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Turning Tricks

Mark

I’m not sure quite how a tragic story starts?

Especially one that involves your wife; the woman you love and someone you have always placed upon the highest moral and ethical pinnacle before, through a husband’s own stupidity, a fatal hurtful part is unintentionally played in her falling into depravity from such an unexpectedly dangerous height.

To say I was responsible or complicit in my wife’s descent into debauchery would be an understatement, because undoubtedly I encouraged Lynette in this illicit direction and towards this sexual pit of fire, money and fornication then simply looked away before firmly, shamefully inadvertently fanning the flames in far too many innumerable, unforgivable ways.

This tale is not for the prudish, narrow-minded or faint of heart because it is without doubt a recollection of such humiliation and decadence it would or could sully or tear the living soul of any decent or self-respecting person with some moral standing.

So be warned and do not read on unless you wish to enter into a wicked, perverse world that perhaps I created all by myself.  

………………..

It had all started so innocently, Lynette and I were young and happily married generally speaking - or so I assumed - until late one evening she came into our small lounge threw her coat over the couch and grumbled in real, palpable annoyance.

I asked her what was wrong but she sipped her hot coffee while stubbornly not telling me the cause of this fevered vexation before I allowed her to boil then simmer and finally cool until, after a glass of wine to further lower the stress level, the reason for her demeanour came bubbling up to the surface because she stood up and snarled again as if the causes of her innumerable problems were entirely my fault.

“Do I look like a prostitute…?”

I blinked in genuine shock or surprise and did not answer because how could a husband respond to such a loaded question?

“…Well do I, Mark…?”

My wife was nearly six feet tall and very willowy; she always wore smart, dress suits with tights or sometimes lingerie below for her work as a paralegal secretary and I was utterly certain that other men found her devastatingly attractive if not sexy although I sensed she never humbly recognised her real and lofty allure.

That was why I had originally asked her to be my bride; because she was truly, visibly pure along with being sublime looking, although had always privately wondered what he saw in someone ordinary like me; but when she agreed to my proposal I never questioned her acceptance and love or chose to look a proverbial gift horse in the prettiest mouth and plump lips..

However tonight I was still in a stress-induced stupor as her virulent tone whirled then twisted in exasperation.

“…Well what do you think Darling? I must tell you, although you would hardly believe it, that a horrible dark Stranger came up to me in the hotel bar where I was waiting for a client, and offered me £1,000 to spend the night in his room….”

Naturally I was utterly aghast then naturally disturbed at such fetid news but did not respond because there were more revelations to come.

“…When I ignored him he actually put £500 cash on the table then said would I consider a blow- job…?”

She was utterly fuming in her obvious wrath and I could almost visualise real steam coming from her delicate, mousy head as her heated breath exhaled bitterly in unfortunate fact.

“…And you know I wouldn’t do that even for you, Darling…”

Her long shadowy hair shook tiredly because all of this tension had patently drained my wife as she swiftly faded from a whirlwind to a zephyr.

“…I can’t understand why men are such base animals, Mark…?”

Lynette shook herself defensively in what I hoped was the last vestiges of her angst.

“…A prostitute indeed…I’m used to men hitting on me but not so obviously and for mere money…what do they take me for?”

I took the nearby coat and unzipped her skirt then took her jacket - because she often liked to relax in our compact apartment sometimes just in the underwear below the suit - and as she settled on the couch I sat on the floor then tenderly massaged her sensual nylon-clad feet which encouraged her to close her eyes to block the unsettling day away.

Her body went limp or relaxed to my tender entreaties and I pressed then kissed her perfect toes and pretty ankles in devotion before trying to make my industrious partner feel better in the therapeutic process as I murmured supportively.

“You are gorgeous, Darling…and I suppose a beautiful woman alone in an expensive hotel could give out the wrong message to some predatory men!”

Her voice rose up in impending agitation or possibly a sign of more ire to come but then thankfully fell away because my magical touch was always a sedative to soothe Lynette’s troubled mind as she gassed then grumbled.

“Why, just because I was there? Fuck why can’t men stop hitting on me Mark…I’m not interested, not interested and…married of course!”

She stretched her legs and parted them so I could better see her hold-up stockings and the sheer, black panties covering my favourite moist place before impulsively my hands stroked her long, luscious legs then naked thighs above the lingerie as I sighed with reassurance to her story because I trusted her absolutely.

“Who else is making you suffer like this Darling?”

My lips kissed the smooth, warm, delectable skin above her stockings and she murmured in sensual pleasure.

“Oh…just Ted messing around in the office but then even the director Larry asked if I wanted to go with him to a conference.”

I whispered lowly because my cock was suddenly, mysteriously and unreasonably rigid.

“Can I make love to you, Lynette?”

Her lips groaned as my fingers touched the front of her panties.

“I’ve not showered yet, Darling.”

I was unusually desperate and insistent in my demands making me hiss at her in some rare urgency.

“Please Lynette…please!”

She blinked then effortlessly slipped the aromatic knickers off and I removed my trousers before instinctively pressing my erection forward while my head tumbled or span with confusing thoughts regarding her lewd stories and in my desire or madness I gasped something I definitely should not have.

“Fuck you, Lynette…for selling your luscious body to men for money, oh fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Our brief joining had lasted merely seconds before my wife literally spat at me in disquiet or further temper as I opened my eyes and saw the look of contempt or annoyance return to her sweet face.

“Get off me Mark…how dare you? Now clean your mess up as well.”

I took a nearby tissue and as instructed, wiped the slimy white goo off her bushy dark blonde pubic hair and the tightest female folds - because to my shame - I had not yet truly breached her inner walls and rarely came close to this ambition during intercourse because my always unbalanced mind could not control my erratic cock that ejaculated far too easily under any form of sexual heat or tension.

Lynette then left me and promptly showered while I diligently laid out the evening meal and mercifully, when my Love returned, her disposition seemed much improved or calmer as she ate then held my hand at the end of the nutritious meal because I had become an above average cook.

“Sorry Mark…you are thankfully my precious husband and if you want to fantasise in our sex life because it helps you get aroused or…”

Her face flushed in some visible abashment.

“…You know, do the dirty deed properly then I honestly don’t mind….just feel free to tell me about your visions and maybe we can share it together.”

I shook my giddy head in earnest.

“No Lynette, Darling, I’m sorry but what I muttered during sex was an aberration…I would never think of you like that...”

I flushed revealingly as if caught in an unfortunate lie.

“…As a mere female body for other men to enjoy or use without the formality or necessity of wedlock and the love we share.”

She smiled endearingly at my rosy remark.

“Thank you for that, Mark…it is indeed demeaning for a woman to think that rich men think they can fuck you just because they have wealth or power…”

Her slate eyes were cool but wide.

“…While I would have to lie there and simply take it like a Whore and accept my lowly place!”

I gulped and tried to mask the disturbing realisation that the transient but confusingly thrilling thought of my divine virginal wife being casually used for such base primitive needs in men without respect or the sanctity of wedlock was perplexingly arousing and I washed up then took a necessary cold shower that quickly cooled my body but not my energised brain which was working overtime and far too fast for my sanity.

When I eventually lay beside Lynette in our bed she was wearing a comfortable, cotton, fragrant nightgown and, in spite of my protestations or speech over dinner, my irrational head was filled once more with dark thoughts of her possibly being on the game and as though she could guess my befuddled mind her lips chuckled slyly because it was obvious I was hard again.

“OK Lover, pull the hem up and jump on board if you’ve paid the fare…?”

I feigned probity but she ignored my attempt as subterfuge, raised the long sensual material of the nightie to her waist and smiled drolly.

“…Come on you can be my first customer!”

The idea of her as a courtesan was perplexingly intoxicating and I could not contain primitive urges because my male form was soon above her and thrusting wildly as my breathless, unguarded, stupid remarks betrayed me once more.

“How much…how much to fuck…fuck?”

Lynette’s hand patted my arm as if appreciative of my valiant efforts to be the Master between the sheets as I rolled off her small but shapely chest while she looked up at the ceiling in separated cold comfort.

“Poor Baby…”

A side light was turned on as she sighed jokingly in the gloominess.

“…Clean it up please, Darling…you do always make an unsightly unfortunate little puddle…perhaps if I was actually fucked by some unknown man then he might finally make it inside me and then you wouldn’t have to try anymore!”

Ignoring her barb or slight, I gently wiped this sensual crease and surrounding darkened sexual hair free of my diminutive creamy deposits and stared at this vaginal entrance that perhaps I owned in husbandly terms but in truth had never properly conquered, although Lynette never complained too much and forever encouraged me to find my inner masculine fire, way or confidence in this tricky regard.

We then lay side by side for a while lost in our own introspective thoughts before she asked me about my fresh temporary job; after my dismissal from the multinational firm I tended to wander from one type of employment to another and I told her the new office was OK then apologised sincerely that the wages they paid me were so meagre which made life that much harder for us both.

It was obviously difficult for us to settle, especially for my wife because I was sexually released and always reached hormonal bliss regularly or easily but sensed - as I always did - that Lynette deservedly felt short-changed in this regard as her lips spoke what was unfortunately washing around her weary brain.

“Aren’t men strange…?”

I knew that already but not necessarily what her point was and listened cautiously - not wanting to mumble the wrong thing again - before she illuminated me.

“…Do you realise that guy at the bar was offering the same money as you get in three weeks just for me to take my knickers off and fuck me?”

My body pulsed irrationally while my pride was diminished at such a dissolute thought or possible fact as I whimpered.

“You’re not like that Lynette…I know you!”

Her hand wandered to my erection and she gurgled darkly then with more than a tinge of regret.

“Oh Mark…why can’t you keep this penis hard when we make love…I mentioned that you can pretend I’m a woman of the night if it excites you…?”

I knew this was a treacherous and precarious idea for me even as her voice sighed evocatively if not empathetically in permission.

“…I really don’t mind if you imagine some unknown man fucking me or even if you pretend it is my Boss, Larry, who does take me away then strips and presses me over onto the hotel bed before…”

To my disgrace my hapless stiffness then lamely jerked ejaculate into her fingertips as her breath caught in tension then relaxed into audible disappointment.

“…Never mind Darling, maybe we’ll try again tomorrow!”

True to her word we did make another attempt at intercourse the following night while I secretly conjured up innumerable debased scenarios of my glorious wife with multiple other men - which always inflamed me - but sadly that veiled, dirty desire never took us to the point where I could invade, sate or satisfy her. 

Without question Lynette and I were having a rough patch and seemingly had been since our wedding merely eighteen months before and, in genuine desperation, I borrowed some money from my parents then subsequently placed two tickets on the kitchen table for a few days holiday in Spain and smiled limply but in some spoken cheeriness at her.

“Maybe if we can get away for a week things can get better between us?”

Lynette had increasingly lost most of her former tolerance or patience with me and the edge to her voice reflected this unfortunate reality.

“Maybe, but some sun would be nice Mark.”

I could tell that already our marriage was at make or break and a good few days separated from this humdrum life was vital as I whined.

“It’s a lovely apartment and I am determined to be a better husband to you!”

She shrugged aimlessly and without enthusiasm as we went through the motions for a few further weeks before the fateful flight took us to Marbella, then onward by taxi to what I hoped would be a luxurious apartment that I had cleverly rented at a bargain price but unfortunately when we arrived it was positioned on the edge of the town and the third floor of a scruffy block with a tiny balcony and pool resulting in the fact that I was soon in the doghouse once more.

My wife - to her credit - masked her barely concealed disappointment as best she could before we walked into the port on the first night - with her looking delightful in a medium length lemon dress - where the two of us ate in a small, atmospheric restaurant overlooking the picturesque harbour where the many opulent yachts were moored and she seemed to temporarily settle as she held my hand then whispered warmly and calmly in line with the temperate weather.

“Thank you Mark, it is a thoughtful gesture to bring me and although the accommodation is a little tired… I do love it here Darling…”

The softness of her voice sighed compassionately.

“…It is wonderful to see how the other half live…”

As the wine gradually reduced her normal inhibitions she smiled increasingly naturally if not seductively.

“…Just imagine that you own one of those boats and I’m your Whore…”

My wife’s grey eyes glinted wickedly as if sensing my perverse imagination beginning to ignite once more.

“…Or if it excites you then perhaps it’s a wealthy, powerful man who owns the vessel and now owns me for a price…?”

Her hand slipped under the tablecloth as her tone lowered in subversive sexual need.

“…Oh you are hard Mark…tonight we’ll do it properly…I don’t care what you fantasise about I just want at long last to be fulfilled as a woman and wife…!”

I blinked in some trepidation with regard to the impending pressure I was now under and we finished the bottle of heady wine before returning eventually to our crummy temporary home where she lay on top of the bed in just her divine underwear and whispered with all of her feminine passion.

“…Come and fuck me…I am so ready to be fucked, Mark…!”

My manly but proverbial wick was undoubtedly ignited and up, mainly because of the secret but salacious vision of some handsome buff rich man roughly taking my gorgeous woman; therefore I gingerly lay between her open thighs and now uncovered pussy but then with this unfair tension or expectation piled upon me, disastrously spurted feeble spots of runny ejaculate all over her outer sexual lips once more as she wailed in terrible frustration.

“…Enough, enough, enough…I can’t take this anymore…just leave me alone, Mark…!”

She was inconsolable and grumbled in unnerving threat or temper.

“…Maybe I should have taken the stranger’s money at the hotel and then at least if he couldn’t do me then…”

The edge to her voice was ironic and acidic.

