but still had enough of a touch of menace as the side light went off and I fell onto the cushions on the large available free seat.

“…And get some shut-eye as well because the educational curve gets steeper from here.”

I drifted off immediately because I was exhausted, but my recuperation was interrupted in the early morning light when I heard Ingrid’s sharp voice and the sound of the bedcovers being rustled.

“Come here Raymond…I need some attention.”

Even before I reached her I knew exactly what attention she demanded and settled between her open legs then suckled at her musky hot vaginal lips until they liberally moistened and eventually the strange foreign woman vibrated to subversive bliss.

She then returned to the dream world while my nightmare continued because Marlene then demanded the same disturbed process before finding her own hormonal heaven and then - only when fully satisfied - patting my head in gratification.

“It’s lovely to have a servant again…if only my husband could have been obedient like you then we might still have been together…”

She lifted her straight back onto the pillow then had me kneel to show her that I had continued to masturbate incessantly - in any unguarded moment - as her head shook in false empathy.

“Poor, Poor Boy…I appreciate that it’s not easy knowing your wife has been fucked all last night is it?”

She produced unfair force on my pulsing cock as if only to unreasonably demean me while making my lips whine in response.

“No Miss Brahm…I can’t stop thinking about him taking her and Ami.”

Her glazed eyes glowed coolly, in equal mock sympathy.

“And you should think about such matters, because as mentioned you must share their pleasure and come to revel in the fact that they are sexually getting what is needed and deserved…”

Disgracefully, I produced more sticky blobs of sperm before Marlene squeezed me dry once more then pulled me off the bed by my limp prick while smiling as she did so.

“…But learn to control these awful instincts for masturbation all the time as I will shortly demonstrate they can be put to more productive uses.”

As if I was becoming institutionalised by her already I whispered weakly.

“Is that possible?”

We were inside the bathroom now and after turning on the shower she stared at me and muttered impatiently.

“Take the dirty knickers off now Ray and let us make a proper start on your education…”

In seconds we were unclothed inside the running warm water where she covered me with tart cream - which rapidly removed any hair around my genitals - and then encouraged me to cum in her fingertips while she aroused my already inflamed mind with further ideas of what Felicity had done the previous evening.

The ultimate ejaculation then drained me completely and when we stood outside of the cubicle I let her dry my skin, as if I was a listless child, then looked on - in suspended disbelief - as she waved an unusual plastic device in front of my nose and snickered lowly.

“I bought this for Jurgen, my ex-husband, but he was too scared to put it on…”

In the most surreal seconds of my existence suddenly this weird contraption was promptly placed around my cock and balls as she cackled like a Witch.

“…But that is clearly not the case with you because I can tell you are committed to this admirable cause of getting back into sweet Felicity’s good books…”

I was too traumatised to speak and found myself simply awaiting further instruction which came quickly.

“…Bend forward and put your palms on the wall…”

As I did so she outrageously poured warm grease oil into the entrance to my bottom and slowly teased then inserted something hard inside me which made my mouth scream while hers, simply chuckled.

“…Don’t be such a Wuss, Raymond…it won’t hurt you…”

Terrifyingly I felt her hips press theatrically against my rear flesh as she gurgled.

“…And you have to be ready if your wife wants to fuck you given that she is the power in the relationship now…”

With that, I was allowed to collapse to the floor, unnervingly with a chastity device around my manhood and a plug in my ass before she boldly stood above me with her bare skin still tantalisingly speckled by droplets of gleaming water, parted her toned thighs and ran her sharp fingertips along her womanly crease then grinned.

“…Are you starting to learn yet Raymond…?”

My tongue flicked out reflexively while my whole sensual spirit soared because although I  longed for my penis to react to firmness - as it always had recently during this debauchery - now all it could do was ache vainly to drive me insane as I slavered at the subtle womanly inversion and felt more alive than I could ever have believed possible.

Truly I began to comprehend what insidious subjugation meant and although demeaning and numbing - in many myriad ways - the raw emotion was not without its merits and by the time she had trembled on my busy giving mouth I held her bottom in my hands and drew her towards me to savour her ejaculate which she intuitively sensed.

“…Good Raymond, once you accept your role with the superior female in your life everything else simply falls into place…”

I looked up at her, as if I had found a new religion and she was a Goddess, but she was determined to press on with more practical matters and began my indoctrination into servile domestic work by showing me how to handwash the divine underwear of my Mistress or Mistresses.

Not surprisingly, at first I found the process of wringing the foul stains of another man from the fine fabrics excruciating but then improbably beguiling, mainly because my contained masculinity surged, as I felt giddy and weirdly elated with the subversive duty.

Having completed the luxurious laundry I left the underwear hanging near the window to air then had Ingrid take me into the shower so I could clean her body thoroughly before providing another oral treat on my bended knees as if she had a continual sensual itch that needed to be scratched down there.

The two older but openly veracious women were without question ever needy or greedy with regards to this, swiftly developing skill of mine.

I then dried her tenderly and at this point Marlene had her recently-showered naked sister lay on a towel on the unmade bed and then supplied me with a small bowl of steaming hot soapy water along with a small hand-razor, as her sibling spread out her lovely tanned legs in anticipation.

My new instructor in such delicate matters then showed me how to spread the creamy lather over Ingrid’s thick pubic bush before very gingerly beginning to shave from the outside in starting to reduce the small forest of hair that must have existed for some time

It was not an easy mission for many mucky reasons but under my Mentor’s patient demonstrations then guidance, gradually the previously furry covering began to slowly come off along with the foamy frothy scented cream.

Then incredibly - after much tentative cutting or preening - once warm clean water had been used to rinse away the remaining lather, all that was remained was a perfectly smooth, pink vagina with just a trace of cute wispy blonde hair above the very tip of the undeniably now magnetic crease.

