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    The Taming of Tilly 
 
      
 
      
 
    I would freely state that I never understood what the word enigmatic meant until I met Matilda Drew but, when I was introduced to her at a friend’s party then I quickly started to get a general picture or comprehend the veritable definition because this particular girl was completely different to any attractive young woman I had ever met before. 
 
    Other females had varied obvious beauty or noticeable admirable charms but this unique young lady with her ashen complexion and mesmerising dark eyes was immediately entirely beguiling or captivating and I seemed to fall head over heels in love from the absolute beginning. 
 
    The good news was that she appeared to quite like me and find my company acceptable or entertaining but the conversation we had that initial evening was fractured because Matilda was often distant or separated from everything around us, meaning I would often glance at her in passing then try and work out what was going through her decidedly gorgeous honeyed head. 
 
    She seemed to weightlessly drift around the social venue like a fragrant spirit or ethereal ghost in soft white linen or lace and possessed an intangible air or grace that was almost mesmerising or indescribable as I admired this mystery female from afar and dreamed only of making her mine. 
 
    When I asked for her number at the end of the night she provided it without enthusiasm, laughter or warmth and - as I mentioned from the beginning of this story - if there was a living breathing description of enigmatic then without question Matilda Drew was it!  
 
    However, she surely attracted me like a fluttering confused directionless moth to the most powerful sublime mesmerising feminine flame because I rang her eagerly the next night but, although she answered straight away, I was politely told to try again in a few days because unfortunately she had a lot on. 
 
    I did not particularly take this coolness and affront to my manhood or questionable magnetism for women because not unexpectedly - and like anything that was on such a high celestial pedestal - only the most dedicated or determined could ever woo or win such a fabulous female prize. 
 
    Eventually, after much pursuit, we had our first date and although I was forever short of money - having just qualified in optics and already being in far too much debt to handle - I took Matilda out to the most expensive restaurant in our area and watched her in unspoken admiration as she picked through the delicious meal as if it was poisoned. 
 
    Conversation was not immediately natural or easy but I discovered that she worked in the accounts department at a large bank and lived nearby with her mother and older sister who was about to move out and live with a man. 
 
    Their family had no discernible wealth and in many ways everything about her was ordinary apart from the peculiar fact that I found this sublime girl to be utterly extraordinary. 
 
    I took comfort or general encouragement from any form of compliment from her or even a passing smile she provided in my direction and when our meal was completed I whispered nervously. 
 
    “May I hold your hand Matilda?” 
 
    She sipped the highly priced red wine with equally ruby lips then sighed wearily. 
 
    “I’d rather you didn’t William because to be honest I don’t much appreciate being handled or pawed…” 
 
    Fortunately, I had not taken the liberty of placing my flat palms forward and took her cautionary words on-board then merely but immediately sat back in my seat slightly unnerved as she murmured. 
 
    “…But, I do consider you an acceptable friend William…and in fact I would declare that my friends call me, Tilly.” 
 
    To me this wondrous secret or spontaneous show of familiarity was like a minor victory with this unflappable girl, and I tried not to swell in pride as I poured some more wine so not to waste it before smiling broadly back at her. 
 
    “Thank you Tilly…I would very much like to be your best friend.” 
 
    Her manner and face were blank and unreadable to my attempt at flattery - like the world’s best poker player - as she entirely ignored my flush or gush before we conversed about nothing much at all and eventually I dropped my companion back to her small house where I parked up secretly hopeful of a fond kiss farewell. 
 
    As if she could already read the primitive thoughts I definitely possessed or anticipate any primal urges in my dirty mind, this girl opened the car door and snapped quietly. 
 
    “I’m very careful what goes into my mouth and if your expecting long kisses or snogs then be warned William that you will be sorely disappointed.” 
 
    Once more I retreated to the safe side of the vehicle and hid the fact that my penis was pulsating just at the expectation of a passing touch from her as my expression tried to mask the desire I felt in this regard. 
 
    “I understand, Tilly…” 
 
    My heated mouth expressed only lies so as not to queer the pitch with this perfect precious and obviously moral young woman. 
 
    “…I’m content just to see and spend time with you.” 
 
    Her eyes were noticeably dark and empty as she shrugged in some unreasonable exasperation. 
 
    “Good, as I hate it when men expect things…” 
 
    With that comment or aside, her button nose rose up as if there was a bad smell. 
 
    “…Ring me if you wish William but please understand how I am, because I have been crystal clear and honest with you.” 
 
    She sauntered up the narrow paved path in her flowing medium soft grey skirt and loose sweater and in spite of my assurances to the contrary I longed to do all the earthy things that her sweet red lips had vaguely alluded to but, I could only dream of such wonders and try to lose the uncomfortable erection that came unattractively and entirely from an unstable inflamed mind. 
 
    In many ways I already knew Tilly was definitely trouble and difficult to be with and although the sensible or fiscally responsible person inside told me to run, just the off- chance of being in her presence then perhaps simply taste those succulent lips even for a second kept me captivated then chasing after her. 
 
    We went out again a few days later - when the cost was exorbitantly priced theatre tickets - and once more there was no glimmer of affection or attraction for me although we did transiently press together in the crowds which, to be honest, I found privately utterly thrilling. 
 
    However, there was no noticeable physical connection between us at all and in some frustration after a couple of more excursions that followed the same wasteful wistful pattern on my part, one evening I thought I would turn up unexpectedly at her door - I had read somewhere that women liked men to do the unexpected - and was shocked to find her patently dressed up for a date when she opened the front door. 
 
    Without thinking I gasped angrily or accusingly at her. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    She smiled wanly without a trace of abashment. 
 
    “I have a date…” 
 
    I stood with my traumatised mouth open as she explained the obvious. 
 
    “…Many men like to pursue me but…” 
 
    Just then her suitor arrived in a flash red Jaguar and beeped his horn impatiently which to her credit Tilly ignored completely as she continued her tale. 
 
    “…They don’t last long and if you are truly serious about me William then understand that I will of course entertain other admirers if it suits me but, I will still expect total devotion worship and utter respect from you.” 
 
    As I watched in some agony or alarm this slim blonde-haired handsome but unknown suitor rose in some visible temper from his vehicle and marched down the grey crooked path in some visible irritation. 
 
    Tilly merely gazed at him vacuously as if she had hypnotic powers and grumbled almost aggressively. 
 
    “Wait in the car Stewart…I will be with you when I have finished speaking with William.” 
 
    He was about to say something foolish or to verbalise an expression of his ire but then thought better of it and returned to his gleaming automobile as if resolved he would teach her a lesson later, although I knew he had no chance which allowed me to suddenly relax and smile. 
 
    “Give me the chance Tilly and I will prove myself to you.” 
 
    Her back turned a little towards me as this mysterious girl seemed to relish the lovely reflection she made in the hall mirror and spoke smoothly. 
 
    “We will see, as men say this but invariably prove fickle or unreliable…” 
 
    Tilly then closed the door and uncaringly strode past me towards the garish car as her soft voice carried on the slight wind. 
 
    “…My advice to you is, don’t merely tell me William, but in fact demonstrate and show me your commitment.” 
 
    Not unreasonably - as she drove away - I was traumatised but in saying this my whole being was incredibly turned on at her beauty combined with this almost cruel absolute disdain and although I wanted to never ring this undeniable Minx again I did so the following night when she seemed more aggrieved with me than ever which become clear as her first words spoke icily. 
 
    “I was unhappy with your attitude yesterday William…” 
 
    My head was immediately dizzy and barely knew how to respond to such an outrageous statement as she hissed. 
 
    “…I’m entitled to go out when I wish and with whom I want, as we have no commitment to each other.” 
 
    In my blind confusion all I could think about was holding onto something extraordinarily valuable to me as I whimpered. 
 
    “I would like to be in a serious relationship Tilly but I did not wish to place you under pressure or inadvertently rush you in this regard.” 
 
    She seemed to enjoy my nervousness and laughed lowly as if this change of mood demonstrated then confirmed her capricious nature. 
 
    “Very sensible William…but if this is what you truly long for beyond everything else then be warned never to nosily enquire about what I do until you earn the right to ask me the ultimate question?” 
 
    The meaning or intimation in the sentence was surely enticing as I whispered. 
 
    “Of marriage?”  
 
    Her voice was light and airy. 
 
    “What else is there?” 
 
    I murmured pathetically. 
 
    “Have I a chance Tilly?” 
 
    There was silence for a moment then she exhaled softly. 
 
    “Everyone has a chance William…so come and see me on Saturday as there is a new French restaurant in the village I wish to try…” 
 
    She continued as if merely to test me. 
 
    “…If you can afford it?” 
 
    All I could do was bluster confidently in reply as I would not let her slip through my fingers just because I was short of funds. 
 
    “Of course, Tilly, I’ll book...see you then.” 
 
    So, I was soon sharing another long evening paying an extortionate amount for sublime food which she merely played with while I continued to fall in love with this mesmerising female more and more until as the weeks passed she filled up my entire thoughts, hopes and heart entirely. 
 
    However, it seemed she was unmoved by my feelings of devotion or adoration which I accepted in pragmatism and good grace knowing only that I needed to play the long game to break down the barriers of this exceptional young woman to eventually gain her trust, affections or dare I say…love. 
 
    Therefore, this game of pursuit continued for many more months during which agonising period she continued to date other men - now and then - while I remained committed only to win her along with the fragile hand and warm slender body that went with it. 
 
    It was an excruciatingly frustrating period of time for me because I could not hold and touch her or even have the token of a kiss which ultimately brought me to the point one late evening - matters finally coming to a head - when we sat outside her house after yet another costly meal had gone by half-eaten by my Love. 
 
    In desperation I had tears welling in my stained pained eyes and looked away so she would not witness my ability to dissolve but she caught then captured my mood and sighed empathetically. 
 
    “What’s wrong William?” 
 
    Bravely I contained a heartfelt sob and openly confessed my passion for her although it should have been plain by now. 
 
    “I love you Tilly but although we have been together for nearly a year we have barely held hands, never kissed and…” 
 
    It was hard to believe what I had allowed to happen. 
 
    “… You are still dating other men.” 
 
    She looked at me in some innocence and apparently genuine surprise. 
 
    “But you know the other boys have had no sensual favours from me and with respect you have not asked the question in all the times we have been courting” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat as I realised what she was saying and I groaned as if the winning line was just on the horizon 
 
    “The Question…?” 
 
    Her glorious light-blonde head nodded as I took the tips of her painted fingernails and murmured with all the craving and devotion I could find because this was an emotion she had possibly exhausted me of in recent times. 
 
    “…Oh Tilly you know I worship you…please say you’ll marry me and I will be the happiest man in the world.” 
 
    She merely smiled wryly almost without moving her perfect pink mouth and sighed with feeling. 
 
    “Let me think on it, William, but perhaps we could go out on Saturday to look at rings and if I find one I like…” 
 
    Her entire fabulous lean form seemed to tremble slightly as she giggled. 
 
    “…Then who knows…?” 
 
    An overpowering urge to embrace this sublime girl took me but, as my lips tried to find hers she merely turned a rosy cheek to let me adore it instead and spoke with audible impatience. 
 
    “…I have not agreed as yet William so please control yourself and if we do indeed find a resolution on an engagement then I expect you to show the same self-discipline and respect for me that you have up to now.” 
 
    Most wonderfully, Tilly allowed me to actually press my mouth to her fingertips then I went home dizzy with elation and expectation before - as if in a fluffy dream - we went out the following morning where we fortuitously found the prettiest sparkling diamond ring as a monetary mark of our love and, after going down on one knee before dinner that very evening, we were truly set to be married. 
 
    The whole day had undeniably cost me a small fortune - unknown to her I was now in debt for the loan on the ring - but my crazed head was too thrilled and excited to be worried about such trivial financial matters and almost childishly looked forward to the beginning of a new chapter in my relationship with Tilly. 
 
    Without doubt we were on a sure-footed sound basis now because we had clearly expressed our love or commitment to each other and I felt certain that good - if not primitive things of a sexual nature - would surely now at long last be on the proverbial cards.  
 
    I was no virgin and had experienced occasional intercourse with a couple of girls in my late teenage years then beyond but, although I had the chance now and then with cheap trashy females that came across my path I wished only to stay true and virtuous to Tilly as she was, equally to me. 
 
    Of course, I did not doubt her faithfulness because I could see she would never be dominated or used by any mere admirer and this only added to my determination to be the first male to eventually have or conquer her in becoming my sweet and virginal wife. 
 
    It was undeniably a succulent thought that drove me past my vexation but I would admit that I was masturbating frequently to keep myself sane, as the sexual pressure that built around my Love was sometimes too much for me to contain. 
 
    At last, and given that Tilly and I were engaged, I finally met her family over dinner at their compact home and found them to be most pleasant but, when my fiancé went out with her mother for a quiet walk after eating, Karen, her equally slender but taller fair-haired older sister - who I was informed had just moved in with a powerfully built black man called Matthew - spoke to me unexpectedly frankly.  
 
    “William you seem like a nice and genuine guy so I need to mention that my little sister is a tad strange and if I might add…” 
 
    My heart was racing in uncertainty as she went on. 
 
    “…She has an unusual attitude to men and relationships and without meaning to be cruel to you I am worried…” 
 
    Her voice sighed softly with noticeable empathy. 
 
    “…That you lack the power and masculine force that eventually she will need…” 
 
    She stroked my shaking hand and smiled blandly in surreal explanation. 
 
    “…All women in our family suffer with uncertainty or indifference to the male of the species and I was precisely the same until fate or circumstances led me to a man who controlled, captured then made me succumb to his will.”  
 
    Her partner - who I assumed was the subject of her unnecessary weird story - was not there that evening but I knew of his powerful presence or physical strength and was shocked at her cautionary tale but tried to sound assured as I exhaled boastfully 
 
    “I think I can handle Tilly.” 
 
    Surprisingly she did not relent as her tone became more strident. 
 
    “You don’t understand what women in our family need William…” 
 
    Karen confessed an absurd supposed secret. 
 
    “…We require a rare breed of man that dares to takes risks to capture then subjugate us as was the case with me before I succumbed…” 
 
    She glanced at me with cloudy grey eyes. 
 
    “…And I sense such animalistic dark instinctive behaviour will be beyond a slight simple white boy like you.” 
 
    It was obvious she was questioning my manhood or ability to play the necessary husbandly role and I rose to the challenge with a booming but droll voice. 
 
    “I appreciate the supposed advice but Tilly and I have a communality or connection and will be fine…” 
 
    My lips could not help turning almost into a sneer. 
 
    “…So please keep your lousy opinions to yourself Karen as I know exactly what I am getting with Tilly and do not need any pointers from you!” 
 
    To my shock she merely laughed in my pale face. 
 
    “Well please remember that I did try to warn you William but…” 
 
    Her hand tapped mine again to presumably finalise our unprecedented unwarranted chat. 
 
    “…I genuinely hope I’m wrong and you are correct in your assumption because I wish you and my sister both to be gloriously happy but at least I have eased my conscience by speaking up.” 
 
    There was nothing more to discuss and all was still as I put the strange conversation down to perhaps her admirable love or concern for her sibling and felt empowered that I had stood my ground and made it clear that Tilly was mine to handle and eventually vanquish in due course. 
 
    Naturally I ignored Karen’s unwelcome interference and, as I anticipated, my Love and I became closer and closer to the precipitous point where I was allowed to kiss her lips but not use my tongue which of course - not unnaturally - drove me ever more insane. 
 
    One late evening after yet another costly show and the expected rich meal afterwards we parked outside her home when she took my hand and sighed sympathetically if not somewhat dispassionately. 
 
    “Perhaps I am being unfair with you as I have refused to provide any of the sexual relief that I know men crave…” 
 
    I wanted to deny the fact but she was merely stating the truth as she went on. 
 
    “…Plus, I would mention that I went out with another suitor last night that is a friend of Matthew’s as, although of course I love you, I must admit he was interesting and after all we are not due to be wed for a few months…” 
 
    Her palm patted mine condescendingly and she then unexpectedly pulled her medium skirt up around the waist to expose the wonders below covered only by slippery dark tights and panties. 
 
    “…So, I thought you should have the chance to see my body and, if you wish, then I do not mind if you masturbate…” 
 
    Her dark eyes opened wide with inquisitiveness. 
 
    “…I presume you do this in private?” 
 
    In response - like a dog in heat - I leaned over to inhale the musky scented sexual scent of her as she spread her thighs to reveal white knickers under the delicious nylon then made an awful but honest admission. 
 
    “Yes Tilly…I do need release occasionally. 
 
    Her voice appeared relaxed very reasonable if not a little unromantic. 
 
    “Good I thought so …so bring it out and let me see…” 
 
    In an instant my stiff erection was in my warm fingers as she gazed down then smiled. 
 
    “…That’s fine but now remove your hand…that’s a Good Boy…fuck, it is solid but, are cocks normally that size…?” 
 
    She gurgled in some internal confusion relating to this query which was possibly well-founded because the reason for the question became unfortunately instantly clear as her sentence ran out. 
 
    “… The man Caleb I was with last night was very well-built and…” 
 
    I gasped suddenly to interrupt in patent jealousy and shock at her unwelcome veracity. 
 
    “You didn’t see his thing did you…?” 
 
    Instantaneously my head was full to overflowing with myriad mixed-up mucky thoughts along with the previous warnings from Karen as she gassed. 
 
    “Oh no William you know I would never do anything like that…!” 
 
    My troubled mind and repressed libido were on the critical edge as she went on with apparent utter naivety. 
 
    “…But I can look if you want me to…?” 
 
    With that uncalled for outrageous comment the end of my prick spurted blobs of milky slimy ejaculate which I instantly cleaned up with my fingers in embarrassment as she merely smiled in compassion. 
 
    “…Is that easier William…it must be and you can kiss my legs now if you would like?” 
 
    Without any pride after my truly shameful display, I did so with innumerable pecks while she parted her slender legs further until her heavenly female fragrance and aroma became intoxicating as I whimpered in ongoing worry. 
 
    “Are you seeing him again?” 
 
    Her body tensed a fraction as she stroked my short flowing hair. 
 
    “Oh yes as he was great company and truly gregarious and funny but, the man’s just a friend and you’re my husband to be so rest assured that he will not have any of the favours as you have…” 
 
    Impossibly I was hard again as she noticed then scowled with impatience that one orgasm or selfless sacrifice on her part was not enough. 
 
    “…OK William you can jerk-off as I wish you to remain in control…” 
 
    The second climax came in seconds to the subversive thoughts of my Love with this unknown guy who I knew instinctively was black as her voice tailed off tiredly but with a definite certainty. 
 
    “…Now wipe yourself clean, as if you behave and I can trust you to adhere to my wishes, then I might let you do it again on another night out?” 
 
    Obediently - given this warning - I made myself presentable while she pulled down her skirt before I had to ask the burning question in my seriously unbalanced brain. 
 
    “Is Caleb… black?” 
 
    She opened the car door and cooed then sighed with unusual poignancy. 
 
    “Oh Yes…I’ve never been out with a black man before but I quite like the style or culture and I may see him a couple more times.” 
 
    I groaned pleadingly. 
 
    “Please don’t Tilly…I beg you…I do get terribly envious…please…I will be patient but don’t see him anymore.” 
 
    She gabbled at my frenzy as if ambivalent to such despair. 
 