“…I would have had something to show for my time and effort!”

We moved away from each other and I slept fitfully but in the morning most generously - if not surprisingly - Lynette bravely let me try fornication again then once more later that evening after another candlelight dinner but I could tragically never achieve penetration and after a couple of further empty days and unfulfilled nights Lynette had taken to sunbathing by herself in solitude on the tiny balcony while I went for long walks simply to keep out of her exasperated way.

On the fourth morning where I had disgracefully spread more wasted spurts of weak semen on her pubic hair she forcefully told me to get out and not bother to come back until evening time and that we needed to speak to solicitors upon our return as this was no way for her to live, in fact, no way for any woman to live a married existence.

I was surely distraught and shattered by her decision but she would not discuss the matter further and in my helpless misery I wandered down to the always busy port then found a dark bar at the end on the quay and - grateful to be alone in this grief or personal disgrace - began to slowly drink away my pain.

Unfortunately I was never one to hold my alcohol very well and as my head began to get woozy my mouth started to loosen extremely unwisely because I verbally accosted an older well-dressed man standing beside me - in some less then subtle humour - who had two, striking, tall, blonde girls accompanying him.

“How do you do it…?”

The sturdy, apparently affluent stranger with inky dark eyes looked at me in curiosity, or was it pity as I slurred on in explanation to my unexpected query?

“…Keep two gorgeous women happy when I can’t manage the task with one?”

He grinned contentedly at my jest or compliment then silkily placed his strong arms around both of these attractive, elevated young women and chuckled.

“You make sure you go out with Whores…these two Beauties are just cheap and paid for girls aren’t you?”

His hand firmly patted their bikini-clad bottoms - they only had transparent wraps covering their comely shapes - as they shrieked in mock anger at him.

“Frank…you are terrible…don’t tell everyone!”

I complained spitefully if not drunkenly and incoherently without hardly thinking at all about what I was saying.

“My gorgeous wife wants to be a girl that fucks for money… maybe she should join them!”

The man laughed and shook my hand as if he was already my close friend; well bars had that way of making their many clients feel like more than transient companions.

“Hi I’m Frank…do you always drink like this or are you having a bad day?”

My misty eyes flickered nervously at his heavenly entourage and I whimpered, seeking his sympathy like the Martyr I felt that I was.

“You wouldn’t want to know…”

For some bizarre reason I boastfully drew out a small photograph of Lynette from my wallet then proudly showed him what was mine before he grinned broadly as I went on.

“…I’m Mark, Frank, nice to meet you…but don’t concern yourself with me as I’m a lousy failure in my marriage and am having an awful week but don’t let me to ruin your holiday!”

He gestured to one of his luscious assistants who comfortingly sat beside me while I drank another whisky that this genial male had generously supplied as she simpered theatrically.

“Poor Baby…tell us all about it…is she being naughty and unfaithful…?”

She giggled vacuously.

“…That’s how I got started on the game?”

I thought she was lying as I stumbled then grumbled or slurred my reply in some shock.

“You’re joking…you look so…”

She shrieked in amusement at my naivety.

“Normal…sure Baby…I am, but my former, lousy husband was crap in bed and now, since I met Frank...I get well looked after, well paid and…”

My face must have been a picture or told a thousand words as her lips smiled.

“…Well fucked!”

As the wine or brandy flowed I revealed far, far more than I ever should have because I told this unknown companion - in hushed tones and assumed privacy - about the insidious story with the man who thought my wife had been a prostitute at the hotel bar and then unintentionally let slip that this had been some sort of harmless imaginary game over recent times between us to try to spice up our marital life..

As the hours flew along, Frank sent the girls away out into the brightness of the day and we sat together on barstools as drinking buddies while he sighed supportively at my troubled, stupefied state.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of; not to be able to fuck your wife, Mark…a lot of men can’t and…”

My eyes were growing wider with the over indulgence of alcohol.

“…Many actually like to watch other guys screw them…”

He placed a protective arm around my drooping shoulders and muttered pragmatically.

“…Where are you staying as I need to get you home to sleep this off?”

Frank seemed so genial and understanding but he knew far too much already as I then trustingly told him where I was laying my head before sighing stupidly and completely unnecessarily.

“Sometimes I would honestly admit…I would like to see Lynette get what’s coming to her for making me feel so badly or inadequate…”

As I complained only in bravado the unfair world began to turn then spin.

“…If she wants to be a prostitute then maybe I should simply fucking let her while I look on…!”

My new Best Friend eventually half-carried me along the shady, winding streets as I directed him the best I could back to my apartment then up the steep flights of stairs and finally through the doors until at last into the bedroom where Lynette jumped up in disturbance - off her sun-lounger on the adjacent compact balcony - then came inside and gasped in horror as I spoke brainlessly before falling dramatically onto the bed.

“…This is my wife, Lynette, that I told you wants to be a Whore!”

With that my eyes became tightly shut as I pretended to pass out along with this dramatic collapse onto the covers as Frank whispered softly to her.

“Sorry about that but Mark was talking crazily at the bar where we met and I wanted to make sure that he came to no harm in this inebriated state, my name is Frank…”

He laughed slyly because she was dressed in a comely, high hipped white bikini and obviously he noticed her unmistakeable female allure while muttering impolitely and actually impertinently

“…I can see you’re a Lady but if you actually wanted to be a Whore, as your husband alluded to…then I am certain that that you would do very well indeed!”

To my shock instead of taking offence and giving him short thrift she countered almost jovially to his uncalled for insult.

“Cheeky Bastard…how well?”

He stood uncomfortably close beside my Love until she towered over his stocky frame - he was not intimidated at all - and snickered.

“Mark says that you have three nights left of your vacation; therefore if you want to stay with me on my boat then I will pay you £1500 for your time and service.”

Lynette laughed softly at his ludicrous reverie but then murmured distractedly because this Imposter was touching her arm gently and unfairly.

“One problem though Frank…”

His palm was lightly caressing her now.

“…I hate sex and I am definitely crap at it!”

The man’s voice laughed lowly as he demonstrated his experience with women.

“It’s not you Lynette…it’s obvious your husband has some mental or physical issues and I am certain I could make you climax right now just with one finger…”

She stood back from him because this was suddenly not funny anymore.

“…But if I do then in return you have to do something for me.”

Instinctively one of my eyes furtively became half open - although glazed - as his hand softly patted her bottom and she responded with an emotion that was somewhere between offence and curiosity.

“Stop Frank you’re being too forward by teasing me so; I don’t know you and what you mention is impossible… impossible…I hate men…and sex…never had an orgasm in my life…it’s just not possible!”

He sighed meaningfully and tantalisingly for any woman that had never truly experienced the sensation of climactic bliss.

“I’m not joking Lynette, try me!”

His fingertips were gently on the front of her bikini bottoms by now but to my disbelief she did not stop his impertinent touch, just squealed as if already persuaded in this quest for the improbable.

“What about Mark…what about Mark he may see?”

Frank laughed disrespectfully and pressed the noticeable impression of her vaginal line harder though the clingy material sitting tautly around this pronounced, smooth shape.

“We both know that he wants to look on…to watch you be bad, Lynette…I am sure you realise that he desperately craves to watch!”

She was gasping now as his devilish digits slipped inside the sensual fabric and then groaned fiercely to his initial most diabolical intrusion

“Yes I have sensed he does long to be a voyeur…”

My wife’s long curly hair shook in confusion for multiple reasons as his hand clearly began pressing her pussy causing her to exhale bitterly.

“…How dare he tell you all of this…?”

Lynette’s breath was catching suddenly then more noticeably while his educated pressure made her body language soften.

“…You shouldn’t, Frank, can’t, but fuck I’ve been so good for so long, so long…”

She writhed in developing sensual agony as her lips or mind succumbed to the craving of the body.

“….Fine, fine, make me cum if you can…but you won’t you Bastard I’ll never…fucking cum…never ever…”

The tiny white bottoms were halfway down milky thighs by now while his fingers were already running lightly along her exposed sexual crease through the jungle of dark blonde hair as he sighed with audible enthusiasm.

“Hairy, I like hairy, Lynette…you seem so incredibly tight for a married woman?”

She made a terrible most embarrassing confession as far as I was concerned.

“I am…almost a virgin… he’s never had me properly…no one has really!”

Frank smiled as if further intrigued and purposely slowed his investigative work which made her whimper then whine more as he cruelly let my wife dangle on his tactile hook and snickered at the presumptive control attained already allied to her patent physical desire.

“Well when you have cum, Lynette…you’re going to suck my cock and I’m going to penetrate you…but not fuck you…not yet…not yet, not until you agree to the paid-for three days on my boat…”

She was pressing her hips against his tormenting, tortuous hardness now and shook her head in intentional, irrational denial and refusal of this surreal offer.

“…When I will show you how to be a Whore Lynette, and fill your every cavity or refined crease with sweet sperm…”

His free hand squeezed my wife’s breasts as her pace inexorably increased to a virtual frenzy while he grinned in gratification because the explosion of her pent up sexual tension was becoming inevitable.

“…Oh Lynette you are so wet for me to glide inside…soon… soon…you can at last feel it!”

In disbelief, instantly my radiant, assumedly frigid wife shuddered and shook as if she had been struck by a thunderbolt while her entire skin vibrated and she held onto to his muscular shoulder then cried out in verbalised shock.

“Oh Frank…Frank how did you do that…how, how?”

She dropped to her knees as if all of her energy had departed and this superior male undid his trousers - while she merely looked up - then gently placed a huge released erection into her trembling hands and smiled insistently.

“Lick it Lynette…it won’t bite!”

Her frightened eyes merely gazed at him like a tamed animal but his palm stroked her head compassionately until my wife’s soft wet tongue lapped out in possible reflex and touched the hard flesh as she whispered personal details I did not want divulged.

“I’ve never done this before.”

Frank leaned back and laughed at her purity and sweetness which obviously fascinated him and made her all the more interesting.

“How delicious you are, Lynette; but you say that you wish to be a Whore and a working girl needs to know everything to please a man so you have a lot to learn…now one lick or suck at a time…that’s it…very slowly or gently…”

Unbelievably my Love’s supple lips were gingerly drawing the tip of him now and when his thick cock was half-way inside her mouth the man drew back and then took Lynette out onto the fortunately well screened private veranda before audaciously laying on her sun-bed with this hardness pointing vertically then re-arranging her very shaky bones until my wife was kneeling and her creamy thighs were disturbingly either side of this pointed male solidity.

“…Slowly lower your hips and you can sense what it feels like inside…gently, Lynette…a bit more…bit more.”

As if we were both mesmerised I watched on hypnotised while this gross thickness gradually but definitely disappeared fully inside her female walls and to my trauma her whole lower body captured it completely before I could see Lynette’s stomach twitching because the muscles there seemed to revel in the internal snug sensation as she groaned in anguish.

“Oh my God…I have never…ever…experienced anything like this…”

She looked down on him in what I thought was undeserved admiration, appreciation or wonder.

“…Let me fuck you…bring you off.”

Mercifully his head shook from side to side in denial of her insane request - because he could have easily inseminated her - as his fingers held her fast and spoke quietly.

“No Lynette, come to my boat at 7.00p.m tonight…take my fee for being one of my girls and let me train you to be the prostitute or sublime Courtesan you desire and possibly were made to be.”

I could literally sense or feel her ache and agony for more as she seemed to ignore the slanted insult to her good character.

“What about Mark?”

The bulky man merely chortled dismissively.

“You have already cuckolded him and he can of course come to the ship to be by your side then look on with regard to the salacious obligations I will place upon you, which I truly sense is his own perverse, secret, dirty dream!”

She bent her head and nodded then seemed to forget about me before pleading with him as if already past the threshold of no return to decency.

“Let me move Frank…please?”

He smiled perniciously as if relishing her suffering.

“Tell me you want it Slut!”

She shivered in heat and pressed her whole athletic body down on his hips to try and get his unreasonable stiffness as deeply within her as possible.

“Fuck yes, Frank…fuck yes I have never been taken like this and I need it!”

His hands wrapped around her plump, naked ass and held her tightly as he sighed.

“Just once…up and down then you can suck me off Lynette!”

With his guiding fingers leading the way, Lynette moved her thin, toned body excruciatingly slowly to extract every ounce of sensual pleasure from the singular motion of going vertical before he allowed my wife to sit down heavily on him as if she was not ready or willing to release this masculine Beast tightly in her pussy.

He let her relish the erotic sensation for a while in silence or stillness then lifted my tall, slender woman off him until she kneeled then obediently and almost meekly sucked the tip of his erection - as he reposed on the lounger - without prompting at all as his voice then flat palms both guided her with pats or prods and some direction.

“Lick the balls and suckle the sac…that’s the spirit Lynette soon you’ll be expert at giving head like my other girls…fuck that’s much better, you’re a quick learner…”

Her mouth was increasingly gorging on his erect flesh with languid movements and then firm fast attacks until he rose up in finality and, as she held on to his prick like a leech, finally pushed my wife away from his genitals and spurted copious amounts of ejaculate over her plump shapely breasts then face before grunting in satisfaction at me.

“I know you’re awake, Mark, watching your Filthy Whore of a wife…so don’t pretend for a second you’re missing this…the ship is The Spirit of the Sea and I will see you at 7.00p.m…”

His dark eyes were gleaming in triumph as he smiled at me.

“…Lick my sperm off her Mark when I’ve gone… like a Good Boy and husband to a woman such as this, because that’s what Cuckolds like to do!”