I willingly rubbed cold reviving cream in the now manicured flesh to gently soothe the reddened skin and looked up to Marlene almost in visible but unspoken pride that I could accomplish such an amazing task.

She merely grinned back at my reaction and murmured softly.

“It feels surprisingly good to make things better for your partner doesn’t it?”

My eyes blinked in acknowledgement of such an obvious but obscure fact before I tidied up then set about preparing breakfast with only my Perspex prison covering me.

It was a strange sensation, but the general temperature was warm and once I had overcome my initial abashment at my exposure I quite enjoyed the freedom and the fact that I quickly did not feel the unfortunate urge to play with myself continually.

Even I was uncomfortably aware what an unfortunate habit such crude impulses had become!

Once the food had been consumed I put out the limited clothing they required for the day around the pool or beach before cleaning the apartment thoroughly and half-way though my menial tasks Marlene spoke to me when she and her sister were dressed in their delicate bikinis.

“Finish off then relax, Raymond, make sure everything in pristine then you may come down to join us beside the pool but…”

She smiled acidly.

“…If you see Tyrone, Felicity or Ami then be respectful as you are strictly being schooled to be of service to them.”

In some confusion - which I suppose was understandable - I blurted out a question which showed how far I had fallen.

“May I wear trunks over my chastity cage?”

Marlene and Ingrid giggled like schoolgirls as the more mature of them simpered then smiled.

“Oh Raymond, what marvellous servile instincts you have…”

Her hand patted my poor little cock contained in the cruel gaol and she snickered.

“…Of course, such a personal show of devotion is entirely between you and your Mistress…”

Abstractedly her fingers touched a silver key of my incarceration which I had recently seen her place around her slender neck after she had so tortuously teased the insidious item on me.

“…As are your orgasms which will forever be under her dominion…”

She seemed to be enjoying herself in my dither or dejection and turned towards me at the door to perhaps express a passing sly thought.

“…Which is temporarily my position at the moment given that you are under my caring thumb!”

She left with her sibling while I shivered in the heat of her tongue but felt compelled to follow the commands provided until, when finally everything was suitably organised and set in place, I put on my blue trunks and nervously ambled out to the communal area barely not knowing what to expect.

However, although it seemed to me personally that my universe had changed entirely, this could hardly be gleaned by the separated uninterested reaction from all the people that were gathered there.

My wife and Ami just nodded agreeably but distantly as I walked along then tried to find a spare bed, but eventually I did discover one near Marlene and her sister who also barely spoke to or acknowledged me at all.

In some ways this was preferable, as I could come to terms with my predicament in private, but it was only a temporary reprieve from my trials because when my wife and her daughter disappeared to the beach, Tyrone arrived and I watched him sit on the edge of my new Teacher’s bed before she gestured for me to come over.

When I did so directly her voice was curt.

“Ask Tyrone to fuck me, as you need to become accustomed to swallowing any self-respect you still have when requesting such assistance from men like him that your wife might find attractive in the future.”

Once more the mere mention of Felicity’s disloyalty with this Monster or others to follow in the months ahead made me shiver hopelessly, as the plastic prison held me fast and made me cry out to him in pain for innumerable debased reasons.

“Please, fuck Marlene, Tyrone.”

His smile was expansive and slick as he silently handed me her phone for obvious reasons.

“I know you like making memories.”

We then walked back to the apartment with Ingrid in tow and once behind the security of the four walls Marlene glared at me as if in warning.

“Take your clothes off so Tyrone can see what a weak Sissy Boy you have become then strip me and Ingrid and lick us back then front as…”

Her creamy skin literally vibrated with filthy craving.

“…We like it both ways.”

Tyrone took the camera as I undressed the girls while feeling his sharp eyes upon my chastity prison before my tongue licked their asses then aromatic pussies disgracefully while they arched their backs and grunted or moaned in the expectation of the inevitable penetration to follow.

The fornication when it arrived was beyond the bounds of possibility or belief as both women kneeled and sucked his cock before bending over on the couches where his energy to fuck then despoil them from behind almost violently in their slippery bottoms and cunts was a fetid wonder to behold.

His dominance was disturbing but unstoppable as he injected his seed into Marlene initially, then - after they had shamelessly licked him back to power - surged into Ingrid before ultimately wiping his dripping flaccid penis over their available asses as if they were incidental to his carnal requirements while gurgling.

“Fuck you two Sluts are almost as bad as Felicity and her daughter…”

He spun around to me and smiled devilishly into the camera lens.

“…You are a lucky Sissy, Ray…now eat up and…”

He put on his swimming shorts and sandals then hovered momentarily and murmured sadistically at the door on the way out.

“…Enjoy!”

The women were still prostrate and obviously overwhelmed, as without instruction I kneeled behind them and began to suck then lick both sperm-covered slippery apertures while they whimpered and whined and weirdly made me feel as if I was somehow an equally important part in this depravity.

Instinctively I knew I could never have done what Tyrone had achieved, but as I stuck my tongue deeply into both the women’s saturated private places I sensed that perhaps he could not have done my nasty often necessary duties either.

What should I suppose have made me cringe in dismay strangely almost invoked a sense of unmentionable achievement and when I was finished my oral obligation both Marlene and Ingrid provided me with a brief peck of appreciation before taking me out to the local bar for lunch as if in celebration of my recently illuminated disposition.

From that wicked moment I stopped resisting the wind and went along with whatever was asked or demanded of me as the next few days entered a decadent flow which I began to unexpectedly value or even embrace.

The cage most unexpectedly seemed to help me focus, as due to the continual sexual frustration I spent most of my fresh existence on a permanent high while one sister or another dirtily drifted to yet another sullied adventure either with Tyrone or one of his supercilious entourage.

As the time drifted on we all co-existed like a sordid unusual family while I noticed my wilful wife seemed to share many in-depth conversations with Marlene or Ingrid and, although I never knew what they discussed, I felt certain it was about what I had allowed to happen to me but doubted whether it included the fact that Tyrone was furtively still filthily fucking them both, now and then.