    “Well I have planned an evening out for next week so I will meet him as arranged simply to say farewell but promise not to interact again afterwards, William…” 
 
    Just before she clicked the door closed I thought I heard her joke. 
 
    “…Unless you want me to?” 
 
    My limp errant penis pulsed erratically as I drove away because the whole dramatic time inside the car had surely definitely been a trial and I ignored any sense of possible dishonour in what had just transpired then in fact decided this latest development between us had been something of a victory. 
 
    For the very first time Tilly and I had definitely shared a sexual or sensual experience and given that she was soon to be mine to own or possess entirely and forever I felt this was perhaps a small delicious taster of more luscious lewd times to follow. 
 
    Given what her sister had warned me about I was, not unexpectedly, slightly concerned regarding this dark presumably predatory man she had seen just once - and was due to repeat the mistake - but wonderfully the night of their date came and went and, like the adults we were, the two of us spoke calmly about what happened the evening afterwards. 
 
    She informed then related calmly that although Caleb wanted to make another arrangement, my loyal fiancé had explained that her heart was with me and clearly told this man she found amusing there was no point them seeing each other again. 
 
    Naturally I was utterly thrilled at her decision and generously treated my strong loyal girl to yet another sublime meal - which she barely tasted - before once more we parked up outside her house, given she had told me there was no way that her sweet puritan head could deal with any type of physical shenanigans inside the childhood home. 
 
    A point of view I felt was actually quite innocent and moral, just like her. 
 
    Tilly relaxed on the comfortable chair then played with the electric buttons which made the seat fold out flatter then smiled at me with sincerity in her dark eyes. 
 
    “I suppose you wish to masturbate again William…?” 
 
    My head swivelled or nodded like a mindless toy dog that could sometimes be seen on car back windows as she chuckled then pulled the short black skirt up to expose the same safely captured - in silky tights - female treasure I had witnessed a few days before. 
 
    Without waiting for permission, I leaned over and kissed the scented, heady irresistible fabrics all over as she stretched out then spread her legs and thighs like a contented cat and purred happily. 
 
    “…This is very lovely William…now let me see your little penis…” 
 
    Ignoring this unintended disrespectful slight, I withdrew it from my jeans then held the immediate rigidity in my palm as her inky globes flashed in the relative darkness at my masculine display then made a further unfortunate hopefully uninformed comment. 
 
    “…Can I ask again if what you have is considered small?” 
 
    I glared it her in horror at such an obtuse question and grunted in perplexity. 
 
    “I don’t think so…why on earth would you say that?” 
 
    Tilly sighed almost in exasperation, leaned forward and blew on the tip of the raging flesh gently then simpered as the hardness pulsated. 
 
    “Because Caleb’s was much bigger…!” 
 
    With that outrageous unanticipated declaration or description, I shuddered then climaxed straight away and unfortunately I was so agitated that some errant spots of the sperm went on her creamy blushing cheek at which point she went wild in fury. 
 
    “…How dare you…can’t you ever control yourself?” 
 
    She purposefully wiped her skin and then smeared the seminal grease on the back of my hand in disgust as I cried out in emotional pain. 
 
    “How on earth do you know how large he was…?” 
 
    My whole body was shaking in distrust or alarm. 
 
    “…Did you see or touch it…you swore you would never do that with another man?” 
 
    My Love countered perhaps far too quickly for comfort. 
 
    “Any man, William, including you…!” 
 
    She shook or shivered in uncertainty as unusually her complexion began to colour up once more. 
 
    “…It was just obvious in his trousers and…” 
 
    Her face glowed ever more as she went on. 
 
    “…As we are friends he allowed me to measure it with the length of my fingertips without making contact with it or him at all…” 
 
    To my horror and eternal personal disgrace my own cock was beginning to pulse or swell to the tall tale which only added to her anger as she saw my rude impulse and snarled most effectively to increase my diminishing self-esteem. 
 
    “…What you have is possibly one whole finger while what Caleb possesses was two and nearly three of my longest fingers…” 
 
    Capriciously - as I had long learned was her way - her mood changed into humour which was in some ways almost worse than her ire. 
 
    “…If we are to be married you need to trust me William because believe me the size or girth of him held no interest or sway over me at all and he is now history…” 
 
    Once more I was erect - according to her - in all my minimal male glory and was aching as she held my gaze or in fact all of me in her conversation or intonation. 
 
    “…Unless you would like me to make an acquaintance with him a further time…?” 
 
    I shook my head feebly as my dirty mind ran-amok and she teased me. 
 
    “…Good, then please be kind enough to have faith in me and finish off now as I enjoy seeing you satisfied and relaxed…” 
 
    Again, I swiftly trembled to completion by my own tactile pressure or unfortunate friction caused by a combination of her illicit story regarding this Caleb alongside my depraved imaginative brain before lying back comatose as she sighed. 
 
    “…Now say you’re sorry for doubting me and we can continue as we are because speaking personally I am content with how our relationship is proceeding.” 
 
    All I could feel was waves of exultation mixed with rolling relief that my stupid instincts towards her indiscretions with Caleb were wrong and I kissed her hands in demonstration of my pure adoration and mumbled apologetically. 
 
    “Sorry Tilly…for being infantile but I do love and worship you and merely wish to protect you from such indecent matters…” 
 
    She seemed to be in a daydream as I wittered on like some lunatic. 
 
    “…Say you will forgive me and the wedding remains just as we have planned.” 
 
    Her palm patted mine before she rose up and opened the door as we both recoiled at the cold air after the cloying heat in the confined space of the car. 
 
    “Of course, William…I will definitely wed with you because throughout our courtship you have done precisely as I have required and requested therefore feel assured that this will continue along these lines throughout our marriage…” 
 
    She brushed her lips lightly against mine in way of an affectionate parting gesture. 
 
    “…Undoubtedly I need a man I can trust and rely on completely…” 
 
    Unexpectedly her skin shivered in revulsion. 
 
    “…Not like my mother’s and sister’s boyfriends that treat them so disgustingly like sexual playthings or mindless animals for their sordid lustful pleasure.” 
 
    I was surprised at her confiding such private matters to me but my voice sounded only with concern or sincerity. 
 
    “I would never put upon you like that.” 
 
    She slid away into the dimness and exhaled in an audible release of tension. 
 
    “I know William and that’s why I adore you.” 
 
    With that surreal discussion our transient problems or previous misunderstandings seemed to finally be behind us and the weeks then months to our wedding flew by with Tilly and I continuing our occasional brief deviances in the car where my propensity to masturbate in front of her was occasionally indulged 
 
    True to her word she no longer had dates with other men - as far as I knew - but shamefully I often got off in my errant head on the secret sordid fantasy of her with forgotten Caleb or some other anonymous male as it strangely made my Love seem more emotional, human or even womanly. 
 
    It may have seemed an unusual thing to say regarding the precious girl you were to marry but, even with the time spent together, Tilly was becoming more and more separated or unreachable with me which bizarrely only made my raging mind and eternally pumped body crave or desire her all the more. 
 
    When the small ceremony was over in the local church and we were ultimately man and wife for the first time, I openly gazed at my virgin bride all dressed so divinely in white taffeta and lace while sensing feelings regarding the overwhelming pride or power of acquisition. 
 
    Tilly was wonderfully mine for ever now and quite naturally I was secretly if not perversely looking forward to the long three-week honeymoon when surely all of my physical craving for my wife could be satisfied within the legal or celestial sanctity of our formal joining which is what my wife had always required to surrender her exquisite mercurial beauty to me. 
 
    The flight was leaving in the early light of the morning, but we were staying at the airport hotel for a few hours before and I hoped that conjugal things might happen in the limited time we had to share after the family and friends departed. 
 
    It was there at the reception after the ceremony I saw Karen, her sister, again and could not contain a gleeful egotistical boast. 
 
    “You see I told you everything was fine and we would make it.” 
 
    She smiled then gestured to her black beefy partner, bald- domed Matthew, and sighed wearily. 
 
    “I hope for your sake you are correct but somehow I doubt that to be the case…” 
 
    Her voice rose up in tone a fraction higher. 
 
    “…I understand that Tilly has made you book the famous hotel for newlyweds on the island of Comoros off the African continent…?” 
 
    My empty head nodded because the brochure had looked fabulous while the price was incredibly competitive for the three weeks of luxury accommodation and as always I was financially stretched. 
 
    Karen merely grinned then simpered softly. 
 
    “…I truly pray I’m wrong but with the genes she surely has being part of our family and given her age or coming maturity, then I’m not sure a vacation there with the reputation it has was an overly wise choice.” 
 
    Once more bravado was my defence as I glowered acidly. 
 
    “When we return be assured I will have mastered Tilly as she will forever be from that time a loyal and dutiful wife.” 
 
    Karen laughed out loudly at this brashness or brazen show of confidence that was normally way beyond my normal mild manner. 
 
    “Oh William, if such a thing was possible with you then I would like to see it and if that is the case then I will give you an extra £1,000 wedding present but…” 
 
    Her fingertips quickly and lightly flicked my spitting lips. 
 
    “…If that is not the true position upon your return then I will expect you to provide a little unmentionable service to me.” 
 
    We shook hands as if confirming a bet but I knew she was merely joking; although the sublime thought of taking that sum of money from this attractive Witch was undeniably appealing. 
 
    Then, with a taxi ride from the emptying restaurant - where all of our guests waved us away frantically - we were marvellously in the double room of the hotel where our cases were already waiting for the coming flight to paradise. 
 
    My wife’s lips pressed against mine most gently when we were alone and murmured. 
 
    “Unclip me from the dress Darling and I will go and shower…” 
 
    My trembling hands pulled down the sticky zip then undid the rear fasteners of the matrimonial gown before she stepped out of the wondrous tactile material to reveal her divine body covered by the luxurious white lingerie below as she saw my unfortunate leer and scolded me gently. 
 
    “…No pressure William like you promised…” 
 
    She stood directly opposite me and placed her hands on her comely hips as she spoke with purposeful charm. 
 
    “…You can smell me like before then jerk off as normal because I’m not ready for anything else as yet.” 
 
    Weirdly this sounded like some latitude or progress to me as I dutifully kneeled between her parted thighs and inhaled the distinctive female essence of my wife before whining in desire. 
 
    “I do love you Tilly.” 
 
    My hand automatically removed the obvious erection from the trousers then impulsively squeezed it between my fingers as she stroked my eternally unstable head. 
 
    “Good Darling…now hurry please because I need to wash…” 
 
    With my mouth kissing her delectably covered mound I promptly shuddered to a messy orgasm as she looked down then smiled disarmingly at my patent yearning for her. 
 
    “…Unclip the stockings then roll them down my thighs…” 
 
    She gurgled softly if not disappointedly. 
 
    “…I suppose I need to get used to you seeing me unclothed…” 
 
    In seconds I had uncovered one precious milky soft leg then did the other quietly before removing the garter then bra as she turned her back to me before grumbling. 
 
    “…And the panties William then put them in the open carrier on the bed as my mother is going to wash them and I will leave a large laundry bag at reception for her to collect.” 
 
    Unbelievably I could actually see the naked back of her and presumptuously kissed her pert warm bottom before my new bride skipped off behind the soon to be closed door of the bathroom from which vantage point she provided instruction through the slight gap in the seal. 
 
    “There is a negligee in the small tan travel bag…” 
 
    I found it quickly and my pulse accelerated to dangerous levels because it was a deliciously sheer decorated short top with matching tiny silken white knickers which I handed to her through the now partially open door as her voice sounded sweetly. 
 
    “…Thank you…I’ll be as quick as I can…” 
 
    In spite of her promise, my new wife took an inordinate amount of time in the opulent bathroom then appeared in the illuminated doorway like some vision of Venus before almost posing like the Goddess in the frame and glaring at me. 
 
    “…I do hope you’re not going to be a problem?” 
 
    All I could do was blink and gasp vacantly. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    She sighed as if weary of me already. 
 
    “You know exactly what I am referring to William…” 
 
    Her body shivered imperceptively before she sidled into the darkened bedroom and sat briefly but moodily on the edge of a window-sill then the large bed and fixed me with evocative dark eyes 
 
    “…Now have a shower then let’s sleep because we have to be up early…” 
 
    The recent orgasm along with just the dazzling look and mesmerising smell of her had dizzied and disoriented my head but all I could do was bathe in the flowing warm water then eventually slide nakedly beside my wife who was breathing rhythmically and softly in some easy doze. 
 
    However, she heard or sensed me beside her then jumped slightly in concern when my erection accidentally pressed against her ivory supple scented flesh just before her lips growled with some annoyance. 
 
    “…I have left you some trousers to sleep in on the chair and I want you to wear them because I will not tolerate any presumption on your part with your penis…” 
 
    My mouth groaned in agony but I got up to do as instructed as she exhaled tiredly. 
 
    “…I will let you know when I am ready for such indelicate matters such as copulation but in the meantime put on the bottoms as I think you will appreciate them.” 
 
    In the relative dark I drew on the tactile item and then grimaced softly because the material was soft smooth cotton or lace as Tilly gurgled in mischief. 
 
    “…They are girl’s pyjama bottoms; I knew you would like them and I grant permission for you to cum in them as much as you want without bothering me…” 
 
    The fabric indeed excited or inflamed me and I was rigid when I returned between the cool sheets where by wife arched her back to me and laughed softly. 
 
    “…I’m so relieved I’m with you Darling and not some rough black man like Karen or my mother because naturally I’ve heard what goes on at our house…” 
 
    My hips automatically pushed against her deliciously covered backside as my addled brain tried to remain calm but her words were proving destructive. 
 
    “…All the sucking or endless fucking…” 
 
    It was therefore impossible to deny an unedifying surge forward when my cock caught between the tension of the fabric of the trousers and her perfect barely covered ass as she concluded her debased tale. 
 
    “…In every aperture…!” 
 
    My cock impulsively exploded warm wet ejaculate that filled the soft perfumed crotch of the trousers I had on as my wife simpered softly. 
 
    “…Good, that’s perfect now go and rest as we have a long journey ahead and I hope this place is as good as my mother and sister said it is.” 
 
    The warmth and addictive smell of her was captivating and I snuggled up and whispered. 
 
    “I love you Tilly and maybe when we’re there you will allow me or us to eventually make love properly?” 
 
    In response she casually pushed me away and groaned wearily. 
 
    “We’ll see William meanwhile you never thanked me for your present.” 
 
    The soft comfortable bottoms were soaking now but they were definitely stimulating as I held her fingertips and mumbled in appreciation. 
 
    “I do like them as they bring me closer to you.” 
 
    This time there was no reply because she was already asleep from fatigue and I soon followed with a head full of confused feelings or emotions and only came to when we were awakened by the shrieking hotel alarm call. 
 
    Tilly promptly showered while I followed my wife’s command to place her clothes out while noticing that the female pyjama bottoms I had worn were in fact embarrassingly bright pink and had a white cartoon pony on the rear of them. 
 
    In shameful truth I had enjoyed the comfortable sensation of wearing them - as the dirty semen stains on the front demonstrated - and tried not to feel humiliated by the unusual gift which I was sure was not the intended point of me wearing them. 
 
    All was hustle or bustle for a while as we had breakfast then were on board the large aircraft before we knew it, by which time I felt compelled to ask Tilly a pertinent question as far as our relationship was concerned. 
 
    “Whose idea was it to give me the girls’ pyjamas?” 
 
    She gazed out of the window as the plane began to speed up for take off and exhaled softly. 
 
    “It was Karen’s suggestion because she knows I’m not ready for full sex and thought - quite correctly as it turned out - that you could use them to bring relief silently and without too much bother for me…” 
 
    Her tone was high as if mimicking the plane that rose almost vertically.  
 
    “…Karen understands men much better than me and although her mind was set against you at first, in recent months she has begun to be much more positive about my relationship and marriage…” 
 
    It was still dark as the light was barely breaking through the gloom and she began to nestle in the comfortable seat then murmur quietly as if not to disturb the soothing sounds of the engines. 
 
    “…There are various similar items she has provided as an extra wedding present to us and you should show your gratitude when we get back.” 
 
    The news that she had purposely picked these divisive clothes along with somehow being involved with our destination confirmed my subconscious instincts that her sister was trying to ruin the honeymoon but, then I dismissed such a puerile nonsense because she was not here and I was now truly in charge of my wife or life and the eventual destiny that would bring me. 
 
    On such reassuring thoughts I also took further rest or recuperation to catch up on my much required sleep and tiredly wondered if the hotel and complex would prove to be as beautiful as it had appeared online.  
 
    As mentioned the price was inexplicably competitive and although I had to sign some type of detailed small-print waiver - given that the island was controlled by an historic tribal family - the vacation was such a bargain it was hopefully worth a few unusual local regulations or rules and I was looking positively forward to my time there for the most obvious and primitive reasons. 
 
    A perfect climate along with an idyllic privileged setting was surely the sure-fire recipe or tropical setting for the flowering of more normal developed marital relations between Tilly and me! 
 
    The flight was long but we ate then dozed intermittently and eventually arrived at the small dusty airport in the early evening before - with the customs formalities promptly concluded - the two of us arrived expectantly at our hotel in a long dark limousine that had been especially waiting and both then noisily exhaled in some amazement. 
 
    The whole venue and grounds were immediately impressive as this was obviously a new immaculate development while the fresh scent of natural woods mixed in with the aromatic aromas from the surrounding flower-filled gardens was soothing to the senses after such an arduous plane ride. 
 
    Dinner was to be served in an hour and Tilly and I went to our room alongside the grand pool where she purposefully gazed out towards the nearby ocean and smiled if not glowed in delight. 
 
    “Karen was indeed correct to suggest here, as it is perfectly divine…” 
 
    She shivered in the warm zephyr that blew in from the calm but vast expanse of blue water so close by.  
 
    “…Meanwhile I want a bath so please unpack as I do so and lay me out some shorts with a top for tonight because I wish to be casual…” 
 
    Her voice rose then faded into a whisper as she disrobed and then left me just looking once more at her naked pert backside. 
 
    “…Put out my underwear as well and your sleeping clothes are in the white plastic bag in the blue case.” 
 
    Obediently - as I did not wish to make a fuss or cause any disturbance - I placed all of our clothing in the wardrobes and drawers then carefully laid out the items my wife had told me to before adding a pretty white bra and thin slender matching briefs. 
 
    Tilly seemed content with my selection when she returned - smelling delicious - and after my brief shower we entered into the opulent restaurant where other guests were already milling and eating from the extensive buffet. 
 
    Improbably all food and drink were included with the initial cost of the vacation and we took a full bottle of wine before I loaded my plate with every type of fare imaginable then relaxed and feasted while watching the far watery panorama turn from shimmering primary colours to inevitable black. 
 
    My wife looked lovely but I soon realised she was the only girl dressed in shorts because the many other young women or new brides were showing off in short bright dresses that accentuated their female shapes and feminine assets. 
 
    Towards the end of the amazing meal I began to notice a tall, athletic, striking black male - dressed in a white shirt and a sharp blue suit - who had been eating on the separated mezzanine floor above the main restaurant with a selection of young pretty white women who seemed to be literally fawning on him. 
 
    I could not help but furtively watch as he casually came down the private glass stairs and then started talking to the many couples before - to my disbelief - he actually kissed or caressed the girls he met easily or gently then moved on to the next table before inevitably arriving at ours when he smirked openly, with a handsome face below a neatly trimmed haircut, but showing questionable courtesy. 
 