Lynette looked up at him defensively from her prone position and with thick spunk all over her velvet skin.

“I can’t just come to you…not to be a prostitute…?”

He bent down and kissed the lips coated with his seed then gently and teased the wetness between her legs as she grumbled pathetically before this Seducer let my Love take his place on the bed and then disgustingly stroked and spread her dreamy thighs until I could see his fingers relentlessly tormenting this sodden crease as she lost any remaining dignity.

“…Make me orgasm again Frank!”

This Monster smiled roguishly and increased the pressure on her sensitive points while her legs stretched apart in a gesture of abject surrender.

“Are you going to attend my intimate dinner party, Lynette…I want you looking divine when you agree to be mine.”

She was wailing but weakening.

“Oh don’t ask me, Frank, fuck don’t make me.”

His long stiff digits fucked her almost roughly as she promptly, uncontrollably juddered to glory once more before he sighed softly.

“Don’t be silly…or deny yourself Lynette…it’s just for a few days…and don’t you want to feel something hard inside you again…?”

He leaned over her semen smeared face and seemed to whisper something before my wife’s tongue intertwined with his in some unnerving show of fervent desire and he laughed once more, patted her mousy blonde head before shutting the door with a low click thereby leaving us both laid out and breathless and his decadent invitation hanging in the heady air.

“…See you both soon perhaps?”

I could not move for many reasons - one being that I had been shamefully solid for the whole of this fiasco - and My Love lay there exposing her hairy blonde bush before she lifted up then threw herself on the bed beside me in physical exhaustion and complained acridly.

“Why did you bring him here and tell him all of our secrets…to humiliate me to my very core?”

My throat emitted an apologetic groan.

“I’m sorry Lynette, I was…am drunk…and I felt so responsible for you being unhappy I guess things just came out without me meaning them to...”

She nestled on her back into the bed where I clearly saw the disturbing male juices drying or gleaming on her perfect ivory skin and in the basest instinct I kissed her cheek and whined then let my salivating tongue lap at the congealed mess as she closed her eyes and remained suitably muted.

“…I didn’t mean to but it just happened but you mentioned the scenario so many times with the regard to playing the role as a prostitute and…”

I had already impulsively wiped her face clean with my mouth and was on the residue of the semen that had fallen on her warm wet breasts as she interrupted then sneered fiercely.

“You thought I would play the Whore and you could fulfil your disgusting fantasy of watching…”

She shook tiredly and scolded me.

“…And you did…now you’ve unnaturally licked his slippery essence off me as he told you to…”
I felt understandably caught out or distraught as she snapped in tension.

“…Does is taste good…was it fun to see me giving head…?”

My flushed features could only grimace because my cock was so agitated I moved my hips down involuntarily on the mattress to rub myself to relief but her observant eyes noticed my base, selfish movements.

“…Fuck, you’re masturbating…it turned you on, you truly are a Sick Fuck, Mark; I have a good mind to go and let him use me sexually because you are utterly useless in that department and there is certainly no future for us…”

Silence was not an option in these precarious circumstances but I did not know what to say as her hand found the hardness I had been hiding under my body which made her rail at me even more in terrible fury.

“…You know what; if you cum then I am going to go and be or do whatever Frank fucking wants for the money…”

Again I should have put my foot down but my twisted mind then misbehaving penis was already tormented or disturbed by the indelible image of his single stroke in Lynette’s sweet pussy and I released warm wet male juices into my shorts in my ignominy causing my wife to lose what remained of her tolerance as she snarled indignantly.

“…But I think it best if I attend alone as I have lost all respect for you!”

I whimpered meekly as my head continued to tumble or turn uncontrollably with mixed sensation of pain and pleasure.

“Please let me be at your side, Lynette I know I have let you down, therefore feel responsible and want or deserve to share the experience to come however humbling it may prove be for us both.

My flaming, agitated wife still half-dressed in her bikini ignored me then dozed in and out of consciousness for a while and, as I snoozed near her fragrant skin, all I could visualise in my heated, confounded brain was the divisive dinner on the boat and perhaps truly facing then living out this perturbing fantasy or reverie that had plagued us for so long.

It seemed to an illogical mind the only sensible way forward for us both.

However, unfortunately in the late of the afternoon when the pheromones had faded or left her head she obviously felt more rational or sensible and I knew of course Lynette could never go through with selling her body or soul so cheaply.

It was obvious to me my wife still had too much pride or morality to demean or debase herself with this wealthy man that thought he could simply reach out then buy her female treasures.

Eventually Lynette got up from the bed then fiercely told me of her unilateral decision to ignore his entreaty as I listened and - to my eternal disgrace - tried my level best not to look disappointed.

She stripped from the creased bathing costume and had a bath in scented, hot, bubbly water while I mentally took strict notice of the clock ticking over - as if time was speeding up - and most unusually I took the liberty of disturbing her relaxation in the aromatic pool because my lips whispered meekly.

“Don’t misunderstand what I say Lynette, but…”

I knew this was a probably a monumental mistake but I spoke as if someone else was making up then saying the weasel words.

“…I want us to go and meet him…it’s just a few days and you deserve some entertainment however depraved it may appear to others…”

My conversation attempted to be persuasive.

“….No one would know, Lynette, and perhaps we can get this silly sexual game out of our systems once and for all…?”

The coolness of her grey eyes held me for the longest moment while she involuntarily parted those divine creamy thighs as if to demonstrate the disconcerting sexual pressure or perverse dynamic of the situation.

As I stared, my mesmerised eyes noticed her hairy female centre almost physically pulsate at my base request; perhaps it was at the fetid memory of being penetrated or possibly her salacious energy was due to his dirty finger-trick that took my Love so unexpectedly to ecstasy twice, because she curled her lips and could somehow sense I was aroused but conflicted as always?

Privately such a large part of my depraved libido undeniably wanted more as I watched her perfect skin and bones toss and turn nakedly in the cooling liquid while trying to manage my inner turmoil but sadly my mouth betrayed me once again.

“…It’s getting late please let me put you something out to wear?”

She shook her head slowly or purposefully to my despair and I watched in uncertainty while her legs continued to open then close almost automatically before Lynette’s longest fingertip teased along her female line as if her body or mind were in need of comfort.

“No Mark, wait and let me further consider what you have asked of me…”

Her stiff digit then turned what I knew was her sensitive button - which I could never fully discover in any rushed intimacy we had shared - and my wife’s luscious pussy looked so utterly enticing covered in this thick, creamy white lather that disturbingly reminded me of male ejaculate.

“…Tell me you can bear that my female charms will no longer be yours and my hairy cunt will belong to the man who can pay for it?”

Lynette shivered because her abnormal crudity seemed to be intoxicating for us both as my head nodded loosely on my shallow shoulders while my wide eyes blinked in speaking a hurtful, unpalatable truth.

“It isn’t anyway…it feels that nothing belongs to me.”

She was tormenting herself most obviously now ever more firmly on this mercurial female switch and her breath began to come in groans or gasps as she gurgled.

“Yes Mark that’s true…so declare you want me to fuck this rich stranger Frank and maybe I will but just for the cash…”

Suddenly it was hard for me to inhale as she went on.

“…But if you do, Mark, then without doubt I will have no further respect for you or this empty, loveless marriage.”

Her threat was devastating to any salient husband but I mumbled compulsively as if I could not help myself which was mirrored by the fact that my penis was patently pointed once more.

“I understand but will accept this sad reality because, if I am honest…”

At this delicate point I was not quite sure I was being entirely truthful.

“…Yes I do want you and I to have this temporary diversion, Lynette…I have thought about nothing else since that first time you mentioned a man had approached you in the hotel bar because he thought you were a Tart.”

She was scathing in response.

“That’s what you want me to be, Mark? A Tart, prostitute or Whore…won’t it destroy you to see me like that…because if I suffer then surely you will?”

The dream or nightmare was so unbearably near and it seemed I had already gone past then way beyond the point of no return.

“Yes of course Lynette it will be terrible, excruciating to see another man fuck you… but please let’s just play out the game and see what happens… I promise that I will endure so please don’t consider my feelings because I will be invisible or a mere servant during this transient madness or assignation here.”

She sighed then gently wiped the frothy soap from her belly and I was unsure if her body had furtively come to a self-administered orgasm but her demeanour noticeably appeared far more tranquil or relaxed as she smiled dryly.

“Oh Mark, how decadently interesting…I have always wanted a slave…”

Her eyes closed in contemplation as her lips twisted slyly,

“…OK, OK…given your insistence we will go and merely meet the arrogant, cock-sure Mr Frank because I am positive this is all a stupid prank, doubt he actually has a boat at all and if he does then it will be unimpressive…”

Lynette was still not enthused as she scowled.

“…I am making no promises, Mark, whatever happens tonight … that I will ultimately go through with this lurid insanity.”

In spite of her indifference my head felt a further rush of fevered anticipation and whispered almost drolly to try and begin this dark fantasy in good spirits.

“If I am to be a Cuckold I think he has to serve his wife, Miss…so as your servant your wish or whim is at your command so may I now prepare your clothes?”

Her shimmering grey eyes sparkled like slate roof tiles in rich sunlight after a morning shower, as she sighed with risible amusement at my spontaneous attempt at humour or submission or was it merely theatrics?

The situation was indeed beguiling but surely confusing and she spoke as if to further mix the pot.

“Oh Mark…how utterly intriguing…I will come in the bedroom in a few minutes when you can dry me, but in the meantime lay out the plain black dress with my best bra, hold up stockings and high heels, as I wish to look suitably superior or demure when or if we indeed find out what our mysterious Mr Frank has to offer…”

She looked sublime in her liquid pomp but spoke with calm cruelty or was she just taking up the mantle of pretend, that I had begun?

“…If you are truly now my Cuckold, Mark…then perhaps I need to find out a little more about what a wife actually gains from having a lowly man that accepts such a dishonourable fate….”

Lynette finally put her head into then out of the now tepid soapy water in childishness and came up with small bubbles all over her lips and nose.

“…As to be honest all of this is all somewhat out of my previously cosseted, narrow experience and as things stand I’m not quite sure exactly what to expect!”
Without due attention to time ticking by we took off to the port already past our appointed hour before - to further delay us - Lynette, in her vacillation, found the elevated shoes difficult to walk in on the uneven cobbled surfaces around the quay.

Then, in spite of us both being sceptical of whether we would even find the ship - the unknown man I had befriended so stupidly in my drunken stupor had invited us to - a modern if not exceptionally well-presented white and silver vessel in the middle of many others safely moored, perilously carried the name Spirit of the Sea.

There was no-one obviously around and we therefore presumptuously walked up the unattended metal gangplank that noisily sounded our arrival then ambled towards the muffled commotion and discernable light that was on the back of this ship to find this mercurial male, Frank, sitting in a smart, black-tie suit while eating with the two tall blonde women I had seen earlier that day who were also elegantly dressed in glittering evening gowns and seemed to have sublime lingerie below, although at this stage of events I could not be certain of such personal, intimate matters

Frank glanced in our direction then smiled in welcome but without obvious charm before gesturing and pointing towards two empty chairs while trying to mask his unspoken but detectable irritation that we were tardy as he sighed brusquely.

“I assumed because or your absence on the spoken time you would not be in attendance so we began precisely at 7p.m but please take a place now as I do not wish to match this discourtesy and the maid will serve you.”

The first course was subsequently brought up by a dumpy, middle-aged oriental woman in a tidy black and white uniform before Lynette I ate quickly to catch up with the others around the table and only then were the main dishes laid out.

A general innocuous badinage gradually developed while the meal was taken, perhaps encouraged by delicious choices of wine, until the silent strain of what was not being discussed became unbearable as I whispered to the man I once so stupidly while drunk thought was my trusted friend.

“I don’t wish to be impatient but you brought us here because you wanted to speak or propose something to my wife?”

He played infuriatingly dumb then merely stroked the exposed, slender arm of the blonde at his side and laughed in apparent good humour.

“We have enjoyed some good banter tonight and after the dessert then I would politely thank you both for your company this delightful and temperate evening and wish you both well.”

My sharp eyes saw the unmistakable crestfallen look on Lynette’s lovely face as I realised our possible sensual opportunity was already evaporating before our eyes as I moaned greedily or irrationally much to my wife’s shame.

“You mean you’re not offering Lynette the money you mentioned?”

The man in the sharp black suit shrugged ambivalently and replied critically.

“The fact that you bring your woman here in a cheap dress without much thought or presentation is not appealing if not insulting to me; as is the fact that you cannot speak plainly and continue to beat about the bush…”

He was showing a distinct lack of courtesy and obvious impatience with me now - as if this was all my fault - and took the delicate, manicured fingers of his golden-haired consort by his side.

“…When Anna’s former husband came on board initially, he proudly displayed her in shimmering glory and instantly played the dutiful Cuckold…but you treat this as if somehow I need your obviously frustrated wife when there are many women who desire what I can supply…”

His tone was without emotion and spoke a veritable truth in this modern world where I recognised that money talks.

“…There are innumerable young ladies that wish to serve me and my friends in such luxury.”

Lynette glared at me in obvious dishonour that I should so openly be enthused about his interest in her and I knew that I should have immediately pulled my partner safely away from this cesspool of depravity but the time undoubtedly was now if we were to ever live out this dream or perversion and I looked down and whispered pathetically to this evil Dictator.

“I’m truly sorry Sir you are correct; but possibly I did not believe that what we spoke about earlier was genuine until we came on board and had no real comprehension this is how you wanted her to dress.”