Or maybe they were all past such immorality by now.

On the morning, some three days after the awful device had been placed around my genitals, I was not unreasonably utterly desperate for physical release and literally begged Marlene for the chance to climax, as what I had experienced, heard or witnessed over and over again was a surely a test of anyone’s peace of mind.

She agreed on the condition that I followed her commands to the letter and that very afternoon her generous hands undid the diabolical device before she lay me on the bed and - after removing her fragile swimsuit - then kneeled above my head and slowly lowered her bald pussy onto my lips while sighing.

“Don’t touch your cock, Raymond, just think about Felicity’s cheap cunt being fucked and savour the brief sensation of being a man again…”

Her hands reached behind to find my recently corralled penis harder than I had ever known it and she exhaled in satisfaction.

“…Lick me Raymond and I’ll tell you all about what your faithless wife did with a guy at the club last night.”

My mouth latched onto her wet crease as she regaled my mind with a torrid tale of how Felicity sucked two men in the rear of the venue which made me crave to handle my pumping erection, but she had trapped my arms causing my spirit to feel helpless, as she went on and on to literally drive me to distraction in my impassioned craving to cum.

Then absolutely and unexpectedly, I sensed another female presence, felt another perfumed body when almost unbelievably but instantly my hardness was impossibly encased around warm wet female flesh as I listened to the eager sound of Ingrid’s low resonant voice. 

“That’s it, Lover, make me suffer!”

Her thin athletic hips ground against my debateable strength until I could incredibly wallow in the feeling of real copulation before the build-up of outlandish tension alongside this sudden pressure sent me over the hormonal cliff and I ejaculated inside her rich hot belly while suckling the female crease bearing down on me to send the other sister into fetid bliss as well.

Marlene quickly shivered then lifted off me and looked down in approval.

“You see what is possible if you can have some self-discipline, Raymond, and can learn to give with an eye to eventually receive?”

My breath gasped in genuine wonder because in all my lacklustre life I had never made love to any woman properly.

“Thank you Miss Brahm, I can’t believe it...thank…thank…”

I never got time to fully express my feelings before the salacious wicked sisters swiftly swapped positions and I had Ingrid’s seminal infused female crease on my tongue before I worked on it effectively to demonstrate my unbridled gratitude for the gift she had so munificently given.

Unbelievably I was no longer a virgin - so late into my advancing years - and had I not been rudely distracted by drawing my own seed out of her precious pussy, I might have just broken down in uncontrollable tears of joy.  

However, Marlene, as if sensing my weakness or impulse to dwell, quickly wiped my questionable display of manhood then enclosed it back into the cage before pouring me a glass of wine and murmuring insightfully with some emotion.  

“In a good marriage there is no real dominance or servitude, Raymond, it is all about understanding each other and…”

She kissed my cheek as if she honestly liked me or perhaps she was thinking about the formerly lost husband who could understandably not adjust to this new normal, then muttered on.

“…Making an accommodation or compromise in the relationship so both parties can prosper and get all of their desires or penchants met.”

In that moment of her kindness or introspection I finally understood that this surreal chastity cage was an unanticipated blessing because it helped me with my often missing self-control and along with the insidious fantasies about my wife’s many indiscretions enabled me to retain the rude energy perhaps one day needed to meet my marital obligations.

Given half a chance!

As Marlene had stated I was on the sharpest incline of an education but now definitely respected her input more than I could readily explain, and under her sharp intuitive whip I contentedly accepted the chastity lock that held me in place and - perhaps miraculously - was fully ready to continue my second bout of fornication when we went through the same primitive act the following afternoon.

This time I knew what to expect and used recent sordid degenerate images of my wife to steel my mind and body and therefore lasted longer while the lovely Ingrid used her lively form to build up my confidence and reinforce the fact that with a just a little inventive organisation I could possibly still play the role of a man and a husband.

The sisters were due to leave early the morning after next and, after another day of containing the secret jubilation that rose in my soul, that evening I was generously allowed into the grand bed of the siblings where Marlene gently undid my lock then lay on her back naked as she sighed and stroked my released penis.

“Think about Felicity being mounted by Tyrone but remember in the shortest time you could be choosing her lover and have the base experience together.”

I had seen so many predatory men lusting after my wife since I had known her, and immediately unacceptably thought about a buffed back male from my office as I sensed my hot blood run then raised myself between Marlene’s parted thighs and grunted while my mind was lost somewhere in erotic space.

“You fucking Whore, Felicity…now take it…take it…”

My male force thrust inside her while she wrapped her legs around my back as I moved my hips like a rutting stag.

“…You fucking, fucking Whore!”

Amazingly my cock urgently and eventually poured hot virile seed inside this precious feminine invert as she embraced me before I slid between her legs and reciprocally provided my sensual clever female friend with the climax she had granted to me, then did not stop until I had repaid the debt twice and she was asleep.

Repeating carnal relations with Ingrid was beyond my abilities - because in all truth I was definitely no Stud and my mind and body were spent - but I still suckled her to necessary hormonal Nirvana to ensure she went to her dream-state happily.

Then, as if to reveal my newly liberated mental progress, I put myself back into the chastity device - that had bizarrely proved so effective in making me a better person than I had once been - then set the alarm to ensure my girls did not miss their ride to the airport. 

In honesty I was sad to see them go in the evocative red skies of the early dawn but took the two kisses then silver keys of my imprisonment provided to pass onto Felicity - if I so desired - and promised I would stay in touch because quite remarkably, directly or indirectly, the two of them had done more for me than anyone in my life.

It was hard to fully explain my gratefulness to them both.

