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I could tell by the look on Minnie’s face that she was not happy with me; I had run into my old room mate in the mall and stupidly asked him to join us for dinner.

Levi and I had shared an apartment at College a few years back and I was so surprised at seeing him again that before I realised I had courteously asked him to share a meal with us ignoring what a Bum he was and forgetting naturally, how much my wife Minnie actually hated and detested him.

In all truth, Levi was fun and gregarious but, as a Jock, as we all were in those halcyon days, he was something of a self absorbed Scumbag who used to spend his time drinking and chasing after young women. 

Well we all did but I was always better looking that he was, far cleverer and finding girls to go out with me had never been much of a problem.

My partner, Minnie was indeed quite a catch and I found her in the last year of study; she was slim, dark haired and incredibly pretty but she always got offended that, even though she was going out with me, my old room mate would always hit on her, as if he ever had a chance!

He didn’t of course, my wife never liked him; he was smaller that both of us, not particularly well built or much of a conversationalist, even boring dare I say, oh and he was black as coal and Minnie didn’t do black men, never had!

She did not like or get on particularly well with African American men at all!

I suppose part of my reason for inviting him was perhaps subconsciously I just wanted to show Levi what a winner I had proved to be; I was a trainee, insurance salesman and my partner was doing temporary, local, office work whilst we waited for me to impregnate her and make our first child.

We both wanted children so badly, especially Minnie, who came from a huge family herself and wanted that mass of babies around her; it was what she had always longer for and dreamed of.

Our home was a cramped but brightly painted two bedroom rented apartment, we were making the bills and I reckoned that was pretty good at our tender age of 22 for me and 21 for Minnie, to be so independent and self-determined. 

However tonight she was irate, even incensed and spoke to me with noticeable acidity or vitriol in her tone.

“How dare you invite him here…the guy’s a Reprobate…don’t you remember…?”

I stared at her inanely and blankly - my glasses, staring into the recent past tended to be rose tinted - as she made me recall things I would much rather have forgotten.

“…He used to fuck all your girlfriends…in the room beside yours…you used to tell me about it …and cry…!”

I waved her excuses away with a flash of my wrist; we had just been younger then, even kids, at the time.

“…he always tried to get in my knickers, Justin as well…he’s a Bum and a Chancer and you asked him to my home…?”

She shook her head in exasperation at my foolish, bizarre actions.

“…What is wrong with you?” 

I tried to calm and placate her.

“It’s only a meal, Minnie that’s all…just a chat and then he’ll go…he said he’s living in Columbus now…but Indianapolis and the state of Indiana, he explained, was a natural growth for his new business as he knows the place so well from College…”

Surprisingly I seemed to remember a lot of what Levi had told me.

“…His firm’s expanding or something, like that.”

She seemed confused as he had never been that clever or industrious when we had known him previously and commented sharply.

“He must be a runner or something for this company…he was always so unbelievably crass and stupid!”

In the end she just shrugged then reluctantly prepared a simple meal of salad, cold meat and with some wine we were more than ready for our unwelcome guest.

Minnie was something of a jeans girl, very rarely wearing dresses or skirts, but she had an incredible slim, slender yet curved figure and I revelled in the knowledge that it was only me who knew her hidden treasures and wonders. 

Therefore this evening she wore faded denims and a red shirt, with her curly, black hair long and flowing which would only demonstrate to Levi what a lucky guy I was having such a gorgeous girl as my wife.

He arrived 5 minutes late in a dark suit, generously holding a bottle of expensive, red wine and then apologised profusely for being tardy but explained the taxi driver had got lost for a while on the way.

We went through the niceties and before I knew we were seated around our small table where he expertly opened the rich grape he had so thoughtfully brought along, and suddenly my idea didn’t seem so stupid after all.

My wife was distant but polite, seemingly surprised that Levi was so charming and respectful and over our food I told him how well we were doing and how happy Minnie and I were in our marriage.

He smiled then nodded, seemed companionable enough and I then asked him what I thought would be a killer question as his prospects had always been poor to useless during our stint of academia.

“What are you doing now…work-wise?”

His dark eyes sparkled as his full lips smiled dryly.

“You wouldn’t believe it, Justin…I don’t!”

I pressed him as he seemed reluctant to divulge such information but I inappropriately and even unworthily insisted as secretly, I wanted to gloat at my own success allied to his obvious failure.

“Go on tell us…it can’t be that bad!”

He then sipped his wine, settled into his seat as if he was about to tell a long story and then chuckled in genuine self-deprecation.

“Well I’ve never been up to much…always drinking and…”

He stared at my wife apologetically as if he had heard her complaints earlier.

“…Screwing around…sorry, Minnie…I was a bit of a bad lot…so it was just luck really…seems that I had one thing going for me…”

I raised my eyebrow as a question; he took the bait and then smoothly explained what he was referring to.

“…Well it turns out that my semen is highly fertile…mine is the highest…without going into the gory details it’s to do with sperm count…the…AGD measurement and size…”

Minnie’s mouth was wide open like the vast Grand Canyon in utter surprise as he quietly continued.

“…Used to sell it to clinics for $1,000 a time and then got this brainwave to do it as a business.”

My wife spoke up with bated breath and suddenly interest.

“What business?”

Levi drew in his flat stomach then sighed reflectively.

“It seems that a lot of guys…especially nowadays with processed foods and lifestyle… unfortunately are unable to produce the right, active semen… their wives cannot get pregnant so our company helps.”

Minnie was wide eyed and fascinated; we both were and I questioned him.

“You mean IVF?”

He nodded then shook his head at the same time.

“Yes but more than just that…there is a lot of science nowadays… it’s not just about the semen…but the environment for procreation…it’s very important…I give lectures and talks to interested couples…and…”

My old flatmate appeared professional and convincing.

“…we do our best to help!”

She gasped at him.

“Do you work for them?”

The man just smiled as if the thought of employment for someone else was ludicrous.

“I’m a director…”

His gravelly voice chuckled darkly.

“…If I say so myself…I’m something of a Star Turn for our little enterprise so I check then pick the other guys and sort out the operation… I’m here to open a new office in Indianapolis and then we’ll go state wide…”

He sat back and sipped his wine happily.

“…it’s a massive growth industry!”

I was surprised even somewhat startled, as it turned out that Levi was someone of importance or even substance; from what he was telling us my old friend was obviously making more with what was between his legs than I was making with what was going on between my ears!

It was a demoralising and unsettling realisation.

The food then the first bottle of wine was finished and Levi rose to leave, thinking perhaps given Minnie’s expressed, previous dislike of him, he may have outstayed his welcome but to my shock she whispered to him unexpectedly kindly.

“Stay with us, Levi overnight…we have a room, relax…I am fascinated about your company…Justin and I have been trying for a baby for a while…so I’m very interested in what you do.”

His dark eyes turned to me respectfully.

“Is that OK, Justin…not confirmed my hotel yet and I’m only here one evening on this trip…so if that’s OK… I would be pleased to accept your hospitality!”

My head nodded before my brain clicked into gear and after he made a brief call to cancel his reservation I opened another, but cheaper bottle of wine, and Levi then expanded and explained how he drifted into this line of work.

Unfortunately, as my wife ingested more alcohol, her loose tongue started to speak more than it should have as she began to lose her inhibitions just a shade.

“I knew you were a Fertile Bastard, Levi…both Keely and Shannon got pregnant by you!”

I was genuinely shocked; they were both my ex girlfriends and I never honestly realised he must have fucked them both; he smiled dryly then looked a tad sheepish or guilty, like a little boy that had misbehaved and got found out.

“That was bad of me…I hope they are, OK now?”

My wife just laughed even at such outlandish matters.

“Yes fine…they found husbands and the children are being brought up as if they were their own.”

He nodded sagely as if in sudden understanding and with vast experience of such responsible and worldly matters

“Yes…that’s how thing are working more and more nowadays…not everyone can produce children so…our firm makes them for loving couples…it’s very much an educational experience!”

Minnie pressed then questioned him but in the end, as if embarrassed at her interrogation, he just raised his hands in surrender.

“No more, Minnie…you guys don’t need it…I’m sure… so show me where I’m sleeping and let me rest I’ve got a full day tomorrow…a lot to do!”

She courteously showed him his room then the communal wash area and, after he had withdrawn for the night, we went into our own bed and instantly I noticed that my wife was energised, agitated and strangely engaged. 

My partner sidled up beside me then took my limp penis in her slim, slender fingers; unusually she was stark naked as she murmured to me like a woman possessed by the devil himself.

“Fuck me, Justin…now…all night… fill me full of sperm…impregnate me and I’ll scream as he used to make all my Whorish friends do!”

I inhaled in the sudden, blinding obligation and pressure of the situation; having to perform suddenly to instruction or order was a trauma.

However, manfully I placed myself between her perfect, ivory thighs then pressed my nervous erection to her slightly, moist, indented line of female heaven but, as it found the edge of her softness, to my shame I shuddered, releasing but a few weak drops of sticky ejaculate from my rapidly shrinking manhood before dramatically collapsing beside her.

To my complete surprise she then screamed out wildly, loudly and ever more enthusiastically.

“Yes…fuck me… Justin…harder…fuck…you Fucking Monster….!”

Her voice rose, bellowed then screamed to a crescendo and an almost hysterical fever pitch; on and on relentlessly for many minutes whilst I listened in my humiliation as I clearly understood that she was trying to punish Levi for his past indiscretions to me, by demonstrating it was me that was now the Stud!

“…Yes…fuck…fuck…fuck me, Justin…Yes, Yes…there…!”

Then she was silent, motionless and stony still as she muttered under her breath to me in her miserable frustration, anger and annoyance.

“…Just for once, Justin… can’t you fuck me properly…fuck me…properly!”

I was mortified and apologised weakly but profusely for my inadequacy.

“Sorry, Minnie…you know I get tired sometimes!”

My wife turned away from me in temper and muttered under her breath which sounded something like.

“Perhaps I should go into him…like your other girlfriends and let him do me…fuck me…have me!”

To my shame for some reason I pulsed in arousal to her whispered words but the effect was transient as I was certain that I had misheard her and then, like a scolded dog, cuddled up to her back and stroked it lovingly.

“Sorry, Minnie…tomorrow maybe…you know it’s not easy for me…Sorry!”

She felt guilty obviously and understandably so…making me feel so inadequate and useless as she then muttered empathetically.

“That’s OK, Justin…I do adore you, Darling but sometimes… your emotional love is not enough…I want a baby…I need one…you know that!”

My arms hugged her as if we were still one then we eventually slept; in the morning we found Levi had left early with a thank you note and a small gesture of $20; I presumed we had heard the last of him as there would be no circumstance where I would invite him again.

I was extremely pleased that he was gone and so was my wife, I felt sure; well Minnie never liked him anyway as I had explained.

However a month afterwards I discovered to my amazement that she had invited him for dinner once more.

It turned out that they had been exchanging some e-mails and after our meal we sat around drinking the sweet wine he had brought, as my wife stroked my thigh softly and began a conversation with me.

“Justin…Levi is staying tonight as before and…”

She picked her words very carefully as if she was well aware of the impact they may make upon me.

“…I’ve asked his company to do a test on your semen…to see if you have fully functioning, reproductive sperm!”

I was utterly shaken and horrified.

“You can’t… you’ve not discussed it with me…and… how much will it cost?” 

Money mattered to me obviously, given my reflexive comment, but Levi butted in causally and with a real warmth and friendliness in his tone.

“There’s no charge, Buddy…it’s an easy process…make sure everything is working…down there…”

His white teeth smiled like a crocodile’s.

“..A small gesture for your conviviality and kindness…”

He passed me a small vial and kept his face deadpan.

“…Jerk some off in here and I’ll get it checked when I get back to the main office tomorrow!”

Minnie stared at me sharply and with meaning.

“Go on, Levi’s doing us a favour…I need to know…off you go…now!”

I mithered for a few moments then realised I had no choice, so I left them to chat but again the pressure of having to instantly perform or produce was unsettling for me; after a few minutes I called to my wife and once in the privacy of the bedroom whispered that I was having a problem becoming aroused in these tenuous circumstances.

She left me for a moment then swiftly returned and placed the open end of the vial at the tip of my cock as I complained bitterly to her.

“I told you I can’t, Minnie!”

She smiled at me unusually acidly and even cruelly.

“Maybe I should do this to, Levi…see if he get’s hard…!”

I groaned instantaneously to her lewd comment but to my evolving horror my cock pulsed and Minnie saw it then teased my agitated flesh with her fingers while her lips played with my head.

“…He’s fucked all your girlfriends, Justin…maybe he should fuck me…fuck your wife…!”

I was hard suddenly and instantly as she then confused and inflamed me equally with her sarcasm and spite.

“…You’d like that, Baby…he can pull my little knickers down and fuck me…make me scream and sing…like a Slut…”

Her voice instantly had a false, mock tone of girlish, puerile pleasure.

“…Oh fuck me, Levi…Big Boy… big… black… Boy….!”

I winced then squealed and immediately exploded a tiny burst of sperm onto the plastic container as she chuckled at me in some amusement.

“…He knows his stuff that, Levi…he told me that crap would get you hard…!”

She kissed my cheek as if this was just an innocent act of play or theatre and in all honesty it had produced the desired result.

“…It’s just a game, Darling…but we need to…just to find out if you’re a stud or…”

She laughed suddenly and wickedly.

“…Or a Dud!”

We placed the tube in the coolness of the fridge and as previously our guest departed quietly to bed and this time when Minnie and I took to our double mattress my mind was full of her devilish words earlier.

Enraged in strange, hormonal, testosterone driven emotion, I took my place between her pale thighs and, thinking only of her spoken conversation of infidelity with Levi, slipped inside her then started to fuck her determinedly!

Of sorts that was, as it was probably less than 8 strokes in all, but I penetrated her soft centre and spurted my seed inside her belly as my imagination swam only with images of Levi taking her as she settled back into the softness then sighed almost in swiftly passing satisfaction.

“Attaboy, Tiger…that might be it!”

But unfortunately that was definitely not it, and a few days later Levi e-mailed the results of the test and to my despair they detailed that I had a weak, low sperm count and a tiny AGD.

I knew this had serious implications for us as a couple and my wife sat down with me then took my hand that evening as she whispered understandingly, trying to mask and hide her own concerns for our future.

“We need to get the results done again by our own doctor, Darling…”

Her dark eyes glared fiercely.

“…I don’t want, Levi here anymore…we need to do this properly and together!”

I was always surprised by her.

“I thought you liked him!”

She looked at me as if I was mad.

“No…I just used him to get the information we needed for free…he gives his sperm to other women and makes it a business…he’s a Scumbag…I don’t want to ever see him again!”

I was strangely relieved and over the next few weeks I was tested and retested as was Minnie.

It all confirmed that I was infertile, she was not and, as my wife had said in jest, to my disgrace in the realm of fornication and process of procreation, I was undoubtedly, unfortunately and indeed definitely, a Dud!

We were so desperate for a child and therefore looked at normal IVF but the price started at $50,000 and it was way, way beyond our reach or grasp.

It was a hopeless predicament and after a further few weeks, during which we hardly talked and most tragically never had sex at all, as this pressure pretty much overwhelmed me and destroyed my already fragile confidence, she confronted me one night and the dreaded word divorce was raised and voiced for the very first time.

I begged her but it was plain that there was no chance of a child now and I realised there was no future for us; our love alone was real but indubitably insufficient in these unfortunate circumstances.

One evening in my depression and panic I rang Levi as it seemed there was no other alternative if I wanted to keep hold of my wife; he listened to my plight then advised me to come with her to an evening’s lecture he was giving at the offices he had just rented.

As he had intuitively gleaned and understood, Minnie did not take to him very well and therefore advised me to keep the true purpose of attendance secret until we got there.

Levi explained that at least then she may be persuaded to hear his address and we would both be better informed for the future.

There was no other alternative for me and under a made up, fanciful tale about some medical group; we were eventually sitting with about 8 other couples in a small darkened room within a large, glass fronted building. 

When Levi came in she understood exactly what this was, went to get up but I took her fingers and gripped them pleadingly.

“Just listen, Minnie please…it can’t harm to simply listen, can it?”

If only I would have realised what I was saying at the time!

Her incredibly expressive, blue eyes blinked sadly as her body slouched resignedly in the chair and we sat amongst the others as Levi stood before us then began his lecture and speech; his words were measured, even sure, as he began quietly.

“Welcome…you are all here because unfortunately the men in this room are impotent or infertile and therefore unable to impregnate your wives…!”

There was an audible breath of discomposure or unease as he continued but he tried to smooth the surface of our communal disquiet.

“…There is no shame in this fact…nowadays with fast food…the frenetic stress of modern life…so many modern, active men are infertile…it is actually commonplace…but there is an answer…”

He caught his breath and tried not to smile.

“…You have to look at the problem from a different and almost inspired standpoint…if you let another man provide the productive sperm for your female partner…”

He was expansive now in his manner and waved his arms theatrically.

“…Sex is nothing…a mere few seconds of temporary connection and then…”

He raised his palms in gesture.

“…A lifetime’s pleasure with your family…is it not worth a little infidelity, discomfort and suffering of masculine pride?”

Everyone twisted in tension or anxiety and Minnie suddenly spoke up then shouted out in undisguised temper and aggression.

“So you fuck us all do you, Levi?”

He seemed genuinely taken aback or insulted.

“No, Minnie there is IVF…which we do at only $30,000… cheaper than everyone else or…” 

He looked so impassioned, serious and sincere.

“…At the 6 day cycle of your monthly fertility my penis… or another of the same fertility of semen as I have… can enter you for a few mere seconds to implant the seed of life…”

The hands were now extended to the heavens as if this gift of creation had made him omnipotent and divine.

“…A few possible seconds or minutes of male indignity, pain or, simply as I mentioned…a slight loss of pride for… an eternal reward!”

A voice unexpectedly called out in agitation or curiosity.

“How much is it?”

Levi was cool and very persuasive.

“$10,000…and the pregnancy is guaranteed… as long as the woman is certified fertile and you keep to the plan…”

He raised his wrists a final time to stop any further question and a young couple rose from the front line; the woman was an attractive blonde in a short, bright skirt, black stockings, and stood closely beside him.

I saw her belly was already slightly rounded and plump with a child as she leant into Levi’s chest then spoke to us all naturally and with real enthusiasm and gratitude.

“The procedure was so simple and easy…I spent a couple of weeks…”

Her face blushed for a passing moment but she was glowing with happiness.

“…getting to know…his reproductive organs and juices…then when I was at my peak week he quickly inseminated me and… here I am…!”

She smiled beamingly then patted her belly.

“…Growing and elated!”

Her small emaciated husband chipped in responsively and with similar fervour.

“Once I accepted a change of attitude… it was fine…fine and dandy…!”

He was totally unabashed and confirmed the common sense of this treatment as if it was a mere dental plan.

“…I love, Claire…she loves me…the fruitful seed or how it was placed there is irrelevant…I have learned not to be selfish but to love, then serve her completely…”

It was as if he had been infused with a new religion.

“…I was only too pleased and delighted to make a small sacrifice to further demonstrate my commitment to her and our precious child.”

To our utter shock this man undid his trousers and we gasped as we saw the small cage of chastity around his equally, tiny genitals as Levi interrupted him abruptly and almost rudely.

“The man needs to become a true friend and a servant to his wife…to learn to pleasure her in other ways… whilst she concentrates only on the insemination and physical interaction that gives her life.”

As we gazed on in mesmerised, macabre fascination the slim woman with the slightly protruding belly kneeled before him and mumbled.

“May I suck you…Levi?”

He stroked her blonde hair then spoke to us all in his self-assurance which was almost infectious and contagious.

“The girl wishing to be made pregnant must learn to love the source of power…her body and mind must be one with it for the process to be guaranteed…!”

He was utterly serene and poised.

“…Once it begins the woman’s spirit and womb must crave the specific, male semen and seed to fertilise her eggs.”

The woman kneeling had already quickly released his hidden flesh as if she was unwrapping a treat, causing a monster of a penis to then appear as all of the assembled females then flushed and gasped in terror, dread and, perhaps in retrospect, admiration!

Claire then instantly began to suck this stiff flesh as her husband watched on proudly on the basis presumably that this male protrusion had produced the juice that had brought them such richness.

He simply stood back loyally as his wife’s pretty head moved ever quicker over Levi’s rigid, black flesh until he grunted then jerked his substantial ejaculate down the woman’s eager, open mouth and throat.

She then raised herself before collapsing onto a soft chair as her partner, devoid of any trace of dignity, kneeled between her plump thighs and pressed his mouth to her sodden knickers then started noisily to suck and lick at her soon to be revealed, blonde, trimmed pussy.

It was subsequently not long before the woman began to heave and pant swiftly but unattractively to her climax.

Our lecturer stared at us all with his impressive manhood still on show and dripping juices from between his sturdy, muscular thighs.

“So this is how it works…if you ladies are interested you may inspect this power that can and may fulfil you…or not…”

His shoulders bunched in a shrug of ambivalence.

“…The forms, contracts and instructions are on the table and on payment… the process will begin month by month until successful…”

He seemed so confident, powerful and readily assured.

“…The process if followed as I indicated… is guaranteed!”

A tall woman with ginger hair walked to him and muttered as if hypnotised as her glazed, grey eyes stared intently at his cock.

“May I touch it?”

He smiled in easy, assertive authority.

“Of course…it is there for you all to inspect.”

Before I hardly blinked, suddenly all the agitated females were gathered around his flesh examining it as if it belonged to a deity; the first girl with the resplendent hair then took it in her lips and sucked it gingerly as if it would or could bite her.

I pushed Minnie firmly in the lower part of her back or spine.

“Go and see…this could be an answer for us!”

She gazed at me as if I was insane, mad or both, and I suppose by now I was.

“No…I will not!”

The women were all handling and sucking him now with growing levels of enthusiasm and in fear of upsetting my only remaining hope of fatherhood, I hissed at her pleadingly.

“Please, Minnie…just a quick look then we’ll go and that’s it…please…you need to show a little interest…for us!”

Reluctantly she walked to where the crowd of women were, stood back initially but then eventually let her hand and fingers circle the erect girth of his manhood until he unexpectedly ejaculated and covered them all with just a token sample of his thick, masculine, viscous prize of virility and eternity.

After a brief tidy up for propriety, the meeting was then concluded but it seemed everyone was flushed, slightly shocked or stunned.

As we drove away I saw my wife absentmindedly lick a spot of the dried sperm from her hand then thumb and murmur to herself; something almost indecipherable!

Minnie was bright, flaming pink in confusion; she simply sat still and apart from this muttering never said a single word to me.

Even in bed we hardly conversed as although my own libido had been strangely ignited by the evening, Minnie’s silence and body language clearly demonstrated and demanded that she be left well alone.

We hardly made much discussion the next few days and in my own private time I studied the contract with the forms from Levi’s company.

As had been so painfully demonstrated and in line with what we had been informed, they were excruciatingly simple and straightforward.

He or whoever was acting as the surrogate father or donor would not touch my wife until her time of ovulation and then only briefly with his penis to insert the vital spunk and spark until she was with child.

All parental rights would belong to Minnie and I and it seemed as sensible or clinical as it could be for such an unworthy, sullied matter.