    “Good evening my name is Jerome Dupree the owner of this establishment and I take welcoming my guests…” 
 
    His low voice chuckled dangerously 
 
    “…Especially my female guests… most personally.” 
 
    Outrageously his palm stroked the back of my wife’s head then nape of her neck before teasing her tangled hair, leaning down and disgustingly planting his thick pink lips on my new bride’s mouth then letting his tongue lick just inside, at a which point Tilly drew back and gasped in outrage. 
 
    “You can’t do that?” 
 
    He laughed then returned his mouth to hers but this time purposely French-kissed Tilly properly and with some irresistible force before pulling away and murmuring pointedly with some arrogance or presumption. 
 
    “I can do as I wish with the female guests that come to this island….” 
 
    His dark devil eyes stared then glared at me. 
 
    “…All the husbands or boyfriend realise that I can borrow their females if I wish to but I rarely indulge myself or force the issue if the girl is not willing to welcome such advances…” 
 
    My wife was utterly aghast at such an outlandish statement and I went to speak but he was already way ahead of me. 
 
    “…If you are not happy here then there are flights Tuesday Thursday and Sunday and you can leave freely if you so desire but…” 
 
    His fingertips decided to play with Tilly’s delicate uncovered arm. 
 
    “…You should have appreciated when booking that there is a price to pay for such luxury at the minimal cost I provide it.” 
 
    With that a tall gorgeous blonde in the shortest dress I had ever seen sidled over to him and slid her fragile arm around his slim waist as he smiled then sighed contentedly. 
 
    “…This is Penny who was originally on her honeymoon when we met and neither she nor her husband made any complaints….” 
 
    His hands squeezed her ass below the short hem as he gurgled. 
 
    “…Isn’t that right Penny?” 
 
    Her body pressed against him as if he was a rubbing post as she wittered whimsically. 
 
    “Oh yes Jerome…it’s all so heavenly here but me and the other girls are feeling very neglected so please don’t be too long.” 
 
    The young woman walked away and her ass swayed to the distant sound of music then her whole body seemed to magically weave as she did so while this stranger continued to confound us. 
 
    “Now tell me your names and are you on honeymoon also…?” 
 
    I told him who we were and confirmed the obvious fact that we were in love as he stepped away and smiled waspishly. 
 
    “…Good then I shall dance with Tilly later this evening before you undoubtedly whisk your bride to the luxurious rooms we have here and no-doubt take complete governance or control of her.” 
 
    Stupidly my wife spoke too rashly to someone that was obviously unbalanced and unprincipled. 
 
    “No man will do that Sir…!” 
 
    Tilly’s tiny nose rose up a fraction in an air of her usual disdain or authority. 
 
    “…No mere male will ever command or direct me to his will.” 
 
    The huge frame of our intruder started to shiver then more obviously shake in mirth. 
 
    “Oh delectable Tilly, I was going to leave you in peace but that succulent statement is such a rare challenge for me because if you remain on my island…” 
 
    His black eyes had a sudden but distinct detectable trace of menace. 
 
    “…Then, if William does not torture or tame you then be sure that I will!” 
 
    Mercifully he then left us to chat with various other guests where the women were always welcoming or attentive while my wife glared then flared at me. 
 
    “Are you crazy coming to a place like this; did you not read the small print?” 
 
    All I could do was to ludicrously blame her annoying meddling sister. 
 
    “It was Karen’s suggestion or recommendation; remember you told me?” 
 
    She ignored my valiant valid defence and her voice growled at me in developing temper. 
 
    “You’re my husband so don’t blame my family and …this is all of your fault for not even asking why this trip was such a snip.” 
 
    She seethed over the ice cream dessert before I mumbled pathetically. 
 
    “We can leave on the next plane?” 
 
    She shivered in the humid heat and scowled or screwed her gorgeous face up. 
 
    “No…not because of him…” 
 
    A sly grin slowly crossed her painted lips. 
 
    “…I’ve handled innumerable men that wanted to claim me and I will manage Jerome as well…just you see!” 
 
    I kept silent before the social interaction in this place then moved to the grand terrace where I sat and drank wine with my Love while the small intimate band played slow melodic music as the many clients danced closely entwined and before long I was holding Tilly in my arms allowing the soft beat to hypnotised me. 
 
    Almost impulsively, as I sensed my wife’s superb warm body close against me, I whispered to her. 
 
    “Let me make love to you tonight.” 
 
    Before she could answer such an ordinary request from a new husband a large unwelcome shadow interrupted and prized my wife far too easily from my grasp before I looked up to see the black Bastard landlord of all of this splendour who gurgled unreasonably. 
 
    “My turn I think?” 
 
    Tilly went to run or escape but I held her hand and encouraged my brave and inscrutable girl - she was more than a match for him - by murmuring in her ear. 
 
    “If you want to stay then just play along as you told me you would…” 
 
    I kissed her cheek in full support or empathy. 
 
    “…I will understand but given the circumstance we need to box-clever.” 
 
    She saw the immediate sense in not causing any drama so far from home and I returned to my chair to watch them move separately to the latest tune before his hand drew my wife’s svelte hips towards his until most disconcertingly they were physically connected which caused me to swell uncomfortably for reasons I could not readily explain. 
 
    Then impossibly she actually began to press her lower body against his visibly developing male force before moving away only to reluctantly return - or so I assumed - and at the end of the erotic dance she looked up at him in mystification before they shared a long wet kiss that disgustingly brought me to the very edge of hormonal climactic hell. 
 
    Then - as if he was a gentleman rather than the obvious Rogue he was - this stranger let her go and then returned my property to the table and smiled in generosity. 
 
    “Your wife is heavenly William and I will expect to hear all about how you mastered her tonight and if she had been suitably subjugated then…” 
 
    He beat his chest in mock gesture and snickered. 
 
    “…As one King to another I will fully respect your marriage vows…” 
 
    His fingers ran along Tilly’s spitting red lips as he chuckled. 
 
    “…But I would give warning that if such masculine husbandly expectations are beyond you then I may not be able to help or contain myself.” 
 
    With that said he excused himself then started to cavort with his entourage of showy leggy young gorgeous women who held, caressed and licked him as if he were a sugary treat until - in some visible angst - my flushed wife rose up and spluttered in some palpable irritation. 
 
    “I’m bushed William…I need to rest!” 
 
    In the room she showered quickly before placing on another see-through nightie and knickers then slid into the expansive bed and murmured exhaustedly to me. 
 
    “I have left your bottoms in the bathroom…please put them on as I know you will wish to cum but, given what has happened tonight, I am less inclined than ever to give myself to you in that perverse way.” 
 
    Naturally I felt guilty and silently cursed her deceitful sly sister for my predicament rather than blame myself but, who would have thought that you could sign a holiday contract where another man had conjugal rights over your new wife. 
 
    Such things were utterly unheard of if not diabolically barbaric? 
 
    It was late and like Tilly I was also worn out but the situation with Jerome had left me terribly unsettled if not aroused and that condition was made worse by putting on the tight sensual pyjama bottoms that had a ruffled trim around the crotch. 
 
    Then when I slid beside my wife her delectable backside pressed against my erection almost instinctively as she hissed in uncalled for annoyance. 
 
    “Fuck, you liked that Black Bastard putting his hands on me and…” 
 
    It was impossible to contain the almost primeval adrenaline surge. 
 
    “…Rubbing his huge cock against me when we were dancing…?” 
 
    As I recalled the depraved vision in my grubby dizzy head I jerked forward uncontrollably and sprayed blobs of slimy semen into the soft sublime material of the bottoms then drew back in shame as she snapped. 
 
    “…Feel better now? I must declare that you are never going to fuck me William…bringing me here and having me humiliated like this.” 
 
    All I could do was listen in my culpability then limply suggest a solution but perhaps this was merely a futile gesture on my part as I gulped in concern. 
 
    “Let’s leave…catch the plane home?” 
 
    My wife stoically shuddered then shook in refusal 
 
    “No, I can handle you, him and all men so let him try and do his worst then he’ll see I’m no pushover like my sister and mother for deviant disgusting black men.” 
 
    Something compelled me to ask. 
 
    “How long has it been like that with them?” 
 
    Her voice rose then tailed off in disgust 
 
    “Since I was young…my mother encouraged Karen then me in her prurient compulsion but to be honest I was never interested…” 
 
    Unexpectedly her bottom moved back against my wet pyjama trousers as she gassed then grumbled. 
 
    “…In being fucked and used like a Slut…!” 
 
    Inexplicably I was suddenly uncomfortably solid once more and the tension between our lower bodies increased as she whined. 
 
    “…But you clearly like the sick idea of it don’t you?” 
 
    In unfortunate reaction I could only disgustingly ejaculate once more which caused my giddy mind to melt completely and I was comatose before I realised then awoke to the sound of running water before my wife called me into the bathroom. 
 
    When I walked in she was in a clear pool of water and I looked away because she was entirely uncovered but seemed too engaged or concentrated to notice as I waited on her words. 
 
    “I have been thinking deeply and as we are married then it is clear that you will need to see me naked…” 
 
    Her hands spread out to reveal her uncovered feminine beauty as if she was on show or on stage. 
 
    “…So here I am and you can look but not touch unless I permit such liberty.” 
 
    I could openly see her thighs were slightly parted and there was thick fair pubic hair around the crotch as I gasped in desire. 
 
    “Thank you Tilly…thank you.” 
 
    She smiled dryly at my pathetic dither. 
 
    “Press your little prick in the stained bottoms and you may safely cum while I am like this so I don’t sense you are going to try anything untoward during the day as I wish to sunbathe….” 
 
    At such a provocative sight I quickly found sullied liquid bliss then quivered in confusion as she sighed in disappointment at my malleability. 
 
    “…Put out my black full Speedo swimsuit and the white transparent wrap for breakfast then get a towel and you can dry me…” 
 
    This was becoming all too wonderful to believe and I swiftly placed out the swimwear and covering and then held out a huge pink towel which enclosed my wife as we walked together into the bedroom where she stood up straight and simpered. 
 
    “…Use the edges of the towel to pat the drops from my skin and start with my arms...” 
 
    This I did with definite eagerness as she took me through each part of her sublime body before I reached the erogenous areas but improbably we did not stop there because I lightly brushed the small breasts and tiny pink nipples which hardened before I began to labour on her inner thighs as she gurgled. 
 
    “…Kiss me there…I will allow you to…but very gently and move your mouth to my rich vagina and kiss it as you used to do so carefully through the nylon and panties in the car.” 
 
    The sensation of uncontrollable lust I had for her was destabilising which caused me to sigh weakly. 
 
    “Oh Tilly, this is indeed a dream come true.” 
 
    She stroked my short blonde hair and opened her legs a little wider. 
 
    “Use the hard rough edge of the very end of the towel and wipe my folds because, like my clothing, you should learn how to clean it…” 
 
    I detected a faint snigger although I could not see her face. 
 
    “… Even if you’re not going to be permitted fuck it!” 
 
    In concentrated effort I teased the heavy edge of the cloth into the permeable female line and saw her involuntarily press against the gentle pressure as I grumbled without pride. 
 
    “Please let me make love to you Tilly…please.” 
 
    As if awoken from a mesmerising sleazy dream her hand pushed me away while her voice sounded out shrilly. 
 
    “Don’t get ahead of yourself William as I have not quite worked out how to deal with you and your sordid needs as yet…now wash the items you have soiled in the last couple of days while you are showering, then we will go to breakfast.” 
 
    As I leaned up my wife saw I was disturbingly erect again and, after showing some patent exasperation at my seedy impulses, then made me masturbate once more before I was humbled yet again in her eyes as I drew off my feminine trousers and found the other stained pair before fleeing into the bathroom. 
 
    As directed I cleaned them both thoroughly in the sink as I realised just how many times she had caused me to cum and felt truly unworthy but devilishly still thought about how it would feel to put my manhood then seed inside her.  
 
    It was a forgivable impulse for any husband towards his wife but Tilly made me feel that I was being seedy or impatient and when the items were clean and hanging up to dry I showered quickly then took her to breakfast before my errant mind got me into any more trouble. 
 
    The communal pool area was truly luxurious and there was plenty of space to find leafy shady places to rest between worshipping the beating sun but my observant wife - by early afternoon - had picked up on the fact that there was an elevated area for the elite here which was on or above the general area and could only be accessed by a small lift or locked private stairs we had noticed the day before. 
 
    It was obviously the personal space of Jerome along with his flashy female troupe, as we could hear intermittent raucous laughing or general play from this exclusive spot, but could not see what was happening because it was above everything and screened behind thick manicured bushes. 
 
    Tilly mentioned this a few times as if intrigued or irritated to be excluded - as we were not getting the whole package on this vacation - being we were with the crowd below the privileged therefore, when I happened to see tall blonde Penny passing in the tiniest most revealing thong bikini I had ever seen, I gestured to her then pointed to the hidden part of the complex. 
 
    “What goes on up there?” 
 
    She smiled as if - just as Tilly had assumed - being with Jerome made her and the small female group superior to everyone else. 
 
    “Oh, that’s Jerome’s private home with guest rooms for his special friends like me…” 
 
    Penny went on boastfully. 
 
    “…The main hotel is heavenly as you are aware but what he has up there is beyond description as it is ultimate luxury and…” 
 
    Her tall tight body flexed instinctively. 
 
    “…When I was offered the chance to stay I grabbed it without reservation.” 
 
    It was hard for me to take in what she was saying. 
 
    “Were you on honeymoon when you came here?” 
 
    The girl laughed brightly. 
 
    “Sure, but my husband David understood that he was no match for Jerome then went home because I needed to get this compulsion for this amazing man out of my system...” 
 
    She shivered almost invisibly as if in recall of recent decadent events. 
 
    “...David is such a Dear and we will naturally have to chat as and when I get back.” 
 
    Tilly butted in suddenly in horror. 
 
    “You let him take you from your new partner?” 
 
    Penny calmly gazed at my wife as if she could see the future. 
 
    “Of course, such matters were inevitable when I met Jerome…I have overstayed my holiday by a month already and counting.” 
 
    With that she smiled then sauntered elegantly away leaving Tilly hotter and more flustered than ever because her lips turned up in sour distaste. 
 
    “That man is such a Foul Pervert…he patently steals other men’s wives and I bet he fucks them all…” 
 
    As she uttered the words I noticed that her body turned instinctively onto her front and seemed to press down on the cushioned bed before complaining bitterly. 
 
    “…It’s all so gross or sick!” 
 
    She was incredibly unstable or agitated all afternoon and this affect was made worse when Jerome appeared through the glass doors of the lift from way up high and strolled over to us before sitting beside my wife while murmuring to me. 
 
    “I heard you’d like to see where I live?” 
 
    Tilly replied dismissively for us both. 
 
    “Not really…it was just idle conversation with your cheap blonde Floozy.” 
 
    He laughed at her bile then picked up some sun oil and presumptuously kneaded it into my wife’s back - as she continued to lay face down - then supple thighs before she grimaced feebly in unconvincing complaint. 
 
    “Don’t, I’m not some Whore for you to handle” 
 
    To my shock his palm spanked her covered ass and his voice rasped commandingly. 
 
    “Remember Girl, you have no option while you remain in my house… as I do as I please here so be silent…” 
 
    As I looked on is disbelief his longest black finger ran along the covered rear line of her tight pussy as he smiled crudely at me. 
 
    “…Have you taken this yet, William…shown her who’s Boss?” 
 
    Unwisely my Love answered again as if to make things absolutely plain to him; entirely forgetting my fanciful tale or promise that I would have made love to her by now. 
 
    “No man has had me Jerome or will…not even a Monster like you.” 
 
    His hand smacked her again even more fiercely as he grunted in threat. 
 
    “If you open your cutting lips again Bitch then I will put you over my knee pull this cumbersome suit down then off and soundly beat you like a nude naughty girl in front of everyone here…” 
 
    She was instantly stunned then stilled to silence while his huge palm ran along her rear curves before commenting critically to me or perhaps it was to us both. 
 
    “…You dress like an old woman as I like my females barely covered and accessible at all times…” 
 
    His strong muscular arms pushed against the sides of the bed in readiness to raise himself up as he glared at me. 
 
    “…Either defile then fuck your woman to defeat this wretched attitude she has unreasonably and unacceptably become accustomed to…” 
 
    There was not a trace of humour in his affect now. 
 
    “…Or if you value your independence then leave because…” 
 
    My wife had turned over unintentionally allowing him to let a wandering exploratory finger linger on her spitting mouth until she opened it a fraction and the hard copper digit slid just inside the warm wet cavity. 
 
    “…Should I not see a marked reversal of fortune in this marriage then I will be sorely obliged to take matters into my own hands.” 
 
    Jerome pulled the lingering dark finger out with a faint plop then diabolically kissed her open mouth in quite tangible passing passion before wandering away around the pool area where he spoke to or pestered more couples and eventually returned to his lofty secret nest high above us all. 
 
    Tilly was incandescent while I furtively pushed my hips into the bed I was on to hide a sudden unwarranted erectile rush and listened while my wife exploded in raging fury. 
 
    “I want you to call the police as I will make a formal complaint…” 
 
    Her very bones seemed to be shaking in unbridled spite. 
 
    “…No man should treat women like this.” 
 
    As she spoke there were more sounds of riotous screaming coming from behind the impenetrable screen of bushes which only made her seethe all the more. 
 
    It seemed I had no option but to do as she demanded and within an hour a young black officer came to a lounge area near reception then sat opposite us before talking in an educated voice that spoke English perfectly. 
 
    “My name is Desmond James a detective on our small intimate island paradise here… and how can I help?” 
 
    Perhaps ill-advisedly, given that we were in an apparently lawless land, Tilly detailed how the apparent owner of this hotel or complex had pestered then unilaterally touched and threatened violence against her, and now she wanted or demanded necessary protection along with an immediate apology from him. 
 
    The polite youth listened intently and when she had finished he merely stared then smiled while trying not to laugh. 
 
    “With respect Miss…I have spoken already to Mr Dupree who is not just the ruler of this establishment but in fact most of the island; he is very much royalty here and I have been informed that this omnipotent man has already politely explained that you have the option to depart but, as with the other female guests that come here for a fraction of the true cost…” 
 
    His black eyes were glassy and judgemental.  
 
    “…Then if you remain you are obliged to accept the terms of the agreement signed as he is all-powerful here and cannot be judged by any false morality or the mere judiciary which he is head of…” 
 
    The man finished his lecture then relaxed in his chair as if he was increasingly enjoying our discomfort. 
 
    “…If you feel unsafe then please leave because…” 
 
    There was a distinct tone of humour or even admiration in his voice. 
 
    “…Mr Dupree’s hobby or entertainment is feasting on the foolish promiscuous white girls that flock here so understand…” 
 
    His tone changed to ice. 
 
    “…He has the contract alongside the local law in his favour and if you’re not happy then, as with the occasional female that does not wish to honour her side of the deal…” 
 
    He rose up to formally conclude the meeting. 
 
    “…You know what you need to do…” 
 
    As he ambled ambivalently towards the door his expression changed while his eyes narrowed in warning to us both 
 
    “…Do not expect any assistance from the police and do not ring again or it will be you not him that shall find yourselves in trouble!”  
 
    It took me time to breathe when we were left alone, as if he had sucked all the oxygen out of the available space but finally I gasped in tension. 
 
    “We have to go as you are so vulnerable.” 
 