When their taxi slowly faded into the distance I tidied their apartment an ultimate time then locked it before creeping back into my old home - for the first occasion  since I had left to visit what I thought was a madhouse - then lightly trod the stairs to discover my wife was mercifully alone and spread out nakedly and deliciously all over the top sheets of the messy bed.

Her dreamy creamy thighs were slightly parted, while I could sense the testosterone smell of a sexual man all over her skin and felt certain that just inside her lovely sliver of female flesh there would the prize of male seminal juices so brutishly recently injected.

My whole inner being or possibly salvaged spirit surged in longing or lust because what I thought revolted me - but a few day previously - I now recognised inflamed my recently enhanced or refined senses and I as I secretly revelled in the restriction around my manhood again, I truly felt genuine open love for my wife without the slightest reservation and wanted only to make her content.

As I moved towards the marital bed I no longer felt excluded or lost because now I did not want to command or control Felicity but merely to play my small piece in the convoluted emotional marital jigsaw between us and simply to try with all of my passion to prove my worth.

Therefore, with a preponderance of overflowing adoration in my heart and like a cute pet servile snake I slowly slid between her precious legs then inhaled the enchanting musk - from the familiar perfume she used mixed in with possibly her latest choice of lover - before tenderly kissing the soft inner warm thigh very gingerly and gently.

Amazingly I was no longer afraid of her chequered secret past or present perverse yearnings and armed with the confidence and knowledge Marlene had so kindly granted me, I now knew what to do as I adoringly pressed on to hopefully regain my wife along with a valued place in her world. 

As my tongue found her precious secret spot I closed my eyes, thought daringly about her recent sordid liaisons and, as I reactively pulsed wildly in the cage - I had on purely for my wife’s comfort - I concentrated entirely on providing her the sensual soothing pleasure she was surely entitled to because of my sad previous failings as a husband and a formerly unacceptable obtuse attitude.

Felicity

If I had been worried about the reaction of my daughter - after the immoral actions of her undeniably wayward mother - my special incredibly mature child quickly sensed the heightened atmosphere, listened to the sullied story I told of my downfall then merely smiled in communality to put me at my ease.

Incredibly, she was actually vocally thrilled that I had finally stood up to my new hectoring husband and my precious girl categorically assured me that we could manage without his lousy money and - as far as sharing Tyrone together sexually - she was definitely up for it if I was?

In that moment of potential strife or rejection on her part amazingly we instantly became more likened to being sisters, rather than mother and daughter, and Ami soon demonstrated to me - in the icy way she dealt with my enfeebled husband - that she knew instinctively how to handle men and especially submissive males specifically that wanted to fall at her feet.

While we came to terms with this depraved wicked deal I had made with the black devil called Tyrone, my special offspring confessed that - in all secrecy - she did not even much like the insufferable boy but he was physically fit, good fun and frankly, before these unanticipated turn of events, gave her the ideal opportunity to wind my obnoxious partner up that had been too tempting to resist.

She disclosed also in confidence that her attentive roving eye was actually on some of the other handsome boys - in a selection of colours or ethnicities - around the club and portside where they hung out in the evenings, but still wanted us to have a night or two together with Tyrone as it subversively appealed to her sexual sense of adventure.

I confessed bashfully about the disgraceful videos I had made under Tyrone’s sordid influence or direction but Ami was not fazed and just explained that what I did in my own time was up to me, but personally she was not there to be memorialised on film or become some sick fantasy for Ray to play with himself over!

In her cute and astute head our sexual escapade together was to a self-indulgent event and to be for us alone with whoever took our fancy, while what I did with Ray along with my failing marriage was entirely my decision but - in her considered opinion - I should ditch him as soon as our return flight landed back home.

In her eyes he was not worth any further time or consideration at all.

Therefore, with my daughter and I fully but foully aligned for the depravity ahead, I found the necessary pluck or confidence to deal harshly with my soon to be Ex-partner and to my huge surprise the fouler or meaner I was to him the nicer and more respectful he became to both Ami and me.

My daughter was especially cold, callous and cutting with him, but he transformed incredibly into a meek puppy-like figure in her cunning fingertips and it greatly amused me that he wanted to metaphorically and physically kiss her backside as a sign of his admiration and a demonstrable show of remorse for how badly he had behaved.

Once the trauma of my conversation with Ami was concluded I borrowed then dressed in my child’s cute clothes and - taking Ray along as a third wheel - we all went out to our regular restaurant in the perfect port where I felt liberated and womanly while, although we still looked like a family, I could barely wait for Tyrone to arrive to corrupt me ever more.

In truth, with Ami’s support, I was already game for anything because the sex I had previously unexpectedly enjoyed seemed suddenly like a mere appetiser, and I decidedly needed much more to sate what seemed to be a developing yearning hunger for such decadence.

My black lover arrived toward the end of our meal and sat beside me when I confirmed - in whispered confidence - that everything was as he expected regarding Ray to which he merely grinned knowingly then explained quietly that he had a few interesting ideas for my husband and that I should support them.

By this stage of the night I was already dripping everywhere with womanly anticipation and ignored his advice because my feverish emotional state barely thought or cared about Ray at all.

Eventually, when we strolled as a group towards the nightclub - with Tyrone’s muscular arm tightly wrapped around my waist - I was therefore unconcerned when my useless partner was casually dispatched to the table of a mature striking blonde woman called Marlene as we passed a small bar along the way.

Shamefully, I had been too busy feeling Tyrone’s thick cock under the tablecloth - along with Ami - to concern myself much with Ray, especially when reciprocally the black male teasingly squeezed our cool thighs to set my pulse racing, and as I walked into the bright lights of the busy venue it felt as if I was speeding towards my wayward past and unknown future all at the same searing time.

It was indescribable to once again sense the hormonal pulse or zest of being young and reckless, and as Ami and I danced then liberally drank together we could both not stop pushing or pressing our hands or heated perfumed skins against our black host when we could, as if he was an elusive granite touchstone.