The literature explained how the woman needed to become used to her donor’s sperm; she needed to be continually covered and ingest as much as possible to make her body react and then flush with the reactive processes needed.

To simplify any problem for her biological chemistry or clock, her partner needed to wear a chastity cage during this whole period of impregnation to avoid any unwise contact.

The husband needed to take the role of a male-servant and friend; to just innocently comfort, support and pleasure her constantly.

It appeared that there was a lot of oral, clitoral stimulation needed from the male spouse and although this had never previously appealed to me I was willing to do whatever was recommended and approved of to please, Minnie.

I read the word ingest many times and I knew uncomfortably, as Levi had devilishly established and shown, that the woman had to suck his cock and swallow his thick ejaculate continually!

But, as explained it was only for her body to adjust to and then presumably crave it purely for the fertility, and the further I thought about it the more it seemed to make pernicious, perverted sense.

I remembered how it had worked for Claire, the pregnant girl at the meeting, as I also then imagined Minnie doing the same disgusting thing and to my shame, I instantly began to harden in unsettling, shameful reflex.

The booklet explained that initially this venture was a difficult concept to accept but everyone needed to focus on the lifelong prize of new family life and such personal sensations of disquiet, or even humiliation, needed to be placed most firmly onto one side.

It took me a while but finally I seemed to sense and understand the bigger picture and felt able to bury my pride and manhood temporarily for the chance of a future and our own growing family.

All I had to do was convince my wife who had also read all the literature many times over and was more unstable and uncomfortable than I had ever known her to be.

A discussion or ultimate summit was inevitable and early one evening after work we opened some wine and I let my wife, who was conservatively dressed in a sweater and a medium-length dark skirt, began the fateful conversation that would set or destroy our course forever.

“Justin…I have thought about our situation a lot and I want children…”

She sighed and seemed distressed.

“…I can’t live without any prospect of being a mother and…”

Minnie seemed so sad and troubled.

“…We need to get divorced…”

My love seemed almost in tears.

“…I need to move on and start again.”

This was worse than I had expected and I also began to well up.

“Do you not love me, Minnie?”

Her azure eyes were moist like mine.

“Of course…you are my husband but…”

She bit her top lip in her discomfort and malaise.”

“…You cannot perform your husbandly function, Darling…”

The pale spheres I adored so much were moist and misty.

“…Can you?”

I sat back and sipped my wine but the liquid tasted sour as I spoke.

“What about Levi…this idea?”

She shook her head purposefully.

“I’m not letting that Black Scumbag fuck me…”

Her eyes seemed to glaze over for an instant.

“…Or suck him…!”

She was in a dither and a lather!

“…I’ve never sucked any man’s cock…it’s a degrading to even consider!”

We both drank some more and I mumbled pathetically.

“We would both have to make sacrifices, Minnie…I would never wear a…chast…”

She finished my words for me

“A chastity device….of course not...it would terrible and so demeaning for you.”

I gasped generously and charitably to her.

“But I would do it for you, Minnie…to make you happy…give us a chance of a family!”

Her face was flushed pink suddenly.

“I couldn’t ask you…and…”

She bit her lip again in troubled thought.

“…You’d know when it came to the time… that his big cock would enter me…and spread its sperm inside me…”

Her teeth absentmindedly bit the actual glass she was drinking from as if just to set them on edge.

“…The Bastard would fuck me…just as he had all your other girlfriends, Justin!”

I shook my head meaningfully as I grumbled; she had it all wrong…didn’t she?

“It wouldn’t be like that…because you would be doing it under duress or sufferance… just until we got what we wanted from him…!”

I sighed then tried to cover the erection that had formed unnoticed in my mercifully baggy trousers.

“…We’d have to be strong…”

My eyes were begging her.

“…Please, Minnie…I don’t ever want to lose you…if you love me then you’ll do it…please!”

She shook her pretty head up and down and then side to side as if she was as perplexed as I was.

“I can’t… I’d feel like a…Dirty, Disgusting Whore!”

I downed the glass of liquid that was in my pretty, gleaming glass with a single gulp, then bravely kneeled at her knees and nylon-clad feet.

“Please, Minnie…the alternative is…”

I could hardly face or speak the word.

“…Divorce…please!”

Her eyelids were flickering while her misty blue eyes wavered, just a little; I removed her shoes then began to stroke and kiss her luxuriously covered toes in earnest and she surprisingly did not prevent me doing so as she murmured.

“You want me to suck that Bastard’s cock, let him cover me in spunk and then fuck me at the appropriate time to conceive?”

I began to suckle on her largest toe as she squirmed then seemed to strangely relax and settle on the settee.

“Please, Minnie…it will just be very brief and temporary…and then we will have our little baby.”

She pressed firmly into the back rest and spread her thighs enabling me to see her evocative, panty covered mound through the tights as she murmured.

“What about the money…do we have $10,000?”

Instinctively I raised her hem then began to lick the white crotch of her knickers though the fine covering and then whispered out loud as she closed her eyes as if in some peculiar, private pleasure.

“No, but I will speak to, Levi…he’s an old friend… maybe he’ll do us a deal…?”

Her hands drew the tights off her thighs and legs in a sudden flash, leaving me with just the material of her knickers between my mouth and her most, salacious, sensitive spot.

I then gazed as if mesmerised while she drew the lace pants to one side thus enabling me to clearly see her beautiful, thin line of sexuality covered by her fine, black hair.

My spirit was up; with my desire and hope all consuming. 

“…Let us try, Minnie… please….please!”

She stroked my blonde hair and turned some of the strands in her slender fingers.

“You want to worship me, Justin…you will have to please me at all times…?”

As if to answer her I moved my mouth to the folds of my wife’s most sweet, pink, female flesh as she gasped in genuine surprise.

“…Oh Baby…there…that’s it…!”

I was pressing my tongue on her clitoris now for the first time in our marriage and she was reacting in a way I had never known before, as her hips pressed up eagerly against my downward pressure and her mouth twisted in emotion.

“…Is that what you want, Baby…?”

Her eyes were tightly shut and her voice monotone and somehow separated from me.

“….Tell my pussy that you want, Levi to fill it, Justin…”

I was suddenly drowning in her reactive juices as she murmured.

“…Fuck it…!”

I was sucking and licking her like a base, foul dog.

“…Fill it full of thick, virile sperm …until…it grows and then pops!”

My moan was animalistic and so was her own curse, then foul cry and we seemed to say, “Yes…yes…yes...yes,” together and in unison for the same but obviously different reasons.

Unusually and almost unknown before in our marital relationship, Minnie had climaxed but I did not stop licking her slit as she held my head down firmly with her fingers and palms.

My wife’s body had flopped weakly on the black leather and it was obvious she did not wish me to stop my devotions as her mouth murmured contentedly in the afterglow of her bliss.

“OK, Darling …are you sure…certain?”

My tongue continued to tease her slippery, dark, delicate crevice as I spluttered to her earnestly.

“…Yes Darling…please…please…for us!”

Minnie sighed then opened her thighs just a little wider.

“OK…I’ll do it for you…for us….ask him over for dinner this week…!”

Her breath was catching again now as she mumbled.

“…And we can discuss it…!”

I stayed firmly between her open legs and pleasured her until she slowly reached a second orgasm and then we eventually moved into our bed and snuggled together tiredly but with some elation.

My woman was completely naked and as I slid up closely to her warm skin she sighed in some disconcertion and concern.

“…Are you really sure you want to do this, Justin…we can just go our own ways…it might be less painful for us both?”

I stroked her arm and soft skin and knew I had to hold on to her at any cost to my pride or self-esteem; she was so incredibly precious to me and I explained how I felt in my firm expression of resolve.

“No Minnie…I’m committed to this completely… and determined to succeed.”

She interrupted me sharply.

“I won’t enjoy this, Justin…you being locked up…”

To my shock she slipped her finger around my unusually firm penis, found that I was stiff and erect and she gasped in puzzlement or confusion at my unusual reflex.

“…You won’t be able to come, Darling…and I’ll have to suffer his big cock up me…stretching me…I’m so tiny there…”

Her timid voice muttered nervously.

“…As you know….and…I’ve had so little sex…!”

Minnie could tell I was perched on my sensitive, sexual edge.

“…You’re sure you don’t mind me having to suck him, and be covered by him… and…”

I squealed and jerked my male juice in her fingers as she grunted.

“…Oh Baby…what is this…you are so worked up…?” 

She laughed softly but teasingly.

“…You were thinking about him making our new baby…?”

My wife seemed amused at me as she meandered on.

“…I’m not going to let him inside me for long…just let get him ready and then whoosh…over…!”

She wiped the seed I had ejaculated over her hands on her sopping vaginal line and whispered to me.

“…Lick it off me, Justin…I want to come again…and… if I may say…you seem naturally very good at this…!”

Obediently my head slipped between her parted thighs as my tongue lapped at her wet flesh and the small amount of semen she had placed there from me.

“..Is this what you want, Darling…because if it is…your own ejaculate can’t come near me anymore…?”

Her sweet mouth sighed as I suckled on her clitoris and she whimpered on.

“….My body can only respond to, Levi…as the rules say…so lick my pussy and tell me…you want him to fuck me, Justin!”

I was overcome with mixed emotions but as she dramatically and loudly yelled then trembled over her orgasmic cliff, I thought only of her being fertile and full of new, growing life.

“Yes I want him to have you, fertilise you…and make a child!”

She stroked my fair hair playfully and mumbled as her vibrating, shivering pleasure and satisfaction seemed to make her disoriented.

“OK, Baby…if that’s truly what you want then…let’s go for it!”

We slept soon after in exhaustion and, in the bright morning, Minnie tentatively confirmed that she was still of the opinion that she would explore this option, as long as it was honestly what I wanted. 

Therefore, as I understood there was no other alternative but divorce, my fingers rapidly e-mailed Levi when I reached the office. 

I also checked my bank account and uncomfortably, to leave us enough for emergencies, I saw that I only had $6,500 spare for this unusual quest or possible misadventure.

I received a message back from my old roommate later that morning and it was businesslike, short and to the point.

He confirmed that he would come to dinner on Wednesday, would have the contracts with him and to be sure that I had the money; the $10,000…in cash!

Naturally I wanted to say we could not afford that amount but given my previous friendship with him I presumed or hoped we could get a discount!

After all I was giving him $6,500 to fuck and impregnate my wife; what else did he really expect?

The dark thoughts of what we were about to enter into then insidiously seemed to invade my suddenly hyperactive brain where, to my horror, they caused my normally sensible penis to be permanently erect.

The more I dwelt on the fact that the stocky, average looking, black, Levi was going to screw my lovely wife, the more it seemed to be driving me insane.

Such a big part of me wanted to change my mind but with my lack of production or ability in the raw, rough copulation department of marital relations, what choice did I have? 

However I simply hated the fact that I was so turned on at the sordid thought of them together and it seemed that I had caught some infection or sinister sickness.

When I reached home, Minnie was in jeans and a top and I could see she was also mentally in a state; we had some wine and she murmured to me with real empathy.

“Have you been thinking about what we are possibly going to do, Justin…?”

I nodded my head as obviously I had hardly thought about anything else as she then asked me a weird off-beat, strange question.

“…Does it excite you…?”

I blinked weakly and tried to mask my thoughts as to how did she know, but my wife simply smiled as if in understanding of my confusion.

“…Levi emailed me in preparation for the signing of the contracts; he said often the men that do this get irrationally excited at their wives…”

Her cheeks flushed in abashment at what was unfolding.

“…Being penetrated by another male…”

She quivered then shivered slightly.

“…He said it’s quite normal!”

My mouth gasped as undoubtedly my genitals were uncomfortably energised and my penis so hard and had been all of the day.

“Can we go to bed, Minnie…let me fuck you…before we have to start this…?”

Strangely my body was unusually desperate for her.

“…I need to…come!” 

She laughed happily as if relishing my torment and her ability to now deny my lust, when in the past it had been her seeking sex so often from me to no avail; in our history as a couple and in all truth, I was rarely up for it!

“No, Justin, Levi said that it is only to be his semen near me now…I have to prepare both mentally and physically for the process but…”

Her lips drew together tightly and formed a wry grin.

“…He knew you would want relief so I have left something on the bed for you…as he suggested…”

I could detect from her tone that she was almost entertained.

“…Shall I get them for you…?”

Before I realised she had departed and returned with a pair of her white, tight, cotton panties with a small red bow on the front; as she passed them to me her eyes could plainly see that I was bemused and confounded but she explained.

“…Put them on, Levi said you will be spurting all the time before you go into your little cage…so you need to come in my knickers and share the experience with me…”

My wife suddenly sniggered wickedly.

“…He said you’d like it!”

I shook my head fiercely then angrily in my riposte.

“No fucking way!”

Her light eyes darkened to icy blue and were instantly cold as she hissed.

“You’re paying him for his advice…either take it or forget it and cancel…”

Unusually for Minnie her temper was raised sky high; selfishly I had forgotten how much of a trial this was for her as well.

“…I don’t fucking care anymore…!”

I was however somewhat shocked at her attitude and realised that if we were to continue in this difficult journey then unfortunately this was part of what I had already agreed to.

Reluctantly I removed my trousers then shorts and Minnie smiled dryly while I pulled the delicate knickers around my agitated, hard cock; to my disquiet the sense and feel of them against my manhood seemed to heighten my arousal ever more and she commented dryly.

“…You see, Levi seems to know about this stuff…you look like you’re about to burst…and explode, Darling…are you…?”

Undoubtedly and demonstrably my inflamed penis was pressing again the crotch of the delicious, sensual fabric as my wife went on tortuously.

“…He explained that it’s better if you think of yourself as just a female friend to me now…so we can talk freely about what I have to do to get pregnant…”

I could see Levi fucking her in my head again however much I tried to block the image from my mind or ignore it; I was so close to coming as she murmured and groaned.

“…I’ll have to lick him and suck his black cock…”

Her small frame shivered then shuddered.

“…I won’t like it, Justin…but I know I’ll have to….Oh, Baby…you Dirty Boy…look at you…you’ve come in my knickers…!”

She giggled mockingly making me feel utterly mortified.

“…But I bet you feel better now…?”

In some ways my wife was right; I did feel better but in truth much worse as well and she settled on the settee, removed her trousers and spread her divine legs on the shiny, dark leather.

“…He said I need to be aroused as much as possible…so leave your, wet panties on…remove the rest of your clothes and do your job, Darling…I quite liked it last night…!”

I removed my jacket, tie and shirt before prostrating my body between her white thighs; letting my mouth lick then lap at her female line of increasingly slippery, female flesh.

“…I reckon I have under 2 weeks until my most fertile 4 days but Levi says that we should do it 3  days either side of that time as well, as sometimes the woman can still catch…Oh Baby….that’s good…just there…”

I was sucking her clitoris now as incredibly I was hard again and she muttered then moaned in her disorientation.

“…So the best time to start him seeding me will be in about 10 days…”

She was so off her head; slimy and wet below as she went on.

“…He’s just going to insert it into me then come and leave me immediately, Justin…he promised it will be very clinical… oh… Baby…Yes…there…!”

She began to vibrate, tremble and then weakly squealed then shuddered as she started her long, tempestuous fall off her high, sexual, mountain peak.

“…So clinical…oh fuck…why did, we never do this before…Oh, Justin… there… fuck…fuck…!”

I realised that I had just climaxed once more as well in the female underwear around me as my wife stroked the showing wetness and simply laughed.

In confusion I simply continued to lick her sodden crack as she spread her smooth legs even wider and seemed to relish my service of her.

“Oh, Baby, Levi was sure right…you can wear my knickers all the time now…so you can climax in comfort before… the cage goes on…!”

She sighed in bemusement or bliss; it was hard for me to tell anymore!

“…Fuck this is all so bizarre!”

I was made to provide endless orgasms and oral delights to her all that long night and the next; it seemed that wearing her panties was soon a natural occurrence and to my continuing shame and disgrace, I was then endlessly spurting into the crotches of them at the sullied thought of what was to come.

Even at work my mind would wander and I would end up pressing my erection until I had jerked disgustingly in her underwear and it began to dawn on me that this idea, agreed to in almost innocence, was far more evil and insidious than I ever realised.

I knew I could withdraw or just walk away but I still took the $6,500 from our account to leave us with the minimum we needed to survive; it was an agonising, gut wrenching thing to do but it seemed that fatefully this was the only way to save my marriage to Minnie.

When I reached home on the Wednesday night, my wife had prepared some food as we were expecting Levi at 7p.m.

Minnie was very agitated and nervous as I watched her sip her wine in her patent disconcertion and anxiety; this was increasingly becoming real suddenly and I was fearful she would back out and change her mind.

Her sultry tone murmured to me as we sat on the settee.

“Do you really want us to do this…?”

She bit the glass with her teeth as was becoming her habit.

“…I feel as if I am being unfaithful, Justin…”

Her dazzling eyes were concerned.

“…I’ve never been unfaithful, Darling…and I had so little experience before we were married…you know that!”

I sat closely to her and whispered words of comfort and assurance.

“I understand, Minnie…but this is the best and cheapest way to get what we want…you won’t enjoy it…neither will I but…”

I tried to sound resolute and brave.

“…We’ll get through it and be stronger as a team at the end.”

She sat back and placed her naked feet on my crotch and I took them in my hands and drew them to my lips and kissed them as she murmured thoughtfully.

“When he fills me…I’ll just be thinking of you, Darling…!”

Her words immediately made me hard and her toes pressed my solidity that was encased in a pair of her yellow knickers under my suit as she giggled childishly and stupidly.

“…Are you thinking about it releasing up inside me, Justin…all that virile, thick semen and sperm?”

I groaned shivered and jerked forward as she smiled and knew I had depravedly come once again.

Quickly she then drew off her jeans and I licked her expertly to her own fruition and this enabled us to greet Levi as if everything was calm and apparently normal when he arrived, exactly on time.

However as I well know nothing was ordinary or normal any more but even I did not realised just how much everything was about to change!

The doorbell rang and I let my old friend into the lounge where he took his place in the main, single chair and accepted the wine that my wife graciously and most hospitably offered him. 

Levi immediately sensed our communal anxiety as his perfect teeth smiled and he spoke without the slightest pressure or attempt at persuasion.

“Look, Guys…I have explained how the process and the business works…if it’s not for you then don’t worry…”

His voice chuckled happily.

“…We have more work than we can manage…”

He was so unnervingly, unconcerned, experienced and assured.

“…There’s a lot of impotent, sterile men out there…so we’re busy…so forget it…lets eat…I’m starving!”

My wife spoke first and promptly.

“We’re just nervous, Levi.”

My old flatmate was dismissive of her concerns.

“Then don’t do it…easy!”

Minnie sighed then went weakly on.

“We need to…we need a baby!”

His dark eyes were unconvinced.

“You say that, Minnie but…”

His words were cruel and critical suddenly.

“… I come here…you have no make-up on, are wearing jeans and an old shirt and it seems that you need to be coerced…”

He shrugged in genuine apathy.

“…Don’t do it…if we start then you have to give of yourself…all of you…for the impregnation to be certain…you have to commit completely to the process.”

She gasped in utter surprise.

“To enjoy it? You want me to enjoy it?”

He was becoming irritated and terse with her.

“I don’t give a fuck if you enjoy it or not, Minnie…but I expect you to be well presented, smelling of perfume and participate with all of your energy…”

He was acidic and chilling.

“…I don’t care if you have reservations or concerns but if you want this to work then your body needs to crave my semen and seed for the conception to be certain.”

Surprisingly this irrationally made some sense and I spoke softly to him as if I was trying to placate him and not my nerve-wracked, dissolving wife!

“I have explained this to her, Levi…we have read all of the literature!”

He stared at me then Minnie and his broad shoulders shrugged in obvious tension and almost irritation.

“Enough…I don’t need this stress…let’s forget it…we’ll eat and I’ll find a place to stay tonight…!”

My wife stood up suddenly and reactively as if she had sat on a porcupine.

“No you’re right, Levi…you are right…”

She glanced down sadly at her clothing.

“…I understand I need you to find me desirable for you…”

Her normally strident voice was now a whisper.

“…To get excited or hard…please…”

Her blue eyes blazed conviction.

“…We want to go on…tell us what to do and we will…I have followed your advice up to now and you have been right…”

She glanced at me and posed a rhetorical question as she already knew my answer.

“…We are ready, Justin?”

I nodded trying to hide my own disturbance and concern.

“Yes, Minnie you are fully aware I am…we need to do this!”

She turned and murmured to our guest.

“What would you like me to wear, Levi?”

His muscular body lost its tension and traction a little as his dark, inky eyes stared at her.

“Just a nice pair of knickers and a bra…and make yourself up properly…some lipstick…perfume…”

He sighed as if this was all such a task for him.

“…I have to produce endlessly once you sign…”

She nodded in apparent comprehension then walked towards the bedroom as he finally turned his focus then addressed me.

“…Go and help her, Justin…you need to be supportive and involved…that is your role. Make her feel loved, desirable and womanly…”

He seemed to smile slightly as his lips curled just a fraction at the edges.

“…Lose the clothes as well….just leave on the women’s knickers that Minnie tells me you wear now.”

I flushed in shame at his knowledge but accepted there could be no secrets in this sordid, stupid game we were embarked upon.

In our bedroom my wife had already stripped from her normal clothes and was busily hunting through her lingerie drawer and she murmured to me in her fluster or exasperation of not knowing what to choose.

“I am so stupid, Justin…of course I need to look my best…he needs to want and desire me… so he can ejaculate inside my precious walls all the time…”

She shook her dark head as if she was crazy and I silently mused that perhaps we both were already lunatics.

“…What was I thinking…?”

She sat naked at her dress-mirror then began to smear make-up on her naturally, pretty face as she muttered on, maniacally.

“…You pick something, Darling…would you…provocative please…I am going to have to change the way my mind is working…I really am so silly!”

Nervously my fingers danced through her drawers and found a sensible pair of dark boy’s shorts and a thickly covering matching bra but when I put it onto the bed she shook her head sadly.

“No, Darling…Levi is a vital, virile man; he must truly want to fuck me…if you look in the drawer below…”

He voice suddenly tittered like a young girl’s for the briefest second.

“… I have a few bits!”

My hands were trembling and reached inside this treasure chest where I found a tiny, transparent, white thong and a see-through bra causing my wife’s painted lips to smile enthusiastically.

“That’s much better…”

She could see my patent disquiet.

“..You do want to do this, Justin…because we can stop now…”

Her tone was a little impatient and unsympathetic with my constant ability to seemingly change my mind like the weather.

“…If we start then there’s to be no attitude…”

Her coloured flushed face was tense and determined.

“…I have to give this everything that I’ve got, Justin…it’s not real…my emotional feelings will always be for you…”

Her nude body quivered and her slim belly trembled like a small divine curl of flowing water.

“…But, Levi has the masculinity and reproductive powers and…we have to fully accept that, Justin…utterly and completely…there can be no selfish thoughts or pride in this!”

I just blinked in agreement as Minnie finished brushing her long, wavy hair and then finalising her painted lips before eventually standing before me as if for my approval; disconcertingly I could see the slim slit of femininity that we were about to fully surrender for impregnation as she stroked my arm softly.