    She did not respond but fell into a sullen silence as we wandered back to the poolside where the sun was beginning to slowly fall in the hazy distance and where my wife settled on the bed then grumbled bitterly. 
 
    “I’m not cutting my honeymoon short for him…” 
 
    My Love tossed and turned in the fading heat then murmured slyly. 
 
    “…You or I can just tell him when we get the opportunity and in the clearest terms that you finally have had your wicked way with me!” 
 
    It seemed such a simple but ingenious solution and I smiled at her duplicity then finally started to relax because under these troubling circumstances it was not unreasonable to game the truth a little. 
 
    In the room she stripped as I put out her clothes for the evening which were tight white trousers with a pastel blue blouse and wonderfully Tilly seemed to be unabashed being fully or partially uncovered before me which was definitely an appreciated treat. 
 
    Her body was completely unblemished with creamy white skin and plump but pert breasts with tiny pink nipples while her hips were slender and thighs soft and smooth like silk. 
 
    Wonderfully she continued to allow me to dry her all over and once more I rubbed at the female virginal folds that had an unmistakable sweet scented musk which I inhaled closely as I kissed the subtle softness and groaned.  
 
    “You are beautiful and so pure Darling.” 
 
    She glared down on me then closed her eyes as if dreaming. 
 
    “But you want to spoil my innocence…all men do but I will not permit it…” 
 
    My wife shivered in loathing. 
 
    “…Especially that Jerome…I don’t want him fucking me” 
 
    Needless to say, I had to swiftly masturbate before her judgemental eyes to lose the pressure that had unattractively built up, but Tilly was merely temporarily distracted and we went to dinner very much as a couple and content with our devious plan to deceive the distinctly despicable Jerome. 
 
    He came into the dining area late with three of the pretty but clearly promiscuous girls he had been already seen with but, the man ignored us until later on when once more his hand took my wife off me then around the dance floor before presumptuously drawing her body tightly against him. 
 
    I saw her whisper to him and at the end of their brief intimacy they locked lips then unnervingly shared a deep stomach-wrenching kiss before my Love was gently returned when he smiled genially. 
 
    “Congratulations…Tilly has informed me you have masterfully done the dirty deed this very afternoon with some power or style and the kiss we shared is merely a token of my respect for your marriage and that I have openly or obviously lost such a female prize to the better man.” 
 
    I suppose that the honest part of me should have felt mortified for the elephantine lies being spun by both of us but instead I eagerly played my part in the sham. 
 
    “Yes, I would confirm that my wife is very much under the thumb now…” 
 
    The grin of victory came perhaps far too easily for safety. 
 
    “…And I think we shall go to bed early as I have a hunger.” 
 
    Amazingly, and as if determined to set our fantasy in stone, Tilly gassed then giggled weakly and well outside of her normal insular or indifferent character. 
 
    “Oh yes Darling that would be just wonderful…” 
 
    Her dark eyelashes flapped then fluttered although only I knew they were merely for effect. 
 
    “…But don’t be too cruel or hard with me as you were earlier.” 
 
    As if the defeated opponent in the joust or battle for the heart and soul of the fair maiden, Jerome quietly took his leave before - true to our made-up fable - we promptly returned to our room where I hugged her closely and laughed. 
 
    “Oh Tilly, you are so clever and inventive.” 
 
    She shrieked joyfully and gleefully stroked my arm. 
 
    “We showed him didn’t we?” 
 
    It seemed we had already won the war but sadly I could still not sexually claim my wife for real because - behind closed doors - she made me put on thin cotton girly pink shorts for bed where once again all I was permitted to do in my ignominy was feebly push against her warm supple bottom then cum over and over again until I was drained of masculine sperm and physical energy. 
 
    The following days followed much the same unsatisfying pattern as before with me not getting any nearer gaining my conjugal rights while falsely making out to Jerome - when we saw him in passing - that I was the definitive Lord of my domain as far as my wife was concerned. 
 
    He seemed confusingly genuinely pleased for me and made no more unfortunate advances to Tilly apart from an innocent passing stroke or touch and this should have made her happy but as the time passed along she became definitely more unfathomably ruffled and mostly took this angst out on me. 
 
    Her rules with me were fixed; I could look at her body but not really caress or own it - other than using tentative butterfly kisses - while the clothing for bed were starting to look more like panties than pyjamas that only made me spurt ever more sickly white fluid into the destabilising tactile crotch. 
 
    Perhaps this was just another disconcerting phase my wife was going through and we might have eventually got through it but she was increasingly developing into something of a volatile unstable volcano which was about to explode or erupt at any time and, after being in the resort for four long days, she complained bitterly to me one morning. 
 
    “I’m not happy with where we are staying in this place and wish to see then take a room with the elite on the upper areas…” 
 
    She pulled on her familiar style full swimsuit that fitted her petite shape like a wet leather glove and hissed. 
 
    “…In fact, I’m going to speak to Jerome and insist.” 
 
    I tried to talk her out of such imprudence as we had been less than transparent as far as he was concerned but she left a message at reception then spoke to him at lunch when he went out of his way to join our table. 
 
    My wife soon came to the prickly point that she desired to spend her honeymoon in the most exclusive place here and explained unreasonably she felt slighted or offended at being in ordinary accommodation while being denied the best the hotel had to offer. 
 
    Jerome silently heard her out then countered softly. 
 
    “I only take women there I wish to entertain or play with and because I like William, have accepted that you are his by the eternal rights of men to men.” 
 
    She partially ignored then teased him and tried to get her way as always. 
 
    “Then allow us to take a place there and accept that I will be the one female that is beyond your reach if your word means anything.” 
 
    He sat back and stretched his lean toned black body covered only by long inky trunks then muttered darkly. 
 
    “This is a dangerous step because being in such close proximity I will surely test what you have told and assured me of, and if I sense the slightest deceit then be sure I will enslave you both.” 
 
    My wife simply laughed at such brashness or audacity and glared at me for support which made me utter the most stupid words 
 
    “I confirm what I have told you is the truth Jerome so if you have space then my wife and I would welcome staying in this intriguing elevated private sanctum you have.” 
 
    He thought for the longest moment before nodding then stroking his lean face and chiselled chin. 
 
    “I will give you the afternoon to think about it and if you confirm this is your combined wish then I will swallow my pride and welcome you to my house as my guests where of course your cherished marital vows will be respected…” 
 
    His low gravelly voice chuckled as if in self-deprecation. 
 
    “…Which I might add will be a first for me!”  
 
    With that aside he left us at which moment I quickly counselled Tilly on the obvious dangers in this further duplicity but my Love merely shrugged then questioned how on earth he would find out what went on in our own room or bed and - as normal with her - she would do exactly as she wished? 
 
    In all unspoken truth I had been generally content where we were, but Tilly would not be reasoned with or turned from this intemperate course of action and we confirmed our joint decision to Jerome later - as the heat of the day was dimming - when he smiled wanly then mentioned that he would meet our request as a wedding gift and our clothes would be moved while we were having dinner that very evening. 
 
    My wife was visibly thrilled and spent an inordinate amount of time preening or pampering herself before dining, after I had dried and kissed her provocative areas - as was our routine - before masturbating to some tall tale of interracial fantasy which was by now also an intrinsic part of the ritual. 
 
    Then we went to eat, with her dressed in clingy black trousers and a strappy sparkly top, where we savoured the food and drank heartily then danced as normal into the late of the temperate evening. 
 
    When Jerome appeared, I sensed Tilly react positively as he held her on the dance floor for a while but out of respect for me did not kiss or touch her inappropriately as if he was indeed a reputable man of his word. 
 
    Then he brought my wife back and smiled dryly. 
 
    “Your room is ready, so follow me but be sure you want this because there is now no way back or off this island should you take the lift until your official holiday period is concluded.” 
 
    In some rare gaiety Tilly took his arm and gurgled. 
 
    “Lead on Jerome…I’m desperate to see this private place.” 
 
    We entered the golden glass transparent lift which rose silently up to the hidden terrace and when the doors opened we both gasped because the area was lightly illuminated and it was vastly impressive even at first glance. 
 
    There were various glass-fronted apartments and Jerome took us on a brief tour to show off elegant bedrooms and opulent bathrooms or showers before he pulled the transparent doors back on the central living area and sighed happily. 
 
    “This is my private home while my women live around me…” 
 
    He laughed smoothly. 
 
    “…Sometimes in my house, but sometimes in the spare apartments that are alongside if I need some space or private time to recover.” 
 
    Tilly showed she had drunk too much as she murmured. 
 
    “But not me…remember Jerome!”  
 
    He merely grinned without humour and gestured towards the atmospheric pool and large round dimly-lit whirlpool. 
 
    “Go and change then come and bathe with me and my friends in a few minutes as we often have a late night drink and a swim.” 
 
    We retreated to our fabulous rooms where I expected to unpack the cases but everything had already been taken care of and eventually Tilly slipped on a bright red full taut swimsuit and I put on blue trunks before we went out onto the wondrous terrace where Jerome was already in the swirling pool with two of his glamorous women. 
 
    Cheerily he waved a greeting. 
 
    “Come and join us.” 
 
    My wife and I slipped effortlessly inside the warm foaming water and saw Penny - the athletic blonde - in the main pool doing lengths while the duo of females by his side were in tiny revealing bikinis and sipping full sparkling glasses of champagne. 
 
    Jerome kissed them both briefly then grinned at me. 
 
    “You do the same to your woman…as here in the heavens the man is forever King.” 
 
    My arm slipped around my wife and I licked her succulent lips but revealingly they stayed tightly shut as if I had already exceeded my boundaries. 
 
    However, she was forced to accede a little to what was expected of a husband to his wife but it was just a passing slippery moment and soon we were just relaxing in the soothing but invigorating bubbles before Penny sauntered back in her usual languid female style and smiled at our black predatory host. 
 
    “Room for one more…?” 
 
    She splashed inside the endless eddies and flows then removed the tiny strappy bikini top and placed her blonde head below the water before coming up for air between his muscular thighs. 
 
    “…Penny needs feeding Jerry!” 
 
    He laughed at her rude craving and then easily removed the covering over the rounded breasts of Tina and Bernice - the other two females - who then rubbed their large creamy assets against him and giggled.  
 
    “And us!” 
 
    Jerome pulled himself out of the water and sat on a nearby chair then pulled one up beside him before chuckling to me.  
 
    “Sit here as it’s time for us Kings of all we purvey to graciously lord it over our weak subjects…” 
 
    In confusion I settled at his side while he whispered to the four women. 
 
    “…Line up Girls…”  
 
    His three concubines stood tantalisingly in front of him while Tilly nervously trod water beside them as he went on. 
 
    “…Bottoms to be removed Girls then take my shorts off...” 
 
    In seconds he was entirely bollock-naked along with his willing whores while this indescribably enormous cock the man possessed was sticking up vertically like a black pole as he turned to my wife. 
 
    “…It’s up to you if you want to strip but I insist that you take your husband’s swimming costume down then suck his cock just as he has assured me that you do…” 
 
    Already she or we were trapped by our stupid puerile subterfuge as in panic her trembling hands took off my shorts which sadly showed that my penis was shrivelled in trepidation or fear but Jerome seemed to comprehend my anxiety to perform in public and sighed helpfully. 
 
    “…Tell her to lick it William and I am certain with her perfect mouth around the flesh it will soon come back to life.” 
 
    I gazed at her with pleading eyes that seemed to say. 
 
    “Please Tilly just do it and keep us out of trouble.” 
 
    By this time Penny and Bernice were on Jerome’s prick sucking greedily at the bulbous circumcised head on the cock or the huge balls below, but my wife merely hesitated in shock and gabbled. 
 
    “I can’t and won’t be told what to do by you or him.” 
 
    Out benefactor glared then scolded her. 
 
    “You do it Bitch or I’ll make you!” 
 
    She shook her head determinedly and openly in utter refusal or denial then began to shiver but Jerome was in no mood for her duplicitous sly games and jumped up from the chair and grabbed her honeyed hair in a handful before squeezing it hard. 
 
    “Last chance Bitch; you tell me the truth of what had gone on between you?” 
 
    She was understandably terrified and I cried out to protect my wife 
 
    “Leave her Jerome, please.” 
 
    He ignored me entirely then forced my wife to the floor and waved his impressive cock in front of her stupefied face threateningly. 
 
    “Yes, tell me the truth, William, as I have trusted you and I don’t take kindly to liars.” 
 
    Tilly screamed at me in reflex and as if he had no right to usurp her role by telling me what to do. 
 
    “Don’t you dare say another word!” 
 
    In response Jerome picked up a pair of discarded bikini bottoms and quickly stuffed them in my wife’s gaping mouth to silence her vitriol once and for all then muttered frighteningly to his Girls. 
 
    “Tie her up…arms and legs and place the Bitch on a sun-bed.” 
 
    In seconds my wife was trussed up helplessly like some comely chicken before he addressed me again ever more directly, fiercely and purposefully. 
 
    “Ask Bernice what I did with her husband.” 
 
    The lanky brunette laughed colourlessly and mumbled without me saying a word. 
 
    “Sandy was unfortunately castrated within a couple of days as he did not respect Jerome or lacked respect and candour.” 
 
    Quite understandably this situation now had my undivided attention as the man took his chair once more then spoke softly but with real menace. 
 
    “So, tell me the entire story about you and Tilly and let me warn you…” 
 
    His voice lowered with malevolence. 
 
    “…Leave nothing out!” 
 
    He gestured to small, slender, short-haired, bright-blonde Tina who came to me and held my genitals it an excruciatingly firm grip and the underlying meaning was obvious as I whimpered then immediately began to confess all the tawdry details of my hapless relationship with my demanding wife. 
 
    Naturally Tilly struggled vainly against the secure bonds, but Jerome made Penny spank her bottom fiercely until she became quietened and I could continue to complete my sad, tragic little story. 
 
    It was a long and sorry tale and when it was done he sat back in the small solid chair and fixed his eyes upon me again and muttered testily. 
 
    “Do you enjoy how your wife treats you…?” 
 
    He smiled drolly as if what he said was a joke. 
 
    “…Because some men do?”   
 
    I had already revealed about the unfortunate fact of her unfairly making me wear feminine clothing when we went to bed to cum in and I shook my head firmly as if finally, I had someone on my side. 
 
    “No Jerome of course not, and like all husbands I wish to be the Master in our marriage.” 
 
    He clapped his hands loudly and laughed at my assured intention or pluck. 
 
    “And indeed you shall William, as for some reason I unusually sympathise and like you and will on this rare occasion in time provide a final chance for you to prove yourself because I shall take it upon myself to overcome Tilly and her wilful ways then set your rocky marital wagon back on the road…” 
 
    With that he walked over to my Love and stroked her glowing backside then teased her delicate chin before placing his thick but pulsing cock in front of her cute nose as if purposely or depravedly for my wife to smell his testosterone while smiling down at her helplessness. 
 
    “…You need to better understand your role in life as a woman, what a man needs or desires and your obligation in this regard…” 
 
    Her dark shiny eyes were wide in anxiety or terror but he merely smirked. 
 
    “…Soon you will surrender and serve me like my other girls…” 
 
    Although she could not move much, her head shook in abject wilfulness or hatred but Jerome disregarded this flash of temper and had Tina and Bernice begin to worship his cock while on their bended knees until it was like shimmering granite rock as he leaned back then sighed in anticipation to my wife. 
 
    “…It’s time you became acquainted with male…” 
 
   
  
 

 The tip of his gargantuan erection under continual assault from his whores then spontaneously poured swathes of thick, creamy, slimy semen over my wife’s traumatised face as it continued to flow in spurts or thick blobs before her entire facial skin was covered at which point he gently removed the underwear in her gasping mouth and sighed in gratification. 
 
    “…Nectar…now inhale the essence of male power or fertility then taste it and perhaps it will illuminate and enliven your senses?” 
 
    She spat at him but accidentally her tongue found many spics or specs of the insidious masculine fluid which she recoiled at then snarled. 
 
    “…You, Fucking Bastard…I hate you…all of you…how dare you do this to…” 
 
    Before Tilly could finish her virulent rant Penny had placed an actual black ball-gag in her crazed mouth and tied the strap around her head as Jerome simpered. 
 
    “When you act or react like a true woman then I will release you but until then your body and spiteful mouth will be restrained as unfortunately you must learn the hard way…” 
 
    With that his head made instruction to Bernice and Tina who slowly began to lap the slimy male deposits off her skin which caused my wife to grimace then moan lowly and for me to become erect as he noticed the base instinct and gestured to Penny.  
 
    “…Treat him like a man until he proves otherwise!” 
 
    Unbelievably I then felt this lofty lovely girl’s warm wet mouth capture my cock and I was so excited or ecstatic it erupted almost immediately as she willingly swallowed the hot small flow of fluid and smiled at Jerome as if she or I had done well. 
 
    “He’s very sweet.” 
 
    I nodded at him in real gratitude for such generosity but unnervingly his focus was back on my wife whose shocked face was glowing pink and now clear of all sperm as he whispered to all of his girls. 
 
    “Show her a bit of heaven, Ladies…” 
 
    The three young women started to gently kiss or stroke my Precious Love and run their expert hand or fingers along her many creases or crevices - that I had never had the privilege to explore - as she whimpered weakly while Jerome sighed. 
 
    “…Don’t you want to lose the bathing suit…the full covering you insist upon then be like my other females that enjoy being teased or touched…?” 
 
    Her head shook in furious denial but by now there were rigid expert fingers on the inverted lines of her pussy before Bernice pulled the thick taut material back of the suit to reveal it in all its mousy hairy glory as she flicked the tip of the vaginal line with a manicured red fingernail as if there was a secret switch there. 
 
    Tilly was obviously pressured or inflamed but she was mentally strong and would still not relent or submit as Jerome exhaled in amusement. 
 
    “…You will wear the same clothes as the other girls or continue to suffer exquisitely like this…nod if you agree.” 
 
    Her head was wheeling erratically and he removed the gag to let her breathe before she grunted in ire. 
 
    “Never, I’ll never do or wear what you demand…I’ll…” 
 
    As she tried to speak Penny devilishly rubbed his renewed erection right in front of my Love’s spitting lips as he laughed. 
 
    “Fuck, your stubbornness or fiery spirit is making this ever more arousing.” 
 
    My wife seemed completely distraught as she refused to take any part of him between her lips but merely watched in wide-eyed horror as this male rod of iron was skilfully brought to fruition to once more to smear her with masses of spermicidal pungent cream and this time some of it definitely went in her mouth as she gasped in hatred. 
 
    “You Bastard, Bastard!” 
 
    The white slippery juices were licked off in the same way as before by the other females but this time - while they caressed or probed her erogenous areas - there was more than a subtle tremor and a tremble of confused sensual emotion or reaction before Tilly seemed to lose energy and finally collapse onto the floor. 
 
    As if in a nightmare she opened her glazed eyes and stared at her tormentor completely undone at her obvious and revealing sexual reflex. 
 
    “This changes nothing…I will never comply.” 
 
    He chuckled at her fortitude, untied her cords and ball-gag then muttered mutely. 
 
    “Enough…go and change for bed and I will be in to see you shortly…” 
 
    There was no time to debate as we retreated to our room for safety or sanctuary where my wife quickly showered then put on a long cotton gown and I also washed then wore some normal male shorts before Jerome returned and - without asking her - picked up my wife by the scruff of her hair and laid her over his knees while perching on the precarious edge of the bed. 
 