The revelry and hours seemed to fly by in a blaze of alcohol, vibrant sounds or teasing touches that inflamed my libido and eventually, when I found myself close against Tyrone’s solid hips, his copper palms slipped under the short garish dress before he softly kissed my colourful lips while my unsteady mind listened foolishly as he whispered.

“I want you to suck two of my guys off behind the club as…. it turns me on…”

His fingers slid inside my knickers then pussy to find me sodden as he chuckled at my obvious desire for this perversity.

“…Along with Ray, as well as you know, who is going to watch you, so do a good job and maybe I’ll fuck you especially filthily later on!”

As if he had romantically proposed down on one knee, I kissed him with abandon then let my vaginal lips hang weakly onto the thin but agreeably pressure inside me and grumbled seductively.

“I’d rather have you now!”

In answer to my indecent proposal the sharp flat of his hand spanked my bottom as he laughed pointedly.

“You do as I tell you Felicity…I’ve not been wrong in directing you up to now, have I?”

With the drink and a general feeling of sleazy energy fuelling my debased impulses I was soon in the blackness of the outdoor with a couple of his well-built sweetly smelling friends who - just like him - were deliciously hard or horny and by the length of their cocks they seemed similarly thrilled to have me serve then suckle them.

Which I did without much remorse or introspection because, once I began to taste the succulent irresistible dark meat, sheer degeneracy took hold of my decadent mind because without doubt I adored their spectacular succulent erections and tried to make the exotic moment last forever.

An unlikely eventuality in reality, but the sheer whimsy explained the terrible compulsions inside my barely covered immoral form.

As I worked my trained now talented mouth, somewhere out of the beady corner of my vision I could see my pathetic husband and this unknown lofty woman watching on, but I barely cared and when I brought these two anonymous dark male warriors in love to the seminal boiling point, I did it all for my own personal entertainment and an open expression of the womanly emancipation that flowed like rich red wine within my heated blood.

I graspingly swallowed them both with some dramatic gasps or gulps and merely tucked the fading now flaccid cocks away in their tight jeans before marching boldly back into the raucous melee without so much as a backwards glance to my small voyeuristic audience.

It was already clear that in my shaky head the time already spent with misguided and boring Raymond was penance enough for me and unquestionably my marriage and husband were definitely irredeemably done!

We reached back to our home from home an hour or so later at which time Ray was summarily exiled to the small room downstairs while Ami and I changed into pretty garish finery and took our black Antihero to bed as if we both barely knew or cared what propriety or decency was anymore.

We disgracefully soon sucked his always elongated and irresistible cock in unison - like base prostitutes - then lay side by side while he explored our available creases or crevices then took us one by one making our ready mouths feast and whimper as the two of us behaved absolutely without a trace of feminine grace or honour. 

In terrible truth, I was far more animalistic than my daughter, because for me it was as if I had been locked away in some soulless domestic tedious prison for longer than I wished to recall and I veraciously seized at the opportunity to feel free and sexual again no matter how debased or immoral such actions may have appeared to others.

There was no discernible conscience in my head or heart and when Ami and I kneeled over to present this Black Predatory Hunter with our slippery backsides -after having the most marvellous orgasmic sensations over the previous hour or so - we did so willingly and eagerly and as if in celebration or culmination of the most perverse and physically or emotionally liberating of evenings.

At the unforgettable moment his solid male flesh pierced my taut ass all I could do was close my eyes and revel in the seedy sensation of sensual subjugation or submission which made me climax over and over again and privately pray this debauchery would be the start of endless further deviance to follow.

However, like all reveries - be them good or bad - once Tyrone had dirtily dealt with my daughter, who seemed to equally embrace this unique opportunity to share such sinfulness together, we all slept for a while and when I eventually woke up I vaguely remembered Ami leaving with our lover somewhere in the early dawn because they had plans to go partying at some local beach or other while by that time I just needed my rest and recuperation.

Well in frankness I was no mindless lascivious teenager although I knew without doubt I had just acted like one.

As I came to, there were plausible fleeting moments of regret denial or self-reflection for my dirty deeds but these promptly passed when I saw my husband again - who came into my room on some pretext or other - and made it clear from his pathetic awkward body language, that he barely knew how to react or what to say about my unforgivable interactions of the previous evening.

The discomfort or even acidity between us was instantly tangible and this only drove me to despise him all the more then subsequently throw myself ever deeper into endless sexual encounters with Tyrone -  Ray would still disgracefully film when it was just the three of us - or some of his virile acquaintances, as the omnipotent man got a subversive kick about using me like some female cheap plaything to pass around.

It was scurrilous or insulting but I accepted that I was just another nameless female to Tyrone - he took endless advantage of vacuous voluptuous girls that buzzed around him like flies around compost - but I was phlegmatic or possibly indifferent and as long as my needs were suitable soothed I hardly cared at all about my rapidly dissolving self-respect at all.

Ami and I slept with Tyrone for two outrageous nights before my daughter confessed that the experience had been memorable and fun, but she had made apparent progress with another boy mentioned previously in passing and on the third day of these pernicious games we went our separate ways, carnally speaking.

Needless to say, Ray and I could barely make eye-contact anymore and although - ironically enough - he manfully stood up to his side of the bargain with Tyrone the antipathy between us was becoming sorely uncomfortable for me to deal with, as just having him around, even at my silent beck or call, somehow made me feel extremely badly about myself.

For obvious degrading possibly awkward reasons.

I was also miffed that, at Tyrone’s strong suggestion, Ray did not take up the opportunity to go and study with this supposed sage Marlene - who was staying at a nearby apartment in another block - not actually because I thought she could help him or us, but more honestly because I could not bear or stand him around me any longer.

Other than menial tasks or taking pornographic videos under Tyrone’s strict direction, my soon to be Ex-husband did not know how to be in my company and unfortunately having Ray around only made me feel truly, sadly, terribly bad about myself.