“Kiss me, Justin…”
My mouth went to touch her slightly smeared, red lipstick but she had other ideas as suddenly I was on my knees facing her puffed up, perfumed pussy.

“…Here, Justin…wish me luck…us luck…lick it, Darling…tell me you don’t mind what I have to do!”

I began to suck and lap at her and she was surprisingly wet as I muttered as helpfully as I could.

“I understand, Minnie…I do…we’ll do it together…we will.”

Her hips were pressing into my tongue...and her breath was short as if trying desperately to hang on to life.

“I have to be a Whore, Justin…your wife is a…”

It was as if her whole being shuddered then juddered on my tongue as she twisted her delicious body before she trembled uncontrollably and visibly vibrated.

“…A Whore…oh…fuck…fuck…that was so good…”

She shook herself like a Bitch in heat!

“…Oh fuck…fuck…OK…dry me… dress me…and let’s go and face the Black Bastard and get this over with!”

I fetched a towel and some talc then purposely wiped her seeping sliver of flesh before patting it dry; my shaking fingers then helped her on with the tiny knickers that hardly covered her perfect femininity and then her bra that showed off her pert, delicate breasts and tiny, pink nipples.

She shimmied in front of the mirror and weirdly hysterically laughed as if she was on dope or something stronger!

“How do I look?”

I stared at her and she looked like a Parisian Whore; I was speechless and incredibly hard as unfortunately she noticed immediately.

“Jerk off, Darling and tell me…how do I appear to you?”

My hand went to my crotch and my mouth gasped as I seemed to instantaneously jerk in the release of my sullied, sexual, perverse pressure.

“Levi…will love you…fuck you look so dirty and sexy…he will fuck you…”

I was crying in my torture and my head was so mixed-up as I spent fluid into the tight silky knickers I was wearing.

“…Fuck you…he’ll want to fuck you…!”

I was spent and Minnie smiled happily and somewhat ironically.

“Good that’s what we need…now wipe yourself down, Justin… put on a clean pair of my panties and…”

She tried to suppress a wry smile.

“…Let’s go and sign the contract!”

We returned to the lounge where our guest hardly blinked an eye at our lack of clothing or the fact that I was now wearing only pair of my wife’s tight, multi coloured knickers around my crotch.

Minnie stood directly before him then she balanced on her tip toes as if she was eager to please him.

“Is this better, Levi…does this satisfy and arouse you?”

He stared at her with evil, malevolent, dark eyes.

“Turn around…bend over…”

She did so and he was gazing at her pretty ass; the Bastard!

“…Yes Minnie…you make me hard!”

My partner visibly swallowed nervously and Levi produced some documents out of his slim briefcase and a pen then sat back and addressed us.

“OK, are we all aboard now…?”

We nodded like idiots as he went on.

“…When you sign then I will keep, Minnie covered continuously in semen at all the times I am here…we have worked out that her times of peak fertilisation will be in about a week for 10 full days… to be certain we have every opportunity...!”

He was not boastful or sarcastic just… businesslike as he addressed her.

“…I will fuck you relentlessly, Minnie over this period and you must not refuse me or the contract is void…do you understand?”

My wife’s eyes widened as she listened and her body seemed to flush as she nodded innocently.

“Yes, Levi…yes…but…”

He stared at her as if in further annoyance and exasperation.

“What…but what…what now?”

She shuddered and spat at him defensively.

“I won’t enjoy it…I’m not a Slut!”

He shrugged darkly and without a care for her sensibilities.

“It’s just sex, Minnie…just a brief injection of sperm…”

He chuckled purposefully as if to break the tense mood.

“…Grit your teeth… you’ll be fine…just dress up and look your prettiest and sexual best always…as I need to be aroused or excited at all times to do my job…!”

She blinked in comprehension and compliance as he then stared at me.

“…Do you want to go into you cage now or in the morning, Justin? We’re not going to formally start until the weekend…I have to leave tomorrow night.”

I had no wish to be shackled but knew that it was inevitable if we were to continue; and undoubtedly we were bound to carry on.

“No, if that is OK… we’ll wait until you come back!”

He smiled in acknowledgement of my discomfort and lack of enthusiasm for my incarceration.

“OK, but masturbate only into her knickers…Minnie has told me that you do all the time, and provide her with oral pleasure as well now…which is good…a small step in the right direction…”

His coal, black eyes were cool and calm; seemingly taking no pleasure in his sudden, dominant position in our small household.

“…It is important she is always satisfied, contented and pampered, Justin…as you have been informed and have read all about…”

He sat up and drew the coffee table to him.

“…OK let me go through a couple of things in the contract; you give me the money and we are done…!”

He ran over some points which we already knew and I began to silently worry and fret as I had not told him that I did not have the full amount as he sighed tortuously over a final intimate question.

“…Standard clause is that I cannot touch your wife unless you ask me to…so everything…all intercourse has to come from Minnie’s instigation and direction….”

His palm flattened the paper before him.

“….If you want that changed then you will have to tick and sign the form to say so…”

He smiled slyly as if he knew something I did not.

“…Most women like to be held and touched when they are taken…!”

He picked up his cheap pen.

“…OK, give me the money and we’ll place the signatures on the dotted line and we will be committed.”

I spoke then mumbled suddenly and nervously.

“I…I don’t have the full amount, Levi…I thought…because we were friends…we could…?”

His voice was instantly acrid and scathing.

“Fuck off, Justin this is business…you want something from me and I want it from you…namely money…so fuck off…let’s forget it!”

I was mortified and was completely caught off guard by his caustic and infuriated attitude as I grumbled and complained.

“I’ve got $6500 in cash…please…”

I produced the notes in a bundle then placed it on the table while my wife went and sat by him in just her miniscule, transparent knickers and equally see through bra.

Her small hands touched his thick thigh as her voice sounded so timid, needy and weak in an attempt to persuade him.

“Please, Levi…we’ll get the extra…please…we need this…we’ll get the other money…”

My former friend seemed resolute and impassive but to my shock my wife pressed the bulge between his thick thighs, outrageously undid his zip and then let her fingers withdraw his erection that was even bigger and more impressive than I remembered it to be from that unforgettable night at his firm’s office.

She yanked and removed his trousers, then white shorts, until his enormous black genitals were displayed and fully on show; his dark spear was pointing dangerously and proudly up towards the heavens as Minnie gasped out loudly.

“Oh fuck look at that…fuck…just look at it…please, Levi… please…I want this to impregnate me…!”

Her two slender hands gripped it as he shuddered in reaction to her touch and, to my complete disbelief, my normally puritan, pure wife kneeled between his thighs, lowered her mouth and let her tongue lick the circumcised, black tip of his outrageous, lengthy and steely flesh.

I knew she had never sucked a man’s penis in her life before but for the sake of our marriage I could see she was now making the ultimate sacrifice of her dignity and remaining pride.

“…Please, Levi…show me what to do….let us sign the contract… please, please... oh…Levi you are so impossibly hard!”

His plain, ordinary, forgettable, black face remained impassive and unconvinced but, not to be discouraged, she began to suck his big balls and then lick them with her slippery tongue. 

I watched in mystification and felt my own penis stretch the tight, tiny knickers I was in and my own breath begin to catch in reaction to Minnie’s outrageous, salacious efforts on our behalf.

The man suddenly sat back in his seat of power then stared at me as if relishing in my discomfort; he murmured as my supposedly innocent wife debased then demeaned herself on his rigid flesh.

“You both want this badly don’t you, Buddy…?”

He could see I was on my depraved edge and encouraged me to fall over it.

“…You can touch yourself, Justin…all the men doing this get turned on at the way their partners have to behave…but it’s just an act…go on…there’s nothing to be ashamed off…rub it…jerk it…Man!”

Minnie was sucking his cock now as he settled comfortably and admired her sexual efforts; it was so dirty and disgusting that I pressed my erection and grunted as I reflexively spent my fluid in the crotch of the knickers as he laughed.

“…That’s why we use the cage, Justin…otherwise you will be doing this all the fucking time!”

I felt so pathetic and humiliated but to make things worse Minnie was still licking and sucking his masculine, stiff flesh more and more urgently until she took as much of it in her mouth as she could and groaned to him.

“Come on, Levi…let me taste what I need…please…let me taste you…come… fuck…I can feel you…oh Fuck…you’re there…there!”

He muttered darkly and his hips jumped forwards and suddenly my wife’s pretty, bright face was being sprayed with his white, viscous seed and she had diabolically, disgracefully brought him to full, spurting fruition and climax.

But as if possessed by her own, female, sexual demons, Minnie performed as if she knew no shame and kept licking his seeping cock as it dripped, slimy seed and made her facial skin ever whiter and stickier than it already was.

My former flatmate eventually murmured softly and with some hilarity in his attempt to be generous to us.

“OK if you want this so badly…this is what I’ll do…”

Minnie cupped his balls and did not release his penis from between her lips; it was as if she was a baby with a pacifier and suddenly she could not manage without this base, foul thing.

He picked up the papers and wrote a clause on the line regarding payment and then smiled acidly.

“…I’ve put on you owe $3,500 plus interest…say 10%...you will pay in money, work or commission!”

I was confused and queried him.

“Commission?”

He nodded and grimaced then exhaled purposefully as Minnie began to suck him more eagerly and harder again.

“Yes if you introduce a new couple then you get a fee… as we’re even doing our services for single women now…”

He chuckled factually.

“…Lots of modern girls want babies, without men or husbands to worry about… seems that it’s very much a growth area!”

My wife spoke up suddenly releasing his flesh for the merest fraction of a second from between her full, pouting lips.

“Your friend, Ariel is a bit like that, Justin….wealthy, independent…I think she may want a child…ask her…!”

Her mind was obviously working as well as her mouth.

“…How much do we get for an introduction, Levi?”
He groaned and I noticed worryingly he was getting exceedingly solid once more.

“$1,500 when they pay the full fee!”

Minnie returned to her task enthusiastically then smiled.

“We’ll speak to her…we’ll get the money, Levi…one way or another….trust us….please!”

The man suddenly began to settle to this contract and my life partner’s rapidly developing oral talents.

“Yes I suppose…you’re worth the risk…”

However he complained discontentedly.

“…But I hope you appreciate that I have a lot to do you know, Minnie!”

My wife was sucking and nodding as she continually tried to be persuasive.

“I’ll help, Levi…always look and smell good for you…I know it can’t be easy to become aroused and produce all the time.”

He inhaled theatrically.

“It isn’t Minnie…takes more out of you than you think…OK…”

His hands signed the contract with a flourish and then my wife also scrawled her signature without removing his thick flesh from her mouth until it was finally only left for me to make my mark.

I saw the box regarding the wife being touched or not and I left it blank as I did not want his dirty, black hands on her; this situation was more than enough for me to handle without having to see this further torment or punishment as well.

It was clear that he was on his climactic edge once more and this time he did not come inside her mouth but all over her belly and mound; he instructed her to spread the thick, viscous juices all over her skin so her female senses could sense then adjust to the dominant male force now in her life.

Levi took a while to recover and we then ate but, although he put his trousers back on, Minnie did not change and served the food just in her underwear; her mouth and skin still clearly showing the remains of Levi’s plentiful ejaculate.

Strangely she seemed not to mind and as we ate and sipped copious amounts of wine my old roommate smiled at her.

“Can you feel the effect this reproductive seed has on you, Minnie…?”

She flushed scarlet and nodded. 

“…You need to sleep with it on you…until your mind and body craves it…then at the time of conception everything will be in place.”

She shuddered and whispered as is she was already possessed by Beelzebub.

“I understand, Levi…maybe you should come over my breasts…and bottom….maybe my mound as well…so it seeps into me.”

He nodded sagely as if my love was making a good suggestion.

“That’s the spirit, Minnie…have you a small nightie?”

Her face was now crimson.

“Only my wedding outfits…everything else is longer…”

She was enthusiastic to show him.

“…They are very short…so I can pull them up and down easily.”

I could not contain myself as I blurted out in my disturbance; these were our precious memories and keepsakes.

“But that’s private and personal Minnie…it was special when you wore those!”

Levi stared at me dismissively.

“Go and get one, Justin…let me see…I am getting tired so need her to look sexy…”

He chuckled with diabolical intention.

“…And change your knickers, Buddy…they look soaking.”

The panties around my genital were saturated from all of my reflexive orgasms to what I had been witnessing; I simply hated what was happening and I was disgracefully, party to.

However I had to be resolute, think about the bigger picture and went to her wardrobe, found her white, tiny toga top that she had worn on our wonderful honeymoon night - she had a sister one in cream - and held it up in my tremulous fingers.

The material was so intricate and fine that it instantly made my stomach churn in fevered apprehension and my penis harden once more. 

I took the tiny panties that matched the short gown and then pulled on a plain white pair of her briefs to cover my manhood then cursed my foolish head for being somehow so affected or turned on by this.

What on earth was wrong with me?

Within a few minutes of re-entering the lounge, dining area my wife had pulled on the outfit and was parading before Levi as he greedily quaffed the remainder of the wine.

Her body shied then shimmied before him in excited energy.

“Do you like it…?”

He laughed, rose from his chair then sat sprawled on the settee as Minnie began to remove his trousers once more and then gasped as his simply huge erection was again produced and revealed as if by magic.

“…You do like it, Levi…”

She groaned as her hands gripped his rigid flesh.

“…Justin wasn’t sure when he bought it…he liked the longer ones…said it made me look cheap…”

She groaned like a weak, timid animal suddenly.

“…Fuck Levi…you are so hard….!”

She raised her top with a released, free hand for a second and then rubbed the tip of his penis against her thin, pink nipples and squirmed as she did so.

“..Oh I see what you say, Levi…I so want it all over me…oh fuck…your sticky sperm over my nipples and breasts…!”

It was as if she had lost her mind utterly and I saw that she was lowering her tiny panties to her knees as she took his cock down to between her thighs and then let it sit dangerously on her hairy, little, black pussy and mound. 

“…Oh yes, Levi…this will impregnate me…but it’s so big…fuck how am I…ever going to get it inside me…?”

It was as though she was on crack cocaine although I knew full well she had never had more than a headache pill in her life. 

“…I’ve never had a cock like this…!”

Her busy hands were now jerking his stiff flesh, faster and faster with ferocious energy until he ultimately mumbled, jerked then released massive amounts of gooey, pungent semen over her pink, female folds and then her breasts and nipples. 

She quickly then guided the dark hose and running stream to her most reactive, sensitive and erogenous areas before sighing in contentment.

“…Oh Fuck, Levi…I understand…my whole being feel and smells of you!”

Minnie sucked his penis lovingly without the slightest coercion now as I tidied up, trying to hide the obvious fact that my fresh underwear was now stained; by the time I had put everything in the dishwasher, I returned to find my wife on her knees still holding onto his cock and begging him to come over her naked bottom.

She had no shame any more and was bent forward as her hands and fingers worked his flesh from behind until once again her skin was smeared with the insidious, invasive, male juices as she cooed then finally, almost happily collapsed onto her chest in utter confusion.

It seemed mercifully and thankfully that horrible Levi was spent as he sipped more wine and then produced a small wrapped device from his case, placed it on the table, and addressed Minnie who was still shivering and recovering on the floor.

“This is the chastity device…for Justin…you put it on when you’re ready, Minnie…but do not let him touch you except with his tongue or it will break the cycle we have begun…!”

He explained, attempting to mask his own exhaustion.

“…Do you understand…you can have only one master for this…?”

My wife nodded weakly while the man smiled then lifted his fatigued body from the comfortable chair.

“…I’m going to bed…will be back on Friday…so continue as you have been doing… Justin needs to release you all the time with his mouth so you are sexual and aroused at all times then we will begin again on the weekend…”

He seemed unsteady on his feet and I knew exactly how he felt.

“…And work out exactly when the impregnation will commence!”

Levi winked at me annoyingly as if we had both enjoyed the last few minutes equally, then left for the spare room and I was alone with my wife once more and whispered in loving concern to her.

“Are you OK, Minnie…?”

She was soaked with creamy ejaculate all over her body and the expensive, delicious, honeymoon negligee was matted, incredibly stained and creased.

My wife had been utterly despoiled, abused and I knew she must now be feeling absolutely terrible and ashamed.

“…It is just what we have to do…you don’t need to feel badly…”

I was very empathetic and understanding.

“…You must have found that so difficult!”

Her blue globes were flat, dark and unreadable and her lips drew into a dry smile.

“It was, OK, Justin…come on let’s go to bed…”

Minnie’s pale, translucent eyes seemed to shine brightly and glow ever so slightly.

“…I need you, Justin…!”

I felt better right up to the time when her legs were spread and my mouth was pressed into her vaginal folds; my tongue was then lapping and sucking at the masses of semen deposited by the man from the room next door and I felt sick and overwhelmingly degraded!

It took me over and hour of constant, oral attention with innumerable orgasms for her until she was finally sated and settled as she finally relaxed back onto the mattress and murmured in her patent, emotional turmoil.

“…Fuck, Justin…what is going on…that was so perfect, Darling?”

I lay beside her and she made me change my knickers once more as I had fouled them numerous times as my libido seemed to be so enlivened with this disruptive and disturbing process.

However ultimately, as if the storm had passed, Minnie and I were relaxed then becalmed; we lay closely together as I murmured in genuine understanding to my wife.

“Thank you for doing this, Minnie…I know you must feel so badly.”

She murmured tiredly in agreement.

“Of course, Justin…you don’t think I get off on sucking his big, black cock or those huge balls…!”

I sensed her body shudder then shake slightly.

“…It is just so debasing and demeaning…”

However her breath sighed softly.

“…But I suppose I have to…!”

I heard her sniff in regret or, looking back, was it relish?

“…I do smell of him…I’m so covered even though you licked a lot of it off me…but he is right…”

Her voice giggled disconcertingly at her adventure and my humiliation.

“…something about it makes me want more, Justin…don’t you think that’s strange…I feel as if is diffusing inside me!”

I hardly knew how to respond but tried to say something meaningful

“It’s just until you are pregnant, Minnie…then we’ll be back to normal!”

The words I whispered seemed to have no force and for a moment I truly wondered if things would ever get back to as they once were; but in truth the way things had been going we were heading for the divorce courts anyway so this was indeed an ultimate and last resort.

We both drifted to sleep but then in the dead of night I felt her move and looked up to see her getting up and out of bed and I mumbled out in anxiety and concern.

“What’s the matter?”

She hissed at me.

“Go to sleep…I need…”

She seemed to go quiet for a second then continued.

“…Thought I heard a noise from Levi’s room…need to check he’s, OK!”

She was gone before I could reply and my mind began to wander as I realised she had gone to relieve him of more of his semen; it seemed it was already having a profound effect on her…and on me!

My cock was hard in the tight, cotton knickers I was wearing and my hand pressed my hardened flesh as my head swam with horrible images of her sucking and jerking off my ugly, black, former flatmate.

He was such a Bastard and she was such a Slut craving him already as she was; I saw her pretty mouth around his huge genitals in my heated brain as I spurted into the gusseted crotch off the panties.

I was then full of juice and worse; filled with dirty, sullied guilt and shame that I should do such a thing but it seemed instinctive and a compulsion far beyond my capacity to control.

Minnie returned after about 40 minutes and she lay beside me then kissed me passionately; immediately I could taste his sperm in her soft, wet mouth as she mumbled and murmured.

“I need you once more, Darling…I seem to get so wet when he comes over me or when I suck him…I had to do it…” 

She pushed my head down between her thighs and I smelled and saw once more her mound and black, soft down were sprayed with his plentiful juices as she spread her slender legs.

“…I do have to throw myself into this fully…”

I began once more to lap at her sodden, sexual lips as she sighed in delight.

“…We both do…!”

This time it took only a few minutes to make her reach her zenith and thankfully we could then just rest snugly beside each other.

Unfortunately her hand found the wetness in the finery that held me and chuckled sweetly.

“…We need to get you covered soon, Darling…but to be honest I’m not sure how to put it on you…?”

Her back was now facing me as she needed to sleep but muttered before she drifted off into separation from the waking world.

“…But we’ll work it out!” 

In the morning when I rose Levi was already gone and I was relieved that he was no longer around to torment me; I had realised that this was not going to be simple but never did I envisage anything quite like this!

However Minnie seemed happy and were back to almost routine as a couple, without my old friend’s involvement; we went to work and set about our day’s labours as best we could.

My wife or I had not spoken or discussed what had gone on last evening and while I mused and fretted constantly at work I decided that was almost definitely for the best and preferable to recalling it!

The less we spoke about the reality of what we had embarked upon the better, as it was undoubtedly troubling me in ways that I found more and more disconcerting.

Whenever I thought about the two of them together I would get aroused and by now I had taken to wearing Minnie’s knickers each and every day; the combination of material’s sensuality and sordid thoughts kept me producing and discharging semen mostly all of the working hours.

I was getting into quite a state but hopefully in just a few weeks it would be over and been worth our sacrifice; my wife and I would then have what we so desperately desired and wanted!

We would have the baby and this turmoil would be mercifully behind us.

It was only when I was driving home did I realise and recall that one of my best friends, Ariel would be over later; she was one of my old girlfriends, of sorts, as we seemed to just kiss or hang out at one time, but there had never been any proper romance or sexual relations in all recollection or honesty.

As always, Levi had hit on her but she was far too quick and bright for him and gave my former flatmate very short thrift; she was driven and career minded, had made her name quickly as an attorney and was soon earning big money so could always take care of herself.

We were therefore always like friends and indeed remained pals as Minnie didn’t mind or appear jealous and she strangely seemed to have become a companion and associate to us both. 

I was looking forward to seeing her but just hoped that my partner would not be divulging anything about what we had agreed to with Levi; I knew I would be mortified if she knew what torment I had to suffer as I believed she saw me as something of a success with women and a bit of a Stud!

Well I always did have so many girls around me all the time and Ariel, as blonde, petite and pretty as she was, was just one of so many!

She arrived at 7.30p.m with wine and we had pasta, chatted about nothing in particular and soon consumed the bottle she had brought then another before we were merrily relaxed in the lounge.

To my horror she moved one of the table-top magazines then found the unopened chastity device Levi had left for us and picked it up with her agile fingers then giggled with her blue eyes wide like windmills in obvious humour.

“Now what is this you two, come on tell me?”

I flushed bright red and tried to explain.

“It’s nothing…just a joke!”

As if to increase my unease, Ariel then removed it from the plastic wrapper and gently laid the pieces of the contraption on the table as her gentle voice laughed childishly.

“Come on…spill the beans… what is this? No one has one of these things for… nothing!”

Minnie suddenly joined in the conversation in curiosity.

“Do you know how to put one of them on a man?”

Ariel’s clear, blue eyes sparkled once more in amusement.

“If I show you then will you tell me what this is for…?”

She amended her remark and stared at directly me.

“…Who is this for…?”

My wife nodded and confirmed their bargain and my old friend chuckled then held the large, Perspex ring of the device in her slender fingers.

“…Of course…I’ve had a few boyfriends that I’ve made wear them…”

She sniffed a little in distaste.

“…Better quality that this though…it is a bit…”

She twirled it in her manicured, painted fingers.

“…Tacky…now what are you using this for…you promised…?”

I tried to stop Minnie divulging our secret but before I had hardly blinked she had revealed every intimate detail of our arrangement with Levi while my learned friend sat back, drank her wine and took it all in her professional stride.