    Then he raised the slight material of the negligee until her frilly panty-covered bottom was exposed and started to spank it gently but rhythmically as he spoke in further dire warning. 
 
    “…Accept you have no authority or power or I will gag you again…” 
 
    In spite of the suggestion she merely struggled and cursed him continually until the hateful black ball was back in her acrid mouth at which time he continued to correct her with his palm.  
 
    “…I will tie your legs tonight so William cannot fuck you as he must not do so until you have fully succumbed to my rule…” 
 
    Soon her limited supply of bile or energy had been dissipated then dissolved by the struggle as he placed hard cord on her ankles to tie them as promised then carefully removed the gag and glared at me. 
 
    “…If you wish to cum then do it over her face but do not put on the female clothing she has brought as it is demeaning instinct for a true man and if you do then I will be forced thereby to pursue another direction.” 
 
    He promptly departed curtly and I watched through the window as the three fragrant girls went with him into his apartment and felt my penis surge before turning to my wife who was already in bed where she grumbled aggressively to me. 
 
    “You, Stupid Weak Fuck telling him all about us and…” 
 
    Her body turned away from me. 
 
    “…If your cock comes anywhere near my lips I swear I’ll bite it off!” 
 
    Tilly was obviously fraught and exhausted therefore asleep in seconds but my giddy confounded mind and body was still raging and I was desperate for release. 
 
    Therefore, in spite of Jerome’s warning I put on the grey lacy female shorts in my wardrobe then masturbated at the back of my dormant wife to recent illicit disturbing memories that were impossible to collate or rationalise in my dazed head. 
 
    I climaxed quickly then removed the bottoms, feeling at last free of the physical tension that had consumed me for hours, before I kissed the back of my wife’s golden head and wondered what the morning would bring after the most insane of days. 
 
    The night took me to rest immediately and I was awoken by Penny who placed a tiny white bikini on the dressing table chair then spoke to my red-eyed partner. 
 
    “Jerome wants you dressed in this today as were going to the beach later and he wishes, or fact insists, you to look as we do…” 
 
    She laughed at her obvious distress. 
 
    “…Understand Tilly there is no option but to submit…” 
 
    Her grin then spread as she stared accusingly at her. 
 
    “…And I know you want to” 
 
    The cord was undone and Tilly was free to bathe but when she eventually joined the others for breakfast on the terrace her delicate body was covered once more in outrageous defiance by a full dark swimsuit under a towelling robe. 
 
    Jerome simply looked on without readable thought and when we had eaten he sighed meaningfully to my Love. 
 
    “You have displeased me again so…” 
 
    He drew the chair back and patted his thick thighs. 
 
    “…Let us continue your education and if you speak unkindly then be sure I will use the ball-gag…” 
 
    My Love meekly, helplessly lay face down over his legs before he raised the smooth material of the robe and provided two firm stinging slaps and only then allowing her to get up.  
 
    Jerome calmly drew his gross erection out of the trunks he was wearing and pushed Tilly roughly onto her knees before forcing her fragile shaking hands around the girth then exhaling crudely in direction. 
 
    “…Rub it off over you…or believe me there will be more punishment.” 
 
    Without enthusiasm my wife’s thin fingers pulled at this steely black rod as her mouth trembled in disgust. 
 
    “I’ll never comply willingly…this is all being unfairly forced upon me…you should be ashamed in pressuring me to do this…” 
 
    I admired her unbreakable resolve but as she spoke in denial of him her hand was already moving absentmindedly faster now on his vibrating prick before Jerome grabbed her soft scented hair and - as she cried - managed to place the peak of it just past her pouting lips before pouring his plentiful seed between them as she spluttered. 
 
    “…You Bastard…Bastard!” 
 
    She wiped her mouth dramatically with her arm in disgust but was forced to swallow what semen was already inside before he pulled her up and incredibly placed a stiff leather collar around her neck and connected the attached leash to a steel pole near to our apartment then muttered darkly 
 
    “We are going to the beach and a voyage around the island on my yacht while you can remain tethered here after your continual belligerence.” 
 
    Tilly snarled in humiliation. 
 
    “I’m not a dog!” 
 
    He walked away and laughed sarcastically in response. 
 
    “That is true because a dog knows his place and loves his Master.” 
 
    The girls all giggled at his quick mind or wit and we busied ourselves to leave when to my surprise my wife shouted weakly across to him. 
 
    “Don’t leave me alone like this Jerome…I’ll wear the outfit if you insist.” 
 
    Her Tormentor sauntered over to where she stood and stroked her lengthy silky honey-blonde hair lazily. 
 
    “Too little too late, Bitch…because I need you to truly want or wish to put on clothing to please me…or it is no fun!” 
 
    We vacated the upper area soon afterwards and heard her screams or howls of protest in the distance as, although she was safe and being watched discretely by staff, the isolation and tangible loss of power would have been uncomfortable and obviously difficult for my wife to handle. 
 
    I thought about her for a while but in some way things were transiently better without her around complaining all the time because the beach was fun, before the lunch on the waiting yacht was sublime, and - as if Jerome and I were best mates - he allowed petite, perky, busty Tina to provide a brief but divine blow-job on the way back into port. 
 
    When we eventually arrived home to the upper floors of the hotel in the late afternoon, my wife was strangely enfeebled or morose and when Jerome uncoupled the leash and pulled her towards him Tilly’s voice simpered without force. 
 
    “I didn’t like it alone…” 
 
    Almost automatically she fell at his feet then extracted the ever enraged penis from his shorts and held it tightly before whispering as if this girl on her knees was someone I did not know at all. 
 
    “…I’ll try my best and be more accommodating.” 
 
    Her hands drew him before inexplicably the peak of the cock slipped inside her gaping mouth as Penny helpfully sighed in support then drew my wife’s fragile gleaming head back and forward until it was actually sliding between her lips effortlessly. 
 
    “That’s it Tilly…all the way…” 
 
    She suckled him on her knees like one of his collection of mindless Girls and when he reached his orgasmic peak, Penny held Tilly’s cranium tightly against the pumping enlarged black flesh so my Love could disastrously swallow then wash it down while the tall blonde gurgled as she did so. 
 
    “…My goodness Tilly, you looked as if you needed that!” 
 
    My wife said nothing in response but the leather dog-collar was helpfully unbuckled then removed before she went straight into our apartment and reappeared a few minutes later in the tiny thong bikini before joining Jerome on the edge of the terrace where she posed provocatively right in front of him and scowled as if she barely knew her own mind. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    He pulled her into his arms where they kissed deeply then passionately and she did not object as he pulled her bottom tautly to compress against his obvious hard-on then murmured. 
 
    “Much better Tilly so let me give you a small treat.” 
 
    His fingers slipped wickedly within her flimsy bikini thong then obviously then inside her and in seconds she was writhing to his obnoxious but uncomfortably expert sensual touch before she violently vibrated in his strong arms and kissed him again before groaning, I hoped falsely. 
 
    “Oh, thank you Jerome…I’ve been so silly…it’s just a holiday after all!” 
 
    He laughed at her extreme flexible change of approach and pulled her engagingly towards the whirlpool. 
 
    “That’s the spirit, now we can relax for an hour before changing for dinner...” 
 
    All of the girls - along with my wife - sat around him while I settled on the outside of the female circle as he placed his strong arms around my Love on one side and Bernice on the other then exhaled tiredly. 
 
    “…I think we should all be naked…so pull my shorts off then you can disrobe as well...” 
 
    Naturally I still expected Tilly to react negatively but instead she improbably compliantly tugged the wet black costume off then removed her own fragile coverings like the other dumb females while I pulled off my own red swimming trunks and sat nervously just to watch as debased matters developed. 
 
    Tilly and Bernice were soon holding his huge vertical cock that pointed to the sky while mine barely broke through above the waterline and he allowed them to tease, play then suck it before gesturing towards my wife then me with his head and ultimately a generous movement of his omnipotent hand. 
 
    “…Suck your husband off…I want to see him and you happy.” 
 
    Unbelievably, simply at his comment, her divine sweet mouth - I had coveted for so long - fell over the penile tip of him as she mumbled in a display of revulsion or complaint. 
 
    “He’s so small and insignificant compared to you!” 
 
    Jerome’s firm vital body shivered in mirth but then he pulled her flaxen hair and grunted with his usual force. 
 
    “Do as you’re told because you will suck or fuck who I wish you to and right now I want you to provide William with the opportunity I promised…” 
 
    He twisted her tiny nipples as she wilted to the slight teasing. 
 
    “…Get on with it.” 
 
    With that my wife splashed over to me and kneeled between my open legs as I meekly whispered my sincere regret. 
 
    “Sorry Tilly…sorry this was not my idea!” 
 
    Her small pink mouth then consumed my hard but small erection while my wife’s dark eyes stared at me blandly as if in challenge before her mouth sucked it softly and gently. 
 
    My lower body juddered almost instantly while she swallowed the weak spurts of seminal fluid without uttering a sound as Jerome smirked and spoke in curiosity. 
 
    “This was the first time for your wife to serve you in this way?” 
 
    I nodded in the affirmative as he then worryingly showed unanticipated annoyance and disappointment with me. 
 
    “I have tried to treat you as a man but how dare you apologise to your wife for doing what is expected of a woman...?” 
 
    He drew himself up out of the water and sneered. 
 
    “…You seem to crave to be the slave not the Master and if I find this to be the case then you will surely get your wish because husbands sometimes desire this measly life but also need training in this regard.” 
 
    I countered quickly. 
 
    “Not me, Jerome, I swear…and I will prove this fact given the chance.” 
 
    The apparent absolute power in this distant dangerous land shrugged ambivalently and spoke to Tilly as he walked back to his room. 
 
    “Do not disappoint me with how you appear this evening as we are dining out and you know what is expected because until you return home you are mine to display and use for my entertainment …” 
 
    His evil eyes looked towards Penny then back to my wife. 
 
    “…There are appropriate dresses and lingerie in her room and one more thing…” 
 
    I felt as if I was the uncomfortable centre of his ire now. 
 
    “…There are no sexual favours to William without my express permission as I presume you are a virgin…?” 
 
    Tilly’s complexion glowed revealingly pink then red as he smiled. 
 
    “…Of course you are, given your acid mouth…well I wish to see the eventual act of domination or resolution when it occurs and will inevitably dictate the moment.” 
 
    She simply stood up from the warm pool to show him her fragrant pure bare skin with the curves or indents of her sublime form and shimmied in tension. 
 
    “That goes without saying Jerome…I am learning and from now on until I depart will not do anything without your permission.” 
 
    Then I watched Penny walk over to him and whisper something private in his ear as he smirked and looked my way inquisitively. 
 
    “Would you choose the finery and outfit for your wife William, please?” 
 
    It was hard to contain my enthusiasm for such a treat. 
 
    “Yes Jerome of course.” 
 
    My questionable masculinity automatically surged at the thought of preparing her and when we returned to our rooms - while Tilly bathed - I went with Penny and picked out a tiny tight red dress with a long intricate crotchet black garter, suspenders and stockings because she did not require a bra in this heat.   
 
    In my eagerness for this game I became impulsively hard in the shorts I had on and Penny, who was always aware and thoughtful, murmured to me in empathy. 
 
    “I get the impression you enjoy female clothing, as you mentioned in some positivity that your wife made you recently dress in such items for bed but…” 
 
    My beetroot face betrayed me as she laughed. 
 
    “…There is no sin in this…” 
 
    She casually threw me a couple of pairs of brightly coloured panties. 
 
    “…Wear these below your clothes and in bed because, as Jerome does not wish you to fuck Tilly, then you can cum as much as you want to.” 
 
    My shaky hands removed the wet costume and placed the cotton-nylon mix knickers over my swelling penis and grumbled nervously. 
 
    “I thought I was not allowed to?” 
 
    Penny waved her elegant arm dismissively. 
 
    “It’s our secret Baby…and you can trust me not to say anything…” 
 
    Outrageously she cupped my genitals softly in her palm and smiled while I gasped. 
 
    “…You go and get her ready for Jerome because she’ll surely have to suck him for her supper…!” 
 
    Spontaneously I filthily spurted extra blobs of sperm in the gusset as she patted my divinely covered ass. 
 
    “…That’s it let it out William…now move but don’t dress her until I get there because I want to ensure our new sister in depravity is perfectly and deliciously prepared for our Master.” 
 
    I groaned in disturbance but still carried the clothing back to our room using the material to cover my disgrace of wearing the stained panties and fortunately my wife was still in the bath as I placed the comely outfit on the bed then used the free shower to get ready for dinner. 
 
    When Tilly emerged from her cleansing I was wearing smart black trousers - secretly with fresh knickers below - a grey satin shirt above and immediately or sensually rubbed all of her precious places dry as had been our way for many days now. 
 
    Penny returned noiselessly through the unlocked door and then spoke to break my concentration as I worked. 
 
    “Have you worshipped her like this before?” 
 
    I was tenderly patting then rubbing the pink pure crease of her vagina as if it was solid sexual gold as I sighed meaningfully. 
 
    “Yes, yes…since we arrived here as this was a privilege she allowed me.” 
 
    Penny chuckled and simpered thoughtfully. 
 
    “How kind she is…well dress her William…put the waist garter on first…I’ll show then assist you…” 
 
    She demonstrated how to clip the fine sophisticated item into place and the method to roll the heavenly stockings up her milky legs before attaching the suspender to them until her fragrant hirsute pussy was framed in the black finery causing my grumble of desire as Penny’s voice rose liltingly. 
 
    “…Have you kissed her cunt?” 
 
    My head shook as Tilly began to tremble. 
 
    “No just soft butterfly pecks.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    I pressed my tight lips on and off the pristine aromatic pussy as Penny murmured then slid her fingertip at the top of the female line in direction. 
 
    “…Lick here…” 
 
    She sensed my hesitation and purposefully pushed my head forward a fraction before laughing. 
 
    “…Don’t be shy William, believe me the Bitch will like it…” 
 
    Suddenly I was lapping at the slightly raised unfamiliar spot under the fleshy hood of her vagina as my wife began to heave in response while I feasted on the developing wetness as Penny whispered. 
 
    “…Doesn’t that feel perfectly natural for you?” 
 
    In all my life I had never aroused any girl quite like this as I sputtered in amazement. 
 
    “Yes, yes it does.” 
 
    With her firm hand on my cranium I increased the pressure on my wife’s unexpectedly sensitive point until inexplicably a stream of heady orgasmic juices showered my shocked face as she quivered, shivered then shuddered in bliss as Penny gurgled in gratification 
 
    “Now dry her again and put on the panties and dress over her so Jerome can see just how much you love your wife…and clearly enjoy showing her off.” 
 
    In a genuine haze or hormonal daze, I carefully patted her clean then fresh and drew the tiny black knickers over the ankles then around her perfumed pussy before helping Tilly into the short red dress that barely covered her hips as she trembled imperceptibly and admired the comely reflection in the mirror before mumbling breathlessly.  
 
    “Fuck, my head and heart are pounding.” 
 
    With a splash of makeup, we all then walked out onto the terrace where Jerome and the other girls were waiting and when Tilly reached the handsome host - who was wearing a dark tailored suit with a white silk shirt - my wife drifted to her knees and murmured softly and without a vestige of the unruly girl she used to be. 
 
    “May I suck it?” 
 
    He leaned back and smiled as if enjoying his developing power over my bride 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Presumptuously her fingers gently withdrew the apparently irresistible living black rope from the trousers as she muttered with dry lips. 
 
    “I need to please and taste you.” 
 
    As my wife eagerly drew him with verve and without reservation his eyes found me as he smiled cruelly. 
 
    “All a woman needs are a strong hand and some strict discipline…it is simply what most crave even if they declare that is not the case…” 
 
    As if to prove his odious point, my wife moved her shimmering head ever faster as he held the sensual hair tightly before with a sudden grunt he moved his hips forward and injected his seed deep into her throat and belly as she held him fast in her mouth then swallowed hungrily while Jerome grinned. 
 
    “…Now nearly all is as it should be.” 
 
    In my disappointment or shame I turned away, partly not to witness any more depravity on my wife’s part but, also more probably to shield the sick fact I had furtively cum into the hidden soaking panties around me yet again in my perverse sexual fascination with her mercurial change of morality or fortune.  
 
    My wife then spritely picked herself up and pulled down the hem of her dress but it still barely covered her hips as our host slipped his hand under the insufficient material for modesty and stroked her uncovered ass as he cooed. 
 
    “Enjoying life now Bitch?” 
 
    In answer Tilly snuggled tightly into his chest and they kissed as her warm lithe body ground against him while she murmured provocatively. 
 
    “Yes, but I’m ready!” 
 
    He played dumb. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    Her crotch rode without introspection or shame against his unbelievably reawakened erection. 
 
    “You know…you know what I want.” 
 
    Jerome laughed at her awakening primitive instincts and pressed her back merely to assist in tormenting her senses. 
 
    “When I am ready Bitch; as I am still training you…” 
 
    He drew breath in thought. 
 
    “…And I did say I would give your husband a final opportunity.” 
 
    I could tell she felt belittled or snubbed but meekly remained mute then followed the crowd - as I did - down to a waiting limousine where we clambered into the back of the private smoked-glass vehicle as we drove off to a restaurant somewhere in the high hills that was about a half-hour drive. 
 
    Once on the road, Bernice - who was wearing a tiny white dress - leaned over to Jerome, removed then sucked his raging cock and drew up her hem to reveal she was wearing tan stockings but no knickers as she giggled vacuously. 
 
    “Let’s play ride the rocket, Baby.” 
 
    Dirtily she straddled his hard ebony flesh while I watched transfixed as his black spear slid up easily inside her tight manicured brown trimmed pussy until she quickly reached bliss before Tiny Tina then salaciously did the same to also show that depravedly, panties were not part of their wardrobe. 
 
    With her satisfied, Penny then took the chance for fun but her athletic motions and gyrations proved more than even this iron man could deal with and after frantic jerking on her part Jerome ejaculated his sickly seed inside her bald smooth pussy before Penny flopped on the seat beside him with her legs asunder and her just-fucked uncovered cunt leaking plentiful sperm. 
 
    Cheekily she then stared at me and whispered teasingly. 
 
    “I need someone to clean and dry me…” 
 
    She smiled and reminded me what I had been taught so recently. 
 
    “…Get on with it, William, you know you want to and I’ve shown you how…” 
 
    Impossibly my base impulses overwhelmed whatever logic or propriety I had left as I kneeled in the dimness and pressed my soft sodden tongue to the wetness as she stroked my flat hair and simpered softly. 
 
    “…Let me tell you William that fucking a Stud is great but all girls enjoy and appreciate a man that slowly or quietly licks them out as its so…” 
 
    Improbably after drawing up the gooey creamy mucky fluid I accidentally found her clitoral rise - as with my wife earlier - and flicked then licked it incessantly to another audible high before she fell back dramatically again and exhaled in glee. 
 
    “…Relaxing…oh Tilly you are lucky to have a husband like him as if my Ex would have done this he might still have been here with me.” 
 
    Everyone laughed and fortunately for me the car was slowing down at our rarefied destination in the mountains and I alighted with the group not wishing to look anyone directly in the eye for my misdeeds but surprisingly no one uttered a critical word other than to mention how talented or skilled I was. 
 