Subsequently, when a small entourage of us went out for a meal with Marlene - as a special guest - I readily welcomed the unanticipated surreal suggestion from Ray that he wanted to stay with her for a while because at least that got him out of my hair, and I could perhaps find some serenity because, although I was still enjoying my sexual freedom, in all unspoken honesty once the many physicality or climaxes had faded there was actually not much else left to embrace or enjoy.

It was I suppose, not an unusual dichotomy and one suffered at a previous time of my existence but perhaps, just like my misguided juvenile and immoral Ray, it was not easy to exist on depravity and immorality alone although - when he walked away with this tall blonde woman - I still felt there was still much more I wanted to suffer or discover on this holiday about such dissolute matters.

So, I continued in my inimitable unethical primal ways while Ray disappeared into the perfumed Germanic netherworld of this Marlene and her smaller, similarly gangly but still not unattractive sister Ingrid who also stayed within their four walls where I heard from Tyrone weird, whacky but possibly wonderful things were taking place.

I might comment that I still quite liked Tyrone - and of course the gross sex he provided - but in all reality the transient thrill of his body had long started to fade, as I was understandably becoming increasingly irritated at being directed to his many companions merely to fuck or suck them.

In some mercurial ways he had started subversively to remind me of my obtuse husband, although obviously with the ability to send my libidinous soul into orbit when the interest rose in him enough to get me between the sheets or sometimes outside in some deserted dark or hidden places.

Outdoor assignations it seemed were definitely still an unmissable treat for me.

Over a week into the vacation sadly the sensual frisson with Tyrone had distinctly begun to further dissolve, as had his questionable allure, and one afternoon in my burning curiosity I sought out Marlene by the poolside when quite out-of-the-blue we had an unexpectedly revealing conversation.

What she declared in our badinage seemed genuinely unbelievable to me, but the woman was calm and confident while what she explained in some detail blew my already unstable mind, especially when she put it in the context of her own eventful life and the husband that had been tragically left behind as collateral damage in her attempt to have it all.

She outlined the fact - as I well knew - that all men were not created equal and that just like with money, transient sexual delight alone was never enough to sustain any woman over an extended period of time.

Sometimes, as she mused, when a man was less than exceptional in the bedroom then there were ideas or tricks to be used to contain or encourage him to bring a spark of necessary spice into the relationship where his more reliable and devoted qualities could be appreciated more.

Subsequently I spoke to Marlene on many opportunities - I was tending to relax alone more and more - and although the fires of my sexual penchants or drives were still burning they had become more like smouldering embers than the roaring forest flames of a few days previously.

The woman eventually told me she would be leaving in the early dawn of the following morning and that everything she had told me about how my husband had adapted and changed under her tutelage was true.

She then went further and empathised that if I did not wish to end up like her - and share the regret of her lost but not forgotten man - then when Raymond returned to me the following day I would be wise to try and develop or work-on the agreeable seedlings or beginnings she had painstakingly planted or crafted in him.

Marlene kissed my cheek before she took her leave of me that late afternoon and mentioned sincerely that, although Raymond surely showed his limitations, he loved me absolutely, had sacrificed his pride and relative soul for another chance to be at my side, and given the improvements that were in plain sight I should open my eyes and see if I could adapt just a little.

The conversation in many ways confused me and, as Tyrone had moved on to other younger women I stopped thinking about Ray - or any conundrum on his part - then selfishly sated my body on one of his friends that was available at the club for such purposes because in my eternal sensual heat or bewilderment, possibly due to this climate, I simply needed to.

Unfortunately, once this stack of testosterone and muscle had physically sent me into hormonal orbit I let him go because I was wearied and did not like to wake up any longer to malodorous evidence of my foolishness lying beside me.

However quite mysteriously when I stirred or in fact was awoken in the early light it seemed that I was still in the centre of some sleazy seductive dream because there was the most marvellous sensations of softness and educated wet caresses on my precious female places - that had only known base brutality in recent days - which quickly caused my thighs to spread involuntarily as if to welcome my husband home.

There was no doubt it was him!

Once he sensed my return to a sensate state he murmured between long succulent licks that mercurially cleansed my soiled pussy and tainted spirit and made me wallow in private appreciation.

“I hope you don’t mind, Miss…but I have had something of an epiphany through Marlene, along with her inspiration, and only wish to serve and pleasure you utterly now…”

The tongue buried just inside my greasy female lips while I undoubtedly felt his unilateral love and devotion for me in the movement of his precious mouth and body while he simpered.

“…Command me please…I will stop if you wish, but please try and forgive the past, Felicity, and allow me to simply start again on a new basis.”

To have his company and this freshly illuminated attitude was instantly attractive because I enjoyed having someone loyal that I could trust by my side and this new unanticipated approach along with the prospect of his full compliance to my requirements was already definitely entreating as I spread my legs wider and sighed softly.

“I understand Ray…the days apart has given me time to reflect as well, so perhaps you can further demonstrate what you have learned…?”

My salivating mouth groaned while his wet pressure teased my clitoral bud and he exhaled in surprising bliss. 

“…And maybe we can at least talk about it.”

He slowly then took me to erotic heaven with his marvellous slow oral motions and then we slept entwined together before the full brightness of the day disturbed our slumber and I arose to find the bath full and my compliant husband standing naked beside the pool he had just prepared with a most unusual contraption around his eternally questionable masculinity.

I had heard about it from Marlene but to witness such a device in plain sight was, to be frank, still something of a shock.

Almost ceremoniously he kneeled then offered me the two silver keys to his self-inflicted prison of the mind and body - exactly again as Marlene had inexplicably detailed - then muttered deferentially to me.

“This is a gesture of my submission and love to you, Miss…”

There was not a trace of disquiet or abashment in his tone as if all such natural expected instincts had already been expunged from his formerly priggish head.