Her reaction was not what I expected at all as eventually she spoke with some approval in her tone.

“…That is so sensible, Minnie…Justin is lovely but…”

Ariel snickered disconcertingly and with some considerable experience of me.

“….I always thought he was gay or something …when we were hanging out…he was so cute though… just like my best friend…”

She smiled at me and I felt noxious.

“…He still is…”

Her blue eyes saw my reaction and upset then laughed in conciliation.

“…There’s nothing to be ashamed of, Justin…some guys look good and some just get on and do the dirty deed…it’s just life…”

Her pert lips finished her drink and sighed in self deprecation.

“…That’s why I always preferred weak boys or girls…I liked to control them…!”

She was always so amused and high spirited and I could never tell if she was being serious.

“…Still do!”

My wife shrieked and filled our guest’s glass to the very brim.

“Ariel…I never would have guessed.”

My blonde friend just chuckled.

“It’s just what happens…we all like something…but it’s a good idea what your doing with, Levi…he’s an Asshole but the girls  I knew all got well fucked by him and some of them caught as well…”

Her voice was high in positivity and joviality.

“…So he definitely is loaded!”

Minnie spoke to her seriously.

“Show me how the chastity lock works, please.”

Ariel opened the rounded, clear ring then picked up the curved, plastic penile cover and thin fittings or screws and murmured soothingly.

“Easy really; the back goes behind the balls then you connect them with the pins, after putting your little man inside… click the lock and hey presto…your boy is tamed and neutered…”

I didn’t know who she was suddenly!

“…Just, perfect!”

My wife went all giggly immediately and stared at her shyly.

“Will you show me?”

Ariel seemed surprised.

“Put it on him?”

Minnie nodded drunkenly and eagerly.

“Please…I want to see.”

I tried to stop this and to end their divisive game.

“Please, Minnie…don’t embarrass, Ariel.

The slight, blonde girl just laughed calmly.

“I’m not embarrassed…I’m quite proficient at controlling men…”

Her tone demonstrated that this comment was definitely no joke.

“…Come here, Justin…stand in front of me…let me get you dressed!”

My eyes pleaded with my wife but she shrugged with indifference.

“You agreed and signed…now go on…it’s nothing…let me see how it goes on!”

I went before Ariel and as I simply stood meekly, she undid my trousers then lowered them to reveal my erect penis contained within the small pink and lace panties with a white bow on the front while I tried to hide my mortification as she cooed.

“Justin, how cute…you like this...which is good…now come on you have to milked flat…then…I can put it on…”

She glanced at Minnie as if for permission.

“…Can I help or assist him…?”

My wife smiled as Ariel took just a finger and pressed my rise then mumbled.

“…You’ll soon have a baby, Justin…from, Levi…though it doesn’t make you less of a man…Justin…!”

I was on my prurient edge almost before she finished her sentence and she instinctively knew.

“…Just a different type of man…that needs another guy…to fuck his wife…!”

Instantly I flushed then jerked to her dirty, despicable, twisted words and suggested images, as my crotch stained with droplets of my juices.

She allowed me to fully drain into the knickers before she pulled them swiftly to my ankles and dried my small genitals with a soft tissue whispering assertively to, Minnie.

“..You need to treat this little penis or thing with disdain…it is something to be contained…as you can see…what the man it belongs to… does…!

She found this all hilarious, obviously!

“…Left, to his unnatural, fetid desires…!”

My wife just giggled as my blonde, now former friend, determinedly placed the transparent ring behind my miniscule balls then drew the clear cover over my still leaking penis, connected the fixings, then took the silver lock in her finger and thumb, and finally chuckled at her.

“…Just put this through the hole and he’s done!”

She offered it to Minnie but she shook her alcohol fuelled head.

“No you do it, Ariel…please!”

My former girlfriend smiled then clicked it shut and my cock was contained in the device; immediately it felt as if I was no longer a man and I pleaded weakly to them both.

“Take it off…take it off!”

Ariel snickered teasingly.

“But you look so sweet like this, Justin…”

Her tone was so sarcastic.

“…If I would have known that you liked this so much…and you were this adventurous…we could possibly, maybe have stayed together!”

Both girls howled in reflexive gaiety and they spent the next hour removing and putting back the restrictive device until my wife was confident in handling it; thankfully the awful object was then left on the table when mercifully and finally, Ariel departed.

It had been an eventful but humiliating evening once again; Minnie had even broached the subject of the possibility of my blonde friend making use of Levi’s special services, as if very aware of our financial obligation still to him, but Ariel had just laughed and informed us that she had no desire for children with anyone at the moment.

My wife even tried to titillate or tempt her with regards to my possible services, in providing constant attention and available oral pleasure, but although she seemed engaged or titillated at the thought, she was unconvinced that she needed such lurid intimacy from me.

It was as though Minnie was intimating or actually truly suggesting that I would be available to her in such a degrading way and when we finally reached our bed I confronted her about it and spoke to her snappily.

“Why did you tell Ariel everything…especially about me?”

I could hardly believe that she had described what I did so privately for her but Minnie just relaxed back onto the bed, spread her naked thighs wide apart and allowed me to show her exactly what I now supplied to her demand or order as she explained.

“Because we owe money…if Ariel wants you to do that as part of Levi’s expertise then you will have to…he’s made that clear…”

She was dogmatic and certain suddenly.

“…And you are getting wonderful at this, Darling…I have to give my pussy and femininity to Levi and we both have to do what is necessary…!”

She groaned and spread her legs almost squat then started to breathe in and out in slow bursts.

“…You do want the baby?”

I grunted and licked her harder then quicker until she shuddered and vibrated to her glory and pulled my light hair roughly then sharply as she did so.

“Yes you know I do…I love you!”

She settled and let me continue as I knew that one climax was never enough for her now; it was only after a further hour that my wife was finally sated, relieved and physically completed for the evening.

I had already come twice; the knickers were soaking and in frustration she made me get the chastity device then, after removing the wet knickers, put it on me with incredible simplicity and ease as she addressed me.

“No more squirting everywhere…time for you to be caged I think, Darling.”

I was almost crying in ongoing disgrace and humiliation,

“Please, Minnie…please!”

She was however set and insistent.

“Ariel, was right…I need to be a little tougher with you…now learn to behave and control yourself!”

I lay beside her and kissed her arm.

“I will be good, Minnie but please let me out…occasionally.”

She laughed and took hold over my penile cage then tugged it playfully.

“We’ll see…go to sleep…I’m bushed!”

We settled down into the bed as I lay close beside my wife, sensing her perfect body then noticing instantly how the constriction prevented any normal response or firmness down below but still spoke adoringly to her.

“Love you, Minnie!”

She sighed and then pushed me a little away from her as she was so hot.

“Yes…love you too, Justin…now give me a little space…I need to get my beauty sleep, Darling!”

In the morning Minnie was excited because Levi was due back that evening and she released me from the chastity restraint and made me wear one of her tiny thongs, which to my disgrace I ejaculated into, almost before I reached work.

The thought of my old roommate returning then having my wife service him continually, was overwhelming and disturbing; I endlessly questioned why it turned me on so much and why was I becoming so deviant?

When I reached home Minnie had prepared dinner and was wearing the recently cleaned white, honeymoon negligee for his arrival; she inspected my underwear and was dismayed with my compulsion to masturbate and had me in the restraint before I’d hardly blinked. 

Strangely I began to comprehend that, as mortifying as the chastity cage was, it stopped me getting hard; this uncontrollable sexual energy was unnerving and I needed or wanted to be calmer and try to prevent my mind from racing constantly.

Minnie seemed happy and energised until she received a call from our expected guest to say the plane had been delayed and he would unfortunately not be here till tomorrow afternoon.

We therefore ate in silence and after drinking more than she should have, Minnie went to bed early and before long I was in my familiar place between her parted thighs as she muttered and moaned dirtily.

“Sorry I’ve been off tonight, Darling but I think Levi was right…I am beginning to crave his juices on me…”

Her voice sighed contentedly as the tip of my tongue teasingly serviced then flicked at her clitoral bud.

“…Does that make me terrible?”

I shook my head then tried to draw breath but Minnie was getting more and more demanding with what she expected from these oral games and I was struggling to satisfy her.

“No, Minnie…it’s just normal…just your body’s reaction in readiness for being impregnated.”

She shuddered urgently under my tongue and groaned.

“I like that word impregnated…it’s so emotive and masculine…don’t you think so…?”

She was getting close to her peak as I continued to diligently work on her sodden, vaginal centre and lips.

“…So powerful…Levi’s huge cock is going to enter me…”

Her body was trembling and beginning to vibrate.

“…Pouring seed inside me…impregnating me…pressing and filling me…pumping, fucking me…oh, oh…Justin…he’s fucking me…yes, yes…Yes…!”

She screamed and convulsed wildly as her fingers gripped then held my head to her slippery crevice until slowly she began to settle once more and lay back in some type of stupor.

“…Oh…fuck…however is he going to get that huge cock up my little passage? Yes… still lick it lightly, Darling…will he even get such a thing inside me…what do you think, Justin…?”

I was speechless for more reasons that just one but Minnie did not wish a verbal response as it seemed she now had her own answer to every spoken question from her pretty mouth.

“…Maybe I need him to stretch me a little, Darling…before we start in earnest…just to see what it feels like…?”

I was so uncomfortable; my whole body was on fire but the chastity device around me prevented any erection, making me utterly confused and disoriented as I just kept licking then sucking her slimy, Pussy lips as she meandered in thought.

“…I think he should put it inside me just a fraction…to get me used to it…your penis is so tiny in comparison, Darling…I need to adjust…!”

Her breathing was becoming laboured again.

“…Need to make space for a big, black cock taking me…fucking me…oh fuck… fuck…fuck…there…there!”

She shuddered to silence and only then did she push my head away from its saturated labours; my mouth murmured tiredly and I complained to her bitterly as my body was so out of sync with my agitated head.

“Let me come, Minnie…please…take this off me and let me come!”

She just giggled stupidly; I had never seen her like this and it was as if she was becoming a stranger to me

“Don’t be silly… you’re ruining all my panties…just relax…!”

She was being droll or puerile purposely; I mean how could I simply relax or take it easy? I was dying! 

Then she made matters worse as she spoke out loud what was passing through her rambling mind.

“…Maybe Levi should sleep in this bed, Darling…we only have a short time until my 10 day window…it might be easier…for him to keep providing me…”

My wife sniggered childishly.

“…With what I need and maybe he can stretch me, as I have said…”

Her voice murmured lowly and almost dirtily once more.

“…I can’t help but wonder what it feels like to have something so solid and big inside me…”

I was almost crying in frustration as she took my Perspex covered cock in her finger and thumb then tortured me so mercilessly.

“…If you agree, Sweetheart then I might release you for a few minutes and you can come in a pair of my little knickers if you want…?”

I was so desperate and I just watched as she put the innocuous, shiny key hanging around her neck on a silver chain, into the lock and stared at me.

“…Shall we do that, Justin…you will need to ask, Levi for me… I’m not going to invite him to come into my bed…I’m not that type of girl…but it’s just…sensible…so tell me, shall we do that…?”

I would have agreed to any suggestion to have this constraint removed for even the shortest while.

“Yes, Minnie…yes…I will!”

She pressed me wickedly.

“You’ll ask him?”

“Yes…yes…I said so!”

Her hands released me and within a few seconds I was wearing a white pair of her frilly knickers and had spent my sperm into the crotch thinking only of Levi fucking my luscious wife in our bed.

The Bastard! Bastard! Bastard!

Of course, Minnie then needed further oral relief and it was a full half hour until I was back in my horrible, discordant, genital restraint and we were both settled in a weird or peculiar sort of way.

My irrational, demanding partner was soon asleep and, before my own brain found some separation from my torment, I began to wonder if what we had started was in fact such a clever idea after all! 

Saturday was always a lazy day, we rose late, had some lunch at a nearby restaurant and then Minnie received a text and immediately began clockwatching as she murmured to me.

“Levi, will he here at 4p.m…”

Her fingers instantly began to text back.

“…I’ve said we’ll go out for dinner this evening…our treat!”

I grimaced internally and tried to mask my disquiet; he was receiving the full attentions of my wife while I was paying for everything!

However there was nothing I could do now but acquiesce and when we reached the flat, Minnie stripped, ran a bath and then made me provide oral sex for her until she shuddered and stroked my blonde hair as I did so.

“Oh, Justin…you are getting so deliciously good at this…”

She slipped her body within the perfumed waters and then smiled.

“…Put out my best lingerie…the matching black silk and nylon panties, stockings with the waist garter…”

Her voice giggled as if this was funny.

“…Then the short, shiny, black dress…I don’t need a bra with it…leave it on the bed…as I want him to see me in the underwear first…”

I was horrified, tried to argue but she just shooed me away and began to wash then lather her soft, fragrant, perfect skin.

When our houseguest arrived he was weary from the travel but brightened immediately at the sight of Minnie in the tiny knickers and luxurious stockings. 

She sat him down on our settee then stared at his small carry on case and then at me.

“Take Levi’s bag to his room, Darling…”

Her eyes reminded me of my promise and duty and I spoke miserably.

“I’ve had a thought, Levi…”

His tired, dark eyes were wide and focussed as I continued.

“…Wondered… given what’s to come…”

I couldn’t believe I was suggesting this but was obligated to continue.

“…It might be easier to provide, Minnie…”

My lips found it hard to finish the sentence but I steeled my head as it was what I had agreed to and what my partner had demanded and expected of me.

“…With what she must have if you sleep with her in my bed!”

His demonic spheres sparkled in life suddenly; he looked up in surprise and then smiled contentedly.

“That’s a good if not excellent idea, Justin…unpack for me would you…I am a little fatigued.”

I wanted to spit at him but instead I hung his shirts and trousers up in my wardrobe, placed his shorts and socks in a drawer on my side of the bed and then returned to find my wife on her knees sucking his ridiculously large erection as if she had missed it far more than she had let on.

As normal he never touched her, given our written contract concerning such matters, but Minnie held his rigid flesh and drew him ever more proficiently while he closed his eyes and smiled happily.

“Good idea, Justin…It will be a lot easier for me to do my job!”

My dirty wife continued to lick and suck him earnestly until he grunted and sprayed her perfect face with seemingly bucket-loads of white, vital sperm as Minnie’s eyes seemed to glow and glisten.

She wiped the juices on her breasts then her belly and even a trace under her knickers until finally she sighed in lurid pleasure.

“I like the smell, Levi…as you told me…I will be more than ready when we begin…properly…”

She licked the end of his penis free of sperm once more and continued to gently mutter to him.

“…Justin and I have been talking…I know you can’t come inside me yet…but…”

Her lips played with his infuriatingly hardening flesh as if it was a mere, black toy.

“…Can I put the tip of you inside me later? Just to stretch me…please…just a bit…I’m so tight and Justin is so small!”

Minnie was licking his balls now as he smiled at me sanctimoniously.

“What do you think, Buddy…it sounds sensible don’t you agree?”

I could hardly reply as Minnie stopped her slurping and, still kneeling, lowered her knickers like a shy, promiscuous, provocative schoolgirl showed him her soft, black, pretty bush around her tight, vaginal lips.

“Look at me…I’m like a virgin…please…”

She returned to her devotions to his genitals without raising her panties at all.

“…Just a little, Levi…I’ve been thinking about it…I want to be ready and big enough for you!”

He did not reply immediately just let her bring him to a further orgasm that she took partially over her dark, pubic hair to cover it with more bright spunk then waved her away in his sudden loss of energy and subsequent tiredness.

“OK, we’ll talk about it when we’re eating…get ready and then let’s go…I’m starving!”

Minnie called me into the bedroom and she was so excited she made me lap up all of his essence off her pretty mound then stick my tongue into her slippery folds, until she trembled in her swift, much-craved release.

Finally she then pulled up her knickers, stepped into her dress and with a little makeup and quick brush of her hair she looked wonderful; still surprisingly innocent and sweet as always!

We took a taxi to the restaurant; it was Italian and expensive and while I sat watching my wife with Levi it seemed that my life was undoubtedly, even rapidly and most definitely falling apart.

Minnie was chatty, very active and unusually hungry; after the pasta and plentiful amounts of wine she finally raised the point that must have been worming into her brain like a twisting screw.

“What about my idea, Levi?”

He was so supercilious and insufferable as he replied quietly.

“I’m not sure it’s such a good thing to do, Minnie…”

His eyes were shining in some emotional concern, or was it something else? I could just not read him anymore and I truly doubted if I ever had such ability.

“…You can get too used to it…and if you are as tight as you say…like a virgin…you can get addicted to the sheer physicality and raw feel of it…”

He might have thought he was being empathetic but in fact his words were tantalising her and it was clear to me she was already hooked.

“Please, Levi…just on the edges…just a bit.”

He was hard and firm with her.

“No, Minnie…it is for your own good…if you get used to it…you’ll want it all the time and…”

His eyes found mine and I looked away as I could not hold his pointed stare.

“…Your husband can’t provide it when I go.”

She endlessly tried to persuade him but he changed the subject and we drank more until finally we left and caught our ride home.

To my shock while she was beside him and right in front of me, Minnie removed his always solid penis and began to lick and suck it as if it was a sweet as the sickly Italian dessert she had just enjoyed.

“Please, Levi…let me…just a bit…a teeny bit…please!”

Her mouth was now drawing him like a leech and I noticed the taxi driver as he tried to ignore the depravity behind him in his rear view mirror and concentrate only and intently on the road ahead.

Levi stroked her dark hair and whispered finally as if in some compromise to her pleading.

“Justin must watch…to see I don’t touch you…otherwise it’s a breach of contract.”

Her tongue licked his balls and her voice lifted in delight.

“That’s fine…isn’t it, Justin?”

What could I say?

“Yes…yes…OK!”

She made him climax just as we turned up our road and he’d only done up his zip when I paid the shaken, red-faced taxi driver and in seconds we were thankfully back in the privacy of the apartment.

We opened more wine before Minnie smiled at him and spoke entreatingly.

“I’m going to change, Levi…be back in a moment.”

Sure enough she returned with her other honeymoon negligee which was beige chiffon, equally as short as the other one, with tiny knickers and she twirled around skittishly and flushed.

“You like?”

He smiled with lurid, evil intent, walked past her into the bedroom and chuckled on his way.

“OK you did ask…both come in.”

Minnie followed and by the time we had arrived he was naked on our large double bed and his cock was already sticking up vertically like a black flagpole while my wife was almost dancing on her tiny toes as he stared at her.

“Are you certain?”

The girl I loved nodded eagerly.

“Yes…yes…please!”

The foul, common man just laughed.

“OK, tell Justin to strip and lick you to an orgasm…he can suck your ass as well...”

She turned to me obediently and made me remove my covering just leaving me in my cruel, uncomfortable cage; I knelt down and, before I realised, was licking her raging, sexual lips that were already saturated.

In a short space of time she neared her climax; then vibrated over her edge and I had to hold her upright as her legs seemed to go weak as Levi spoke with a voice that was unusually icy.

“…Now her ass, Justin…women like their bottoms…licked…!”

I moved behind my wife and stuck my tongue up her small, rear anal passage as she bent forward and to my shock began to moan in apparent bliss.

“…Don’t you, Minnie…like your asshole licked?”

She was breathless and panting.

“Yes, Levi…yes…fuck… Yes…!”

After a few minutes she was dripping juices front and back and he instructed me to remove her knickers which left her dark pussy very exposed or even available under her tiny, transparent top.

Finally he called her to him and she straddled her slim body over his pointed flesh until her vaginal lips were poised at the fated tip of his immense cock and her trembling fingers gripped it firmly with some panic in her tone.

“…Oh, Levi…how will this go in me…?”

She was groaning in genuine fear and noticeable lust.

“… Let me rub it just a bit against me.”

He just lay back, looked up and watched her; we both did but I could not get hard due to the restriction although my body surged and craved to.

It was undoubted, combined torture and torment and then, to make matters worse, Minnie pressed the peak of the erect stiffness to her womanly entrance and set her body directly over his stiff source of masculine power while she whined.

“Just a bit, Levi…just a bit…”

She rubbed it on her dark, defined crack of femininity and to my shock the very end of it slipped just tantalisingly inside her and she groaned out loudly as her legs seemed to bow outwards a little as she did so.

The man did not move a muscle; did not touch her as she athletically arched her back then pressed her hips down a little while not moving her slender hands for a moment from his rigid, iron penis.

Her voice squealed then wailed as the black flesh initially speared her while I gazed on in real dread mixed with this cloying compulsion to watch, as suddenly her hidden walls had devoured the first inch of his massive, dark length.

To my relief she pulled herself up and I thought naively she was coming to her senses, having achieved her initial goal, but then she seemed to animalistically moan as if from her deviant soul, then lowered her body down again.

This time the black rock split her flesh more easily then deeper and more intrusively, until a good couple of inches were inside her sexual walls and she gasped in spoken terror to him.

“Help me, Levi…guide it in.”

He leisurely stared up at her through the gloom.

“You know I won’t…the contract…I can’t touch you!”

She was wild in craving and desire for this solidity to be fully inserted inside her.

“Fuck the contract…oh, Levi…I’m burning up!”

Her hips rose then fell and her vaginal passage had taken but a third of his length and girth as he cautioned her.


“Stop now, Minnie…if you go on you won’t ever be able to…you will just be a servant or slave to a real man fucking you!”

She cried out and squeezed her pussy up and down on him and it slipped just a little further inside her feminine, taut walls.

“Please, Levi…I don’t care anymore…please, touch me…there is a box on the form…I’ll tick it…Justin, will…please I want you to touch me…lick me…use me…”

Her voice was demonic.

“…Fuck me…oh my God you have to fuck me…Fuck me!”

He grunted at her physical and mental pressure but kept perfectly, professionally calm.

“If you and Justin sign that, Minnie…then I will touch you and treat you like a Whore…fuck you up your ass…take you everywhere...”

He drew breath and so did I.

“…I will abuse you…you wouldn’t want that, Minnie…that is why we have the rule of no touching otherwise the women become…”

He was searching for the suitable, appropriate word.

“…Changed….and needing more and more of what they have discovered.”

Her pretty head swivelled to me and her tone was urgent and insistent.

“Sign the fucking form…tick the box, Justin…now…”

I tried to argue but her manner and voice was virulent and acid.

“…Now…or I swear I will leave you today…you don’t understand I need this…now…now…sign it now…I…”

Her head shook from side to side in her desperation, turmoil and chaos.

“…need this!”

I ran, swiftly found the document in the side drawer then ticked the appropriate box that asked for the touching and took it back into them and was shaken as I saw his cock was now almost half-way inside her. 

Minnie was moving up and down on him in minute, miniscule movements as if trying to encourage it within her further as I gasped in my co-operation and dismay.

“I’ve signed it…you can touch her, Levi.”

He grimaced to the downward pressure from my wife but he was in no rush, seeming to revel in her desire and compunction as his fingers lightly toyed with her thin, sensual, pretty top.

“You want this, Minnie…? If you do this then I will be in charge…I will treat you like my Whore…you cannot deny me…I will teach you to be a Black Man’s Whore….call you terrible names…and devour you!”

Her voice seemed to dissolve then melt like heated butter.