Frank merely sighed as if I was outstandingly ill-informed or stupid.

“Do you wish to stay and let your wife sexually entertain me while you are her lowly Cuckold?”

I was trapped and whispered pitiful words in reply.

“Yes Sir…I do!”

He waved his hand as if unconcerned of what came next.

“Then Anna can take you into the dressing room for my girls where there are suitable adornments available and if you prepare Lynette like a good dutiful Cuckold, then return with an adjusted attitude I will consider any request for her to be my sexual companion for a few days while you can play the necessary servile role.”

Without a defensive word about the disgrace he was putting upon us both, Lynette and I followed the lofty, graceful, flaxen-haired girl down to a large lower cabin that was lined with many cupboards before she opened one of the mirror-covered doors and smiled helpfully.

“There are evening dresses and lingerie as displayed…”

She then snapped at me with obvious disrespect or annoyance.

“….Strip her then, Boy…we don’t have all night!”

As Anna placed out suitable luxurious lingerie and dresses I removed the smart but ordinary clothes covering my wife then looked up to this overbearing girl as she spoke condescendingly to me while noticing my febrile anticipation.

“Oh you are enthusiastic for this, Cuckold…but I will have to train you in your duties because no-one helped my husband in this regard and he therefore ran off within a few weeks after seeing me with other men…”

Her fingers handed me an evocative red Basque and she mumbled.

“…Help Lynette on with it…Frank likes us dressed in these provocative things…”

I did so promptly then attached luscious, sensual, black stockings that were now on her legs before sliding tiny silk panties up Lynette’s ankles then thighs until they sat around her dark blonde, hirsute pussy and in consternation then felt Anna’s hand on my head as she grumbled rudely.

“…Lick her cunt, Boy, and tell her it no longer belongs to you…”

Her palm stroked my hair smoothly as if in some uncertain sympathy.

“…You have to let go of any vestige of pride, Cuckold…it’s the only way for any success in this erotic journey!”

My tongue instinctively flicked then licked at her vaginal crease past the material of the underwear and found it revealingly sodden as I whimpered or whinnied disgracefully.

“I understand this is not mine, Lynette!”

Anna’s fingertip inventively then showed me the mysterious clitoral point I could never find within my wife’s subtle creases or folds then pressed my cranium to the magical spot as she belittled me.

“On here Boy…and inside her pretty cunt…now admit that you want Frank to fuck it….”

I could feel Lynette gasping as I impulsively suckled her saturated crack.

“…Or perhaps many unknown men to take it…while you helplessly watch on… only waiting until the finish when you can lick her clean?”

Unbelievably to this disgusting taunt I felt my wife begin to literally buckle at the knees then tremble as I grunted hopelessly through the pungent juices.

“Yes I want this full of spunk, Darling…that’s what I crave and long for…to see you used and abused like a…”

Lynette impossibly climaxed for this initial occasion under my oral or in fact any pressure I supplied at all, along with the vocal tirade from this female Witch.

“…Fucking prostitute….oh fuck…I do!”

My wife then leaned back in absolute shock or sexual relief before I wiped her free of moisture with a tissue, placed the lingerie tidily in position, sprayed her with expensive perfume and zipped up the silver, sparkly dress - with an obvious slit in the side of it when she pulled it on - and tried not to show how privately elated I was for bringing her to orgasmic heaven for the unbelievable first time.

While Lynette did her make-up once again and applied far more than normal, Anna drew down my trousers - I was too traumatised to argue - then took hold of my wet penis and, as it was clear that I had released sordidly in my shorts, she quietly gurgled simply to debase me in front of my partner.

“Oh Cuckold…you’ve cum as well…”

She smiled kindly at Lynette with apparent solace borne from experience.

“…They all do these Cuckolds…it’s a dirty, disgusting habit but I can and will train him…with your permission?”

My life-partner merely shook her gorgeous head to ensure her hair looked suitably curly or comely and natural while grinning without humour.

“For the next three days or possibly longer, he is no concern of mine…so if he gives me away to Frank this evening then do as you will…because…”

Lynette then rose up from the chair as if at last content that she appeared suitably glamorous, seductive or sublime and then smiled.

“…This is undoubtedly all his idea but we both now it seems have to play the game out properly and to its conclusion.”

Anna’s fingertips were provocatively still on my damp prick and to my despair it became unfairly hard once more as she held it and whispered in my ear or more directly into a dirty mind.

“Go and present the Cheap Bitch to Frank…and soon she’ll be a Dirty Whore like me and Sandy…

I tried not to cum but her words were impossibly tantalising.

“…Being fucked morning noon and night for money but…!”

Despairingly and against my weak will I sprayed spots of sperm into her cool hand which she then wiped or in fact smeared on my lips and giggled.

“…Mainly because it makes us feel alive after living with Loser’s like you!”

Her words were painfully cutting but events then moved quickly and I took Lynette’s hand then escorted her up to the rear deck where Frank was sitting with the other girl, Sandy, and he spoke briefly but privately to Anna then sat back and whispered dryly out loud.

“Now doesn’t she look better…turn around Lynette let me appreciate you…”

My wife rotated obediently to his command and I bristled in my enfeebled position but then was put on the proverbial spot as he sighed.

“…So Mark have you something to ask me?”

I flushed but it was too late for second thoughts by now and I murmured to speak my shame to all that were within earshot.

“Yes Sir…I would like to offer my wife to you.”

His inky piercing eyes narrowed to make me squirm and then his lips whispered to prove the point.

“That’s not specific enough Mark, be exact…what should I do to her?”

My throat was dry and Lynette looked so divine in her beautiful dress with the exquisite lingerie below but my answer was disloyal, base and coarse.

“I want you to use her like a Whore, Sir, to fuck her and let her please you extensively to earn every penny you choose to provide!”

He gestured to Lynette who dutifully walked to him, sat on the chair beside his as he withdrew a wad of money from his jacket and stroked her evocative, dark golden hair.

“If you take the fee, Lynette then that is what will naturally happen to you for the next three days and nights.”

Her hand held the piled notes uncertainly before glaring at me then him.

“Yes on the condition he bears the shame as I must…I want him to share every possible nuance of my humiliation.”

Frank grinned as if delighted with her unreasonable demands as he leant over and kissed her painted lips softly.

“How thoughtful…he will be under Anna’s tutelage and will learn his place in this world where you are a paid for Whore, but he is only a Cuckold and has no respect or status at all…”

His focus was then upon me and I shivered.

“…Is that agreed Cuckold…you will do the bidding of Anna and any of my girls here…or go now and take your Bitch of a wife with you?”

Lynette was holding the wages of sin tightly in grasping fingers and snarled in my direction.

“So confirm or not Mark and let it end or begin?”

My head dropped and my lips confirmed our immediate fate.

“Yes Sir…I will take whatever instruction is necessary and do as asked or required of me until we leave the ship.”

With that my wife smiled dryly, placed the money in her bag and this deal with the Devil was then done as she looked at this odious Bastard and simpered nervously.

“What should I do Frank? Tell me what to do?”

He merely chuckled and placed a juicy strawberry from the fruit bowl to her red lips and sighed to calm her down because she was very much on edge.

“Just relax Lynette…there is no rush. We have ample time to make a talented Whore of you.”

Anna stood beside me as my wife seductively chewed then swallowed the fruit before sipping champagne then letting her tongue mix with his in a spontaneous French kiss which was strangely more wretched than watching him put his gross cock inside her as I briefly had before that same afternoon..

After the shortest time he undressed her then Sandy - who was wearing a heavenly black corset and smooth shiny stockings - before they settled on a large open four-poster bed on the upper deck while I meekly served them water or champagne until finally Anna picked up the discarded dresses and signalled to me discourteously with her index finger.

“Follow me Cuckold time to begin your education…let them settle as the night is still young…”

It was difficult for me to leave Lynette’s vulnerable side as this all-powerful male - that had so graspingly purchased her feminine wiles - began to feed her the juiciest grapes and then disgustingly licked the sticky residue as it flowed out from her precious, plump lips while the other girl alongside watched on and leisurely stroking his hairy but toned thighs softly.

Anna’s voice however then became stern to wake me from my stupor.

“…Get a move on…you will have plenty of opportunity to look-on in due course…Frank is just playing at the moment so it gives me some time with you…now follow and if you disobey my direction then be warned that I have the authority to tell you to go instantly and your dirty wife will see you in three days.”

We walked down to the cabin used previously - which seemed to double as a dressing room - and she gave me the beautiful gowns the other women had worn and showed me how and where to hang them up before standing up straight and sighing forcefully.

“Now unzip and strip me Cuckold and put my dress away as well…”

I did so immediately until she was just in luscious, white lingerie and her hand went onto her hips almost as an expression of impatience.

“…And my underwear, Cuckold…quickly Boy!”

My hands were shaking but I bravely removed the bra, then pretty white and blue girdle with the attached stockings until only her thin, delicate white panties remained and as I kneeled she smiled slyly.

“…Everything Cuckold, you are a slave not a man here…”

With trepidation I drew them down her thighs and tried not to look at her perfect smooth pussy with just a trace of blonde down above but she grabbed my hair and grumbled abruptly.

“…You fucking look at it because my cunt rules you aboard ship; now get naked as well, put on my panties then you can lick my bottom…and while you do…!”

Instinct told me to run but I merely started to undress as if compelled to obey her every demand, while she went on insanely.

“…Call me Miss because your head needs to understand your low place Cuckold.”

It seemed as if everything was already too late to fight against and when I was uncovered she watched me - with some satisfaction I would add - put her moist, sensual, ivory silken knickers over my small but hard penis then grunted in correction as I tried to rudely or instinctively touch myself.

“…Oh no Cuckold…no masturbating but you will cum anyway if you truly enjoy this depravity…”

Her head shook in disturbed memory.

“…My husband William thought he could handle this but it quickly became more than he could stand; seeing me fucked all the time…”

My cock was bursting as she went on and her azure eyes held me fast.

“…But I sense that you will be fine seeing your tall but elegant Lynette fouled over and over again in every pretty perfumed aperture she possesses…”

I groaned impulsively and to my shame she saw the tell-tale stains on the feminine underwear as her thighs opened and her fingertip pointed to the tip of the divine female crease at her very womanly centre.

“…You need to control yourself, Cuckold, otherwise I will have to cage it...now suckle me on my sensitive spot and then lick my ass because you’ll be doing that upstairs for your wife shortly as…”

My legs collapsed disastrously to the floor where my tongue hopelessly lapped at this displayed wet female crease while her hips pressed against me to increase the salacious pressure on this hidden erogenous point and her lips groaned lowly as if only to drive me to distraction.

“…Frank always likes to fuck the new girl’s backside first to assert his dominance and show them who’s Boss…now bring me off Bitch and we’ll practice…”

She was becoming distinctly sodden and sexually aromatic as her legs parted fractionally wider before Anna’s finger’s held me tightly to this tiny bud of arousal until I felt this lithe if not delicious body start to gently vibrate.

“…That’s it Cuckold… you’re learning already; fuck that’s fucking it…!”

My presumptuous tutor violently shivered or shuddered like a foul dog then pushed me around on my knees to her rear and bent forward as her palm patted my head also associating me with the role of some mindless pet.

“…Start working, Cuckold…I’m taut but accessible by now but I doubt you wife has been taken there as yet so you will need to help her.”

My tongue subsequently wormed its way inside this mercurial, impenetrable passage as I wailed in defence of my wife’s honour.

“Lynette will never agree to this!”

Anna just gurgled in some hilarity.

“She’s already been paid and taken the coin…so the Bitch is obligated now and will just have it when and where Frank or the others dictate…”

Her voice was high as if enjoying my abject humiliation.

“…Baby you’re only a Cuckold but when us working girls are on duty we’re all Whores and I must tell you that Whores inevitably take it up the ass now and then…!”

This was unbelievable and absolutely unbearable news but Anna had no obvious empathy or mercy and would not release me from suckling at her slippery bottom until I was almost proficient at this foul act and only then did she ultimately step away and held her hands to her glorious hips in expectation.

“…Wipe me now and let’s go back up top …”

This demanding lofty girl moved around until her pussy was directly in front of me and but pulled my hair roughly merely to make me wince.

“…And call me Miss, Bitch, as I have instructed you because you’ll serve all of us now including Lynette if you wish to stay on board….”

My trembling fingers took a wet cloth and wiped her dripping creases back and front while Anna selected fresh panties which I then gently pulled up her perfect thighs before she made me look up from my prone position.

“…Kiss my mound, Bitch, and tell me you will comply or leave right now because Frank will not tolerate dissent and if you show me up then be certain that I will beat you backside raw!”

I pressed my lips to the smooth gusset of her fresh pink, fragrant underwear and whispered pathetically.

“Yes Miss… I will try to understand my place here and for Lynette’s sake will do what is necessary.”

Anna’s palm pressed me into her most sensual place and her voice murmured sarcastically.

“How brave and selfless of you Cuckold…now pass me that slip hanging up and the Chinese white robe and lets see if you can fulfil this promise.

When we arrived back on the upper deck I was anxious and unsure what I would find, but the sight of my wife languidly licking Frank’s cock while the other girl, Sandy, played with his full balls was immediately debilitating and disturbing.

The apparent Master of everyone saw us then stretched back and smiled dryly at Anna.

“Show him what to do because I think my new addition to the crew is definitely ready for the initiation into this illicit world she has longer for.”