“…I would still like to live my days as your husband but naturally…”

We both looked at the shiny keys that unspeakably heralded the rise of an unknown unfamiliar dawn between us.

“…That is all entirely at your discretion?”

My hand took the gleaming tokens and enclosed them in an iron grip before slipping one of them around my neck and - remembering Marlene’s prescient advice on not sparing the whip on him quite yet - I smiled icily before lowering my weary bones into the regenerating water.

“That sounds like an admirable plan Raymond…”

The sensation of power and comfortable familiarity in having him near yet under my control was not lost on my emotional state of mind, but sensibly I resisted the impulses to smile then merely shook my skin into the warm aromatic fluids and cooed coldly.

“…But we will see, as you need to show me each and every minute your total commitment if you expect us to have any hope of a future together.”

Which I might add to his great credit that is exactly what Ray did over the next few days because, although sometimes he cried in agony to the sights or sounds of my many further indiscretions - with or without Tyrone - I did not release him from his vow of chastity or obedience for a singular minute.

During such time he sorely demonstrated a wonderful heartfelt reserve and deference for both me and Ami - who was involved with another boy from a nearby town - until the genial atmosphere and ambience in our small temporary home was nothing short of unbelievable. 

The admirable advice from Marlene still swam then swirled in my giddy mind but on the last evening in this foreign land I bravely took a further plunge with my husband and after we had eaten in the port then amiably walked back home together, we showered separately before I made him stand before me in just the clever clear cage around his diminutive genitals.

I then gently opened the divisive lock and allowed his normally unreliable flesh to sense the joy of release but now I knew how to handle such pent-up sexual cravings or primitive urges as I lay on the bed and raised the hem of my short sheer black babydoll I had purchased that every afternoon with the slim credit card of his that was now marvellously under my direction.

He focussed on my smooth perfect pussy - which he had amazingly expertly trimmed and manicured the day before - that so many other men had taken over the course of this holiday, while I teased him just as I had planned.

“This is not yours Ray…is it?”

My husband’s eyes bulged as did his cock that grew longer and harder than I had ever seen it.

“No Miss…I understand.”

With that acceptance of my authority I had him kneel between my parted thighs where the tip of his erection settled on the slippery crease of my moist vaginal lips as I sighed.

“So, I will need other lovers when we return, and I need to be sure you can help me…?”

His mouth groaned while the prick surged, and I felt it impulsively pushing against my sexual entrance but continued to make him concentrate.

“…Suggest someone!”

As I looked up his body twisted in visible agony, but my normally irresponsible husband made no attempt to touch his aching erection - as he normally would have done by now - and simply bore then spluttered in his pain.

“There’s a black boy in my office who I know you would like…”

The stiffness was almost inside me now as he tenderly took my hips in his cupped hands then shouted with growing raging desire.

“…To fuck…oh Fuck…you fucking cheap Whore, Felicity…!”

His cock was suddenly fully inside my malleable crease now while he gyrated against my body in definite madness and exhaled with the same craziness that only great sexual ideas or instincts can inspire.

“…I’ll organise it, so you can fuck him, take him…and even…”

The pace of his copulation became utterly frantic and quite incredibly, as he ejaculated within my body to finally consummate our marriage - after such an excessively long period of time - I too shivered to orgasmic bliss with him then softly held his balding head when it fell onto my chest while Ray exhaled as if in completion of a long and unexpected journey.

“…Even film it if you’ll let me?”

I let him rest to catch his shortened breath then recover and, after wiping his penis dry of fluids, placed it safely back in the cage because now I had the amazing secret of how to manage his sullied sexual soul I was not likely to ease up now.

Was I?

Therefore, soon we were settled and relaxing one more and I felt strangely drawn to the new Ray as he whimpered deliciously.

“So, do I have a real chance with you Felicity?”

My hands pulled him close - as if in warm gesture - but still held my proverbial cards closer because I understood men and women could be capricious, and I could not afford to weaken for either of our sakes or futures while exhaling in thought.

“Well in all truth, Raymond…”

I allowed my sharp fingertips to squeeze his back instinctively as if he was the debateable prize I had just captured and won.

“…If you continue in this inspired vein then…”

It was hard to suppresses a small giggle.

“…You have a much, much better opportunity with me than you did at the beginning of this eventful and enlightening summer holiday!”

Raymond

From the second I sidled salaciously between my wife’s warm luscious thighs, so early in the morning, it felt bizarrely as if I had come home.

To my great surprise, Felicity openly welcomed my advances, maturely accepted the feelings I expressed simply to serve then make her life richer or more pleasurable and almost inexplicably - given how we had existed previously - the two of us swiftly settled into an agreeable accommodation that brought with it the peace and tranquillity, along with the occasional rush of addictive hormones, we had never enjoyed before as a couple.

The lessons marvellous Marlene taught me about burying my ego or male pride out of sight, proved positive and popular with my wife as she picked up the glimmering keys to the chastity cage along with the metaphoric mantle placed upon me by my recent Mentor, until we drifted into a new phase of our relationship almost seamlessly.

There was no argument or friction during this incredible process because once I had unrepentantly ceded control in my formerly forever raging unsettled head, everything that transpired from that precipitous point seemed almost natural for us and ushered in a much kinder and simpler way to get by.

In truth, I found her acceptance of authority secretly subversively appealing as unquestionably it definitely made my heart or hot blood run faster and the fact that I could freely discuss - or occasionally witness - the dirty deeds regarding her ongoing infidelities for the duration of the vacation was without contradiction, utterly, indescribably thrilling.

Also, the reality that I was permanently contained within my Perspex prison only heightened my desire or sensual energy because my former compulsion to masturbate to my wife’s real or imaginary sordid assignations in truth had always drained me and - although humbling in many and myriad ways - the unique device was strangely a blessing in trying to rebuild our marriage on sounder firmer footings.