“You have already, Levi…just do it you, Bastard…whatever you want…teach me…oh fuck, Levi…fuck, Levi…Oh my Dear…God!”

His copper palms had captured the smooth ivory cheeks of her bottom and he was very gently now guiding her lower then further down on his incredible masculinity while my woman just whimpered and whinnied like a pathetic, helpless child.

“I’ve got you for certain, Minnie…and I will…have you and seed you but to my own will…you, Bitch…!”

He was stretching her now; the narrow passage was yielding and giving to his muscular, menacing, masculine, black power and domination; he was almost three-quarters inside her pussy as he seemingly savoured torturing her.

“…You think you’re too good for this….a real fucking… but you’re not, Minnie…just a Cheap, White Slut to be inseminated….that’s it open yourself up to me!”

She wailed a final time then suddenly she was sitting fully on his steel flesh and hips and the black monster was fully, snugly within her; impossibly she had taken all of his long, thick cock and it was embedded tightly in her delicate body!

Her open mouth seemed to draw in oxygen in awe or wonder as the man withdrew his hands from her white, rear flesh, slid them under her negligee and then cupped her pretty, small but shapely breasts in his fingers.

“Oh Levi…fuck…fuck…oh fuck… this is just…fuck…I don’t know what this is…!”

As I watched on utterly captivated by this diabolical theatre she moved her body up and down so slightly on his rigidity; he seemed to tease her nipples and then leant up, uncovered the soft flesh, took his mouth then thick lips to a thin, pink teat and sucked it noisily and with deadly purpose.

My wife was already insane in need and yearning then began to move her hips harder against him as she spoke weakly of unspeakable things.

“…Fuck me, Levi…fuck me…I am a Slut!”

A hand slid around her backside again and I saw him insert a finger into the anal hole I had made so wet and malleable earlier

“Going to fuck this next, Minnie…fuck your ass!”

She was jerking her body on him now, over and over then faster and faster and the cock was improbably, given its width and size, entering or leaving her slippery feminine centre at will.

“I know, Levi…that’s what I want…bend me over...take it…fuck me…oh fuck me…fuck…fuck…fuck…oh my God…!”

As I stared on in disbelief my wife shuddered, juddered then trembled on top of him to her climax then seemed to press her energy or flesh down with all her force or power which was no match for his, as she finally gasped in a real womanly expression of ecstasy.

“…Oh fuck, Levi…fuck…and you’re still hard…fuck…I can feel you!”

Her back arched artistically again as her sexual muscles seemed to savour the rigidity securely within her and he laughed out loud.

“I did tell you…Minnie…you will crave this all the time now…”

My partner giggled stupidly as if he was already being proved correct.

“…I can control myself, Levi…fuck I can…I will…fuck!”

She was now moving once more like a female jockey on her favourite pony; up and down, down and up while he guided, teased and played with her as if she was some white toy on top of his inky, muscular skin and her crevices and treasures were simply for his delectation or entertainment.

Then she was in sight of the winning tape and her energy and motion became more frenetic until once more her body convulsed in dynamic adventure and pleasure until finally she was still and limp like a flimsy, rag-doll.

He whispered to her without emotion or respect

“Time to fuck your ass, Minnie…!”

She had no energy remaining to deny or resist him as he placed her face down on the mattress and rested her pretty thighs over two plumped up cushions so her slit and anal entrance were open and accessible to him.

Finally he smiled at me with a noticeable trace of sadistic pleasure in his tone.

“…Lick her ass for me, Justin…really wet…so I don’t hurt her the first time!”

I wanted to refuse but her backside looked so delectable and adorable while her voice was sticky treacle.

“Do it, Justin…really slippery, Darling…please…do a good job…make me sloppy and very wet for him…”

I had no option but to bend my head and the pungent smell from her sexual lips was overpowering as she was so excited and full of him; Minnie was on fire but, I was as well, and I began to use my tongue slavishly on her.

“…Oh that’s it, Darling…I do love you…this is nothing…just have to do it…oh fuck…deeper…press your wetness in me…Oh yes…I am so sodden….so very wet and slippery!”

Eventually, Levi removed me from my servile position, took his place behind her and placed his erect tip to her puckered, slimy, anal entrance then mercilessly pressed and pushed into the tight, last, virginal passage she had while her soft voice moaned then cried in the shame and pain of her debasement and disgrace.

But his power and force was irresistible and suddenly the thick, elongated, dark flesh had been devoured by her formerly inaccessible, hidden cavity; his hands were on her ass cheeks once more and my wife waited for his ultimate moment of his domination of her as he muttered diabolically.

“Now you’re a true, Whore, Minnie…a Black Man’s, Whore; this…what you want, Bitch?”

Her response was timid, tiny and weak.

“Yes Levi…I have told you…use me, fuck me…fuck me…fuck my ass!”

He began to move against her flesh causing a soft slap, slap, slap of his dark skin against her white tone until her movements became ever more intense and he juddered, grabbed her ivory backside with his fingers and pumped his seed up her previously impenetrable entrance as she collapsed down into the bed in a beautiful but sweaty heap.

“Oh Fuck, Levi…I never new it could be like this…fuck!”

He rolled off her and I watched the trickle of juices flow from her anus as he looked at me then laughed heartlessly.

“Lick it up, Justin…do your part!”

Perverse instinct overwhelmed me and I instantly suckled at the ooze and mess as my wife just sighed then settled into her degradation or delight; it was impossible for me to tell or judge quite which reaction it was anymore.

“Oh, Darling…that’s so lovely.”

Eventually I cleaned all her entrances then wiped them dry, allowing her to nestle comfortably in his black arms as she kissed his broad chest then gazed into his wicked, black eyes as if he was handsome!

Aggravatingly he was not even good looking; he was plain and ordinary but just had an enormous big, virile cock and knew how to use it!

But it seemed to Minnie that he was some Lord and she murmured to him as if she was his mere servant or chattel.

“As I’m your Whore now, Levi…does it mean you will fuck me properly…come inside me?”

He laughed at her raging enthusiasm for the further part of the awful game to evolve then begin.

“But you can’t get pregnant, yet!”

Minnie had obviously lost both her brains and mind as she giggled and retorted foolishly and without a trace of her normal reserve.

“I know, but I need practice…!”

She moved her head and began to suck his cock once more.

“…Lot’s of practice!”

He patted my wife’s ass as she denigrated herself while he chuckled.

“OK, Bitch…remember you did ask!”

In seconds Minnie was on her back as he fucked her pussy with relentless power then energy then filled her belly full to overflowing with his apparently endless, oily essence.

I disgustingly then cleaned her readily with my tongue but this scenario went on and on until I was too tired to even watch anymore and left them to whatever further acts of debauchery they desired in privacy.

In the morning when I took them in coffee they were incredibly, still at the foul acts and it became clear quickly that my wife had already become insatiable in her depravity, appetites and needs.

He had taken and rutted her everywhere, in every cavity she possessed and the worse he seemed to treat and abuse her body the more my love seemed to enjoy the sensation of control and subjugation he so willingly provided. 

They showered together and it soon became obvious that Minnie could hardly keep her petite hands off him or prevent her pretty but prurient mouth from sucking him on every possible occasion, even sometimes when we were out and could be voyeuristically seen.

Walking around the park, behind trees, in the taxi as we travelled, or even disgustingly in the toilets of the restaurant where we had a late lunch; I did not recognise who my wife was anymore from the reserved, shy girl I used to respect and know so well 

Minnie did not try to justify her actions as if the time for such introspection or self-examination were over; she was set determined to get caught by Levi and had thrown herself into this devilish enterprise with full energy and her utter devotion and commitment.

Sunday evening was constant fornication as outrageously, even while making dinner, my old friend came behind her then pressed Minnie against the work surfaces to fill one foul entrance or another with sperm; incredibly she just gasped, squealed and cooperated absolutely and completely with endless and obvious enthusiasm.

Occasionally I would lick her cavities clean but in truth my efforts were less frequently needed as she was always brought to orgasm by his thick, annoying, black poker of a cock.

After a further loud, long energetic session all Sunday night in my bed with my wife once more, I was then relieved to know that he would soon be away now until Thursday, when he would inevitably return and then be with us constantly for 10 days as this was prime ovulation time for her.

I would be genuinely delighted to see him go as this experience was undeniably debilitating; in fact my wife was indeed exhausted and still drained when we were all up early on the Monday as we all fortunately had work to go to.

To my shock, Minnie dressed for her labours in a tiny skirt and a cut off halter neck top and looked worryingly sexy considering she was just doing some temping at a local company where she normally wore old jeans, or long skirts and a jumper.

I stared at her and murmured my concerns.

“That’s a bit revealing, Darling?”

Levi was now standing beside her in his crisp, smart, dark suit and answered as if she had no voice anymore.

“Minnie needs to express how she feels, Justin…she is sexy so needs to show it…it brings the reproductive powers to bear…men need to find her desirable.”

My girl laughed suggestively and completely out of her normal character as she turned her back to him.

“Am I desirable, Levi…?”

Her fingers raised her hem of the dark skirt to reveal a tiny, yellow pair of panties that fitted snugly into the crevice of her ass as she then wriggled her bottom playfully.

“…Am I very desirable, Levi? Will the men wish to fuck me…do they crave to?”

He sighed expressively; we both knew what she wanted!

“OK Minnie…once more…you, Little Slut…!”

He pressed her forward over the table raised her skirt, pulled her bright thong to her knees then stroked her glowing, squidgy, naked ass.

“…Just a quickie, Slut…!”

His demonic back eyes stared at me.

“…This is how they get when they are peaking…cock crazy…!”

He pushed himself inside my wife in a single motion as if her former thoughts of difficulty in penetration were forgotten; she gasped in delight and more unreadable, unworthy emotions as she pressed her plump breasts down into the kitchen table as Levi cursed then took her at the same devilish time. 

“…Just love that feeling inside them…men notice…you’ll see…it’s like they give out a sexual scent…”

His cock was entering and leaving her rhythmically while she whimpered and moaned with each motion as if she willed this fornication to last forever.

Finally the steam train that was his masculinity was coming to the end of its journey and he held the soft cheeks of her flesh in his ruthless palms and poured himself inside her tight, pretty walls once more as Minnie groaned in dirty satisfaction and settled into the hard surface of the table as if it was a sweet bed. 

He then bent his ugly face to my partner’s perfect rear and kissed her softly and condescendingly on the white, tender flesh.

“…Minnie is definitely giving off the smell of her heat…she’s going to attract men like honey attracts bees…or flies around…!”

The man did not finish his sentence just laughed disrespectfully about my prurient wife as if this Jezebel character was in fact who she now was; however I understood her and that this was just a temporary phase to get what we yearned for although it seemed however he had a different opinion.

“…Just you see….”

His wrist slapped her bottom sharply as if in correction or warning.

“…But no other men until you’re carrying…after that it’s up to you!”

She muttered up weakly to him from her lowly position and confirmed my own observations, thoughts and expectation.

“This isn’t me, Levi…I’m simply not like that…wanting other men and such…I’m happy with, Justin…!”

Her voice was wavering however.

“…I am….this is not me…it’s not!”

He chuckled disdainfully as his copper finger drew up her bright knickers so the crotch would contain and capture his dripping, foul, slippery deposit and, before I realised, we were all heading our different ways for the day.

Me to the local office, Minnie to her temporary workplace looking like some cheap whore with hidden sperm hardening in her panties, and Levi to run his empire that seemed to be growing, blooming and blossoming every single minute.

Mercifully he was indeed away for a few days now, jetting back to base or working with other clients and I was relieved but tried not to show it.

However I realised to my regret that on Thursday, for 10 full, endless, interminable days the insemination of my wife would begin in earnest; noticeably it was having the most unsettling and disturbing effects on me that I could not understand or hardly come to terms with.

Sensibly I put such concerns to the back of my mind and was relieved that at least temporarily the next period of time would be more normal.

However from the moment Minnie and I arrived home it became clear that there was no familiar routine for us anymore as she was incredibly volatile, energised and agitated.

In seconds I was between her thighs lapping at the congealed sperm from this morning as she stretched back onto the settee like a cat on heat unable to wait for the bedroom; she stroked my short, blonde hair then mumbled and murmured almost indecipherably as I dirtily laboured.

“Am I so attractive, Justin…giving off a scent…?”

Minnie was so wet and aroused; obviously sexually excited as her flat, pink, folded lips were slick and slippery.

“…The Boss asked to take me for lunch…!”

She grunted as I drew her moisture from deep inside her.

“…He’s a very handsome man…I refused of course…but…”

Her voice was squealing softly to my licking of her clitoris now.

“..I said maybe, tomorrow…”

Increasingly she was pressing her hips up against my oral pressure.

“…Then there’s this tall, black guy I’d noticed there…he smiled at me today…said I looked sexy…”

My world was almost there….so close as she wittered on.

“….Do I look sexy, Darling…?”

Her hands stretched to the cruel heavens as her body trembled then shuddered and she had climaxed but I knew this was just the beginning of my obligations to her and held my place between her delectable thighs.

“…Does your wife look so adorable?”

All I could do was to try and pacify her madness.

“Yes, Minnie…you always have.”

She settled back happily as I continued to pleasure her in the only way I was now permitted to while she still rambled on madly.

“I’ve only really had a couple of boyfriends…you were the first man I really slept with, Justin…you are so handsome but…”

I was dreading her words but licked her softly and lovingly then just listened.

“…I didn’t realise the power I had over men…a big muscular guy in the car park asked me out as well…”

She seemed to grumble demonically then shrieked with increasing volume.

“…They all want to fuck me, Justin…fuck your wife…but I won’t let them…once Levi has finished we’ll have our family, Darling…Oh Fuck there…there…!”

Her legs were splayed; it was obvious that the needs of her body were becoming insatiable and her crack was like a small river of female juices as she sighed and trembled like a small, divine earthquake as she gasped.

“…Maybe I’ll just go with, Lance for a coffee at lunchtime just to be sociable…you don’t mind, Justin? You know it will be innocent…but he says he might have an opening for me….oh Fuck…that’s it…fuck!”

All she talked about was men finding her irresistible; I didn’t wish to point out that the reason they liked her was because suddenly she seemed approachable, easy and fuck-able.

Even the post boy at the firm where she worked felt he had a chance!

The thrill and rush of this situation with her trying to get pregnant was undeniably turning the woman of my dreams into a sort of nymphomaniac or even an immoral Whore!

The next day she dressed even more provocatively than before, in a tiny red dress, had lunch with her Boss and I got so, depravedly excited as she told me how he tried to desperately persuade her to join him for an overnight stay out of town that I begged her to release me from my constraint.

It was too much to deal with and I needed some release or liberation from my regime of chastity.

Finally she relented and unlocked my cage but then made me wear her wet, tiny panties which I came all over instantly as she told me how the tall, black guy cornered her in the stationary room!

It transpired that this Reprobate wouldn’t release her without a transient, quick kiss and an apparently not unwelcome feel of her ass.    

When she saw the fetid evidence of how this all inflamed me she pretended to be annoyed and berated me.

“You have to stay under the lock permanently now, Darling…I’m coming up to ovulation…so I will need you ready and available all the time.”

I just groaned in my disgrace, sensed the wetness around my genitals and every minute wished we had never started on this awful misadventure.

On Wednesday she had lunch once more with her Boss and attempted to keep away from the tall, black man who was constantly trying to capture her; suddenly, even weirdly. I longed for the Odious, Licentious Levi to return to stop her acting so promiscuously and shamefully.

Through all of this time my tongue was never out of the female sliver of moisture between her thighs and I lost count of the number of orgasms I was supplying both day and night.

I put it down to her hormones, possibly the commitment to the regime of producing life and longed for her conception to be finalised and we could put this all, well behind us.

Levi reappeared Thursday evening as promised and he had hardly walked in through the door before Minnie had her prurient lips and tongue around his growing male bits as she murmured and complained stupidly.

“I’ve missed this, Levi…fuck…this is for real now…I can feel my body jumping, pumping, just as you said…I’m so ready!”

Strangely I felt I had to tell on her, like a little boy grassing on his mates to his teacher at school!

“She’s been going out for lunch with her Boss and other men have been chasing her…she encouraging them!”

My old room room-mate was on the settee by now with Minnie’s mouth wrapped around his erection; as normal he surprised me with his take and perspective on life and relationships in general.

“That’s good other men want her…when she is with child…I will be busy with other duties…my time with the two of you will be done… so she will need men…”

His tone was almost amused.

“…Her body will still be needy…she will be horny and crave, strong, male flesh…it’s all natural and normal…”

His eyes were blank and empty; not cruel like his words.

“…She will need things you can’t supply, Justin!”

Minnie did not speak just sucked his genitals ravenously as if she had been starving, now longing to feast and to make him iron hard!

Quickly she removed her knickers and pressed her dark pussy down until it contained his steel and then the commencement of her impregnation truly began in earnest.

He fucked her twice before we ate then immediately after it while I tidied away, and soon after they were in bed while I supplied them with refreshments of snacks and drinks as needed to keep up their sullied, sordid energies.

It was the most humbling and humiliating experience of my life seeing the woman I loved acting like another man’s whore; but I understood or did my level best to, but Minnie seemed so disconcertingly happy.

Sometimes as he rested I would lick the foul but life giving juices from her well used sexual lips as she would lie back and mumble absentmindedly or sometimes incoherently.

“I’m so pleased we are doing this together…Levi, has been right all along…my body is on fire…I may be with our baby already…!

The chastity contraption as ever, restricted me in confusion of my senses, as all I could do was lick her to release and relaxation and make her ready for when Levi would have, then fuck her once again.

He took her over breakfast as she told him about meeting her Boss again for lunch and he encouraged her to use her new female power of attraction.

Unknown to me Minnie had booked us into a hotel for the weekend a short drive up the coast and as I acted as chauffeur while my former friend, encouraged her to jump up and down on his cock all the way there.

The truth was, she needed very little coaxing!

After dinner in the restaurant the sexual intercourse and interaction between them was relentless and it was clear that whatever I thought of Levi as a person, his ability to produce the sexual goods was undeniable.

In some ways he was undoubtedly and unquestionably worth every penny!

From then on and for the next 10 days, in between work, her belly was permanently full of his semen until finally the days of her peak ovulation had passed and she was not in season any longer.

But my wife was virtually glowing with health and vitality; to my utter confusion I had never seen her look so well and to no one’s surprise 3 days after her cycle we did a test and the positive result, that we checked twice, was conclusive.

Minnie and I were elated and she immediately phoned Levi who was equally pleased and he came round to see us that evening; finally this nightmare would be concluded as we had what we wanted and all we had was a small, financial debt going forward but my life with my wife could return back to what we had.

That being said I had never seen her so energised; her demands for me to pleasure her to orgasm were insatiable but she would not release me from my restraint until she had seen Levi for advice! 

All I knew for sure was that it had been nearly 4 days since my last sense of genital freedom.

It seemed that he was the font of all knowledge but tonight he would release us and go on his own way as we both had what we wanted.

He joined us around 7p.m and came into the lounge with a thick, happy smile on his unappealing face as he spoke.

“Good news…you must both be happy…elated…!”

We both nodded and I noticed how close Minnie was sitting beside him on the large, leather seat as he continued.

“…So you have a strong marriage going forward and maybe we’ll have dinner now and then…and catch up…”

He smiled apparently without any intent or angle.

“…You need to find other clients to pay off your debt… or cash of course!”

To my shock my wife placed her slender hand on his crotch and whispered tenderly and pleadingly to him.

“Can I suck you, Levi? It’s been days.”

He stared at her sympathetically.

“You need to return to Justin now… our contract is concluded.”

Her words were wounding.

“I can’t, Levi… my body is on fire…you know I crave what he cannot give me.”

He stroked her hair softly and she seemed to purr like a sensitive, black cat as he tried to talk common sense to her.

“You have been infected with good sex, Minnie…most women are even more craving when they are pregnant…also you are addicted to my sperm…”

His finger slipped between her lips and she sucked it meaningfully.

“…We need to wean you off it!”

She began to undo his trousers and he did not stop her and she mumbled and worked.

“How, Levi?”

His fingers gripped her hair and he winced when her sparkling teeth playfully bit, then her tongue licked the end, of his pointed, stiff, hard cock.

“You need to either settle for how it was with, Justin…or do what I tell you…and I will get you off this addiction to my productive juices.”

She ignored the first option as if it was not worth consideration.

“What should I do?”

He chuckled as she began to suck his big balls and then sighed as if for effect.

“You need to start seeing other men…sucking and screwing them…”

She gasped then moaned as her lips drew him.

“…The new sperm and semen will balance you…you are already carrying, so the new seed will lessen your reliance on me.”

Her voice was feeble and weak.

“That will be so difficult…I’m shy!”

Levi just laughed at her lunacy.

“Is that why you’ve let your Boss kiss you…?”

His hand stroked her hair and proffered a suggestion.

“…Let him take you away and bang you…you’ll feel better…I promise…!”

My wife’s mouth was sucking him earnestly now and he was smiling broadly.

“…In fact for some of the more adventurous, excitable, insatiable girls like you…we have a scheme where some guys I know let you suck them…I get $100 off what you owe me and you get fresh semen…you need a lot… quickly!”

Minnie seemed to grimace and then utterly and completely lose her mind.

“You mean to be a Whore…perform sex… for money!”

He acted as if he was amazed at her naivety.

“All women do that Minnie…it’s just a simple service….you give something and they do and… you get paid…and…”

He groaned, snorted chuckled then released his thick, productive ejaculate down her open throat.

“…And you are especially good at it, Bitch…very good!”

She did not release his slippery flesh from her lips, stared up at him and I noticed that her pale eyes were almost glazed in unreadable thought as she replied.

“OK, Levi…but will you stay tonight…then tomorrow I will start… as you say…it seems I have to try it!”

He stared at me innocently as if I had any power or influence to intervene in this craziness.

“Is that OK, Justin…give her one for the road…so to speak…?”

I tried to draw breath but could not answer.

“…But if I do then you must be both at the office Thursday evening…there’s another meeting with new clients…so I want to introduce you… as, happy customers…”

His dark eyes always tormented me.

“...I mean you are happy…you got exactly what you wanted!”

I nodded because we had and Minnie answered for us.

“We are ecstatic, Levi…you call us up and I’ll suck your cock and Justin can clean me and show them how it’s done…won’t you, Darling…?”

What could I say and my love took my silence as confirmation.

“…That’s fine, Levi…and I’ll be at your office after work tomorrow for what you have advised and suggested…!”

Her voice giggled suddenly and stupidly.

“…The more I think about it the more it seems such a good and practical idea!”

He smiled in satisfaction.

“Say… sucking men’s cocks, Minnie…don’t be ashamed…it’s natural and easy for girls like you!”

To my horror she just waved her hands and shrieked as if she had lost all traces of pride or self-respect.

“OK, sucking them off…fuck, Levi…come to bed…I really want to jump on top of you and under you!”

I suddenly spoke up in my agony.

“What about me…the device on me!”

The Bastard just shrugged.

“That’s up to your wife, Buddy…see you in the morning!”

My pleading eyes found Minnie but she was too busy leading him into our bedroom to bother with such matters as my pain or discomfort as her voice dismissed me.