As Lynette continued to suck his pulsating erection Anna made me slowly remove the now pungent knickers covering my Love’s hairy pussy and then dutifully begin to lick her anal puckered entrance while she whined or whimpered to Frank as if already aware of his fetid intention in this regard.

“Please not there, Frank; I have never been taken there…”

In spite of this admission she limply bent her dizzy head in unconscious submission and suddenly was almost on bended knees with the only clothing covering her body being the red Basque and black stockings as he ruffled my wife’s thick blonde dark hair while she murmured through mouthfuls of his manhood because he had not yet released her from his erection..

“…Or anywhere really!”

To my real shock as I suckled her tight flesh I could actually sense Lynette’s building tension because her anus became increasingly saturated while Frank watched her coming to the boil and then nodded to Anna who placed a small, blue dildo in my hand and chuckled in foul direction.

“Put it in and out of her, Cuckold, so the experience, when it transpires, of being fucked there is pleasurable for your woman...”

As if in a dirty dream I pressed the rounding top of this awful toy against her anal entrance while Lynette cried then screamed in denial or refusal but then, most suddenly if not incredibly, the insidious hardness was inside her hidden, rear passage and she cursed me when I drew it back and forward then licked the entrance again - as directed by Anna - until it was just visibly open and at this stage she was fully folded over with her head buried in a pillow and delicious backside high, unguarded and readily available.

Only then did the bulky Bastard Frank take his place of dominion and I could only look on in mortification as he placed the tip of his thick spear of a cock to this foul gate to her ass and then patted my wife’s bottom condescendingly while she shivered.

“…Whores have to be trained Lynette…you do want to be trained…don’t you…?”

The top or rounded tip of his impressive masculinity slipped inside her and then a little further before he stopped as if for effect and sighed.

“…Well it’s too late to deny me now because you will be educated in these dark arts whether you like it or not!”

Excruciatingly for me, with a couple of dirty presses and a final urgent thrust her anus became one with his cock and after a few tentative strokes his hands held my wife’s wavy hair as he began to gently fuck her with developing rhythm while she squealed weakly.

“Oh Frank, fuck…Frank, fuck, please…not there…!”

Bravely at first she appeared repulsed by this evil process but then unexpectedly seemed to involuntarily push back to his deviant motion and to my shame I spurted revealing hot ejaculate into the panties I was wearing as their pace increased and Lynette’s voice betrayed her developing frenzy.

“…Oh Frank…you Bastard…how dare you fuck me there…like a Whore…you’ve made and I will be a Whore…fuck me…take my ass…fuck me….”

His force was becoming increasingly irresistible for her now and my wife took his energy resolutely before juddering then crying out in madness as he held her lean body fast with his strong hands and filled her backside full of slimy seed as they seemed to stay still for the longest time until inevitably he pulled away and collapsed dramatically beside Sandy who giggled and then thoughtfully wiped his reducing penis with a small damp towel.

However Lynette was still traumatised and prostrate as Anna promptly gestured for me to provide immediate relief and in a confused haze - for myriad mucky reasons - I placed my tongue to my wife’s leaking anal crease and lapped at the dripping juices while she grumbled bitterly to my dishonour or deviance.

“…I fucking hate you Mark…hate you…!”

My heart was broken at these cutting but well deserved words of anger or criticism but my actions were already primal and beyond my ability to control as I used my mouth to clean her and disgrace us both which she of course recognised.

“…This is what you’ve brought us to Mark…and you will suffer as I have to… because I have no choice but to play the Tart just as you want…”

There was a developing sense of urgency in her tone as I wriggled my tongue inside her musky darkness.

“…And I will Mark, and feel nothing for you as a husband; you obviously hold no pity for me or remorse for your stupidity so I will treat you as a low snake…”

She seemed to tremble ever so slightly under my sullied oral touch then moved from my reach as if satisfied she was pristine once more and then lay beside Frank on the bed where her lips began to suck his emerging cock while my Love’s cloudy eyes glared at me in disconcerting ire.

“…Whatever happens is your fault because I will bear no thought for you Cuckold; or take responsibility for my illicit actions now…!”

I could not speak or answer in my inarguable ignominy and looked on as if mesmerised while my precocious but reluctant wife performed unspeakable acts on his penis until it was sticking up vertically and then - under his base commands - she kneeled over the pointed peak of this monstrous erection that was now in her fingers then hissed almost to herself.

“…I suppose I have to sit on this now…take it inside me…don’t I…?”

As I watched on spellbound she teased the circumcised tip of this living male force against her obviously malleable, wet, vaginal folds and murmured as if her mind was already lost along with the last vestige of any remaining morality.

“…Tell me I have to fuck this Frank…let you have me…?”

Her head and mousey tangled hair shook in apparent anguish or delirium.

“…I’ve never had anything like this inside me before this afternoon and then it was over so quickly…fuck, fuck…Oh fuck!”

She was so saturated the gross hardness slid within her flesh so softly and silently as this rude lover cupped my wife’s perfect bottom in his palms then held her still for a moment and sighed pointedly.

“Savour it Lynette…I mean just look how far you have come in just a few, brief hours; fucked in your ass, mouth and now your slippery, deliciously tight cunt…”

He let her go as if she was now prepared or ready to fall into depravity and her elegant, elevated form almost naturally, gradually plummeted onto the primed cock so easily until diabolically I could actually sense then see her female muscles contract around it as this Bastard laughed at the obvious agony but ecstasy he was causing.

“…That’s it Bitch; sense its power…”

She grunted and seemed to grab the rigidity with all of her compact female passage as he held her fast and then pushed forward to drive my wife crazy.

“… I can already see you like it Lynette which is good for your job as a Whore because all of your subtle, fragrant cracks and crevices will be well used over the next few days.”

My lascivious wife ignored his premonition or threat then pulled her lower body up and down with involuntary motion as I painfully observed this virile male force gliding inexorably in then out of this precious aperture; gingerly at first and then - in matter of mere tortuous minutes - she was violently thrashing against his solidity and gasping for air or life as she drove her mind, body and soul to further fetid glory.

“I don’t fucking care Frank…fucking fuck, do me, use me….I don’t fucking care…!”

Her womanly unrequited desire or lust against his incredible stillness was impossible for me to behold or fully comprehend and as she pushed then gyrated in clear craving he cruelly released her full creamy breasts from the tight, red Basque before teasing the exposed tense nipples until finally but abruptly she stopped moving - almost as if she was dead - and then screamed horrifically before her whole, divine skin shook then shivered and I knew for certain she had just climaxed once more as her lips groaned with disbelief..

“…Oh Frank, fuck Frank…what have you done to me?”

The Monster still spearing or invading my partner just laughed brutishly and then turned my limp Lynette onto her back - without the need for any withdrawal from her salivating pussy -  before parting her milky thighs wide to ease his access as he pressed inside her deeply and grunted basely.

“Tell me you want to be full, Bitch…”

She was wailing or whimpering and holding onto his thick neck as he rutted her with developing need.

“…Just admit it and I will inject you with thick semen…”

Her mouth was shut and silent but her rapacious hips spoke loudly about her foul desire and were pulling and entreating him urgently in response.

“…You need to fully enjoy the taste and essence of fresh spunk in your new line of work, Lynette!”

My wife’s voice was then heard but her tone was weak although the unsettling meaning obvious.

“Do your worst you Bastard, fill me, cover and smother me with lots and lots of heavy ejaculate I want it…crave it…Oh fuck… fuck…you’ve actually cum you filthy Bastard….fuck you…”

They lay conjoined as insensate statues for a few uncomfortable seconds before he gently lifted off my woman and patted her hair while he did so - as if she was simply a companion - but her slender hands were still around his craggy head and she pulled him to her face momentarily and sighed.

“…Kiss me Frank…fucking, kiss me!”

Their tongues mingled tantalisingly or even passionately for a while which once more was unbearable to view - even worse than the debased sex I had just witnessed - before he at last pushed my wife away as though tired with her physical demands and sniggered meanly while his manicured fingertips ran along the crease of her exposed vaginal line that was liberally dripping sperm.

“I think someone needs to clean this now; so enough for the moment Lynette, I’m going to have a drink with Sandy in my room and you can join us when you have showered and changed into something more suitable or appropriate…”

Her pussy looked so magnificently, magnetically dirty to me - with the insidious white liquid oozing from the thick, matted pubic hair - as Frank caught my depraved eye and then looked accusingly at the embarrassing stains on the thin, sheer panties Anna had given me to humiliatingly wear.

“…Get on with it Boy…we both know what you yearn for…put your head and tongue in her cunt and ass and do your job…!”

As if compelled to comply I then disgustingly kneeled between my wife’s soft, watery thighs and began to disgustingly lap at the shamefully irresistible, fresh, pungent juices while he commented to Anna in some obvious approval.

“…I can see he loves this adventure more than his Bitch of a wife…”

This Demon kissed or pecked this lofty girl on her flushed cheek as he went past and continued verbalising his low opinion of me.

“…He’s much easier to train than your former husband, Anna… keep up the good work.”

Her voice in reply was like smooth melted butter but the words she spoke were truly terrifying.

“I think I should cage him, as the hopeless Little Man can’t stop masturbating…”

I wanted to die in my mortification or shame because what she alluded to was true – unfortunately my irrational penis seemed to be spurting my weak male essence like a veritable small fountain to all of this debauchery - but in spite of this terrible fact I could only continue to slide into hell as my lips suckled at the putrid mess covering Lynette’s smooth vaginal folds and pierced ass while listening like a helpless spectator to the conversation that could seal my immediate and most terrible fate.

“…What do you think?”

Frank sighed disinterestedly and walked away with the golden-haired Sandy.

“Ask Lynette…let her decide.”

I did not see but indeed sensed him and his insufferable ego depart from our company and then Anna stroked my wife’s hair that was dripping from her perspiration then murmured while I increasingly expertly found her emerging clitoral point - as I had ingested the noxious white poison by now - and she was truly in a desirous and delirious state for many inexplicable reasons.

“So what is it to be Lynette for your husband, more panties for him to masturbate in or a chastity cage?”

My Love’s hips moved gratuitously against my tongue and she simpered tiredly and without much interest regarding my fragile situation

“Who fucking cares…the Cuckold belongs to you while I’m on board so do with him as you see fit because…”

She giggled almost inaudibly.

“…Under your intuitive direction he is already far more useful than he ever was before!”

Nothing more was discussed between them and I then worked diligently for many minutes on her warm, fluid, womanly entrance until Lynette trembled silently in delight - as if fully satisfied - before eventually the three of us walked softly to the dressing room where my wife sat on an available chair while I stood and tried to cover my filthy, disgracefully stained knickers that had been so fresh and clean just a short time previously.

The feminine, white, silk trimmed underwear spoke clearly about my obvious perversion and made me feel impossibly guilty and truly culpable for all of this debasement that had seemingly happened so incredibly quickly to us both.

I was not sure what I had been expecting in my previous lurid fantasy-world regarding the prostitution of my wife or her actually going with other men for financial gain but, as I stood nakedly with just these pretty but sperm soaked panties that displayed my utter ignominy, I realised this was not anything like the harmless or innocuous reverie I once thought it would be.

This was real raw life and the bitter, evocative smells everywhere reminded me that I had fallen head first into a most heinous and sinful inescapable place as

Anna brought me out of my self-indulgent haze by hissing at me.

“Choose something appropriate for your dirty wife, Cuckold…”

She snickered cruelly.

“…Frank likes his women looking sensual, luscious and very accessible as you have just discovered and witnessed.”

While she spoke Lynette went off into the shower as I then looked through a wardrobe full of nightclothes before, under Anna’s sharp eye, picked out a sheer, pink, baby-doll that had a matching pair of sublime thong panties with red frills on the crotch and she gurgled drolly as I shivered for reasons I could not completely explain while laying them on the bed.

“Oh Cucky…you do so adore this illicit game but I think you better put some fresh pants on as well Sweetie…the one’s you have on are filthily sodden.”

I was understandably abashed at such a truth but could not argue against her observation because the thin material of the knickers was indeed saturated and I removed them, wiped my unstable penis - that seemed to be continually reacting independently - and then tried to ready my wayward mind from any further acts or demonstration of my insanity.

However Anna passed me some black, ruffled boy-shorts which seemed a little more masculine in some ways than the tiny briefs I had disposed of into the washing basket, but unfortunately as soon as the silky material touched my sensitive penile flesh the sensation of the tortuous fabric made me go stiff once more as my Mentor watched on in obvious fascination and amusement.

She walked to my side and pressed her hand to my excited show and then sighed in promise or prediction

“If you cum Cucky Boy…then I am going to make you watch Frank have all of us and especially your Whore of a wife then I’m going to bring you back to my bed and fuck your pretty ass…”

My crazed, unruly cock was betraying me once more as I tried to hold out and not cum to relieve the unbearable tension in my dizzy brain but Anna was sadistic in her treatment of me as the pressure lightened on my erection.

“…I’m gonna pull your pretty panties down, bend you over and fuck your bottom just as Lynette will be taken and maybe in time she can do you as well…”

It was all too much to handle as my head swivelled then body shuddered while this endlessly disobedient penis I was attached to released a swathe of warm, frantic juices in the formerly clean knickers while she condescendingly patted my bottom and simpered.

“…Better now Cucky? Now get your Bitch of a wife ready.”