    Even Tilly seemed amused or engaged while lingering around Jerome as if he was honey and she was the busy bee with the sweetest most erotic tooth. 
 
    There were many friends of our omnipotent guide at the restaurant and he allowed his Girls - of which Tilly apparently was now one - to dance with various men as if they were treats to be passed around and after the meal my wife could be seen grinding against a handsome solidly built black male who murmured to Jerome when he returned her to the communal table. 
 
    “Let me have her!” 
 
    Jerome just waved his wrist limply or wearily and smiled. 
 
    “In time Danny…and only if you come up with that contract I’ve been waiting for.” 
 
    He wandered away disappointedly and, as if Tilly had no self-respect remaining in her soul, she sidled up to him and spoke quietly but loud enough for us all to hear.  
 
    “I need to know about sex, Jerome…don’t you wish to show me…as I don’t want to be a virgin and wait anymore.” 
 
    He kissed her deeply and stroked her uncovered breasts through the flimsy open cups of the dress then slid his hand under the hem of it and obviously found her wet and wanton as he muttered. 
 
    “When I am sure you are entirely broken or tamed, Tilly…” 
 
    She gasped for breath as his fingers brought her speedily to climatic heaven before she seemed to dissolve and flop against him in ecstasy. 
 
    “…We will surely discuss it tomorrow.” 
 
    With that troublesome point decided there was much further drinking and dancing before late into the night we merrily took the car back and, upon reaching our home from home, Bernice and Tina went into Jerome’s private area while Penny helped me with my wife who was definitely inebriated or worse for wear. 
 
    My new lanky but lovely intimate blonde friend smiled genially at me and murmured. 
 
    “Strip your wife and put her in this…” 
 
    She handed me a pale sheer blue negligee with matching panties as I removed the creased crumpled dress and fine underwear from my Love’s fair skin before placing the soft lace and nylon around her skin and leaving her on the sheets. 
 
    Once Tilly was dozing, Penny gazed at me and sighed crassly but knowingly.  
 
    “Did you enjoy licking my cunt…?” 
 
    My head nodded pathetically and she lifted her dress a fraction to revel the perfect crease below her pretty blonde down of hair once more and chuckled. 
 
    “…Good, well do it again William and make me cum as I’m feeling extremely horny…” 
 
    Perhaps I should have refused but I had grown to like and trust Penny in the short time we had been together and as my wife was unconscious I kneeled then suckled at thin sensual aromatic female line as she absentmindedly stroked my head. 
 
    “…Good Boy, William, lick deeply and take pride in this service then learn to love providing this pleasure…”  
 
    I used my mouth as she asked or commanded until eventually the girl shivered then shuddered to orgasmic delight and patted my cranium once again before gesturing to the small but patent erection in my trousers. 
 
    “…Clothes off you Bad Boy and show me how you find relief when your naughty wife denies you sex…” 
 
    I stripped to my saturated knickers then lay beside Tilly who was atop the sheets before pressing my hips just against her warm bottom and climaxing quickly, given that I was so uncontrollably excited by everything decadently happening around me at breakneck speed. 
 
    Penny watched me finish and dirtily disgracefully stain the panties then simpered. 
 
    “…You do get off on this William how many occasions have you cum?” 
 
    My foolish face grinned while I shrugged. 
 
    “I don’t know…maybe five or six times?” 
 
    In sudden exhaustion I yawned as she moved towards the door then smirked. 
 
    “I’ll be here in the morning to wake you and if you need more release then fill the knickers with your seed, as that is what they are around you for, and dry hump your wife as much as you need to...” 
 
    Her blue eyes were accusing and intuitive. 
 
    “…As I know you would never do it for real would you!” 
 
    Instinctively I thought her comment was cutting or uncalled for because naturally I would never take advantage of Tilly without permission, but I was too fatigued or tipsy to think straight and simply snuggled at the back of my partner then was asleep before I realised. 
 
    In the morning I woke up first and when I recalled the sullied adventures of the previous day I became physically alive one more and even though my Love was still separated from the world, sordidly and shamefully I rubbed my stiff small cock silently to fruition against her sublime ass simply or selfishly to clear my grubby head. 
 
    Then I heard footsteps on the tiles and turned to see Penny - dressed in just a tiny white thong bikini - quietly, stealthily observing me but she just chuckled without any obvious side. 
 
    “Go to breakfast as you are, because everyone is waiting and I will get Tilly to join us in a few moments because I think Jerome has plans today. 
 
    Without the slightest sense of self-awareness at my truly bizarre state of dress I took my seat with the others at the table - under the large canopy - in the stained, crusty and sticky knickers then helped myself to the fresh food from the silver dishes at the side because I was famished.  
 
    Tilly then joined us in the fragrant lingerie I had covered her with last evening and was unexpectedly full of energy along with good humour as she drank cold, fresh orange juice and nibbled on sweet bread presumably to prepare herself with sufficient vim for another day that would undoubtedly evolve with more of the familiar ongoing degrading games. 
 
    However, when the food had been consumed and the early sun began to warm the luxurious secluded terrace, the owner of all this opulence settled in his chair and wagged his smallest finger at my wife in direction. 
 
    Tilly got up and moved obediently to his side where he casually stroked her naked bottom below the short negligee and sighed. 
 
    “Are you content to follow my lead while you are here…or is your compliance merely for show because I have unreasonably forced then placed you under my will?” 
 
    She shivered then leaned down and licked his soft plump lips before they shared an intimate French kiss while her voice simpered.  
 
    “No Jerome…in some ways I was fighting myself because I wanted you or this from the beginning and…” 
 
    Her face flushed pink as she pulled his hand to her female mound covered only by tiny blue knickers then grumbled.  
 
    “…I’m ready to give myself to you entirely…” 
 
    With that the Bastard tugged the soft slinky material down to expose her celestial pubic hair then ran his fine fingertips over her sensual pink centre as she groaned. 
 
    “…I’ll obey you Jerome but please don’t make me wait any longer as I want to become a woman and know what it feels like to be fucked…” 
 
    Solid dark fingers slid in and out of the developing aperture as she bent her knees outwards and exhaled weakly. 
 
    “…Please…I will be like your other girls but don’t deny me what I need.” 
 
    In spite of this plea he teasingly drew his hand back from her body and murmured purposefully. 
 
    “Before I complete your entire submission then I feel we owe your husband a final opportunity to be the man we both hoped he was and just as promised…” 
 
    She blinked impassively then glared at me as if this was all my fault while he smiled and continued. 
 
    “…I am obliged to give him the final chance to have you.” 
 
    To my incredulity Tilly nodded her head timidly and answered without energy. 
 
    “If that is what you wish Jerome then, just as I have declared, my body while it is here belongs to you.” 
 
    He grinned in appreciation of her emerging obedience or duty to him and she stood still as his calm hands removed the panties entirely then meekly placed her prostrate on the nearby sun-bed as he demanded, with her perfect bottom pointed directly at me.   
 
    Then I was in the proverbial spotlight as he sighed with some exasperation as if his obligation to me was an irritation. 
 
    “So, what are we to do with you William…?” 
 
    I physically withered under his stare. 
 
    “…Your claim is that you wish to be a man yet you wear female panties and masturbate constantly into them instead of your wife who as you see is sorely desirous for penetration and fornication.” 
 
    His black eyes glanced at the tall blonde and Penny gurgled then commented unhelpfully if not unexpectedly in the betrayal of my confidence. 
 
    “William is a special husband that gets excited at the mere thought of his wife’s infidelity and has all of the instincts to be a perfect slave for the stronger females around him…” 
 
    Her high voice sounded out confidently in the clear salty morning air. 
 
    “…I recognised this early on and could in time train him to be useful in this regard.” 
 
    In anger I blurted out in defence of my debateable honour. 
 
    “That’s not true…I’m only wearing these knickers because she told me to.” 
 
    Penny laughed out loud and sniggered. 
 
    “Look how he has soiled them in his overwhelming compulsion to watch his wife be fouled or defiled…” 
 
    Her pink pouting lips were brutal. 
 
    “…He wants you and other men to fuck Tilly in a way he never could while watching on and then serving her with his mouth as he showed with us both.” 
 
    Once more I shouted out in denial and perhaps misplaced belief in my place in the world of men. 
 
    “That’s not true, not true, you said that I would be granted the chance to prove that it’s not the case…you said you would!” 
 
    Jerome listened then was quiet for a moment in serious silent thought or contemplation before speaking sagely if not generously. 
 
    “OK William what you say is correct…” 
 
    He pointed at Tilly waiting bent over on the bed and sighed in tension. 
 
    “…Your wife is ready and willing so if you can enter and fuck the Bitch then as I stated I will not touch her…” 
 
    My heart leapt but then fell as he went on. 
 
    “…But if you fail and wet your panties instead of her womb, then I will give you three choices, as your vanquished wife will surely be mine and get the carnal treatment she deserves for the remainder of the stay.” 
 
    I was terrified but strangely aroused as I whined anxiously. 
 
    “What will such options be?” 
 
    He smirked wickedly. 
 
    “You may leave today or become castrated and remain or…” 
 
    His head glanced at Penny and exhaled tiredly as if my potential life ahead was already too much trouble to talk about. 
 
    “…You explain it to him.” 
 
    The lofty horrid blonde girl walked over to me and patted my panty covered ass. 
 
    “You will be trained to be my slave then a servant to all of the girls here including your wife and when I am content with your abilities you shall spend your days and nights providing service or sensual delights with your tongue or hands because Jerome cannot be expected to satisfy us all every moment of the day…” 
 
    Even in my torment her words made me pulsate into hardness as I stared at my wife’s bottom and open thighs before moving towards her to take my husbandly place or right but Penny kept talking and distracting me and my pure purpose. 
 
    “…Fuck the Cunt if you can but, I know you would rather see her on top of Jerome’s huge cock as she rides it up and down…fucking that tight virgin pussy in a way that has forever been beyond your grasp or wilfully denied to you by the Bitch…”  
 
    I was right behind my wife now with a raging hard-on but Penny was still unsettling me with discomforting words or sordid descriptions of what was possibly to come. 
 
    “…Don’t you want to see her suffer…like she’s made you suffer…as the black, all powerful thick elongated cock slides in then out and back again endlessly repeating …?” 
 
    My filthy inner mind’s-eye could see it all in fetid erotic colourful fantasy detail as dramatically my penis erupted - what fluid I had left in my unstable balls - into the soft sensual gusset while she simpered. 
 
    “…Good Boy…now on your knees and lick her cunt then ass and admit what you long to witness…” 
 
    It seemed as if my watery legs had no strength and I fell to the floor as Penny pressed my mouth to my wife’s heated flowing rear vagina and snapped sadistically. 
 
    “…Don’t feel badly William because this is what you were meant for…now make her very, very wet down there and tell Tilly you love her.” 
 
    My tongue ran effortlessly along the slit of her sopping vaginal crease as I surged in desire. 
 
    “I do love you.” 
 
    Penny gurgled and pulled my blonde hair fiercely. 
 
    “Confess that you want to watch her being fucked by Jerome then lick the plentiful warm slimy spunk out of her pussy…” 
 
    My mouth was already full of her succulent viscous juices as the odious girl holding me slapped my head gently. 
 
    “…Fucking tell her!” 
 
    As much as I did not wish to admit such a terrible demeaning fact I found myself mumbling weakly as I suckled her sodden pumping vaginal line. 
 
    “Yes, yes…I do want to see…I do…fuck it’s time she got it…the teasing Bitch…get it good!” 
 
    With that terrible contemptible admission Penny pulled me back until I could see Tilly’s perfect ass once more and the saturated female invert of her as I quivered before Jerome settled within his comfortable armchair then glared at me. 
 
    “Oh, Dear William it seems you have been lying to me all this time…” 
 
    I was now haplessly kneeling before him in pretty panties which were utterly full and smeared with guilty deposits of my disgrace or perverse nature and I looked down in ignominy as he went on. 
 
    “…Penny could sense you were a probable Sissy and Cuckold then told me but, I did not believe it as you had assured me otherwise…” 
 
    He appeared angry and I fell silent in fear of him. 
 
    “…Therefore, I am not prepared to allow you to leave and I think castration is in order as I cannot trust you around my women…” 
 
    His evil dark eyes observed my Love still meekly collapsed and shaking on the bed with her body ready and merely waiting for him to defile. 
 
    “…So, I will ring the doctor now as the process is prompt and fairly painless.” 
 
    In terror I turned to Penny and pleaded for my very life. 
 
    “Please help me…I don’t want to lose my manhood.” 
 
    She smiled dryly as if it was already too late to save me then spoke drolly. 
 
    “No, William, this is for the best, otherwise you would have to become an obedient permanent slave to all of the girls here and if you lose the genitals now then it might cause you less humiliation and distress in the long run.” 
 
    Instinctively I fell fully to the warm floor and began to whine in abject terror. 
 
    “Please Penny…you said you could train me…I will do anything but don’t let him cut and emasculate me.” 
 
    She opened her toned thighs a fraction and in desperation I shuffled on my knees to where she stood then pressed my mouth to the evocative mound and kissed it gently before her fine fingers drew the slight material of the bikini back a fraction to allow me to lick her familiar pussy as she murmured. 
 
    “Oh William, you do have such admirable instincts…lick me deeply and swear you will follow my command absolutely and I may make an entreaty to Jerome on your behalf…” 
 
    My tongue adored and teased her with all the limited experience I had for such rude lewd acts until she rubbed directly against my mouth and used my perverse pressure to fuck herself as she gurgled. 
 
    “…Swear you will obey me you Fucking, Bitch Boy!” 
 
    I spluttered in helplessness as she swiftly shuddered then shook to an orgasm as I pathetically committed myself to this depravity while I was here in this surreal barbaric and primitive place. 
 
    “Yes, whatever you wish or tell me…I swear it!” 
 
    Her hand then gently stroked my fair hair as she finally sighed in satisfaction to the obtuse Boss. 
 
    “Leave the Cuckold to me then I will educate him in his duties and take responsibility.” 
 
    He nodded and murmured in apparently crazy but sage judgement of my immediate fate. 
 
    “So be it…” 
 
    With that comment he removed the black trunks he was wearing to leave his cock sticking-up vertically in all its power and glory and smiled. 
 
    “…Now bring his wife to me as she and I have waited long enough.” 
 
    Penny pushed me away then made me take Tilly’s vibrating fingers and drag my Love’s listless body over to where he was, as the terrifying blonde’s mouth twisted then grinned. 
 
    “Take her panties off and help your wife straddle over his cock so it is leaning on her curved belly…” 
 
    Immediately I placed her quivering thighs either side of his muscular lower legs until the enormous erection was pressing on her ivory skin which made Tilly audibly whimper before Penny grumbled on. 
 
    “…Move her hips into place then take the tip of the penis in your hand and guide it helpfully home.” 
 
    My throat gasped in dryness but in spite of my disgust or revulsion I angled my wife’s delicate bones then brought the tip of his gargantuan cock to the flat wet entrance of her pussy then could only look on with excruciating pain as Tilly exhaled and slowly dropped her precious slight hips down to agonisingly capture him and instantly lose her virginity in the process then groan in sheer rude delight while doing so. 
 
    “Fuck…Oh fuck…Jerome…Fuck you Big Bastard…” 
 
    Impossibly in seconds he was sliding and gliding effortlessly then fully inside her cunt as she accommodatingly used muscles that seemed to clench against the thickness and make her wriggle in passion. 
 
    “…Oh Jerome…I never understood…what my sister and mother did…” 
 
    She slowly and purposely slid back to the whole length of the solidity then returned and repeated before my wife was sorely fucking herself against the rigidity while crying out in disbelief. 
 
    “…Until now…Oh fuck how divine…fuck, fuck…I am actually being fucked!” 
 
    Her motion or movement became increasingly unpredictable as she pushed or juggled then jerked erratically on top of him before he stopped her still for a moment and glared meaningfully at me. 
 
    “Take her top off.” 
 
    My hands pulled off the flimsy negligee instantly before his soft mouth fell upon her tiny hard nipples as they both began to writhe again or against each other in madness as my Love spiralled and screamed in apparent dirty compulsion. 
 
    “Now Jerome now…make me a…” 
 
    Her delicate hips melded with him as her lower body welcomed the first flows of sperm before she held his arms and eventually shuddering in the visible and audible flow or glow of a climax through copulation, and still relishing the physical connection that still existed between them. 
 
    “…Woman…Oh Jerome…I am surely yours” 
 
     His voice laughed in the electric moment and undeniable thrill of the victory. 
 
    “You were from the first moment I saw you…” 
 
    He gently moved her around as if she was some mere plaything until my wife was facing the other way and impossibly he was already hard once more as she sat on his elongated thickness before starting the fetid process all over and tormented her mercilessly while doing so. 
 
    “…A woman just requires…a firm hand and a big cock.” 
 
    Tilly’s only response was to jump instinctively in bliss on his stiffness like some mindless feckless bimbo and then close her eyes as if to concentrate on her own sordid sexual needs or desires until their pace became manic and he finally injected her with more plentiful pungent semen while she vibrated in the obvious addictive pleasure of receiving the filthy fluidic gift. 
 
    Then they were thankfully done and Jerome rose and lightly lifted then placed my Love on her original sun-bed where she spread her dreamy creamy thighs wide to show everyone what a very naughty and lucky girl she had become as Penny chuckled. 
 
    “Lick your wife out William and tell her how much you love her but…” 
 
    Her palm pressed the shameful hardness in my knickers as she laughed. 
 
    “…But please now you are a menial, lose the small erection first…” 
 
    To her slight pressure I haplessly jerked the drops of rushing sperm that had built up in my tight tiny balls - due to witnessing this lurid tragedy - then obediently moved my giddy head to the aromatic centre of my wife’s leaking inflamed cunt and began lapping at the milky white deposits everywhere as Penny stroked my hair and gurgled. 
 
    “…Do a good job William as shortly we will all expect this much appreciated service.” 
 
    As Jerome walked away - presumably to recover - the girls quickly took their positions for a morning’s sunbathing but I barely noticed as I was so concentrated on licking Tilly’s saturated crease before she gradually shivered and shuddered to another less audible climax although she seemed in no great rush to get there. 
 
    Then my wife settled tiredly on her supple soft bed before dozing nakedly like an innocent baby before Penny pulled my hair again then grumbled quietly. 
 
    “You better come with me William as we need to have a little chat...” 
 
    Meekly I followed her into the room she shared intermittently with the other girls where this undoubted Demoness sat on a high chair then addressed me with a severe tone. 
 
    “…Do you understand your position here now?” 
 
    Visions of me losing my genitals span in my heated alarmed brain as I withered and whined not wishing to make a mistake. 
 
    “Yes Penny, I am here to serve you and the other girls until I leave.” 
 
    She laughed softly. 
 
    “Oh William, you make it all sound like such a bind but, I know that it is far more than that to a Sissy Boy like you…” 
 
    She stared at me or through me as if she knew my disturbed mind better than I did. 
 
    “…Pull your dirty panties off and let me see you…” 
 
    In great shame I removed the smeared or stained underwear and stood entirely uncovered before this tall powerful young woman who stared and smiled dryly. 
 
    “…You will carry out my instruction and orders to the letter… understand?” 
 
    “Yes Penny.” 
 
    Her lips curled up at the edges as she spoke pointedly. 
 