“Ask me tomorrow, Justin…don’t moan so...when Levi is being so helpful!”

In seconds they had gone and all I then heard was the constant thud, thud, thud or slap, slap, slap as my wife’s body got taken and defiled again and again ever more roughly and continually.

When I awoke in the morning, thankfully our unwelcome guest had already departed but to my chagrin Minnie had on a flower, mini skirt and a tight see through top and was bouncing again with energy that a constant, good fucking seemed to give my Favourite Girl.

As I had already ascertained getting screwed and abused suited her and my words of propriety fell on deaf ears.

“This has to stop, Minnie…this is not you.”

She shook her curly black hair but smiled disarmingly and almost in agreement.

“Of course, Darling…but I’m weaning off now…detoxing… soon it will be just you and me again…you’d like that…wouldn’t you?”

I nodded and tried to be understanding.

“But sucking off other men?”

She just smiled innocently and her logic was undeniable.

“For goodness sake, Justin, it’s just a bit of semen, as Levi said…I win and we both do because it comes off the debt…!”

I tried to speak to her but she waved my protestations away.

“…Try and be supportive, Justin…I’m doing this for us…as a couple!”

Then she was gone causing me to remain in turmoil all day and she did not return until late by which time she was slightly drunk and smelling of men and unfortunately, unmistakably of sex as well.

My wife barged straight past me and collapsed exhaustedly onto the bed; I followed after her then just stood silently as she then murmured up to my shocked face.

“Undress me, Darling and do your thing…”

Her lips twisted then snickered in inebriation.

“I’m afraid it’s a bit smelly down there…did the first guy…”

Minnie sighed tiredly.

“…You know…”

She seemed genuinely surprised.

“…Suddenly…I actually do love semen…!”

It was so clear that she was mad and drunk with similar libidinous and alcohol driven energy and addiction.

“…Then this new guy came in…big, black guy… enormous… sucked him then he asked if he could drop me home but…there was a bar...just near a motel…”

Her voice was full of hilarity; not an essence or trace of abashment.

“…Offered to do me for another $200…!”

I had stripped her down to her tiny, pink thong now which was matted with sperm both front and back.

“…So I did…kept the money as well…fuck this guy could do it…Levi was right though…”

I looked expressively at my wife for an explanation as she giggled in her recently discovered source of delight of both fiscal and physical gains.

“…It’s removing my craving for him… a guy is now just a fuck or a cock…to simply get me away from this dependency for, Levi…!”

She seemed to be so convincing.

“…And they do like me, Justin…especially the Black guys…it makes sense…!”

It didn’t of course but I was in no position to argue and began to clean and service her foul smelling crevices of womanhood as she lay back then relaxed and relished my devotion.

“…Somehow it really does make sense!”

I could only hope or even pray that this was a passing phase and my spouse would return to the same calm reserved, level headed person she used to be.

Thursday was our obligation to Levi at the office where the meeting room was crowded with anxious, sterile fathers and nervous but strangely already expectant women that only longed to be mothers.

We had heard his spiel before but strangely it still remained pointed and poignant as the girls of differing ages were soon earnestly attentive to his every word.

This time when he ended his performance, because in many ways he was undoubtedly something of a showman, he called us to stand beside him.

Levi then waved his hand like a magician as he explained how Minnie was now with child after a mere few days and whatever waverers or sceptics there were in the audience seemed to disappear like vapour.

All the young women seemed utterly convinced by him and what he was offering, even more so when my wife began to remove then suck his huge cock and bring him expertly off to fill her belly with acrid, pale liquid once more.

As before once she was done, one by one the new crowd of females gathered to gawp, admire, tremble and shudder in equal measure at what black thickness and masculinity could be in store for them as well.

It was hard to pick out the women as there were so many and they seemed to be like excited monkeys trying to weigh up the merits of an intended, dominant mate as my own wife and partner had previously.

I was grievously humiliated then suffered my ultimate mortification as she lay sprawled on one of the large leather seats as I kneeled between her thighs and brought her to a climax in front of the enrapt crowd as Levi extolled the virtues of the males providing constant support and oral pleasure to their wives.

However, as with all things, the time eventually, mercifully passed and it was only as I was preparing to go I found myself suddenly confronted by my old friend, Ariel.

Obviously ashamed at what she had undoubtedly witnessed I was speechless but she seemed happy, engaged and energised as normal and just laughed at my patent abashment and discomfort.

“Hi, Justin…”

She seemed to be in extremely high spirits.

“…That was all very interesting…and…”

My eyes closed as if this would all disappear in a dream when I opened them and I could be saved further disgrace but that unfortunately did not transpire as she went on.

“…I enjoyed your performance especially…you seemed very good at that.”

My mouth groaned heavily.

“I have to…Minnie insists.”

To my shock Ariel nodded in understanding.

“Of course all men should do that to their partners…be proficient in providing pleasure…it is very important.”

I stared at my old girlfriend; she was in faded blue jeans as normal with tidy short blonde hair and a tight top that showed her lithe, petite figure.

She was undeniably attractive but in a more understated way than Minnie who was always a little more showy and for a second I tried to remember why we had spilt up in the first place.

My introspection was interrupted by my wife who appeared smiling by my side and the girls hugged as they instantly recognised each other.

“Hi, Ariel…didn’t know you were doing this?”

My old girlfriend shook her head lazily.

“I’m not… just wanted to see what all the fuss was about… always curious that’s me…congratulations by the way on the pregnancy you must be delighted.”

Minnie seemed to combust in her own glee.

“I am…we are…but I’m still having fun…!”

Ariel raised her eyes and my wife lowered her voice.

“…I’ve got used to the fucking…so I’m trying to wean myself off, Levi…he’s very busy…!”

My wife made a dry, ironic joke and my old friend laughed.

“…And very expensive!”

The blonde girl was full of mischief.

“I can see…he is obviously well endowed!”

Minnie’s bright eyes blazed.

“Just a bit…!”   

My partner simply simpered on.

“…Come for dinner, Sunday…I’ll tell you all about it…persuade you to try it as well…can’t before that because…”

She stopped for the briefest moment as if in contemplation but then continued, as she must have decided her revelation was no particular secret.

“…My Boss, it taking me away on business, Friday and Saturday!”

Ariel stared accusingly at her not believing a word and this was news to me anyway; unbearably bad, unwelcome news!

“Friday and Saturday night…business?”

Minnie giggled stupidly.

“It will still cost him money…and Justin’s happy this is getting me away from Levi’s influence…aren’t you, Darling…now we have our baby in place!”

I felt horribly sick and just nodded pathetically; I really was an utter fool!

We left the office in silence after saying our goodbyes to Levi and Ariel and I spoke to Minnie bitterly on our short drive home.

“You never told me about your proposed weekend away…?”

I had a sudden rush of courage.

“…I forbid it…!”

Her transparent globes found my equally pale, blue spheres as she gazed icily at me.

“…You think you can forbid me, Justin…?”

Her voice was slightly hysterical then amused and she just laughed.

“…I’ll be leaving after work…will be back on Sunday...”

Minnie tried to sweeten the bitter pill.

“…I know it’s not easy for you but it’s just temporary until I lose this terrible urge to fuck men…”

She sighed as if I should somehow be sympathetic or understanding and as though she had some type of illness or disease!

“…I mean I don’t even fancy, Lance that much…but he promised me a raise and more work…and I…we… need the money…”

She snickered like a child.

“…And the semen!” 

I bit my lip and kept quiet as she confessed she had been sucking the tall, black man in the office for days but unfortunately for him he had no funds to take her away.

As I lapped at her wet juices again before she retired to sleep, I realised what a common Slut or Whore my formerly puritan wife had become since this adventure had commenced.

She packed her bag in the morning and only after I pleaded did she release me from the chastity device on the strict condition that I did not wear or foul more than 2 pairs of her knickers, and be sure to clean them before she returned!

Then Minnie was gone and I could not resist immediately putting on a pair of her ruffled, black panties which caused me to become distracted constantly at work. 

My irrational penis seemed to become erect at all further thoughts of her depravity as I wondered how I would get through the weekend all alone.

Needless to say I pervertedly masturbated to the foul ideas and images in my heated head all day long.

I was not a solitary person, always needed company most all of the time and when I eventually reached home I felt depressed and demoralised.

Minnie would be at the hotel by now and probably already on her back while her Boss fucked her!

She really was such a Bitch!

The phone rand suddenly and I picked it up hoping it would be my love but it was, Ariel who spoke quickly.

“Is, Minnie there…thought I might catch her before she left… what time was it on Sunday again?”

I replied sadly but quietly

“No, she’s gone…but 7p.m should be fine.”

She was obviously busy.

“Good see you then!”

I spoke in sudden desperation.

“Ariel, Ariel what are you doing now?”

She laughed at my obvious agitation.

“Not much why…maybe going out later?”

I was lonely and told her.

“Don’t like being by myself!”

She sighed as if I was a small boy.

“Well on Friday I like to unwind… it’s my time…seeing a friend later…I’m quite specific in my friends and tastes”

I sounded disappointed.

“Oh, OK…OK…”

She was quite withdrawn and firm with me.

“I couldn’t meet you without, Minnie’s permission anyway…you are married, Justin!”

I couldn’t contain myself or my response.

“But she’s fucking someone else!”

Her tone was acidic and dry as it made a salient, unfortunate point that I did not wish to accept.

“With your approval and permission!”

She asked me a strange question suddenly.

“Are you in the cage?”

I was dogmatic, even proud in my riposte.

“No!”

She was then unusually terse with me.

“Well you should be…Minnie says you come in her panties all the time…don’t you think that’s a bit gross…?”

I was speechless but obviously she knew; Minnie told everyone anyway and Ariel had been to the meeting so she understood that I adhered strictly to Levi’s rules.

“…You are a Dirty Boy, Justin!”

I thought she was disgusted with me but her voice remained light and gay.

“…Are you a Dirty Boy, Justin?”

I groaned pathetically.

“No, Ariel…I’m not.”

It seemed as if she knew me and she did… but not like this!

“Are you wearing her knickers, Justin?”

“No.”

“Liar…I know you’re lying… what are they.”

Something compelled me to be honest and I confessed to her.

“Black lace with frills…tight and soft.”

She giggled with devastating meaning and effect at my unworthy description.

“That sounds like fun and…I don’t think, Minnie will be requiring them where she is…do you think so?”

I could not believe what she was saying but my wife was indeed getting screwed and fucked by her Boss! 

Minnie was such a Slut but as my mind meandered my fingers instinctively pressed my erect flesh and before I realised I exhaled excitedly then ejaculated deliciously into the gusset of the taut panties around me.

Ariel could tell by my foul gasps and tone what had happened as the hilarity in her tone now combined with noticeable dry sarcasm as she continued.

“That’s why my men are caged, Justin…Dirty Boy…see you Sunday at 7p.m!”

The phone went dead and I desperately wanted to ring her back to explain myself or what I was doing then I recalled her crude words to me; I understood she was just innocently teasing me of course, pretty delicate Ariel would not be involved in such course things.

She was just pulling my leg as always!

As normal nowadays my mind was a running sewer creating and conjuring up every conceivable sexual position and situation with Minnie and her Boss, or perhaps the tall, black man at her office, or whoever she seemed to be recently meeting or running into each opportune moment.

Then there was, Ariel, what she had said and I had done while she spoke to me; my mind constantly twisted and the time by myself over the subsequent couple of days was ever endless and tortuous!

I was masturbating or ejaculating continually; just small dribbles of my masculinity that only confirmed why my wife was where she was and how my old girlfriend could torment me so easily and cruelly.

For the first time I truly understood the ironic luxury of having a restraint around my genitals; it undoubtedly prevented me allowing my brain to overwhelm my body and provided the self-control I could obviously not provide for myself!

It was as if I did not identify who I was anymore!

Minnie eventually returned late Sunday afternoon, kissed me politely on my cheek before running off to shower and make ready the dinner for our guest.

She did not speak about her recent trip and I was too nervous to press her on such delicate matters; I just hoped that she was returning to the demure, retiring and loveable girl I once new.

I so wanted to put this debauchery behind us then concentrate only on the forthcoming baby and building our future together on solid ground.

She changed into a casual dress while I was in just jeans with a brightly coloured shirt and we greeted Ariel warmly; she took the wine offered and naturally the girls began to chatter instantly and somewhat inanely.

It took only a single glass for Minnie to ask her about the meeting with Levi’s company and whether she would go ahead after what she had seen.

My old girlfriend looked exceptionally divine this evening, all in faded denim; it was hard to believe that her brains actually outmatched her beauty but she spoke such sense and rationality… to start with anyway!

“I don’t think so…the idea is intriguing …as I doubt I will find a partner…”

She giggled at Minnie as if they knew something I did not.

“…You know my appetites are unusual…so parts of it...do appeal to me…”

My stupid wife picked up on the reference to parts and squealed like an imbecile that made Ariel give her a mock stare of disapproval.

“..Not those parts, Minnie…!”

She did laugh however.

“..Even thought they were somewhat impressive but…I’m not ready for a baby just yet…so we’ll put it on the back burner… for now…”

It was her turn to ask questions.

“…How was the weekend…?

Minnie smiled shyly then almost slyly.

“…Was, OK but…he’s not, Levi…the money was good… regarding the raise and the promotion but…I think…”

I waited with baited breath for her words of wisdom and when they came my heart sank like a stone in the water. 

“… I like, Black Guys…”

She quaffed the wine in her glass and qualified her reply.

“…No I definitely like, Black Guys…love the power and feel of them…and the sex is just fucking incredible…”

Her pale alcohol fuelled eyes found mine as if she suddenly realised I was still in the room and her tone changed to one of determination.

“…It’s just to get me off the sexual hook I’m on at the moment…it has been quite a whirlwind few weeks!”

Ariel seemed very experienced and understanding suddenly.

“I’ve had a few of my girlfriends catch the same dark fever…you need to be careful, Minnie…it can get out of control!”

My wife just laughed then shrugged; we finished eating then returned to the lounge where more wine was consumed and my partner became more and more uncomfortably open with my old girlfriend.

“I’m going out with a guy I met in a bar tomorrow and Lance’s asked me away again next weekend so we’ll have to see how we go…”

She placed her hand on her angular chin thoughtfully.

“…But I sense these men are not going to fix me…I think!”

Ariel nodded as if understanding her lunacy.

“You perhaps need another strong, African man…a shock to the system so to speak… and then maybe…you will maybe get this out of your system…?”

Her blue spheres then looked at me sympathetically.

“…It can’t be easy for, Justin!”

Minnie was ambivalent then dismissive and interrupted her attempts at empathy and concern.

“He knew what he was signing up to when we started so he needs to be supportive… as he promised!”

The conversation between them meandered for a while then Ariel finally stared or gazed at me purposefully.

“I have a client, Justin…a very wealthy, older, African guy…not quite sure what he does but it is borderline legal I think but…he might do the trick for Minnie…?”

Her smile was utterly pure and innocent.

“…He possibly may provide the jolt Minnie needs and reset her female libido as we discussed…”

Her tone was compelling and persuasive.

“…By giving her an overload of the adrenaline rush she is constantly needing and craving!”

I was unsure how to react or what to say but my wife was in and answering before I could hardly think about what was being proposed.

“Yes, yes, yes…don’t ask, Justin…ask me…I want to meet him…Ariel…you Bad Girl…you have a man for me and you’re keeping him secret…!”

Her mind was all over the place and her eyes were lolling or rolling and not just because of the wine.

“…Don’t you like him?”

The blonde woman shook her delicate head.

“Not really my type and… he’s a sort of client but…I think you would gel with him and he would…”

Her pretty face was engaged and glowing.

“…Certainly like you, Minnie…he really would…but…!”

I held my breath as this was all ever more absurd.

“…He is weirdly moralistic…won’t go out with married women…unless they are already separated…so if you want to meet him then you’ll have to pretend that your leading a single life and are available or…”

Her gaze was calm and sincere.

“…No go I’m afraid!”

Minnie’s dazzling blue eyes bored into me.

“We can do that, Ariel…Justin and I can pretend like that… for a night…just a night!”

My protestations were insipid and tame as I cried out weakly.

“Not this, Minnie…please…please!”

She was however insistent and attempted to be logical but her ability to convince me of her supposed altruistic intentions was wearing a tad thin!

“It will be innocent, Darling…completely…”

It seemed and appeared that she was lost to me already; or was it the drink?

“…You and Ariel can come with us for a meal…pretend we are happily separated... both are going out with new people…”

Her unsteady, spectacular eyes glanced at our blonde visitor.

“…Would you do that for me, Ariel…?”

The girl seemed to flush up suddenly then smiled agreeably to this despicable plan.

“OK, but one condition…”

She was unusually flustered and whispered quietly.

“…I want your permission for, Justin…”

Her voice was weakening just a fraction.

“…To give me…what he provided for you in the office…he looked… very skilled at that… and…”

Ariel was blushing now or possibly, simply burning with the glow of the alcohol.

“…It is something I like and… want to try with him…he was my old boyfriend after all and we really did…”

Her pale globes were dancing in what seemed like hilarious reminiscences to her.

“… Nothing much at all…when we went out!”

Minnie guffawed in hurtful, communal comment.

“…Sounds like our marriage, Ariel…of course…he will serve you as your boyfriend as you wish…whatever you want…”

She giggled stupidly.

“…It seems only fair and reasonable under the circumstances!”

They spoke about me as if I was a mere spectator in their match of verbal pinball but when my wife’s blue spheres found me all I could do was nod pathetically and agree. 

I thought that maybe and just perhaps, this would be the cure she needed; I just had to be brave, to make a further sacrifice, and suck it up one final time as Minnie went on as if I was a mere casual, sexual toy.

“Do you want him to do it to you now?”

Ariel shook her head purposefully.

“No…only if, Denzel agrees to come out and you hit it off with him…”

Her voice was slurred a little but she knew what she was doing or saying.

“….I wouldn’t countenance it otherwise as I don’t want to cause any rift or trouble between you two…”

She drew in breath and her stomach was so flat and firm.

“…then I’ll take, Justin back with me to my apartment and he can pleasure me orally for a while…”

Ariel was undoubtedly engaged and enthused with this arrangement.

“…Just on loan!”

My wife was also agitated and stupidly excited.

“Will you try to persuade, Denzel…I would like to meet him…he sounds perfect!”

My old girlfriend laughed softly.

“No man is perfect…Minnie but he might fill a need for you.”

They shrieked like hyenas as if every word had a sexual, double entendre and the night deteriorated into female drunken chatter until I bade my goodnight to Ariel then eventually left them and went to bed alone.

Minnie eventually joined me; she was stressed, incredibly frantic and making too much noise as I heard her busily searching in her wardrobe and questioned her in frustration as I was tired.

“What are you doing?”

She was breathless.

“I spoke to him…he said he’s busy but…”

It seemed she had found what she was looking for as she held out a new, see-through black, short negligee set she had just purchased, in her trembling fingers.

“...Said if I send him a picture of me he’ll try to meet me… us… next week…!”

She was hyperventilating as her hands pulled at her clothes then drew the tiny panties around her naked body; the silken material was then slipped over her head until it draped so lightly against her perfect, fragrant skin.

My wife then applied fresh make-up and lipstick until finally she smiled at me innocently.

“…what do you think?”

I was shaking, utterly bewildered and gasped at her.

“You don’t know him and you’re going to send him a picture of you like that?”

She was laughing as if it was me that was being obtuse!

“It’s nothing…don’t be silly…you take it, Justin….please…I only want to meet him that’s all…it’s just for fun!”

Minnie turned on the side table light and then posed suggestively by the curtains and passed me her phone.

“Take the photo, Justin…or…”

She was truly, disgustingly drunk or had gone over her mental edge completely.

“…. I’ll send a selfie of me naked!”

Helplessly I brought the camera to my eye then pressed the button with shaking fingers; I snapped another, then another until she had shown and demonstrated on the digital film how wonderfully gorgeous and sensually desirable she was.

She took the white phone from me, admired the pictures and then before I realised what she had done, sent them to this unknown stranger and finally pointed purposefully between her legs that were bent in together at a strange, disturbing angle.

“I need you, Justin…I’m very wet…”

I groaned in torment but she smelled so divine, of perfume and latent womanly heat; I crawled meekly between her silken thighs as she lay on the covers, drew back the delicate crotch of her knickers and licked at the thin line of salivating flesh that I knew despairingly so many men had fucked recently!”

“…Good Boy, Justin…lick my Pussy…practice for, Ariel…”

She complained bitterly then groaned in foul lust

“…Only if…Denzel likes me…I do hope he likes me…!”

Suddenly her phone sounded to a recently acquired, annoying, puerile hip hop answer tone and she spoke dreamily.

“…Minnie…who is this…?”

She started to giggle instantaneously and pressed her sodden flesh up to my mouth.

“…Denzel…hi…you did…?”

She shrieked in childish glee.

“…Are you…fuck…really…fuck you can’t…Oh…I would…like to…OK…go on…let me see…you…”

She turned the phone off then it pinged and she quickly looked at a message before it rang once more; her voice was literally melting and quivering by now.

“…Did I do that to you, Denzel? Oh fuck…did I…? It’s so potent, full and powerful…I want to…but I don’t know you… Tuesday? I can’t…I can’t promise to wear this for you…!”

Minnie was breathless and I could feel her gradually beginning to tremble and vibrate to his words.

“…Oh Denzel…OK, I will …just to show you…oh…I can’t fuck…I can’t…oh, Denzel I will…fuck I will…oh fuck…fuck…!”

She did not know what she was saying anymore but just climaxed then sighed in instant gratification, release and relaxation that caused her to verbalise such despicable, awful things.

“…And me…I wish I could lick it off you…make you hard again…no….you’ll have to wait to see…I am not sending you a picture of it…”

She laughed and I simply kept sucking her leaking lips and listened in my utter humiliation as they conversed.

“…We separated a few months ago…we’ve very companionable…my husband is like my best friend… OK… OK…Tuesday…”

She giggled again stupidly.

“…OK…Ariel will bring you to ours…Yes….I always keep my promises, Denzel… see you then….bye!”

She blew him a kiss then settled in delight as I worked her diligently to another orgasm and only when she came in an enormous exhalation of air did she eventually murmur to me happily.

“He’s coming on Tuesday…so be nice to him, Justin…he sounds so dreamy and special just as Ariel said.”

With those words she fell asleep; I surreptitiously took her phone and could not help but look at the message he had sent her and I gasped in silence when I opened the attachment.

It was a picture of the biggest, blackest, erect cock I had ever seen; even larger than Levi’s and, if it had not have been for the restraint, I would have masturbated furiously or endlessly there and then, I was in such a confounded, maniacal and crazed state.

My mind was so wound up it took me a full hour to find the refuge of separation from the waking world but even there I found no rest as my head was full of mixed-up, unfathomable, sexual nightmares; it was as though there was no peace or sanctuary in the real or even imaginary existence for me any more.

Work was some respite or diversion but the thoughts and spectre of Tuesday was ever disconcertingly present! 

To my amazement my wife was home late and told me, without the slightest concern for my feelings that the tall, dark man from the office had taken her for a drink.  

Dutifully my mouth was soon pleasuring her and it was clear they had shared more than a drink as she was utterly full to the brim with him. 