Lynette came from the bathroom with a long covering fluffy towel and then made up her face while I patted my Love’s perfect skin with a small, delicate hand cloth and then dressed her ceremonially in the lingerie I had chosen as she stood erect, distant and eerily still before my hands liberally sprayed her skin with fragrances until she was looking and smelling utterly, provocatively perfect.

My wife did not even look at me as if the contempt she felt knew know boundaries and in my despair I dropped to my knees and placed my arms around her shapely hips in way of an apology as I whined for forgiveness.

“I’m sorry Lynette…I didn’t realise.”

Her fingers pulled my hair roughly as she snarled in barely suppressed fury and became someone I hardly knew.

“I don’t recognise you other than as a slave…so kiss my ass Cuckold before Frank dirtily fucks it again.”

She turned to whisper to my elegant blonde teacher while my tongue slipped past the thin cord of the thong in the anal crease of my wife’s bottom and then wriggled its way up her rear cavity as I heard a little of their barely audible conversation.

“I’ve told you Anna do what you will…if he needs disciplining, caging or fucking in his tight little ass I don’t care…don’t fucking care…now please let’s go as the waiting and anticipation is killing me.”

I was promptly, unreasonably pulled away from my oral veneration before the three of us walked along the dimply lit lower passage between the cabins and then into Frank’s vast mirror-panelled bedroom where sweet Sandy was on top of the four poster bed also wearing a cute baby-doll - but in white - and before I could speak, think or act, Anna and Lynette joined her on the covers while our sturdy host laughed happily at their deviant instincts and looked at me in my obvious discomfiture from his chair of power at the side of the room.

“I do enjoy the spectacle of a weak husband being involved…”

He sighed then commented diabolically.

“…It surely does add a certain spice to the evening…”

His hands clapped softly while his voice whispered lowly and decadently.

“…Play together my Darlings…I like to see you intimately warming up for me…”

The three luscious girls immediately began to kiss, gently caress or sensually touch each other and even though I knew Lynette was no lesbian she entered into the feminine fray until moist panties were swiftly removed and they were all in a state of relative undress and murmuring in girlish bliss to the inevitable expert female touches of other mature and knowledgeable women.

Without thinking, my own fingertips found my own surging genitals that instantly released more unedifying sticky white liquid into the soft material of the panties around them and then realised Frank had spied me as he snickered at my unfortunate reveal.

“Bad Boy, Cuckold, masturbating so early on…now line them up on the bed and lick each of their asses for me…!”

As if unable to resist such an obtuse, depraved or absurd request I went forward and gingerly placed the tall trio side by side with their uncovered bottoms facing backwards and then - starting with Sandy - used my mouth and ever useful tongue to lubricate each subtle aperture with plentiful saliva until they were all gleaming and glistening with moisture as if ready for his foul inspection or eventual mastery.

Then Frank took command and stood behind the three bought and paid for Whores - including my wife - then smoothly used his fingers to softly slap, tease or torment them as they squealed or whimpered to his imminent invasion before he eventually tired of this theatre of foreplay and placed the point of his potent cock at Lynette’s entrance then smiled.

“…It’s easier the second time around, Bitch…breathe in!”

He was inside her a second time with the minimum of effort or force and my wife gasped in response as this Deviant gently fucked Lynette while she squirmed then purposely left her on the sexual edge before then doing the same fetid act with the other two gorgeous girls until they were all needy or greedy for more.

Then the night of boundless debauchery really, truly took off while I watched on mesmerised while masturbating furtively but incessantly and meekly serving champagne, water and juicy fruit as was requested or required.

Lynette, in her new role as a prostitute was a salacious revelation as although she naturally looked familiar to me, the way she carried on defied any recognition of the former demure and refined young woman I had married.

Her appetites for sensation or copulation seemed insatiable and she seemed to fight with the other girls to ride Frank’s apparently always erect often vertical flesh until she shook and vibrated in lewd orgasmic bliss then suckled or licked him to another hard-on so she or one of the other feminine Deviants could continue this foul and most unequal, unreasonable session of depravity and fornication.

If the Lord of all of this perversion needed to regenerate or recover then the three girls would use various intriguingly shaped toys to tease and torment each other - on or in each and every aperture they possessed - and as the hours passed the experience of just watching on as some seedy mesmerised voyeur was unbearable but also extraordinary to believe.

Then somewhere in the dead of night finally the heat was spent as bodies were tired and my wife, along with Sandy, disturbingly lay across Frank - who was snoring softly by now - as if they had actually enjoyed this evil charade or testimony to their rapacious financial or sexual greed and Anna rose up silently took my hand and then led me to her bedroom down the corridor and sighed.

“Enough Cucky…tomorrow is another day, come along…”

The cabin that she took me to was small but tidy and I was in desperate need of sleep but this Amazonian female bent me over on the bed and ran her fingernail over my wet knickers and sneered critically.

“…Dirty Boy Cucky…you clearly loved seeing your lewd wife being educated and used but now it is your turn…!”

I bit my lower lip as she pulled the sticky knickers down my thighs then smeared cold lubricant or gel on my anus.”

“…Keep still Cucky…very still that’s it.”

As I kneeled in fear I felt hardness at my rectum and pleaded for mercy as this ultimate lack of dignity was crushing.

“Please don’t fuck me Anna please…my pride!”

She gurgled in delight at my obvious terror and proceeded to gently but firmly squeeze a small lifeless object up into my rear passage and then pulled my panties back up and patted my bottom patronisingly.

“Not yet Cuckold, maybe tomorrow if you’re a Good Boy…now lick me free of sperm and lull me to sleep.”

All Anna had on now was the silk slip and I obediently slid between her parted legs and used my tongue on her pungent, semen-covered ass and pussy until she trembled and vibrated involuntarily until I knew she was mercifully separated from the real world.

I could have stopped there and then but felt the compulsion to continue providing sensation, as if I needed the feel of her wet pussy on my mouth more than she did, and in quiet contemplation could hardly believe that I was with such an extraordinary gorgeous young woman in this intimate but surely corrupt way.

There was no guilt in me given what Lynette was up to and as I settled beside this still surprisingly fragrant girl - with female underwear covering my spent genitals and a tightness in my ass providing the strangest sensations of arousal - I decided that the evening had in fact turned out perhaps slightly better than I could have anticipated.

Understandably I had lost my moral compass somewhat and was so fatigued that I settled beside Anna into the comfortable bed little realising this was only the merest initiation along my path to sensual hell or damnation and awoke in the early dawn from a satisfying dream-free sleep with a start to find myself in the very epicentre of a developing nightmare.

I was on my back while Anna was between my open legs with a black strap-on penis around her slim thighs and was using her long fingers to push slippery oil into my anus because the anal plug or dirty toy had been removed and she smiled when realising I was coming around.

The situation was so mortifying I could not speak as she released my morning erection from the crusty knickers I had on then pushed the tip of the terrible threatening phallus between her hips forward while I screamed as it began to invade me while she murmured words that were meant to be soothing.

“Easy Cucky…don’t make a fuss; the plug has done its work…so just relax because I know you will enjoy this more than me…”

I wanted to hate her and run from this degradation but her fingers were already teasingly wrapped around my stiff little penis and as the plastic cock was improbably half way inside me I perplexingly did not know whether my gasps were of fear or favour.

Her touch on my manhood was firm but tender and made me docile if not pliable until impossibly the slim, divisive toy was gradually fully inserted and then she looked down on me assuredly and smiled in some recognisable triumph.

“…Oh Cucky so simple…now slowly back…”

I whined as the hardness moved insidiously inside me and then again as it returned before, with a few tentative strokes, this tall, supremely assured girl was gently fucking me and pulling at my living, raging cock as she did so.

“…That’s it Cucky…soon Lynette will be doing this and any female you serve as many of us girls really enjoy fucking a pathetic man…”

Suddenly my dissolving mind pictured my wife dominantly above me and I climaxed spurts of hot spunk into her palm to the demeaning vision as she increased her pace and rutted me with purpose while my undeniably woozy brain turned and tumbled as if everything in the universe was inside out or upside down.

Then she withdrew, wiped the length of the device with a damp cloth, and evilly placed the sperm that was in her hand on the tip of the phallus and ultimately straddled my face before resting the tip of the inanimate cock squarely on my lips.

“…Suck it Cucky…that’s it…all the way…!”

I seemed inexplicably incapable to resist as I drew the plastic penis like a willing girl giving head and when I had performed this further humbling despicable act she then turned me onto my knees and then screwed my bottom briefly a final time - as if only for completeness - because I was truly overcome or overpowered by this stage.

After that we showered together where I licked her pussy increasingly skilfully enabling her to get off and when I was drying this divine but dangerous girl’s creamy smooth skin she smiled as if somehow we were friends.

“…Perhaps you understand a little how a dutiful, submissive man can be an invaluable asset to his woman or wife…”

Her wet hair shook as if in regret.

“…Sadly my husband did not get it at all and left me quickly once I began this way of life, but it was and is very much his loss and I think with some direction then you and Lynette have a much better chance if you lose your misplaced sense of honour Cucky…”

She laughed gaily.

“…Now pull on a clean pair of panties then put out the tiny white bikinis on top of the shelf over there we will all need today and go and see Lynette to demonstrate and show her your devotion!”

The swimsuits were disturbingly tiny at the top and bottom to highlight all of the girls assets or curves and I pulsed in sordid reflex and tried to stop myself becoming erect again; but it was a hopeless task and after I had put out the items as directed my protrusion of sexual excitement was still obvious when I entered the Master’s bedroom to find my wife and sleepy Sandy still in the crumpled sheets.

Frank had gone out into the port to buy groceries and blonde Sandy saw me first and shook Lynette gently then chuckled.

“Your Cuckold is here and he’s packing!”

My wife opened her bleary, granite eyes and I tried to pre-empt her displeasure and simpered.

“I have put bikinis out in the dressing room, Miss…”

She was glaring at me which made me say foolish things.

“…If I can serve you, then please tell me how.”

Lynette grumbled noticing my cock twitch in the thin knickers.

“It’s good that this excites you Cuckold; because you can lose the stiffy then lick the sperm from us both.”

Sandy slid from the bed and placed her slight hand to my erection as she giggled foolishly.

“He’s got nice little cock, Lynnie!”

My wife whispered cuttingly.

“Sure but it never stayed hard long enough to use it and if you merely mention, intimate or remind him what Frank did to me or us then you’ll soon see.”

Sandy’s blue eyes held mine as her voice rose up an octave higher than it had been.

“Lynette was a very Bad Girl last night Cuckold….she’s so very full of him; want to see…?”

The young, blonde woman then unreasonably pulled the thin white sheet off my Love, thus revealing creamy spread-eagled thighs liberally smeared with thick, crusty sperm and I depravedly, immediately jerked my male load built up in my tight balls into the slippery gusset of the female underwear I had on as the girl squeezed my penis and laughed at my abject display.

“…Fuck you are right, Lynette…he’s not much of a man for fucking but maybe he can be more useful with his mouth given Anna’s expert tuition…”

Sandy promptly relaxed beside my wife on her back and they both slyly settled then stretched out their long legs to give me access to two perfect but sticky pussies that seemed disturbingly magnetic to my sick senses.

“…She’s good at training Cuckolds, especially after the disastrous experience with her husband…”

I wanted to ask more details about someone who had been through the same trauma as I was now enduring but - in automatic mode - I bent my head between my wife’s legs and began to lick at the slimy mess there as her companion stroked my head and simpered.

“…Aren’t you a Precious Darling…but nice and gentle Baby because she’s a little raw after being fucked for so long…suck it up then you can do the same for me.”

Lynette let me degrade myself for many minutes then shivered to momentary bliss before I started with Sandy and having such access to so many used vaginas began to reveal to me that they were similar but subtly different.

Also the heavy aromas were unique but the one thing they had in common was the girls that these young vaginas were attached to undoubtedly revelled in being gently teased, cleaned and orally pleasured without the necessity of man expecting or wanting anything in return.

When they had both cum my Love stretched out like a contented pussycat and got up but upon seeing me with another hard-on she grumbled dangerously, rolled Sandy onto her front then made me kneel over her sublime bottom before puling down my panties and taking hold of my forever unstable penis.

“It really aggravates me to se how much this turns you on; so ejaculate over her ass and lick it off while I shower…”

Sandy’s bottom was ivory, shapely and oozing juices from her anal cavity and I had no ability to resist the prurient urge to spurt more masculine fluid over this divisive crease and then let Lynette press my head down into the filthy mixture of sexual excretions where I began to lap then draw her once more as my wife spat in spoken disgust.

“…Fuck you are such a Pervert…maybe I will let Anna cage you because you just cannot control these deviant urges Cuckold…!”

The unfamiliar woman I was serving immediately relaxed and let me tend or soothe her for a while before Lynette returned and slapped my bottom through the material of the knickers and laughed softly.

“…Enough now on Sandy, she needs to shower…I’ve spoken to Anna and we’ve agreed that you are allowed one orgasm a day starting now and if you cum again in the female underwear then you will indeed be placed in chastity until we leave!”

The news was unfair and tortuous but at least there was a trace of positivity because if I could simply control my unnatural craving or crazed mind then perhaps I could survive this ultimate affront to my manhood.

As instructed - almost reluctantly - I left my work on the amazing girl’s sensual wet flesh and followed my barely covered wife into the dressing room when I dried her pure skin with the towel around her, applied perfume and watched as she changed into her bikini that sat provocatively high on Lynette’s slender hips and visibly highlighted her womanly mound or pert breasts for all to see.

I knew she was going to be fucked again and - to my horror – then felt my cock swell once more causing me to drop to the floor in earnest.