I did not pressure or argue with my Love, just supported and assisted with whatever she wanted to make her days or nights satisfactory and, as I learned to adjust to her demands wants or whims, I sensed that she started to appreciate me in unexpected ways that never existed before.

On the last evening of this surreal holiday Felicity actually liberated me from my gaol then had me kneel between her perfect thighs while she gently teased or tormented my decadent palate with the enticing sexual possibilities for our future.

The event was truly unforgettable, along with the incredible fact that her subtle sadism sharply drove me to take my wife physically for the first time in our association…which frankly was nothing short of unbelievable!

In all veracity I had never made love to a woman properly in my whole life before this vacation, and the fantastic fact that I had spectacularly crossed - in my mind anyway - this invisible mental or primitive line with my precious partner was not lost on either of us.

It was clear to me that by sheer fate or fluke we had miraculously stumbled upon a system that suited us and the total switch of governance, along with the acceptance that this divisive cage helped rather than hindered our association, was something to be embraced rather than thrown out or cast aside too casually.

When we finally flew back from our unforgettable trip the three of us did so as a tightly-knit family group because my remarkable alteration of attitude and even character had entirely reshaped the dynamic with both Felicity and Ami who - although maintaining a certain distance or discipline I seemed to need or even deserve - interacted with me now in a loving and empathetic way that only brought us closer.

Over the course of the next weeks that sped by I selflessly served, loved or supported both of my girls; firstly that Ami got into her college - with whatever she needed to succeed - while quietly but inventively coming up with many suggestions or ideas in encouraging then ensuring my beauteous wife could take advantage of any sexual diversion she wanted.

Including my backside if she wished, because I still used the divisive plugs provided by Marlene to keep me prepared for such abject total submission or humiliation with Felicity, if ever the base spirit or mood took her.

Occasionally these devilish plans came to fruition - where there was an liaison in some hotel or club - but most of the time, like the suggestion that she should fuck the black boy in my office or the unfortunate offering of my anus, the proposals remained all mere fantasy which still excited us both and maintained a necessary spark that had never even flickered before.

Perhaps I grew to comprehend that this was the true relevance or point of such permissive things.

As if in reward for my true adoration and utter devotion - on special occasions - Felicity would ceremoniously slowly extract me from my incarceration before I would dutifully kneel once more between her sublime milky legs while she reminded me about her dirty past, multiple filthy misadventures already on film or the tantalising possibilities of what was to come.

This in the end seemed a ploy merely to take my masculine energies past boiling point and reach the necessary eruption at the precisely right time and place.

She knew at this stage of our development exactly how to get me hot!

Then I would ravage Sweet Felicity almost uncontrollably to the fetid stories, memories, instincts or perhaps the real love I had actually always felt for her, because undoubtedly it was all wrapped up inside me although improbably this subversive theatre of both mind and body seemed the only surreal way to occasionally set these genuinely admirable emotions free and let them truly successfully fly.

The months then rapidly rolled along and the trio of our family met up with Marlene the following year, at the same complex abroad, where our association remained intimate, but Felicity would not allow the woman or her sibling any sensual rights over me, as if she comprehended that in a real marriage like ours there could only be one Mistress for the submissive man involved.

I took this potentially demeaning fact as a compliment that possibly my wife valued me now just as I did her while Marlene seemed genuinely delighted that she had helped bring about our reconciliation.

The woman just looked on approvingly from a distance while Felicity had her occasional sullied flings during our fortnight, as if the heat and familiar hunting grounds brought the very best and worst out in her.

Needless to say, the odious but surprisingly influential Tyrone - I acknowledge my situation with Felicity would not have improved without his deviant but inspired input - was not around, but I had also grown to realise that this dark devilish man was merely a token base representative towards something my wife occasionally missed or craved.

She immorally but irresistibly wanted the flush masculine touch or thrill such virile men could provide without wishing to take the whole less than perfect package home for keeps.

So, on vacation or at home, the lovers came and went and occasionally provided the depraved fornication or attentions that kept her settled and sensate but improbably perhaps - whether I witnessed such depravity or not - I grew to appreciate that such devilish interactions had become a necessary and almost complimentary side to our partnership.

In brutal honestly I needed to be controlled while Felicity craved to be feckless from time to time but what was important - regarding this primal instinct and the inventive way we dealt with such matters - was the undeniable fact that the dirty deeds always kept the emotional or sexual pot between us bubbling over.

Perhaps what we had was indecent, but undeniably it worked for us and I deduced that who was I to change a winning formula?

Unquestionably my life and wealth were well used and had real purpose now because I enjoyed and valued each and every day with Felicity then occasionally her daughter who came back to see us during breaks from college.

Surprisingly Ami and I had begun to get on famously, as we had slowly formed a grudging respect for each other, and I was always there to provide a financial helping hand, a shoulder to cry on or to proverbially kiss her backside if she asked because I loved her as if she was my very own.

Talking about children, I had noticed or possibly imagined Felicity becoming a little broody in recent months, and sometimes, when we had our regular but organised sexual interactions, while I would cry out about some raw memory or fantasy or other, she would start to grumble then mumble incoherently about being impregnated most forcefully before I suckled the precious slimy female folds - I knew so well - and brought her ditzy head to temporary sanity again. 

It was probably just meaningless ravings or ranting from my wife, but these reflexive impromptu pleas suddenly, weirdly and wildly got my blood racing and my imagination definitely working overtime.

This was because, although it was late in life for us both, the tantalising prospect of a new life within our treasured union was more than secretly appealing - whether it came from my seed or not - and realising there was not a second to waste I took the liberty of quickly booking a luxurious new Summer Holiday beginning in just a few weeks.

I mean, given our debauched arrangement and dissolute track record, and the fact that I knew how horny my wife became in the scorching heat…well, who knows what would happen this time?

Maybe, if everything went to form, we might just get lucky once more!

The End
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