    “You will dress in panties or knickers at all times which will enable you to have a sexual rush safely then demonstrate to all, who are here or come here, that you are a cuckold or a slave and have lost your wife to Jerome…” 
 
    To my disconcertion my penis pulsed in perverse reaction to this terrible fact as she painted a debilitating perverse picture 
 
    “…Tilly is just a Whore here like me and the other girls but you will not criticise or judge her or anyone because you enjoyed seeing her taken …didn’t you…?” 
 
    Inexplicably I became rock hard as she gurgled and threw me a pair of ruffled cream knickers by her side. 
 
    “…I think that fact is obvious but cover yourself up as you will not be permitted to masturbate in front of us…” 
 
    My base reflex was to touch myself but I held back put on the soft and arousing underwear and merely ached as she smiled. 
 
    “…Any questions…?” 
 
    My head shook or swirled because I was almost over the sexual edge while she went on. 
 
    “…Good, so we clearly understand each other and your true duties here are simply to do as you are told without argument or delay…” 
 
    She spread her legs a fraction and sighed in feminine need. 
 
    “…Kneel down…pull off my bottoms and lick me very gently as I did enjoy seeing your virginal wife defiled so wonderfully…” 
 
    In seconds I had drawn off the thong bikini and ran my salivating tongue along her fine crease as she groaned in delight. 
 
    “…All of us need a capable slave because the heat along with the men make us horny all the time and given that your wife will be the centre of Jerome’s primitive attention for a while you will be required to ease our feminine wants…” 
 
    Suddenly I spurted in the gusset of the fresh panties before Penny leaned up placed her fingers around my limp penis and wiped the white viscous fluid on her bald pussy and laughed. 
 
    “…You are a Sick Little Fuck so bring me off and I will put you to work.” 
 
    Penny settled again and savoured my mouth on her most subtle sensitive private parts but inevitably she shuddered and released a tiny fountain of excited cum over me and after I had dried and put her bottoms back on she took me back out into the sunshine and mumbled to my wife who was half-asleep. 
 
    “Why not have a shower and freshen up Tilly…?” 
 
    My wife blinked, as if she could barely stand up, but seemed to come around slowly as Penny continued. 
 
    “…Bear in mind that William is a mere servant now so show him no regard or respect as he will merely act as a personal assistant while you remain with us.”  
 
    In her own good time, my wife then ambled nakedly to our room before Penny disappeared and returned with a fresh white bikini and smiled wanly at me. 
 
    “Dry and prepare her for the day ahead and then return when you’re ready, as it’s going to be extremely hot later.” 
 
    Tilly walked ahead of me and was already in the shower when I arrived in the room as I placed the tiny costume on the bed and took a towel from the other en-suite in readiness to dry her. 
 
    Eventually my wife came back in smelling absolutely divine and utterly unabashedly naked apart from speckled droplets of water as I automatically began to pat her skin while she shivered slightly and let me rub her recently soiled vagina very lightly.   
 
    My lips groaned in bemusement as I laboured and she looked down on me then sighed in some compassion. 
 
    “Poor Darling but you need to appreciate that I have no choice but to allow Jerome to have his wicked way with me…” 
 
    Her warm skin seemed so scented and soft and I groaned in desire as she went on.  
 
    “…Obviously I’m not enjoying any of this but it’s better than you being castrated and I must admit…” 
 
    I shuddered in fear while my tongue found its way onto her female line as she gurgled. 
 
    “…Sex is far more interesting than I expected and…” 
 
    Her dark eyes looked downwards at me licking her pussy gently and became swiftly distracted from her original thoughts. 
 
    “…Oh Darling, that is very nice…and this is something we can share while Jerome has his way with me over the next few weeks…” 
 
    She giggled perhaps unkindly. 
 
    “…When it will undoubtedly be full of lots of cum which you can suckle then eat…” 
 
    Her hands impulsively pulled my head deeply into her mound in a sudden obvious urge to climax until her whole body vibrated in orgasmic bliss and she exhaled. 
 
    “…Which you clearly seem to unexpectedly enjoy…” 
 
    I realised that I had unfortunately ejaculated once more into my knickers - in confirmation of this shameful fact - while Tilly eased the previously violent movements of her cunt against my mouth as if she was relishing the slighter pressure on her way down from her high. 
 
    “…We will have to deal with this together but please understand that if I am cutting, cruel or dismissive with you, it is just how Penny wishes or expects me to act…” 
 
    Her hand pressed me away as she straightened up to allow me to dry her weeping vagina once more and grumbled haughtily. 
 
    “…Do a thorough job Darling…” 
 
    I did so until she was pristine or perfect then her voice sighed in contentment. 
 
    “…Put the bottoms on…” 
 
    My fingers reached for the bikini and drew the miniscule material around her honeyed pussy that barely contained her pubic hair. 
 
    “…Now the top…” 
 
    It fitted deliciously over her plump breasts and she simpered mischievously. 
 
    “…Now kiss my Ass…in fact lick along the line of the thong at the back.” 
 
    Without thinking I did so and she pushed back in delight to the moist tension then laughed. 
 
    “…Oh Darling, I quite enjoy you being a slave but…” 
 
    She turned then glanced at me judgementally. 
 
    “…Please change your knickers again because I must insist you take some pride in your appearance…” 
 
    Tilly threw back her long hair that was becoming divinely bleached by the sun and began to march towards the glass door. 
 
    “…Penny informs me there is a whole drawer of panties in her room that you can use.” 
 
    Obviously I was being systematically humiliated but, in spite of that awful reality, my unstable penis seemed to be igniting spontaneously to all types of mucky thoughts as if I was actually enjoying this unbelievable and deviant experience. 
 
    It was understandably impossible to think straight and - as my wife suggested - I merely tidied myself up, put on fresh plain sheer underwear with a fancy frill on the front and then went out into the private lofty terrace to undoubtedly endure further ongoing ignominy. 
 
    The inexplicably clear and obvious thing - especially in these fine tactile panties - was that my small penis was again pulsing to firmness just at the mere thought of the day ahead serving four delectable girls, and although I tried to contain my irrational head, such sheer acts of will were well beyond my abilities to collate or control.  
 
    Therefore, stoically all I could do was take my place about the quartet of women as they lounged silently in the sun or the shade and began my role as a servile satellite around them to provide whatever their needs or whims were at any given time. 
 
    This was mainly food or drink that I dutifully fetched from the bar as the girls basked in the sun before small petite Tina turned onto her back and mumbled almost in a whisper. 
 
    “Rub some oil in me William will you…?” 
 
    There was a small full bottle beside her on a table and obediently I crouched down then slowly kneaded the slippery fluid into her shoulders then back before her voice whispered as if she was dreaming. 
 
    “…Undo the bra please…and pull it off I don’t like lines….” 
 
    Automatically I did as she required then in time finished her entire spine before I was at her backside and, because I did not know my or her boundaries, I then moved to rub her ankles legs then thighs before I was back with my fingers on her ass as she chuckled at my vacillation 
 
    “…Pull back the thong and oil my anal entrance with your tongue because I need to keep if moist as Jerome often fucks me there...” 
 
    I would mention in passing that I noticed my wife glancing over in apparent interest but I could not refuse any requirement if I wished to retain any questionable hold on my manhood and I poured drops of the viscous liquid on my tongue as she ordered then slowly let it worm its way up her tight backside as she shivered and groaned. 
 
    “…That fucking divine…fuck it so nice to have a male servant doing this…” 
 
    My mouth laboured for many minutes in the heated musky aromatic centre before her hand pushed me away and she turned over onto her back then spread her legs a little before sighing. 
 
    “…Starting at the top work your way down; that’s the idea…” 
 
    I was lightly pressing her substantial shapely breasts and sensitive thick nipples before oiling the arms then belly then taking safety in her feet, calves and thighs until the only part I had not moistened was beneath the tiny white material of the bikini.  
 
    She sensed my further hesitation and grumbled. 
 
    “…Tug it off Silly and see what a Sissy Boy like you can never have…” 
 
    Reluctantly I drew the bikini from her lower body to reveal a perfect pink partially shaven vagina with a heavenly crease as she saw my small bulge and laughed salaciously. 
 
    “…Jerk it over my mound…then lick it off, oil me and bring me to heaven at the same time…” 
 
    She parted her thighs wide encouraging me to kneel between them as she giggled. 
 
    “…Pull your panties down William…now rub your hard tiny prick and think you will be doing this for all of us over the next few weeks...” 
 
    By now the other girls were all watching my humbling but as I caught Tilly’s curious judgemental eye I spurted weak miniscule blobs of sperm over Tina’s inverted line while she shrieked in delight and then leaned back. 
 
    “…Now you can lick it off but put more oil on your tongue and fucking get me off because I am very, very hot!” 
 
    Without any option I lapped at my own sickly slimy fluid before working on her delicious pussy and instinctively applied pressure on the appropriate erogenous points before Tina suddenly shuddered in glory then lay weakly before I felt my hair being pulled back and as I was taken away from her secret treasure I heard the sound of Jerome’s stern voice. 
 
    “I see the girls are keeping you busy…but you’re not finished with her yet…” 
 
    His body then fell upon the slight girl like a starving tiger upon vulnerable prey as Jerome’s enormous cock slipped inside her prepared cunt so effortlessly and easily while he gurgled. 
 
    “…Always teasing Tina…Dirty Girl…it’s a good job you have me to keep you in line…” 
 
    She could only open up her body then gasp or groan as he took her with incredibly force over and over again in the shortest space or time before placing the girl on her bended knees and demonstrating - quite disgustingly - that she indeed truly loved being foully fucked in the ass! 
 
    The raucous movements of their fornication were brutish, physical and with dynamic purpose as Jerome held the slight girl’s hips tightly before ultimately spurting inside her anal entrance at which point he relaxed back and made Tina continue to maintain her prone submissive position then smiled at me in debased humour. 
 
    “…That’s how you control a woman, William now clean her up, as before long you’ll be doing the same for your filthy wife for she is still yet to feel my full power.” 
 
    Pathetically that’s exactly what I did while he went to relax under his shady grand bed once more until the private parts of this petite young woman were pure or even perfect and she sleepily reclined naked on her back then barely spoke to me at all.   
 
    It appeared I was indeed truly a mere servant to be used for every type of mucky or depraved service and as the course of the morning wore on I oiled each of the nude or semi-nude girls in exactly the same demeaning way as they baked and soaked up the oppressive heat. 
 
    I would mention that the degenerate or servile labours were surely indecent on my part but it would be fair to also say that I inexplicably made each young woman - including my wife - cum on my tongue and took a true sense of secret achievement in managing to do so. 
 
    Tilly, when I had finished with her sexual centre was incredibly aroused or aflame and as I merely watched on hopelessly she went over to Jerome - who was merrily snoozing between calls on his phone - and shimmied beneath his umbrella before teasing her white flimsy bottoms to the floor and grumbling. 
 
    “Let me lay beside you…” 
 
    It was not a question that required a response as she moved close to his thighs and obscenely pulled off the dark long trunks before immediately sucking his already elongated black cock as her lips sputtered. 
 
    “…I’m overheating and need something long and cool.” 
 
    Expertly her recently discovered oral talents had made his erection surge until it was pointing vertically at which point my wife drew her slender body over it and took the desired black thickness inside her noiselessly as the other females observed these rapacious actions in amusement and mocked her. 
 
    “Little Miss Innocent wants a ride.” 
 
    They were sarcastic but right as her body pressed down wildly then ground down greedily on the solidity as Jerome looked up from his covered spot then smiled and laughed. 
 
    “Who’s your Master now, Bitch?” 
 
    I could almost see or sense her vaginal muscles contract graspingly around the girth of him as she whimpered. 
 
    “You are Jerome…just fuck and have me…” 
 
    The pace of my wife was increasingly frenetic and almost insane in her female lust but the man allowed her to thrash against the steely hardness until in time her pace slowed before each stroke was fuelled with emotion or passion as she exhaled in ecstasy. 
 
    “…Fuck, I love this…simply love being taken and used…” 
 
    Her delicate hips drove involuntarily against his strength as if entreating the white nectar to be produced until inevitably she sat down extra hard and wriggled with terrible force then juddered as her eyes closed in delight while her belly was filled with warm wet spunk before finally jumping on him in exultation. 
 
    “…Oh Jerome…I want it up the ass as well…” 
 
    He laughed then pushed her off his toned dark form and she relaxed on the front edge of the bed - half in and out of the sun - then murmured meaningfully at me. 
 
    “…Lick him out of me William and then do my backside as well because I want to be fully accessible when he is ready!”  
 
    Again, I bent my head and performed conscientiously but definitely dishonourably before at last she was cleansed of his plentiful seed while her bottom was entirely slippery as she gurgled in satisfaction then returned to her own bed and spread out delectably in the sunshine as if she was some fabled sensual nymph. 
 
    Lunch then came upon us and we dressed in our bathing suits and took the high table that literally lorded it over the rest of the hotel along with its less fortunate residents because - other than my wife acting like a whore for another man - I definitely had the best seat in the whole house. 
 
    Jerome was gracious enough to me when we were dining or roaming about the hotel but eventually when we returned to our private secluded perch I was parading once more in female underwear and servicing the girls in every humbling conceivable way possible. 
 
    Penny always picked me up if I did anything wrong but I was well aware of what the possible outcome was of any resistance or errors on my part and was therefore an attentive student in the ways of pleasuring a woman with my hands or mouth. 
 
    Needless to say, given that my Love was the latest addition to his captive harem, it was not long before Tilly was kneeling on his expansive shady bed while he rutted her pussy from behind and tugged her hair until she squealed in pain or delight. 
 
    In unfortunate truth it was not easy for me to tell the difference anymore! 
 
    Jerome sexually performed with my Love as if they were some type of deviant depraved circus act and seemed to take the greatest satisfaction in the fact she was now utterly captivated, tamed or entirely submissive to him. 
 
    After this Reprobate had foully filled her full of his semen he rose to his feet as my wife meandered back to her own comfortable sunny spot where she spread out lazily and nakedly as the man sneered. 
 
    “Go and do your job and for this evening before you dress her I wish your wife’s pussy to be trimmed and for her to have something hard inside her bottom to stretch it…” 
 
    He chuckled darkly. 
 
    “…The first time being ass-fucked can be tortuous for precious petite things like Tilly...”  
 
    Unforgivably I was reflexively erect at what I had sorely witnessed then unacceptably heard and the man shook his head critically. 
 
    “…Maybe being gelded is the only sensible solution for your sick mind…” 
 
    His tone was caustic and crude. 
 
    “…Go and cum over Bernice as I have been neglecting her recently and she looks like she needs some sensual attention.” 
 
    Jerome walked away and without arguing or even thinking I went over to this lanky brown-haired beauty who only had tiny white bikini bottoms on then whispered. 
 
    “Jerome has told me…” 
 
    Her hazel eyes watched me intently. 
 
    “I know exactly what Jerome mentioned and fortunately for you he is correct, now tug my bottoms off and I will direct you how to meet my particular needs…” 
 
    Soon the tiny article of clothing was on the marble floor before she insisted that I remove then run the tip of my small but stiff cock along her slimy vaginal groove as she stared and smiled cuttingly. 
 
    “…My pussy is not for pathetic Sissy Boys like you; while I doubt after this week your wife will ever allow you to fuck her and anyway, normally with feeble Cuckolds like you…” 
 
    Her caustic prediction made me tumble over the precipitous edge quickly as my spots or spurts of white viscous ejaculate dribbled directly on her smooth bald female flesh as she laughed wickedly at her ability to ignite my sordid mind  
 
    “…They don’t really wish to anyway…” 
 
    Instinctively I bent my head and furiously licked or slurped at this now swimming slippery crease until the girl settled in the oppressive heat and tried to resist the orgasm that I was impulsively invoking, which she did for a while but then shuddered under my educated tongue and ultimately relaxed back in gratification then gurgled to my wife. 
 
    “…You’re lucky Tilly because he’s a keeper for sure!” 
 
    By this time all the girls were definitely cooking and wandered from between the pools to the sun-beds without any coverings on at all and as the evening drew nearer they gathered on Jerome’s empty bed - it seemed the natural place for them to be - where Penny caressed and French-kissed my wife who responded willingly before all the young women began intimately teasing or touching each other. 
 
    It was an expression of being beautiful, healthy, sensually alive, young and vital as they found heaven to hard invasive skilled fingers or innumerable flick and licks before ultimately the four of them laid entwined together as Penny sighed and whimpered in satisfaction. 
 
    “You are fortunate William to see at close hand how women like to play…” 
 
    Her hand drew my giddy head to my wife’s open thighs and watched me stare then suckle at the watery inversion of the vaginal line framed divinely in the thick golden pubic hair. 
 
    “…We need to shave this as Jerome insisted…” 
 
    She was high on the day or perhaps perversity itself and smiled happily 
 
    “…So, give Tilly an extra hit and we’ll go into your room where I will show you how to properly prepare your promiscuous wife for another man’s delectation. “ 
 
    Impossibly I was hard once more at her verbal torturing but this time her fingers pressed against the tiny solidity and gurgled sarcastically. 
 
    “…Cum in your precious panties and show us what a Good Little Sissy you are as you bring your wife to heaven...” 
 
    I spurted immediately under her spoken whip before my wife followed suit shortly afterwards with a small stream of heady warm ejaculate to my glowing face before we all rested until the gloom was gathering and then retreated to our rooms. 
 
    My wife showered alone and when she was refreshed Penny came in and rolled her on a towel - which she had already placed upon the bed - then parted her slim legs wide before passing me a tiny pair of scissors and grinning. 
 
    “…Snip away William, take the thickness out and then we’ll soap and shave the sides…”  
 
    Just as she told me I carefully trimmed the veritable forest of mousy pubic hair until it seemed manageable and then watched transfixed as Penny smeared the evocative mound with liberal amounts of soapy water and began to run a double-bladed razor across the cream liquid as my wife whinnied weakly but remained entirely still. 
 
    My Mentor in yet another domestic, servile act towards women made me take the instrument in my shaky hand and very cautiously scrape it along the sides of her precious pussy before thankfully the blades began to glide more readily and after a few minutes I was becoming almost confident in the cutting motion. 
 
    Then, with some final clips or smooth silent glides, fresh water was used to magically wash away the white foamy covering to reveal my wife’s newly manicured pussy which looked good enough to eat as Penny chuckled at my palpable emotional state. 
 
    “…Lick it then…as I can tell you want to…” 
 
    Her intuition as always was correct and I kissed the marvellously scented pink crease in veneration or exultation as Penny snickered. 
 
    “…You really are a precocious Pussy Boy aren’t you?” 
 
    I was being royally degraded almost on an hourly basis but this debased education was never complete because my wife was then ceremoniously turned onto her bottom and - after I had saturated her anal entrance with my mouth - the blonde tall teacher of this depravity made me gently press then slide a thin plastic plug inside my wife’s only remaining virginal cavity diabolically for the foul and fetid reasons Jerome had expressed previously. 
 
    It seemed he had real intention to fuck Tilly in her bottom and I wanted to complain or refuse to be part of this outrage but in all disgraceful truth I also unmentionably longed to see my once superior woman taken in this most inglorious or ignominious of ways.  
 
    Penny then left us and like some true servant I dressed my wife in the required clothing for the evening to come as she posed like some living heavenly statue and allowed me to roll on the black stockings, suspenders and garter and then helped her into the tiny red dress that spoke to the world of the Whore that she had become. 
 