“Please let’s leave, Lynette…I can’t go on like this…and I know you are being brave in adversity but we can give the money back.”

Anna came in then overheard the end of my woeful pleading and Lynette looked at her in exasperation.

“Please explain how things are would you…I am so bored of his whining!”

My Love walked out towards the deck to take breakfast and to my despair Anna picked up a short, whippy, riding crop that was to hand then tortuously bent me over her knee before lowering the wet knickers and firmly beating my exposed bottom with the flexible stick as I cried in agony while she grunted in correction.

“Stupid Boy…do you not understand that the deal has already been made; Lynnie has to do her part and so do you…now shut the fuck up…shower…and then come back here.”

She rained down a few more blows for dramatic effect as Sandy watched in amusement while putting on the waiting swimsuit before I was permitted to wash and tried not to think too much before I returned to her with just a small towel around my waist and shivered in the emerging heat of the day.

“Yes Anna…I’m here!”

She nodded at the divisive white panties on the side table.

“Put them on…”

Anxious not to cause any more trouble I quickly did so and then could not reasonably object as she pressed me forward and slid another alarmingly tight plug up my anus as she murmured.

“…This is a little bit bigger, because although you’re no virgin now, I need to keep you open and available for later…I understand that your wife has informed you that any further indiscretion regarding selfish masturbation will be dealt with severely…indeed it’s most unedifying for any partner to see how much you enjoy your woman being taken by others…”

Terrifyingly I could feel myself surge to her disturbing words and Anna gurgled in recognition of my dilemma.

“…William my husband was the same at first but then everything became too much for him and I put his prick…”

She laughed sarcastically as if this was an entertaining story.

“…In permanent chastity until he fled one dark night.”

I gasped instinctively if not resolutely.

“I’ll never desert Lynette.”

She grinned dryly.

“We’ll see, now take some food in the galley below decks while I have breakfast with the others and then I will show you your chores.”

Naturally I felt slighted to be so clearly separated from everyone else but I watched Anna shower quickly then change into a similar bikini to the one all the girls were wearing before venturing below decks to the superbly equipped kitchen where another plump Oriental female woman - who was the chef - looked at me with some pity because I was dressed so bizarrely in the comely female underwear, but to her credit she did not say a word.

As I ate some of the fresh food just fetched by Frank I reconciled my giddy head to the fact that perhaps in this surreal world my presentation was possibly considered normal here and to continue to try and be as supportive to Lynette as I could be because there were only two days and nights to go before we could then put this transient misadventure behind us and perhaps move on stronger together with regards this temporary lack of judgement on my part.

In spite of her actions I did not hold my wife responsible for the impossible and depraved situation she was now in, where she was unfairly having to act as some sexual convenience to this awful man; in some ways the whole scenario was simply some joke that had gotten out of hand and I would or could not hold Lynette culpable in spite of everything I was witnessing.

With my meal concluded Anna found me and quickly set me to work tidying up the strewn feminine clothing everywhere while I heard and felt the ship leaving port and heading out into open sea and, although there were domestic staff that came in to clean, she provided me with various female items in the dressing room and grinned

“A good faithful Cuckold need to know how to wash his wife’s wardrobe....”

Her lips parted in unspoken gratification at my unspoken but obvious pain.

“…Or her friends; so I have put these into piles and you will hand-wash the lingerie as I instruct then put the other bits in the machine whilst the luxurious dresses can be dry cleaned in the port tomorrow.”

This at last was the final straw in this ongoing sadism and not before time I felt it was the moment for me to stand up to her outlandish abuse.

“I’m not here to be some maid, Anna…I will perform as I have to for Lynette but I don’t do laundry for anyone!”

Her cool unflappable response was to gently pick up the available riding crop that was displayed as an ornament - or more divisively a warning to others - on the wall and she slapped it against an open palm as her lips curled in restrained annoyance.

“Bend over Cuckold or get off the ship.”

She was pointing at the soft padded stool at the make-up table and I realised once more that if I wished to see this trauma through with my wife then I had to bear or endure again as I could not simply leave my Love in the middle of this terrible situation therefore I changed tack like the nearby ocean breeze and tried to sound contrite.

“Sorry Anna I forget myself, sorry, of course I’ll do my chores for Lynette or any of you….please forgive my outburst…”

I shivered and looked for sympathy which I knew was most unlikely from her.

“…I’m not myself at the moment!”

The whippy stick slapped my bottom gently but with understated meaning which was emphasised by her curt words.

“I’ve told you…now over on your stomach, Cuckold…I’m fed up with your complaining and whimpering…”

In helplessness I stretched over the stool thereby allowing her to pull my knickers to my knees before she snapped the crop over my exposed tender flesh and grunted in growing anger.

“…This is the mistake I made with William…my husband. I was much too lenient or soft with him but as I learned the only thing you weak men understand is the whip and strict discipline…”

The blows were raining down now and the strokes were excruciating although the biggest agony was the removal of any remaining masculine honour I had left as she went on.

“…You will obey every single order given to you without recourse or question; your place is merely to serve everyone…or leave now because you can be certain that things will only get worse from here…”

My lurid imagination regarding Lynette was unfortunately meandering along treacherous paths again causing - to my despair - my penis to start swelling as Anna stopped striking me then brought the tip of this thin crop to the accessible peak of my erection and laughed in irony.

“…Or maybe get better for you because Frank is meeting some valued business colleagues later for dinner and of course me, Sandy and your Dirty Whore of a wife will be on the menu as well…”

I was bursting but tried to hold back the impulse to climax as she carried on verbally abusing me and gently tapping me with the hard, rubbery stick

“…Now won’t that be fun to watch…!”

The sordid vision in my mucky mind was too much to contemplate or ignore causing me to spray blobs of thin viscous semen onto the hard black leather while she lifted the covered end to my lips and chuckled.

“…Lick it off…and I will let this orgasm go as a free pass but the next one will be the cage, Cuckold.”

I felt physically dissected but privately relieved at her consideration and I ingested the few drops of sperm as her hand drew the material of the panties back over my wet genitals while my dripping mouth groaned softly and respectfully.

“Sorry again Miss, I am very grateful for another opportunity and I feel more able to cope now.”

Anna gurgled quietly and drew the plug in and out of my ass a singular time to further unsettle or torture me.

“Fuck, why couldn’t my William be more like you?”

Bizarrely my questionable logic took what she said as a compliment and I rose up then spent the next few hours meticulously washing the clothing or finery in the utility room next to the galley while trying not to react to the insidious white stains in all of the girls’ underwear.

However the sight of crusted marks on what I knew to be Lynette’s panties made my cock surge in the new black knickers Anna had proffered and, after innumerable time sniffing them then wringing out all the divisive traces of the young women’s faithlessness or fecklessness, I was furtively pressing my hand to the bulge in the soft gusset.

I did not want to cum again - given the threatened punishment - but the subversive thoughts about my wife being used sexually like this once more in the hours to come and then perhaps with unknown strangers who would take her like some low prostitute was unfortunately destabilising and inevitably my eyes closed in primitive myriad thoughts as I sadly spurted more fluid into the debilitating underwear.

A voice behind my back awoke me from this sleaziest of dreams.

“Oh Cuckold, look at you; this is the final straw…take them off and you can wash them now after....”

My eyelids opened to see Anna pulling off the freshly stained panties I had been wearing then disappearing for a moment and returning with a strange contraption she waved in front of my frantic, contorted face as she smiled.

“…This clever device is fitted…”

While speaking then kneeling, her expert fingers placed this diabolical Perspex cover around my balls and cock before to my horror I was swiftly suddenly enclosed in a chastity cage for the first time in my miserable life as Anna’s voice lilted happily.

“…No more soft panties for you now…this is how you will be seen, everyone will know you’re a Cuckold under restraint and there will be no necessity for further messy orgasms…”

I had guessed before but now but I truly knew now she was a She-Monster.

“…That is without some begging from you and permission from your key-holder who…”

Her hand cupped my corralled genitals and she sniggered.

“…Is definitely me at the moment!”

The slightest touch of her on this sensitive male area was agonising as I could not react like a man, but Anna just condescendingly patted my bottom, inspected that my cleaning labours to date were satisfactory - mercifully they were - then told me to come up on deck when I had finished everything and that to put some sun-lotion on as it was hot and I would have nothing covering me but this hateful plastic prison.

When she left I was at first furious with my lack of fight or refusal to this lunacy but although I detested this temporary gaol, in some ways the restriction had already stopped my perverse mind from wandering and by the time I had concluded my labours, and the lingerie - in its various, beauteous forms was placed out to dry - I walked up onto the deck almost with a trace of personal positivity.

I mean surely I had now reached the lowest bar so how much worse could things get?

When I arrived on the screened upper deck thankfully the scene that greeted me was quiet, peaceful or almost ordinary and no one paid much heed to my mortifyingly humiliating appearance - as if such things on board were expected - and I sat below a large umbrella at the side and looked out upon the serene, calms seas and distant horizons then surreptitiously at the three woman draped provocatively over the large single beds and thanked the fates that I did not have to witness further debauchery as yet.

Up to now on this harrowing experience everything had been moving at a rapid pace and, although I was grateful for some temporary stillness for a while, I was on guard and expecting further deviance around every corner.

The young girls all looked so disturbingly alluring or tempting and I absentmindedly waited for my cock to inevitably harden to this surfeit of divine female flesh everywhere but then looked down to recognise my delicate position now and glanced in passing at Frank - just in black shorts - whose powerful frame was relaxing close to Lynette but was busy negotiating on his phone as if she was already bought and paid for therefore available as and when the whim or rampant sexual mood took him. 

But nothing happened as the boat just drifted at anchor in the heavenly heat before we lunched without much conversation and after a swim off the rear access deck of the vessel the trio of female loveliness lay speckled in glistening salt-water as Anna and Lynette then settled beside Frank on his grandiose master-bed where they removed his loose fitting shorts without him even asking them to.

Their greedy mouths were subsequently round his cock in seconds and he gazed at me in some celebration and chuckled as if I should share or appreciate his hubris.

“I do so enjoy being me…”

His erection was vertical now and both girl slipped off their divine bikinis and began to rub themselves on his legs as if they were predatory Bitches that had come out to play in the oppressive temperatures.

“…So many options but I think I’ll begin with Lynette…”

As Anna kissed his lips my wife lowered her hips and visibly wet, hirsute pussy onto his endlessly hard flesh and then they held together as if stuck like glue because my perverse Love obviously revelled in the male thickness stretching her taut but - up to now - barely used vaginal passage as he grunted coarsely in unreasonable recognition of my private thoughts.

“…Fuck you have been missing out Baby…stretch it…and press me with your juicy cunt!”

Only then did Lynette move, just her hips at first, before the whole of her body seemed to dramatically but gently twist and turn on his solidity until before long she was almost jumping up and down on him with increasing womanly hunger or energy until this odious man jerked upwards and pumped his divisive seed urgently within her inner walls.

They stayed physically tied again for the longest most discomforting time before Lynette slid off him and then the two girls together wiped then sucked his diminished penis almost languidly - if not confusingly lovingly - until it was primed once more and then Anna took her prurient turn before she was also full of him. 

As if things could get any more disconcerting for me, Sandy then came over from her shady bed, removed her suit and then the three young women started teasing and touching each other gently, tenderly and invasively for an hour or so which only ended when I helped place them on their knees, quickly licked their sublime asses and watch on while Frank fucked them in short bursts then spewed and generously anointed his rich ejaculate over each and every peachy bottom.

The trio in this debasing pose were then just three sodden plump asses and pussies as their temporary benefactor spread their perfect thighs a little while they whimpered before he moved to the stairs leading to his cabin then smiled directly at me.

“Clean them up Boy and make your attentions last because I need to have a long break from…”

His gravelly voice gurgled in sadistic pleasure.

“…Fucking these Whores…”

He really was an utter Bastard.

“…Especially your wife, who is so demanding because she’s obviously been going short for far too long, and my duties of fucking them all can get challenging even for me now and then!”

With that obtuse remark Frank disappeared and I started with Sandy’s milky bottom and gingerly licked her crevices clean from the invasive male juices before moving on to the others as they wriggled and shivered to my oral touch before - in due time - they were all clean or clear of his spunk and then lay on their backs upon the main bed where Anna spread her legs and sighed almost sleepily.

“I want to cum again, Cuckold…

She began giggling quietly but deviously.

“…In fact we all do and the one that last the longest without going ooooooooh…”

They all started to cackle like gorgeous, luscious witches.

“…Wins!”

I began once more with Anna who was incredibly smelly and saturated within her slippery folds as she settled back while chatting quietly to the other girls as I worked until finally she could take no more teasing then shuddered to selfish glory before pushing me towards Sandy who was waiting expectantly with parted thighs.

As I toiled in the steamy atmosphere I realised that bizarrely I was merely some sexual toy because they conversed consciously as if I was not there at all and when Sandy reached her temporary sensual heaven I found myself in Lynette’s cum smeared ass and pussy almost without anyone breaking stride.

My wife ignored me as I licked her pink stained sensual crease but then stroked my head without any real affection or tenderness as she simpered to Anna.

“Fuck you have done a good job with him…and the chastity cage seems to have been truly inspired because it has at last stopped his irrational need to masturbate endlessly…”

The irony of the situation was not lost on me given what I was doing to them all but my mouth was too full up with insidious female fluids or dissolving sperm to speak and I could only listen with growing interest to the conversation that ensued.