I was getting sick of licking men out of her and, in this further moment of revulsion wondered if perhaps this new, supposedly dynamic man might actually be the trigger she needed to stop acting the Whore.

In my own private lunacy I wondered if perhaps this was a better idea than I initially realised.

The following evening when I reached the apartment Minnie was already getting ready and was in her underwear sitting at her dressing table, brushing her black, thick, tousled hair and painting her rounded, lovely face. 

I noticed the negligee from the other evening was on the bed and had been washed and perfumed as she sniggered like a naughty, little girl.

“Denzel said he wanted to see me in it…but I’m not going to let him, Justin…I mean…”

She seemed so determined but I was beginning to see a questionable, worrying pattern in her behaviour.

“… I don’t know him…!”

I was relieved but anxious nevertheless; just watched her as she put on a tiny, pink dress with black stockings and accessories below then stood back and admired her shapely body in the mirror.

“…Do you think he’ll want me?”

I was ever more confused by her.

“But you might not even like him?”

She laughed as if this was a word game.

“I will…I know I will!”

Our guests arrived 5 minutes late and as, Denzel walked in I could tell immediately that my wife was enraptured by this black male and no doubt would soon be captured then consumed by him!

He was mature, probably late 30’s and had an air of confidence and arrogance about him that was almost tangible; the man was dark, menacing black with traces of grey in his short, slick hair and his eyes were piercing, inky night.

Minnie went straight to him and pressed her body into his iron, expensive suit covered flesh as he slipped his arm around her slender waist and whispered.

“I thought you promised to let me see you in that outfit, Minnie…I was expecting it…you said you never broke a promise!”

He nodded at me then shook me firmly by the hand as my wife dithered and pretended that she was coy.

“I thought you were joking!”

Ariel who was dressed immaculately in a dark, tailored, trouser suit murmured teasingly.

“Minnie…he’s been going on about it endlessly since I picked him up!”

This mercurial stranger had not released my spouse from his grip for a second and I noticed her body ease into him as she whispered.

“I did promise, Denzel…didn’t I?”

His hand slipped down to her backside and gently stroked her covered bottom as he whispered seductively.

“Let me watch you change…just for a moment…then we can go out to eat…just a minute....I have thought about it….a lot!”

Minnie laughed as if he had paid her a compliment and I could not grasp what she was doing? My wife did not know him from the proverbial, biblical, Adam!

“OK…come on…a quick look that’s all.”

To my shock she led him directly to the bedroom and Ariel quickly whispered to me.

“Go and check she’s OK…go on!”

I reluctantly followed and by the time I arrived Minnie was already in the transparent, short top and negligee, posing provocatively and alluringly for him as he smiled innocently.

“You also said that you’d do something else, Minnie…”

His gruff voice had a faintly intimidating tone.

“…And I do need it now!”

My wife’s painted lips were pert and twisted and she shimmied to him and disgustingly placed her hand on the obvious bulge on his trousers.

“You’ll think I’m a Whore, Denzel…and I’m not…”

Before he answered she had released his penis from the trousers and it stood out like a steely, black pole as her body kneeled and her soft lips wrapped around it.

“…I’m not, Denzel…fuck… this is so big and hard!”

He let her suck him for a moment then disturbingly placed her face down on the bed, raised the silken covering over her bottom, pulled down her knickers and, right in front of my shocked eyes, firmly and roughly stuck his powerful cock inside my wife’s rear, sexual folds!

They had hardly even spoken but he was rutting her from behind already as he chuckled demonically.

“You are a Little Whore, Minnie…but…”

He was pumping her vigorously and furiously now.

“…I like, Whores…fuck…you are good at this, Minnie…so tight!”

I wanted to tell him how many other men had screwed her recently and he was nothing special, but I simply ran out to find Ariel sitting demurely on the settee drinking wine and smiling wryly while listening to my wife’s regular, rhythmical cries and moans of ecstasy.

“I think you might just be coming home with me tonight, Justin!”

I just gazed at her blankly and hoped that this man would just fuck her, dump her and she would swiftly come to her reason once more.

However it seemed from the first touch Minnie was baited and hooked as, although she looked innocent and presentable when she reappeared before us, as soon as we were driving to the restaurant she could not keep her busy hands or salacious, slippery mouth off him.

She sucked him on the back seat as I drove with Ariel in the front and even during dinner they disappeared into the toilets before emerging many minutes later looking flushed and somewhat dishevelled.

Finally at the end of the night when we were back in our home; Minnie spoke to me calmly as we had our night-cap, and as if we genuinely were just the friends that we were appearing and pretending to be.

“Denzel is staying over…so you go with, Ariel…as normal!”

I was dumbstruck but had to play along and noticed that my wife passed her a small key, winked then smiled in mischief.

“…It’s for that lock I mentioned.”

My new blonde companion nodded demurely then took it in her fingers and before I hardly blinked we were driving back to her up market home on the other side of town in her sleek, comfortable Mercedes.

I had never been there before and I was disoriented then understandably tetchy as she spoke to me.

“Are you OK, Justin?”

I snapped at her.

“Sure this guy you brought is now fucking my wife…how do you think I feel?” 

She slowed the car then stopped at the side of the road purposefully.

“Look, Justin…this is all your own creation…I’m just trying to help, so don’t give me any fucking lip or get out now…!”

I was shocked into silence at her attitude as she carried on.

“…You’re honoured I should offer to take you back to my house…it’s a rare event…”

Her tone was acidic and I shook as she finished her rebuke.

“…So either tow the fucking line or get out here…right now… and go back to your Whore of a wife!”

I gasped at her brutal words.

“You said it might just be…a shock to her system…get her off the sexual wagon!”

Ariel shrugged dismissively.

“…Who the fuck knows…Minnie is pregnant, likes fucking black guys…with your approval…now stop being such a Wimp…I think she’s going to struggle to give up…but this guy is her best chance…”

I had been told off by a professional advocate and felt suitably disciplined, reprimanded and humbled.

“…Now shut up…do as your told or get lost!”

I was sheepish then apologetic.

“Sorry, Ariel …you are right…sorry.”

She held out her hand and I kissed her fingers as an indication of my repentance and respect as she softened just a fraction.

“OK, Justin…I am in charge in my world so you do as I say…this is just for one night…so behave!”

I pressed her hand again with my lips and it seemed to settle her; I realised that this slender, petite girl made me irrationally nervous.

When we had dated we had been equals but now she was the one with the high-powered job and the confidence, therefore I sat back and carefully uttered nothing more to upset her.

Her home when we arrived was incredibly impressive; it was a double storey townhouse with tiled floors throughout and a kitchen that looked as though it came from the back of a magazine.

She poured me some wine and then we walked up a small, circular, metal staircase which led to her expansive bedroom where her King-size bed stood, impressively draped in black silk covers.

I exhaled in admiration for such extravagance and opulence.

“Wow what a room Ariel…Wow…!”

All thoughts of my wife suddenly vanished in the wonder before me and my eyes saw an exquisite white, baby doll negligee set and I cooed in equal appreciation.

“…Ariel…I never thought you wore stuff like this?”

She stared at me coolly; her bright globes like frosted, pale glass.

“I don’t…”

I was bemused and then she explained almost casually.

“…it’s for you…bought it today…”

My head moved side to side instinctively but she ignored me.

“…Undress me…you are my servant tonight…”

Her blue eyes were cold and icy.

“…Or go and watch, Minnie getting rutted and poked…”

She laughed sarcastically.

“…Or sucking him…she seems to like that!”

I was shocked but didn’t want to go home and suffer; at least this torment with her was different and it seemed preferable, as if a more private type of humiliation.

She stood erectly and I removed her jacket as she directed me where to place it; then her trousers on a separate and different but particular hanger.

Finally she stood with her hand on her hips gazing at me in amusement and I shivered fearfully at her petite form now only covered by a fine, expensively branded, white bra and knickers. 

“…Run the bath…lots of sweet, coloured soaps…”

I moved quickly and once the water was pouring, returned to her and she smiled at my obvious anxiety and turmoil.

“…I am in charge in my home absolutely, Justin…I pay the bills and am the Master and Boss…understand…?”

I nodded pathetically and shivered in real alarm at this slender girl.

“…remove my underwear and put it in the wash basket downstairs…”

I unclipped her bra strap then kneeled at her feet and pulled down the panties to her calves where she kicked them off her ankles; my pale eyes then tentatively stared up at an incredibly delicate, thin, pink crevice of female flesh before me with a tiny, manicured line of blonde hair either side.

It was so perfect and incredibly magnetic; Ariel arched her spine as she instinctively detected my admiration for her.

“…Kiss it, Justin…gently…!”

I could not help myself and pressed my mouth to her womanly centre causing her to groan then mutter in true pleasure.

“…Good Boy, Justin…just a sweet taste and we will eat later…”

My wet flesh slipped just inside her tender, separating folds of skin and they opened so welcomingly and easily until her hand firmly pushed me away from her.

“…I need to bathe….take your clothes off and place them in a drawer; get some wine from the fridge, use the cut glass and come into the bathroom.”

I flushed stupidly.

“Everything off?”

Her blue eyes sparkled as if alive with this perverse play she was directing.

“Naturally…you can’t remove the constraint around you…but do as I instruct.”

She left me and I heard her slip into the water with a faint splash and after removing all my clothing as commanded, I quickly walked down to the kitchen, poured two glasses of white, dry wine and returned to the lapping, splashing sounds of her luxuriating.

Naturally I realised I was naked apart from this chastity device around my genitals and was so mortified and humbled that she could clearly see my disgrace and vulnerability.

However I acceptingly handed her the drink then meekly stood by the side of the antique style, white tub that was full of frothy bubbles as her eyes gazed on my quivering, weak form.

“Now this is just perfect, Justin…”

Her small pert lips sipped her wine as she giggled.

“…Apart from that horrible…plastic device…my selection is so much better…”

Her mouth formed a small circle and she blew a small spot of soapy cream from the tip of her pretty nose.

“…I will put one on later…now you may cleanse me…”

She laid her body against the curved raised back of the tub and lifted her arms until they rested on the bright porcelain behind her head.

“…Kneel and begin Justin…!”

It was as if I had been hypnotised by her; I dropped to my knees, let my hands slip into the silky smooth, scented water and gingerly began to touch, then lightly rub, her delicious, slippery, spectacular skin.

I was allowed free rein over her form and strangely revelled and relished in stroking her small but shapely breasts, thin, pointed nipples and then the exquisite movable lines of her gender between wonderfully tender, white thighs as she relaxed and sighed happily.

“…Good, Justin…you are not frightened to touch me…Good Boy…I like to be pampered and caressed…just a few minutes more…!”

I diligently followed her lead until she was absolutely squeaky clean and pristine then stood erectly and held out a towel for her to step into when she rose and came from the water as if she was some type of wondrous, Greek Goddess.

Her eyes bade me stand still as she went to her dresser; then to my genuine joy my friend kneeled down before me dripping naked, and gently removed the wicked constraint from around my genitals as she laughed critically.

“…Cheap and nasty thing…now, Justin…when you are in my home it is very much my rules…you get some pleasures you may like and some you may not…but…you must comply with all of my whims…”

To my eternal shock, once the plastic was removed from my penis she stuck out her pink tongue and licked the end of it until it jumped to attention; no one had ever sucked my cock in my previous life or existence before and it was an utter surprise and revelation to me.

“…There you like this, Justin…Minnie will be doing this to Denzel constantly, as she did for, Levi…”

I was hard instantly to her cruel, cutting words and she placed her lips around the tip of my stiff, little flesh then suckled just a fraction as if she was an historical or mythical nurse that performed this ritual or rite to pacify a baby.

“…You are so close, Justin…think about… Minnie being fucked and fucked…she loves to be fucked so much…Dirty Girl…she’s a Dirty Girl…your Slut of a wife….Oh….Justin…Baby…!”

A final purposeful draw with her facial cheeks and I was cooked; I jerked and released a few blobs of my sperm into her mouth and she gathered and captured the juices between her tight lips. 

Then to my absolute horror, she stood up and embraced me in a deep, French kiss causing me to savour, taste then finally swallow it all as she chuckled.

“…Some pleasure and displeasure…now…use my water… get clean and I’ll bring in your nightie…put it on then come in.”

I was still recovering from the orgasm that had caused my mind to twist and turn over and over in unfathomable thought.

“I can’t…wear that!”

Ariel just laughed but her gaze was steely blue.

“My house, my rules…it’s just for a night, Justin…so… fucking Man Up and do as I say…and stop complaining…!”

I dived into the relative safety of the foamy, fragrant water and revelled in the warmth and the faint smell of her that still permeated the liquid pool.

I looked up and saw her place the lingerie set that had been on top of the covers over the towel rail then smile wryly at me.

“…Smell divine, then get dressed and come in and join me.”

I stared at the white lace and silk, felt my body pulse and tried to mask my private compulsion to wear such clothing by focussing on the fact, that this was just a single night and not to make a fuss.

Eventually I pulled my scented, white thin body out of the bath and, after drying myself thoroughly, took the delicate, transparent knickers in my fingers and pulled them up my legs and over my little genitals that seemed to swell immediately to the caress and exquisite sensation by the delicious material.

I so wanted not to react but the sheer touch of this finery was so personally, provocatively appealing and as I draped the short top around my slender torso, my miniscule penis was already rock hard once more.

All I could think about was what Minnie was doing with Denzel; she was being bent over, fucked then taken in a similar gown and, to my ongoing disgrace, I reactively spurted sticky, male juice in the brand new crotch of the knickers before groaning in my shameful compulsion.

Finally I walked into, Ariel who was sitting cross legged on the middle of the bed in a white cotton top and she could tell just by the foolish look on my flushed face what had happened.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Justin…these clothes don’t define you…it’s just a bit of fun…private entertainment between the two of us…only in this house…”

She was literally glowing in health and happiness.

“…I like to try everything…my tastes are eclectic so my partner needs to be as adventurous as I am…”

I was absolutely perplexed and confused.

“I am not your partner!”

Her pretty head shook side to side.

“You were once and you are tonight…now come here, Silly Boy…!”

I sat equally bow legged opposite her and she cleaned my dripping penis with a tissue then expertly placed it in a small, sparkling golden, chastity cage and laughed at my immediate distress.

“…That helps control your fetid cravings …”

She sniffed me like a small dog.

“…Mmm you smell heavenly, Justin…just divine…”

She spread herself back on the black covers and opened her slender thighs just the merest fraction.

“…Now you can please me, Baby…make it last…I just love being teased and pleasured with an educated, clever mouth…”

I raised her top, saw the fine, dark, vaginal line that I had pressed so respectfully earlier and let my tongue settle on her malleable flesh once more as she grumbled contentedly.

“…That’s it, Justin….Good Boy…!” 

I savoured and teased her femininity easily and tenderly for many hours as she reflexively trembled, vibrated then came over and over again while I explored her most private regions with increasing experience and expertise.

Finally she arched her hips upwards a last time to announce another climactic event in her body then collapsed back seemingly satisfied and sated.

I moved by her side and her arms encircled me in my female guise and short gown as she hugged me in her hormonal bliss.

“…Justin…if I had known or guessed you could be like this…I would never have let you go…never ever!”

I was strangely pleased or even complimented; felt so full of pheromones and simply relaxed in her arms as I murmured to her pathetically.

“Why did we break up, Ariel?”

Her voice murmured and giggled.

“You were too shy and square for me, Justin…trying to prove yourself as a man…wanting the little wife… and little family….and everything…far too pedestrian or prosaic for me!”

She was so patronising and I attempted to defend myself.

“I still do!”

She sighed expressively.

“I know, Sweetie…with your wife, Minnie…”

Her tone was somewhat droll and sarcastic.

“…Yes…you really have it all going on…but that’s for tomorrow…tonight you are mine so let me tell you what I like…”

I felt she was treating me with disrespect or contempt but I was fascinated by her; she was undoubtedly interesting and knowledgeable and I listened intently as she lectured and hectored me.

“…Another reason we split is because I have a propensity for women…I enjoy girls mainly…I like to be in charge…”

I must have looked mystified and to add to my bewilderment she reached into a side drawer and took out a contraption that she instantly and expertly wrapped around her tight, white thighs…

“…I like to fuck them…some guys too…but girls mainly…”

She laughed at the terror on my amazed face.

“…As I told you I like to try everything while I still can!”

Naturally I was ever more terrified of her and tried to defend my honour; I panicked as if I actually was a girl.

“You can’t fuck me, Ariel…I never agreed to that…I didn’t…”

She kneeled on the bed over where I was lying and stared down at me meaningfully with the pink strap on dildo powering out dangerously from between her deceptively slender and ivory thighs.

“Just lick the end of it, Justin…suck it for me just a little bit, Baby…you can do that…can’t you? It’s just for fun…and I did pleasure you….gave you an equally lovely treat!”

Before I realised I had leant up and used my slippery tongue on the tip of it and she stroked my blonde hair as I did so.

“Good Boy, Justin….just a little, teensy taste…there you go….suck it, Baby.”

As I did so her hands and fingers stroked my skin, the curved nape of my neck and then down to my spine until her sharp fingertips played with my rear crevice as she calmly soothed and reassured me.

“I’m not going to fuck you, Baby…you are too tight to let me play roughly…just let me explain and share with you… what I enjoy in bed.”

My voice was timid, weak and almost feminine.

“Don’t hurt me, Ariel.”

Her little finger went up my anus just a fraction and I grunted; then I felt her apply some oil and gently ease it into my tight passage as I sucked the plastic cock ever harder.

“I won’t damage you, Justin…so relax Baby…I’ll just school and educate you just a little tonight only.”

Her finger was slipping inside me much more easily now and, as she had explained, it was just for a single evening only! 

Gradually I ceded to her authority over me as surprisingly the sensations she was provoking were strangely compelling and made me go undoubtedly weak at the knees.

Ariel moved behind me, lowered my little panties then raised the top until my bottom was before her and her palms stroked my smooth, pale flesh so sensually and tenderly.

“Oh, Baby…aren’t you so pretty and cute…I’m not going to fuck you, Justin… just…”

She sighed meaningfully as I then felt her voice and fingers direct me.

“…Hold still though and let me show you!”

It was as if I was frozen in submission to her, with my bottom raised and my head pressed into my pillow as if I was suddenly the female waiting for a man to take his pleasure of me.

It was utterly humiliating and demeaning but there was something darkly addictive and compelling about the foul sensations as well.

Once again there was a feeling of softness and oil and then I gasped as something firm but definitely very solid was inserted quickly inside my rectum and I squealed out to her in abject fear and helplessness.

“You said you wouldn’t fuck me, Ariel!”

She replied with a giggle as somehow we both knew she could have if she had desired to; it was as if I did not have the will or strength to stop her.

“For goodness sake, Justin…it’s just a tiny, butt plug to give you the sense of what it feels like…I explained that you’re far too tight as yet to be fucked…!”

She was constantly entertained by me it seemed.

“…You need a few days training…!”

My muscles contracted around the internal pressure and it provided me with the strangest, unrecognisable experience and my companion laughed at my patent trauma and disconcertion.

“…Just relax, Justin…it’s only trying different things…as I told you…if you are with the right person, for me… or any partner then it is fun…so… our time might be weird for you … but just embrace it…relax and try to enjoy it…!”

She passed me my wine and I drank it as she rubbed my flesh, pulled my sensual knickers up then lowered my hem until I was settled, confused, almost mesmerised and lying in her arms again.

“…You see, Silly…it’s not so terrible, Baby…Silly Boy!”

Bizarrely, she was right; it was not so bad, as I was contented with her and the more the phallus was inside my body the less intrusive it became and privately even secretly, I started to feel the faintest reaction of arousal.

We sipped wine then rested, drank some more and after a final session supplying her with further orgasms to my oral skills, I settled bedside her in the pretty lingerie with solidity in my anus and, ridiculously slept better than I had in months!

The morning came upon me dramatically and almost unexpectedly in its power and manic pressure. 

Ariel needed then expected a quick, early, sexual release and once this had been given, promptly removed my plug, replaced my own chastity device for the gold one she had provided, took her clothes back that I had been wearing, and we were both washed, showered and ready in minutes.

My temporary host was dropping me back home on the way into her office as she had an early meeting and handed me the key to my lock as we travelled together in relative silence. 

Ariel was in working mode now; in a killer, beige trouser suit looking powerful and suitably concentrated.

I felt I needed to excuse my behaviour so I made one.

“Sorry for the way I acted, Ariel…”

I tried to laugh my actions away.

“…Dressing up like a Faggot is not who I am.”

She was curt then dismissive of me and not impressed by my pathetic rhetoric as she retorted dryly and directly to the point.

“I think it is part of you…that we could maybe explore together sometime…”

Her spoken criticism of me was so harsh and unwelcome.

“…When you are fed up of chasing your Slut of a wife…give me a ring and we can perhaps discuss it.”

Her words and sarcastic tone stirred my blood and pride.

“I’m married, Ariel…Minnie and I are in love…having a baby…this was just to…let her get over her urges…as you suggested and…I hoped…she’ll be better now!”

My old girlfriend’s pretty, blue eyes stared at me as if I was completely mad and quietly pulled into our block in the luxurious almost purring vehicle.

“OK, Justin…I won’t ring you any more…if you want to speak, then you come to me…but if you do then be sure… it will be on my terms!”

She was so diabolical; insulting to the last breath between us!

“I’m not some Fag you can dress up and fuck, Ariel …treat, as your little, Female Slave…I’m not!”

Her intelligent, educated head shook slightly as if I was not worth her wasted breath and she had better things to concern her mind with, and in her professional career, she of course did.

“Whatever, Justin…you really just don’t get it…just don’t get it at all…”

Her tone was exasperated and irritated.

“…A single sexual act… does not make you anything…male, female, gay, heterosexual or whatever…it’s all about enjoying the moment safely…trust…and who you are with…anyway…”

We had stopped, parked and it was obvious she had lost her patience with me.

“…As you say, you are married and I genuinely hope it works out for you!”

I was furious and was not quite sure why as my instinctive response was frosty and almost fierce.

“It will… Minnie loves me and I love her…”

My companion’s smart, cute face portrayed a sly, dry smile.

“Good for you…ring me when you’re ready to take my shilling!”

I slammed the door in wild anger and irrational fury.

“Fuck off, Ariel…that will never happen…I never want to see you again!”

I stood back in the shadows but as her sleek, marque car moved away in the darkness of the early morning I had a sudden overwhelming feeling of loss as peculiarly, I realised how much I had always liked her and privately had undeniably enjoyed my unusual night with her. 

This slight girl had been very much a discovery and a revelation to me, as in truth everything we did in some small way had brought some intangible measure of secret, never to be admitted, pleasure!

However my overwhelming emotion was still bitterness and palpable anger; I was home now and hopefully things would be better with my wayward wife.

I was ever positive but as I walked in through the front door the first sounds that greeted me were Minnie’s sweet voice moaning and wailing like a tired Banshee as her sturdy, stocky black lover pounded his flesh into her.

I took some coffee and cereal as Denzel came out of her room in almost a dark flash and then disappeared to his work with a brief nod, without a word, and the sound of a horn from a taxi downstairs.

I walked nervously into my wife who was still encased in the crinkled, creased, stained, white covers that enfolded her pale, ivory, pungent flesh and spoke to her with my normal care and concern.