    But Tilly was unashamed or unabashed and finished her make-up then teased her perfumed golden hair before putting on high heels and striding out confidently to the other waiting young women while I threw on a clean shirt with fresh trousers and simply tried to keep up.  
 
    There was a grand shiny car that took us to a terrace by the side of a local restaurant high in the hills where the food and company was sublime as normal and the females gathered or fawned on Jerome as if he was indeed a precious granite touchstone and needed to be handled on all possible occasions.  
 
    We all ate danced and dined and my wife looked utterly infatuated with Jerome as they cuddled on the wooden floor to the low bass rhythm of the music and he stroked her bottom under the high hem as if in preparation or confirmation for what I knew he had sordidly planned. 
 
    Sure enough, when we returned from the meal feeling joyful and merry with the wine, he led my wife into his private lair and then smiled in control of me as the other girls watched on, as if what was about to disgustingly transpire took the form of entertainment in this God-forsaken place. 
 
    “Strip the Bitch …but leave the stockings and accessories on then remove the plug inside her ass and make the hole very wet with your mouth…” 
 
    There was no option but to obey in this anarchic environment and soon Tilly was on her knees upon the bed while I gingerly took out the small dildo I had placed there earlier before my tongue lapped at the tight rear aperture until it was entirely sodden. 
 
    “…Only then did Jerome take his place of authority or rule and press his already released extended cock slowly inside the opening then diabolically twist, press and push it until the iron flesh was compacted as his voice snarled. 
 
    “…Now you understand what it is to submit…you Dirty Bitch.” 
 
    My Love could only groan and grimace then meet his male force with submissive permeability as the absurdly hard penis fucked her with terrible energy while this utter Bastard increased or decreased his motion before grabbing the hips and injecting his seed inside this fetid back passage as if it unnaturally belonged there. 
 
    Then he withdrew and - as expected - I kneeled then licked the dripping puckered wet entrance free of his generous deposits of sperm and considerately did the same to her soaking pussy because I could tell my wife was aching for some more gentle or soothing type of release. 
 
    Once she had vibrated or indecently shuddered to bliss again whatever resistance or remnants of the pure virtuous young woman I once married disappeared completely and from that unforgettable moment my wife sadly but unequivocally became just another whore to him. 
 
    That late evening she frolicked in the pool nakedly then in his bed where - because she was the new pussy - Tilly got most of the attention as he took her slender body rapaciously leaving me with endless slimy residue to suckle or draw out, as and when he was done. 
 
    This was along with my endless duties to all of the other needy greedy girls as well that needed to cum continually on my tongue as if this was their right simply to get off when required. 
 
    My wife by now knew no shame or morality and increasingly treated me like a true menial over the next week when Jerome’s thick cock was rarely and unfortunately out of her treasured - but now well-used - cracks and crevices for very long. 
 
    The days however were full of sun and fabulous sailing trips on the yacht or around the small brightly coloured town where the girls - including my wife - were shown off as his sparkling female adornments and used entirely at his sexual beck and call while I often was made to weakly observe as if in demonstration that my wife was surely now his and beyond my narrow reach. 
 
    Then in an instant Bernice left to fly back to her deserted husband as her time was complete which meant a fresh female - who happened to be tiny and blonde called Patty - was promptly picked up from the crowd below and suddenly she became the transient centre of his debased primitive but eternally temporary attentions. 
 
    Her husband proved initially angry or belligerent but with some threats or muscle from the many guards that abounded in the background he was soon shipped off back to his home while his faithless wife - just like mine - soon eagerly succumbed to Jerome’s charms and his huge cock in every depraved manner possible. 
 
    Penny, Tina and my Love simply looked on or generously assisted the girl’s swift transformation through to decadence and debauchery then naturally into the female fold. 
 
    All accepted the inevitable development of another comely curvaceous woman in the mix then took what primal scraps were available from their malevolent Master while unfairly having to provide their sensual talents to other black men that came to see or do business with Jerome. 
 
    I would admit that the first time I saw Tilly provide a filthy blow-job merely on his order to some stocky stranger was definitely a shock but, once this further ethical boundary had been well and truly passed, then she did so readily if not contentedly and on a couple of occasions disgustingly took two men at a time. 
 
    This outrageously was one anonymous stocky lover at the front in her mouth and one behind in whatever passage he outrageously desired. 
 
    All I could do was literally suck it up or stick around and stay the course throughout the remaining interminable weeks during which time Tina also left and only Penny remained; as if her elevated blonde perfumed place was always to be alongside this Monster. 
 
    On the day before we were due to escape this asylum then fly back to our home, his latest flames were Eloise alongside Dianne, one blonde the other raven-haired but both slight and sexy - as seemed to be his taste - while as usual their husbands could not face the consequences of unwisely coming to this island of Comoros and had fled like cowards rather than face the humiliation and suffering as I had so courageously. 
 
    In some way I took secret gratification in the unspoken fact that I could endure this nightmare that had been thrust upon me, thereby showing love or support for my wife because it seemed beyond all but the most disciplined or perhaps deviant of men. 
 
    As if he shared the same peculiar if not distorted view of the universe, Jerome shook my hand when we met in his room at the end of our time because he smiled broadly and as though in spite of everything that had transpired, we had bizarrely become friends. 
 
    “Well done William I know your experience has not been easy but I would admit that it has been a pleasure having you both staying with me and you will be pleased to know your wife now bears my mark…” 
 
    He pointed to a small J unfairly tattooed on both of the cheeks of my wife’s divine ass seen scandalously clearly with the tiny thong she was wearing and laughed. 
 
    “…So, this means you can return here free at any time when naturally you will both be royally entertained as before…” 
 
    I said nothing that would deter our necessary flight to freedom from this prison of the mind or body - as unfortunately I knew in specific grimy detail what he meant if we dared to come back - but then to my despair it seemed worse news was to follow. 
 
    “…This sign can be a passport to success, as I have many family members overseas who would only be overjoyed to ensure you always have a full social life and gain meaningful employment.” 
 
    Once again the underlying unmentionable meaning that my wife could continue this promiscuous way of life with other men for favours or mere money was obvious, odious and completely unacceptable but cleverly I nodded blankly or limply in false appreciation of such tainted munificence but vowed secretly such outrageous things would never come to pass. 
 
    Tilly seemed unaware of such a principled silent response on my part and stood up to show off her perfect bronzed figure in the scanty bikini and whispered like the wayward tacky girl she had become. 
 
    “Thanks for everything Jerome and the cash you gave me…” 
 
    I was shocked that she had taken such payment for her favours but prudently still did not utter a word.  
 
    “…Let me show my gratitude because I understand you’re off on an island cruise now with the others and…” 
 
    Outrageously she lowered then kicked off her delicate bottoms and was on his quickly released cock in an instant as she giggled then wriggled in glee. 
 
    “…It’s been such fun Jerome and…” 
 
    Her hips were already rapaciously pounding against his rigidity in search of a final ultimate orgasm as she screamed in delectation. 
 
    “…We’ll definitely come back and have another holiday again!” 
 
    He had soon fouled and defiled her before my pained bleary eyes once again but I pathetically bent my head in acceptance and made polite cooing noises before mercifully we left this Bastard and moved down to our old room on the lower levels for our final evening hopefully in peace. 
 
    This was while Jerome - along with his fresh feminine entourage - went to his yacht then luxurious voyage and on with this never ending surreal lifestyle here. 
 
    To my surprise when we arrived my wife settled immediately on the bed, removed the entire thin bikini and proudly showed me the vaginal crease that was leaking sperm which I was about to lick in reflex but she calmly stopped me, surprised me and simply smiled. 
 
    “No fuck me first Darling…before you lick me because you have been so patient, wonderful and have selflessly provided the most incredible honeymoon…” 
 
    My ardour was naturally up and I promptly threw off my trunks and lay between her open thighs - barely believing my good fortune - then thrust my primed erection in her wet warm female passage then fucked her madly like some feverish animal to release, as if to lose nearly three weeks of frustration from my soul before I jerked and made us a real couple in the most rapid time possible when she sighed in genuine pleasure. 
 
    “…Good Darling, you surely deserved that but now please take your time and tenderly suck and flick me to a climax then I may let you repeat the process later if you behave.” 
 
    As though my whole body was floating in air from the pheromones of bliss I willingly worshipped her sodden creamy pussy in real celebration of what had just happened until my precious, thoughtful wife shivered in orgasmic heaven then we dressed, ate dinner and fantastically repeated the exact same marvellous process. 
 
    As she then slept close beside me I felt elated at this wonderful but unanticipated turn of events and decided that perhaps what had transpired with Jerome could have been a something of a mixed blessing because I seemed to now fully have my wife who was far more amenable and sexually co-operative than she had ever been before with me. 
 
    We arrived at the quiet lonely airport early the following morning and - given our new privileged status in this strange land - were booked first-class on the flight home but unfortunately there was some problem with the main control tower and there were a few standing aeroplanes waiting for this hiccup to be rectified. 
 
    It was not a great disturbance to us however as we could now pass time in the luxurious executive lounge but, when I returned to the opulent area after a bathroom break, to my great disturbance my now bleached-blonde haired wife was sitting beside a tall black youth who rose politely and chuckled at me. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Jonah, going off to the States for an internship and after speaking to your gorgeous wife it seems marvellously you are close friends with my uncle Jerome…”  
 
    He pulled Tilly up onto her dainty feet and laughed with the same confidence or arrogance as his detestable relative. 
 
    “…There is to be a little while before the system gets back on line so best we make use of it.”  
 
    It was as though I had slipped back into the maelstrom which depravedly overpowered me once more as I followed him or them meekly to a gloomy alcove at the rear of this vacant place where my wife stared pointedly at me and simpered. 
 
    “Jonah seems very nice and, quite-understandably, at his age needs some relief before his long flight so just keep a look out Darling…” 
 
    She was already being bent over in the shadows as this predatory young man took his filthy chance while my wife’s high voice tailed off in distraction. 
 
    “…As I’m sure this is what Jerome would wish or expect me to do and…” 
 
    Tilly groaned instinctively as this tall vital muscular stranger entered her from behind in a single urgent thrust. 
 
    “…He’s been so kind and gracious with us while we have been here…” 
 
    She began to moan or unnervingly hum as the stranger fucked her. 
 
    “…I feel it’s the least we can do.” 
 
    Despairingly I had to endure again then pathetically watch as Jonah energetically rutted my feckless recent bride to orgasm in mere seconds then - while she suckled his gross cock back to prominence - he turned her towards him and virulently pressed his hard flesh back inside before my wife wrapped her comely slender thighs around his legs then muscular back as he eventually surged and liberally filled her belly. 
 
    Then, as if this was the ultimate ending of the worst horror-show possible, he zipped up his shorts then ran to get his flight with barely a respectful or kind comment and rudely left us to board our plane. 
 
    We settled easily in the first-class screened seats and once we had taken off then reached altitude my lascivious wife raised her short skirt and snickered.  
 
    “Thank you again, Darling, you always do the right thing…I’m yours forever now so clean me off and declare you love me then I promise from now on all will be exactly as you hoped for.” 
 
    My understandably tremulous fingers - the last hour or so had been yet another hammer-blow - drew back the saturated thin material of the panties and bravely slurped at the plentiful pungent mess left by apparently charming but in truth obnoxious Jonah before exhaling in passion. 
 
    “I do love you Tilly…I swear it…and promise I will keep you content and adore you forever.” 
 
    With that said I finished my illicit labours of love without rushing the necessary dirty act and it seemed as the miles swept or ticked by between us and our surreal honeymoon location, I had strangely or unwittingly succeeded in my goals with Tilly. 
 
    As I held my wife’s fragile fingers while she slept soundly in apparent purity my wavering mind sensed that at last I had got through this endless ordeal and was surely now coming out of the other side. 
 
    My Love had committed then promised to be mine without any stipulations at all and, although I knew I had not been the one that had actually tamed or vanquished Tilly, perhaps I was the man and husband to fortuitously claim the fabulous benefits then the prize of her lifelong company and welcome obedience in the years to come. 
 
    And so it seemed for a while when we returned to our old existence, as Tilly unexpectedly appeared to the entire universe as the dutiful wife and when we met up with her devious sister and stacked boyfriend Matthew, Karen observed us both then murmured to me out of earshot of the others. 
 
    “Well I declare that I never thought you had it in you William but, it’s clear my tempestuous sister’s is now distinctly under your thumb and I have surely lost the bet we made…” 
 
    Karen smiled as if thrilled to be on the losing side and kissed my flushing cheek simply because she seemed genuinely happy for us. 
 
    “…Text me your bank account number and I will transfer the funds I owe you tomorrow.” 
 
    I knew both she and her wealthy boyfriend had plenty of money but when the cash arrived a couple of days later I felt like a liar and fraud because in all sad veracity the marital gloss had already gone from the warm glow we had found for the briefest while, and sadly we were rapidly becoming distant and separated again. 
 
    In all fairness Tilly had kept her word and was no longer awkward with me but she was becoming more and more morose or melancholy as the days passed and the green shoots of a sex life that had once appeared so magically soon withered and died on the vine, until there was barely any discussion about such indelicate matters. 
 
    Also, our pedestrian jobs along with our lives seemed low paid and especially boring after the wild salacious excitement or luxury on our honeymoon island, and a month after the journey back home I could not escape the fact that disastrously my marriage was literally falling apart. 
 
    I could not talk to Tilly because I could see none of this dilemma was honestly or actually her fault. 
 
    As mentioned she had been true to her word in pretending I was the Master between us even though the awkward reality was that I knew that her insightful sibling had been brutally correct when dishonestly I stole the winnings of the wager under false pretences and without facing the unpalatably real, hard truth. 
 
    Which was without question that my precious but precocious wife enjoyed sex with powerful wealthy black men, while, to my eternal private dishonour, I also secretly liked to watch and play my part in the most erotically humbling and demeaning of ways. 
 
    The problem - understandably - ran around my fevered head for many days until in desperation I made a secret appointment to see Karen when Tilly was visiting her mother around the corner and the tall fair-haired girl welcomed me into her lovely home and smiled openly. 
 
    “Hi William, good to see you again now tell what I can do for you…?” 
 
    Meekly I sat in the kitchen where, in some embarrassment I clumsily pushed an envelope from my pocket over to her on the table top which she opened before counting out the money that was inside then raising a single eyebrow in some confusion. 
 
    “…What is this for…?” 
 
    Haplessly and in some obvious misery and sincere regret I recounted my sad tragic tale of what happened on the island of Comoros leaving nothing out at all, as if I needed to confess or cleanse my conscience while she listened patiently and waited for me to finish which inevitably I did. 
 
    Then she relaxed back into her upright chair and shrugged ambivalently.  
 
    “…In all honesty I already know precisely what happened but the truth or cry for help had to come from you William…” 
 
    My face was a scarlet picture to this unanticipated disclosure and then it became more agonised or traumatised as her fingertips raised the hem of the short skirt she was wearing then turned around to show the two J’s on her pert taut bottom and gurgled some of her own secrets. 
 
    “…Matthew is an associate and distant relation of Jerome and the beginning of the answer to your problems which I will tell you all about while you pay what you owe for losing the bet to me so badly and then…” 
 
    Her voice tutted mockingly. 
 
    “…Lying about it...” 
 
    With that said Karen neatly placed the envelope in her bag before - as I stared - she removed the covering summer cotton dress, stood up straight and parted her lithe legs expectantly while breathing softly. 
 
    “…So, make recompense and get on with it as my man fucked me before you came because I have long sensed your penchants or proclivities for female service and had an intuitive idea this was your ultimate purpose or destiny…” 
 
    In some perplexity I nervously pulled her tactile blue panties down then off and almost gratefully buried my mouth in her creamy weeping bald pussy as if I had come home as she giggled almost crudely 
 
    “…Get used to the subtle taste because I predict my little sister Tilly will be full of the same rich ejaculate very soon as well!” 
 
    Subsequently the night after next I purposefully laid out divine clothing that my wife had previously worn on our honeymoon island for Jerome then tended and cleaned her vaginal sliver lovingly as I used to, when eventually she came out of the bathroom. 
 
    Somehow the re-emergence of this simplistic regiment or routine heightened our senses and made us feel better about everything. 
 
    My Love was especially animated and revitalised as her hand stroked my head appreciatively while savouring my educated oral touch. 
 
    “Thank you Darling for what you have magnanimously arranged with Karen, as I am marked both inside and outside by Jerome and it makes sense to take or share what he and his ilk can provide…” 
 
    She shivered in excitement or expectation as I slowly dressed her deliciously then simpered. 
 
    “…I will of course have to go back to treating you as a slave William but…” 
 
    Her dark eyes admired herself in the mirror and applied more make-up. 
 
    “…That does not mean I don’t love or adore you any less…” 
 
    Absentmindedly her hand pulled down the tiny hem of the showy dress and laughed. 
 
    “…But as you have shown we must accept that both of us enjoy this deviance or decadence.” 
 
    I nodded without daring to confirm or comment on such an awful unfortunate fact but also knew uncomfortably but honestly she was indeed correct. 
 
    Therefore, a short drive later I feebly observed - in almost religious silence alongside Karen - while powerful Mathew fucked Tilly tightly against the brick wall in his home within minutes of us arriving, as if he had already waited too long to complete this dastardly deed to vanquish and take both salacious sisters. 
 
    Then, with her still full of his potent seed, we went to eat at a sublime restaurant to celebrate a new beginning before returning to their house, at which point he took my sensual lascivious wife and her comely sibling both to bed and screwed them relentlessly in every crease or crevice they possessed before finally - after many hours - thankfully retiring to the spare room to let me play my illicit part in the sullied drama. 
 
    This I did with real guilty fervour or devotion as I cleansed or cleaned the two of them and made their luscious bodies flush or pulse and recognised without any introspective fear that I surely relished serving beautiful women like this however perverse or debased such actions may have appeared to others. 
 
    The night was memorable and improbably life-affirming or altering because both Tilly and I definitely got our mojo back and now we had recognised for certain what we desired or needed, then my wife did not restrict her sensual affections merely to Mathew but entertained many virile black men many of whom came through Jerome’s innumerable contacts. 
 
    This included her old boyfriend Caleb who she met again by chance and then entered into a wild physically powerful affair before he had to travel abroad - as all of these arrogant dastardly men seemed destined to do - because without doubt they were not the settling kind   
 
    My wife opening herself up in this way created many adventures or opportunities for us regarding money and employment and, with a few more holidays to our nefarious cut-price island paradise, five years after our initial unbelievable honeymoon we had two beautiful copper-skinned children and were wealthy beyond our ordinary dreams or expectations. 
 
    Also, amazingly perhaps, we were more of a real entwined intimate married couple than we had ever been, even at the beginning of our mercurial romance and surely content in many emotional, passionate, mixed and mysterious ways. 
 
    Some might say what we had or shared was simply a sham, shallow marriage of convenience but let me declare that for me personally our bizarre romance had been the ultimate most outlandish sensually thrilling ride of all time. 
 
    This was along with the inescapable fact that we were both getting exactly what we needed sexually with endless fiscal benefits on top.  
 
    I could confidently predict that we both truly embraced who we were and precisely what our driven deviant libidos wanted or craved thus ensuring our rare, perhaps degenerate love actually remained veritable, strong and… long would our marriage continue, just exactly as we had accidentally laid it out in heated, decadent flesh and blood.   
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