“Are you OK, Minnie?”

Her blue eyes widened, found me and they portrayed her exhaustion.

“Yes…I think I definitely got these sexual urges out of my system now, Justin… definitely out of my head now…!”

Her sweet voice complained in fatigue.

“…I just could not fuck one single more time…”

She groaned softly.

“…He was an animal, Justin…an utter, depraved, debased, Black Stallion: I will never see him again!”

I placed the key to my chastity cage on the side then listened to her analysis of our situation and the summation of her evening; but in all honesty it was more in hope than expectation!

I sadly but truly now doubted she was cured or free from the sexual demons that drove her or ever would be! 

And as I expected, by the time I reached home after working late, she was dressing to go out once more; the sexual servicing she had received from the despicable Denzel had now clearly worn off and, in spite of her promises, she needed further distraction or adventure.

She explained that her new date was yet another man she had met and to my despair my wife then promptly disappeared to her rendezvous; this regime and routine went on and on for a few days with different admirers until something extremely unusual began to transpire.

Denzel, this one-off connection and assignation, suddenly began to appear more and more frequently and I noticed that the other suitors and men became scarcer or eventually and finally, non existent!

He stayed over frequently and the only interaction I had with my wife was to clean her most sensitive parts occasionally, but this was no delight anymore as they were always putrid and invariably full of this Bastard’s pungent seed.

During this brief period, Levi came to see us occasionally and I reluctantly introduced him to some of my other old girlfriends who it seemed were desirous of a similar service to my wife.

Even my sister, who he had fucked years earlier, took him up on the pathway to life as he began ironically to refer to his unusual, unethical, business dealings.

It seemed that in a short space of time there was not a woman I had known in my life that this coarse, crude Bastard had not fucked or inseminated, apart from my aged mother who thankfully was too old and too far, far away!

I also did some servicing for women that were single and on Levi’s production line who were endlessly in need of my oral talents and once our debt to Levi had been paid in full - with interest - I received some extra cash for my sordid skills, which I thought would come in handy when our baby eventually came along.

Minnie didn’t care much what I did and we never spoke about or to, Ariel, although I think they exchanged the odd e-mail, but I actually thought about her and the night we had shared more than I should have.

It upset and comforted in equal measure and I was never quite sure why.

Levi always fucked my wife when he came round to see us as it seemed as though it was a habit they both found to difficult to give up completely; unfortunately shaking hands was never enough for them!

I tried to talk to her about our future together but, in spite of her infidelity to Denzel with Levi, noticeably her connection with her dark lover became stronger and more permanent as the weeks and months went flying by.

This resulted one morning, after her belly was finally, truly showing her impending production of new life, in discovering her packing her cases and I spoke to her in utter terror then panic.

“What are you doing, Minnie?”

She looked embarrassed but only slightly.

“I’m sorry, Justin…but I love, Denzel…he loves me…I’m going to move in with him!”

I was beside myself and mortified; after everything I had been through it had come to this!

“But…the baby?”

Her lips were dry with twisted, mock irony.

“He thinks it’s his!”

I was grasping at straws.

“But, Levi?”

Her eyes were cold, blue stones.

“Fuck him…!”

She laughed deceptively innocently.

“…I have and that’s what’s led me here!”

I was ever more desperate and spoke about what really was on my mind.

“What about me?”

She took my hand softly as if tying to be conciliatory but our relationship had gone beyond such falsehoods by now.

“I’m sorry, Justin…but…fuck you as well…!”

She had obviously thought it through.

“…Denzel is rich, powerful and when he makes love to me…fucks me…I feel like a woman….sorry, Darling but…”

She was so diabolically cruel.

“…You never did…!”

As if in summation of the end of our relationship she ceremoniously handed me the key to my chastity cage and then kissed me on my cheek almost like the stranger I had become to her.

We were finished and even I could see there was no way back from her ultimate, unilateral decision.

“…Denzel is coming up now to help me…the solicitors will be in touch…I have left you the money in the joint account so the rent’s paid for a month…”

Her fingers snapped the case shut.

“…Bye, Justin…it’s been fun…”

She giggled suddenly as if this was comical; well perhaps it was for her but it was definitely no fun for me.

“…Well the last few months have…anyway!”

She laughed sadistically as Denzel breezed in like a rugged, black panther, took her luggage in his hands before my wife, baby and future, disappeared as if they were a mere rush of wind over the turbulent ocean of my life!

The next few weeks were a nightmare; the solicitor’s letter arrived the next day and I thought about fighting for the unborn baby but…in truth it was nothing to do with me!

In any case the child now appeared to have a proper home and place to go to and it seemed to be a lot luckier than I had been.

So I contested nothing; we had nothing of value to split or share, the legal papers were signed by me in resignation and within a short period we only had but a few months to wait for the divorce to be final.

From what I understood, Minnie wanted to be married to Denzel before the baby came, so I did my best to make it easy for them.

I held no malice towards my wife and realised insightfully one evening, that in spite of our spoken love for each other, we had never really been right as a couple from the very beginning. 

At that same moment of introspection I also realised that with all the multitude of women and girls I had known no one had, up to now, been quite suitable or comfortable for me!

Perhaps it was how I had been made; I was not predatory, never really wanting just to fuck, any of them!

It was as if I preferred or longed to befriend these girls and although everyone valued companionship, I was beginning to truly appreciate and comprehend there had to be more to a relationship between a man and a woman than just that to make it work properly.

I was inarguably in a mess and was so out of sorts that I had been recently fired from my job and was facing the prospect of leaving the flat in a few weeks then catching a flight to my aging mother’s for some refuge and retreat.

It seemed that all the fight had been expunged or squeezed from me like a dried up lemon and I was not up to much or anything anymore

Curiously the more sad or miserable I became the only sanguine thoughts I had were about Ariel; she was the one unspoken but constant positive in my life and had text me once to say she was sorry about the divorce, but nothing else.

She was a smart, professional woman and had already made her position clear to me but my pride would never fall that low to simply go to her and let her dictate to, or fuck me as she had indicated she would.

However one afternoon just a day or so before I was due to leave, or more precisely flee, as I was about to book my flight out of town; my self-esteem seemed to finally desert me then fall off a steep, vertical cliff because I picked up the phone and at last rang my old friend.

In truth I had wanted to from the minute she had dropped me off that morning so many months ago.

She knew it was me and answered my call brusquely as if I had insulted her; well I had but she was recently so dictatorial and demanding!

“Hello, Justin…how are you?”

I was flustered by her as always.

“OK, I just wanted to talk to you.”

Her tone was sharp and curt.

“I’m going into a meeting…meet me at the bar downstairs from my office if you wish to chit-chat…at 7.00p.m we can have a brief discussion…”

Her tone softened just a fraction

“…It will be good to see you again!”

With that the phone went dead and I thought about not going to our supposedly innocuous reunion but it seemed a churlish, childish thing to do; so at 6.45p.m precisely, I was in the bar waiting and she walked in a white trouser suit looking just as confident and gorgeous as always.

Ariel walked up to me and extended her hand.

“Hi, Justin how are you doing?”

That was all she said and suddenly I seemed to break down and began to cry floods of tears as she sat beside me and ordered me a stiff drink which she hand fed me until I began to slowly regain my composure.

My washed, pale eyes stared at her apologetically.

“I’m sorry, Ariel…I am a little overwhelmed with everything that has gone on.”

She nodded in genuine care and understanding.

“It will pass, Justin…you have been through a lot and if you don’t mind me saying…”

Her tone was acid.

“…Minnie was a bit of a Bitch…!”

I couldn’t argue anymore and didn’t try to as she went on.

“…And you were a bit stupid as well, Justin….”

She saw me cringe so tried to be nice and smooth my ruffled feathers.

“…But it’s water under the bridge now.”

I wanted and craved to confess my soul to her and did partially

“The only time I was happy was that night with you!”

She smiled as if she privately already knew.

“That’s very nice of you to say, Justin but you didn’t want that… like you explained but…I am in charge in my realm…the Boss in all things…I can never be any different…it is who I am!”

This was my time to refuse her and be a man but I needed her strength; it seemed that I could not manage by myself anymore.

“I know, Ariel…I believe I can accept that now.”

She sat back and watched me; almost judgementally.

“You’re just in a state, Justin…but I think you will change your mind and fight me…and I am going out with a girl at the moment… she’s living in…so it’s not easy for me to take you on.”

I was dejected and rejected once more but felt there was a small chink in her armour towards me and in abject humility I humbly begged her.

“Please, Ariel…let me stay with you…I will obey you completely…I think I understood what you told me!”

Her blonde head was moving side to side as if seeking inspiration then she brightened and whispered.

“I need a housekeeper…if you want to stay in the spare room then I will employ you on a 4 week trial…?”

She laughed suddenly and her aquatic, clear eyes found mine.

“…But it will be no ordinary job, Justin you do understand that…?”

I nodded eagerly ignoring her obvious warning.

“…You will refer to me as, Miss Roan, do what I tell you and embrace each and every command or experience I demand of you.”

My penis unexpectedly pulsed for the first time in months and I murmured to her.

“Yes, Miss Roan.”

My new Mistress took her wine in her slender fingers and smiled dryly.

“I will draw up a contract…”

She chuckled suddenly and unexpectedly.

“…I like contracts…you will work for me, Justin…you can be my little, personal Handmaiden…”

Her spheres then sparkled like the vast sky suddenly.

“…If I want to fuck your ass, I will, Justin…understand?”

My penis was solid now as if it reflexively understood what was going on more than I did as I gasped out loudly.

“Yes, Miss Roan.”

She finished her drink and rose up determinedly.

“Have a think about it tonight…don’t come if you are half-hearted, Justin…I will fire you instantly…meet me at the office at 6p.m with any luggage and I will drive you back to your new home and possible life.”

I flushed then blushed scarlet.

“Yes, Miss Roan.”

She quickly left me to my thoughts with a friendly peck on my cheek and I hardly slept all night, but the more I thought about her the more I wanted to be with this remarkable woman.

When I was in her company it was as if I was safe, scared and unnerved all at the same time but it was an addictive, seductive, compulsive combination of emotions that undeniably drew me to her.

However I was definitely alive again and had not felt like that for so long.

The next day I gave the keys of the apartment back to the landlords early and packed my stuff; there was not much to show for my time with Minnie or my past matrimonial life

I was therefore in her office at the appointed hour with all my worldly belongings staring at a 20 page contract that she had already signed.

Her eyes were azure, cool and intense as she addressed me.

“You get $20,000 a year and live in and…”

Her lips curled into a dry laugh.

“…Your ass literally belongs to me if I want it!”

I shivered on my insides but still put my signature at the bottom of the appropriate page without reading it; what was the point?

She professionally gave me a copy for my own keeping that I also signed and the deal was done; I was working for her now!”

My new Boss told me to wait outside until she had finished all her obligations then I followed her to the car and we drove in ominous silence to her home until I felt compelled or obligated to speak.

“Thank you, Miss Roan…I won’t let you down.”

She placed her hand on mine.

“We’ll see, Justin…worse way you can earn a few dollars and then go…but you must do as I tell you…everything!”

I nodded in my anxiety to please her.

“Yes, Miss Roan!”

When we arrived the house was in darkness and she showed me the spare room then instructed me to shower.  

I emerged from my thorough wash to find my new Mistress waiting for me and her delicate fingers then wrapped around my shrunken, small penis that hardened instantly to her touch.

“Your orgasms are mine to control now, Justin…you’re my, Little Fag…aren’t you, Justin? Going to dress you up and fuck you!”

I have no idea why but I came to climax instantaneously, like a deviant into her tight, little hand.

She then took the drops of semen and made me lick it off her fingers like cream as I grunted and tried to hide my shameful disgrace in my impassioned response.

“Yes, Miss Roan.”

In seconds she had placed me in the golden chastity device of our last association and then produced a short, black dress and white ruffled panties with a soft, thick gusset then laid them on the bed as she smiled at me.

“You dress like a girl around the house, Justin…you’re my Little Maid and helper here…you need to learn what to do…”

She watched me pull on the light, coloured knickers then the short, dark, servile outfit and she laughed almost cruelly at my situation and predicament.

“Good, follow me and let’s prepare dinner, Lindsey will be home shortly.”

Ignoring my feminine attire, I just listened as Ariel showed me how she liked the salad cut then mixed; we also prepared some chicken breasts and placed them under the grill for cooking.

I was then asked to chop some potatoes and, as her partner walked in from work, I was frying them over the grill like a genuine home-help while Ariel introduced me to the tall, slim girl with resplendent, red hair.

“This is Lindsey…Lindsey… Justin!”

I nodded at her, trying my best not too feel utterly embarrassed at what I was doing and how I looked as the girl laughed softly.

“Ariel…now he really is gorgeous!”

They laughed and I suppose I did as well as…what else could I do but smile? 

We had some wine then began to talk and gossip, hardly stopping throughout the delicious dinner and chocolate surprise that Lindsey had outrageously and naughtily brought home.

We watched a movie together and at bedtime, Ariel supplied me with a red slip and knickers in which I subsequently provided each of them with drawn out, leisurely orgasms on my talented tongue.

It was something I had not done for such a long time and to my complete surprise I actually, immensely enjoyed giving them both pleasure. 

Instinctively I knew that one release was never going to be enough and as I continued, bent over due to my oral deliberations, my ass was delicately oiled and a small object then placed within it.

I thought about objecting only transiently but said nothing and swiftly carried on my service to them before eventually watching, as Ariel put the strap-on around her hips before gently and lovingly fucking her receptive, female partner.

I looked on aghast but also in private fascination and with some understandable worry and concerns, for obvious reasons.  

However, Lindsey, her girlfriend, was just lovely and although I should have been humiliated with them treating me as a girl, once I lost my masculine pride and shame, it was peculiarly, unexpectedly fun and we eventually all decided to sleep closely together in Ariel’s big, black bed.

From that point it was as if I was their sexual plaything to experiment with; I was dressed in different outfits all the time, bunny girl, nurse uniform, stewardess, slut or just all types of delicious lingerie that we all seemed to enjoy and relish.

I did initially try to keep my compulsion and willingness to dress up as secret as I could but I had never been too good at masking my feelings.

Worse than this, after them both continually easing my anal passage with oils creams and plugs, by the end of the first week, authoritarian Ariel was eagerly fucking us both over plumped up cushions on the bed, side by side.

It was a humbling but all consuming experience for me to be taken up my bottom but, I had promised to embrace each new experience and sexual event and I did my level best to keep my word and do so.

Also, in keeping with my contract, I diligently pursued all my domestic duties and learnt how to cook, clean, sew and make myself useful around my new Mistress’s home.

After the month’s trial I was strangely drawn to both of them but I had noticed that their relationship was often interspersed with squally rows and sometimes they had a fractious time with each other.

Lindsey did not find the bossy Ariel easy but in truth she was far stronger and less submissive than I seemed to be; personally I found it hard to see any wrong in my benefactor in whatever she said or did. 

To my surprise and as if to underpin my positive thoughts about her, Ariel offered me a proper job at her office as part of the administration team; she increased my wages by another $10,000 and I was more excited than I had ever been.

In fact I was utterly thrilled.

I half expected her to make demands of me with regards to what I put on for work as I half-thought she would want me to appear as a girl, but to my appreciation and further bemusement, she purchased as a gift for me the most expensive, beautiful suit, shirt and tie and I looked like a real, professional man when I went into her offices.

I did almost permanently wear her underwear but that was my choice not hers!

It took me a further 2 full months to truly understand that the line between work and home life was distinct and separate and there was no cross over…ever!

As she had told me from the beginning, what we did in our personal time was just for us and us alone and, what had started with a certain amount of reluctance on my part, was beginning to change to full, welcoming acceptance with Ariel.   

I truly began to embrace this unusual even crazy life, and increasingly wanted to share with her whatever she suggested and pleasured her; it seemed if she was happy then so was I. 

What she asked of me, however bizarre, was never meant to demean me even if it initially appeared as if it did; she had previously explained that her tastes were eclectic and was brave enough to want to experience everything!

Therefore I tried my best to join in with all of her games, with an equally brave and adventurous spirit.

Sometimes the girls would dress me up as if I was a real, young lady and we would go out to a bar and tease men; on one occasion when we found 3 handsome guys my companions were obligated to supply blow-jobs and, simply not to cause a fuss, I drunkenly sucked off my man as well.

But this was not because I was gay or anything specific, sexually speaking; it was just a night of deviant fun and it seemed that I was constantly having a wondrous, extravagant time of physical, salacious exploration.

All of us had an extraordinary 6 months together with fabulous girly weekends and continual entertainment, until one night there was a vile, bitter row between my 2 best friends from which their relationship did not survive, Lindsay moved out and I suddenly had Ariel all to myself.

Initially nothing changed then everything did, as we became closer and closer and it seemed that we were actually, impossibly happy together.

Occasionally she would have a fling as she needed other thrills than just me; but I understood, stayed in the background, tried not to be jealous, was supportive and treated her with absolute deference and respect.

I never had any need and desire for anyone else; the enigmatic, beauteous Ariel was more than enough for me. 

Mostly her assignations were women or the very occasional man but this would normally be on a holiday and she never brought anyone back to muddy the calm, clear waters of our relationship in our home.

It took a couple of years to realise that we were in love; Ariel was my partner, Master, Mistress and I simply cherished her.

She had taught me all about life; about what was important and one evening she sat down with me, took my hand and squeezed it very hard.

“I want to marry you, Justin…”

She sighed heavily.

“…I truly love you and although I know you can’t give me the family I’ve always wanted and yearned for with my partner…”

Her voice had a trace of sadness in her joy.

“…I can’t do IVF or that nonsense…and I will sacrifice that dream… if we can stay just as we are for ever!”

My fingers pressed her flesh in a gesture of my love and devotion as my mind span in rapid thought until I made my only demand of her, ever!

“Will you let me organise the honeymoon and wedding?”

She nodded, we kissed and when I was sure the times and dates were just perfect, we had a small ceremony with close family and then flew off to The Keys for our honeymoon.

On our special first night she was in her most beautiful negligee; I had performed the most special oral treat for her and she was quivering in pleasure when I raised my head off her perfect line of femininity and whispered quietly.

“Ariel…you want a family…as I do… have you thought about, Levi’s company… what he could offer?”

Her voice sighed in acceptance and satisfaction.

“I told you…I am happy with you, Justin…I love you…and you are enough for me…just as you are…I could never put you through that…as Minnie did!”

I drew my breath walked to the bathroom door and spoke only loving words to my wife as I opened it to reveal, Levi, stark-bollock naked!

“I want us to have the family we long for, Ariel…please accept this as my honeymoon, marriage gift to you…!”

My lips smiled at her flabbergasted face; it took a lot to surprise or shock, Ariel!

“…that’s why I wanted to organise the wedding and honeymoon to coincide with your ovulation…the next 10 days you are at your most fertile!”

Levi moved into the room then near to the bed; my new wife’s thighs were already splayed and wide open to him from my oral preparation, and she looked up at him, then lovingly at me.

“Oh, Justin…I would never have asked or expected this!”

I smiled dryly, as in spite of what I had said, undoubtedly my gesture to her was still painful but I nodded as if contented with this situation just to conceal this hard, uncomfortable fact.

“I know but it is my gift to you…to us…I have saved and paid him the $15,000 to seed you…he is just here to penetrate and make you bloom…he cannot touch you, Ariel unless you wish him to.”

She stared directly up at him challengingly.

“And he won’t…”

She hissed like an alley cat in his direction.

“…Come on you Bastard do your worst…do it…fuck me…I want children…so do it….fuck me!”

He was immediately over her white, delicate form like a dark rash of skin then inside her in a single, primal motion. 

I longed to believe that my wife did not glean any pleasure from this sordid, primitive act but she was a sexual being and reacted instinctively then in kind, to his foul, but evocative, sullied treatment of her.

However Ariel did not cry out for him or ask anything from the brute; just lay back and let his iron flesh take her over and over again while she simpered and moaned as quietly and softly as she could to spare my feelings.

Over the next 10 days he occupied the honeymoon bed while I watched on devotedly and lovingly as he took her from every conceivable, sexual position; she grunted, groaned then trembled on his thick, black spear but not once did his hands touch her skin, or his dark, mercenary, primal, evil ways move her spirit.

This act or procreation, unlike the first one with Minnie, was true to the contract and it was for a single purpose only! 

When he was done it was me that lay in my wife’s precious arms and provided my soothing, orgasmic and emotional lip service to her with purity, utter commitment and eternal love.

Unsurprisingly, given Levi’s prowess in the mating area, she was with child before we left to go home and our prize was a beautiful baby boy, George; two years later we returned to the island and repeated the same unsettling process with, Levi and a gorgeous girl called Alesha resulted.

We then had our family and, as Levi had prophetically said all those years ago, the actual process of copulation was meaningless, irrelevant and was soon forgotten.

What counted were the wonderful children that had been formed and over the next 18 years, Ariel and I had more pleasure and happiness from these blessed creations and off-springs than anything else in our lives.

We still had our personal appetites for wild, wicked intimacy and sexuality but these base things were between a man and a woman; a husband and a wife and did not alter what was real, true and everlasting which was our real adoration and love for our children and each other.

I saw Levi by chance recently and we spoke briefly over a swift cup of coffee; he was driving an expensive car and had obviously made a mountain of money. 

My old roommate seemed friendly enough and was unexpectedly, strangely pleased to see me; he asked me about Minnie and I told him she was happily married to Denzel with 3 strapping, healthy, much adored children.

It turned out that with all Levi’s wealth, the incredible volume of women he had serviced or fucked and the innumerable babies he had sired, that the man had never married, had children or an actual family of his own.

Also his previously, perfect skin was now grey, aging or insipid while his formerly vibrant, black eyes were dimmed and weary with fatigue; he carried an air of a man that life had somehow undoubtedly defeated or left well behind.

As I eventually, slowly drove back to my beautiful wife and maturing, teenage children I had a sudden, unusual sour thought as I bitterly recalled once again that this scoundrel had fucked every girl or woman I had ever had a relationship or friendship with, including my precious but promiscuous sister.

But then my introspection ran much, much deeper as I asked myself a profound and deeply philosophical question. 

“Who actually was it that had the better end of this, deal with the devil, that had been fashioned between us?”

Undoubtedly, Levi had relished his brief moments of domination, power and assertive masculinity over endless women including all of mine, but…it had been me that had shared the wonderful past and passing time with my children, for that undoubtedly was what they were and had been from their initial moment of conception! 

It was me that had taken the photographs at their first birthday parties, me that had experienced all the endless emotional pains and joy of parenthood; the work and despair and me that took the daily stress and turmoil that went with it.

But and most importantly it was also me also that enjoyed the deep, eternal, endless love, respect, devotion and relationships with my fabulous brood.

As I waited at the bright, red traffic light it was as if a private, personal glow of illumination had gone off in my own, sometimes, mixed-up head as well.

Suddenly my mind comprehended and realised that even through all of my suffering, pain and seemingly cringing humiliation, the person that had the best of things between my old nemesis, Levi and I, had surprisingly and undoubtedly been… me!

It was an indisputable fact and the proof was everywhere around me when I finally reached the love, joy and comfort of my blessed wife, family and home.

The End
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