“…How did you learn to do this?”

Anna murmured then stretched out in the increasingly weakening power of the rays from the sun that was working its inevitable way nearer the horizon.

“My husband, William was always hopeless in bed, hapless in business or making money and when we were dirt poor it became impossible for me not to accept offers from rich men that wanted to have me…”

Her tone betrayed some guilt or perhaps a trace of remorse.

“…It was just a one-off affair for money at first but then I found I was good at sex, bizarrely enjoyed proper intercourse, the guys liked me and when I met Frank then I discovered it could be safe or even fun to be a Whore now and then and if my husband could have just accepted things then we could still have been married…”

I felt Lynette tremble as if nearing completion as she went on.

“…Naturally I felt repentant at first and was empathetic with him but that in retrospect was a real mistake because I was the one bringing home the bacon…”

Her tone changed to one of irritation.

“…I now know that I should have been cruel and harsh instead because he secretly got off on my immorality and if he had been honest then maybe we could have made it…”

Anna moved position and her blue eyes were icy as they glared at me.

“….So now when I train a Cuckold I naturally understand they surely like, if not deserve to be treated without pity or sympathy so I don’t spare the rod with them…”

Her fingers patted my bottom and pressed the plug in the crease as she laughed.

“…You are lucky, Lynnie…your man does not resist this opportunity the way William did and has taken to this life remarkably well up to now considering…”

I could feel the emotional and womanly swell in Lynette as my tongue flicked her enlarged clitoral point while Anna revealed something that was perhaps better left unsaid.

“…Especially being rutted in his pretty and tight backside; he really seems to like me fucking him!”

My wife vibrated almost violently and then opened her eyes in ecstasy or amazement as she whispered.

“I never realised you had done that as well, Anna…?”

Her palm held me close to her slippery slit as her voice drifted on.

“…I will have to see that before I leave.”

Anna merely smiled and observed my increasingly diligent adoration of my Love’s most sensual spot.

“No, you can try it if you have time!”

Once all of the women were sated I was not needed suddenly and I picked up the discarded clothing then took it to the wash-room before tidying up the area where they were dozing and had the strongest urge to lick their open pussies again and masturbate out of sight but could not for obvious and frustrating reasons.

However when the sun had finally set and I was with Anna in her room again - Sandy and my wife were showering then dressing in evening clothes we had already picked out - I grumbled to her pathetically.

“May I cum, Miss, please…its abject torture like this watching what is going on?”

My tutor was covered only in a towel after washing and her lips twisted wryly.

“You have to give to get something, Cuckold.”

Not unreasonably after the day I had seen I was utterly desperate because the sexual pressure such debauchery had created inside me was making my head implode.

“I expect you to dress up when I fuck you tonight…”

She found a short, frilly Baby-doll with matching knickers and placed them on the divisive stool where she had previous taken my anal virginity with the plug then smiled drolly

“…In this, as I like my Cuckolds looking luscious...”

By now there was no choice in anything and I meekly nodded in confirmation of her infernal demands without thinking at all before she undid the lock then removed the plastic covers constricting me and finally snickered while placing Lynette’s bikini bottoms on a large cushion.

“…Don’t touch your penis but tell me how much you like your wife being another man’s Whore?”

At her words my poor, shrivelled and much maligned or mistreated cock began to magically swell again while my addled brain dissolved as I hissed.

“You know I do…I love watching her...she’s so beautiful especially when she’s having filthy sex.”


She interrupted rudely then crudely.

“You mean being fucked like a Tramp before you lick her free of the white slimy spoils of her endeavours?”

“Yes…God forgive me I do!”

I was bursting now mentally and physically as she patted my head and grinned animatedly.

“Press your little man to the gusset and then cum prior to you cleaning them while we dine out…before of course she gets rutted and fouled again.”

As my erect flesh met the padded inside of her bikini bottoms my cock instantaneously exploded all of the built up load of active sperm from my aching balls and I further fouled the item of clothing as I shivered in shame before she wiped my leaking penis and put me back into captivity then sighed happily.

“…Good, eat in the kitchen while we’re in the port and remain uncovered as you are…”

She appeared to have some initial compassion with me but as I was soon to discover it was all for show.

“…Just a few more days, Cuckold, and then this will be behind you both!”

Without any options I busied myself with menial tasks as the girls got prepared for their expensive dinner and I took time to enviously watch them walk off in sparkling short evening dresses while Frank annoyingly looked the part of the rich, sophisticated gentleman in a tailored blue suit and bright tie.

Surprisingly the domestic chores that had been piled upon me I found mildly relaxing because I could immerse myself in cleaning the female finery without the unfortunate necessity to masturbate as quite unnaturally the device capturing my balls and penis prevented such unfortunate practices.

Also there was some sense of accomplishment to wash away the dirtiest semen stains on the girls’ knickers although the slightest unguarded introspective thought about how they got there made me surge causing enough cruel pain to discourage my senses sniffing them as I had previously, unfortunately tended to do before having been incarcerated so unfairly.

Bizarrely I longed for Anna to return when I could put on the demeaning nightie she had picked and perhaps let me ejaculate once more even while her body took me with the strap on and as the hours passed by I worked, ate and felt my mind going utterly demented.

Eventually, just before midnight, I heard a commotion and walked upstairs to find the girls sitting on bar stools on the main deck with Frank and three sturdy, striking black males - who were also in suits - sitting on comfortable soft armchairs and chatting amiably with our arrogant host.

When the tallest ebony man saw me he chuckled vocally at my obviously debilitating display and grinned while drinking his wine.

“Ah the husband in his prison I see, Frank…but it is not so unusual for a weak man to be chained in our culture as the strong take always what they want which…”

His dark eyes glared at Lynette as he muttered meaningfully.

“…Includes their women…!”

Frank merely gestured to her and to my developing horror my wife walked over, feebly kneeled between his powerful but parted thighs and released the developing stiffness in his trousers as this stranger sighed.

“…Always good to do business with you, Frank…and I will of course meet the price you want.”

Lynette’s sweet mouth was now quietly feasting on the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life and - as if they did not wish to be left out - Anna and Sandy then prostrated themselves with the other two males before, as I served water and wine, the young women were all sucking and slurping like the paid for Cheap Whores they were.

The foul oral actions of the rapacious, degenerate, young women did not stop the men talking about goods or costs until comely heads or shoulders began to move more quickly and one by one the black Beasts groaned in delight and released themselves down willing womanly throats.

The unnamed dark Bastard with my helpless wife stroked her mousey, fragrant hair and grunted in Frank’s direction.

“How much to fuck her…I bet she’s good on the bone?”

Frank nodded in confirmation and spoke cautiously about such delicate matters as selling on her divine body.

“£10,000 because she’s new, very enthusiastic and I haven’t quite finished with her yet…normal fee for the others!”

In some relief I realised quickly that the proposed deal seemed to be a bit rich for him as he shook his shaven head.

“Greedy Frank…what about more head?”

Frank sat back momentarily and slapped his palm on the arm of his seat as if he was feeling generous.

“Saul, as long as the price we had tentatively agreed remains then they will continue for free!”

The devilish bargain was made and each girl moved to a new customer and began to orally serve again while I wanted to secretly save them all like some spiritual evangelist - when in brutal reality - I could barely save myself from damnation.

Lynette’s new client was shorter but equally blessed physically and in seconds the three feminine heads were moving once more against thick, hard, black flesh while the late evening became something of a base, sexual orgy with only sordid, slippery mouths.

It took a full further half-hour for the girls to finish completely with their latest Marks, by moving on to perform with the man they had not yet treated, and when they at last had made him reach sullied heaven the wicked trio stood beside Frank like the paid for prostitutes they had become, with cum-smeared lips or skin while giggling and drinking champagne as he smiled graciously and whispered to his friends.

“A wonderful night, Saul…I will expect delivery in a fortnight and will see you then for payment.”

The man extended his weighty, elongated body out tiredly or drunkenly and gazed upon Lynette before muttering lowly.

“When the bill had been settled perhaps then I will meet your price for the girl…”

Frank’s controlling hand slipped under then up my wife’s short dress in an unfortunate demonstration of ownership.

“…I have the desire and urge for her!”

The Captain of this ship and devastatingly for me, Lynette as well it seemed - although temporarily - merely sighed with an edge of regret in his tone.

“She may be gone by then...but we will see how things transpire and if the girl remains then by all means, if you have the cash to spare, then of course you can fuck her!”

The unwelcome ebony guests then mercifully departed with some undue noise as they were unsteady, merry and fatigued before I tidied up, undressed all of the women and separated what was necessary for cleaning - as previously shown - and then placed sheer lingerie and fragrance over them all before walking them through to Frank who was waiting in his grand bed.

Sandy and my wife kneeled promptly and submissively on the sheets before, under direction from Anna, I softly licked or lubricate their asses again and then had to watch in debilitating sufferance as he took one then another while patting their plump flesh in the base process and smiling.

“Good Girls…such obedient Good Girls…and now you get your rewards…”

He winked at the blonde girl at my side diabolically.

“…Let him watch what a willing Whore his wife is and then you can go off and get your subversive kicks as well!”

As Lynette began to moan and whimper weakly to his primitive thrusts Anna gurgled at him in response.

“Oh Frank whatever do you mean…?”

The sullied spectacle I had to bear in his room lasted merely a few excruciating minutes by which time my wife’s pert ass was full of spunk before thankfully Anna took me to her room where she made me bend down and lick her soaking pussy before pressing her hips against my tongue and grimacing.

“…Make me cum…fuck sometimes a girl just has to cum…!”

She vibrated like a lightly stretched drum very quickly then stroked my hair gently as this lofty girl seemed to waver and almost dance in the vibration of sensual bliss.”

“…Your turn now Cucky…”

My eyes betrayed me as she beamed in amusement ay my obvious desire.

“…OK…if you’re a Good Little Girl as we were, then maybe I will let you climax…!”

The baby-doll slipped over my naked skin far too seductively or easily for my sanity before she removed my chastity cage then made me deliberately put the strap-on around her slender waist as her lips twisted in satisfaction.

“…You suck it Bitch…like we did…then I’ll fuck you…!”

I drew the plastic penis until my own living cock was hard and then she pushed me over onto the bed, removed the plug inside my backside and was swiftly inside it almost roughly as I fought for my last breath.

The sensation once more of masculine surrender was impossible to accept or describe but as this dominant girl’s thighs slapped against me, while I was dressed so sensually in female adornments or fabrics, inexplicably I jerked into the ruffled panties around my upper thighs while Anna rutted me brutally and groaned.

“…Dirty Cuckold…Dirty Boy…so needy and greedy…just a few more thrusts then let’s get you dressed again.”

Barbarically she made me put the restrictive device on myself and when corralled, slipped the knickers back into place and then curled up behind me in her bed and pressed the thickness still pointed out from between her legs against my lower back and giggled with the faintest regard to my feelings.

“…You see Cucky…it not all bad being a Cuckold…you just need to…”

Involuntarily, as if I did not care about my downfall or disgrace, my wet bottom pushed back against the lifeless pressure and the girl murmured in amusement at my reveal.

“…Be open or adaptable to change.”

I slept surprising well in these most trying of times but there was no time for play in the morning as all was bustle and flurry because it appeared we were entertaining some Eastern European guests for the day and after stripping, then breakfasting in the galley, where Rita - the Oriental chef - kept looking at me and laughing quietly to herself, I completed my domestic obligations while sensing the vessel drift and then beginning to churn out towards the open waters and did not venture up top until my duties had been performed to the very best of my abilities.

The girls were dressed in divinely shaped black bikinis today as previously selected and placed out by me.

They had been too busy to look much in my direction, other than a passing glance, or ask for any assistance for which impoliteness - given my recent acquired expertise in this regard - made me feel weirdly irritated as if I wanted to be appreciated more.

When I reached the upper deck - as was my familiar place by now - to serve drinks and attend to my girls’ innumerable but petty requests, also in this small gathering were two Caucasian men in unfashionable tight black trunks, one of whom seemed like a giant and the other almost tiny in comparison and for a moment I thought him to be a dwarf.

However this height-challenged male openly or patently did not lack confidence and he glanced at me in my nudity and chastity cage then at the bevy of female beauty on the open sun-beds and almost shouted or guffawed out unfortunately loudly in his brash, unusual gravelly accent or odious lack of propriety.

“Ah Frank…as always having a day on your vessel is endlessly unusual and entertaining as I don’t know how you manage to find such temptation and decadence mixed so wonderfully together…”

His dark pupils seemed to focus on then voyeuristically devour my wife, who was laying on her back as if to display her perfect bumps and curves in the minimal swimsuit for all to witness, and to my gradual discomfort I noticed his cock swelling with appreciation of Lynette’s splendour in the confines of the clingy trunks.

“…I had just come for a restful day in the fresh air…”

His hands slapped together in a gesture of discovered energy.

“…But now I have a sudden rage to do more…”

He turned to Frank and smiled slyly and with an undercurrent of juvenile charm.

“…Your best price Frankie…and please remember that we are friends.”

Lynette opened a concerned stony grey eye as they debated her worth and I held my breath while our Lord and Master sighed reluctantly.

“£15, 000 Marco but I would rather you take one of the others as I am just breaking this one in.”

The diminutive man grumbled then gurgled in base determination.

“No I pay £20,000 but my bodyguard can have the other girls thrown in as well; so don’t be greedy Frank…it’s just for today and then maybe…”

He was joking I think, but even at this stage I could not be sure.

“… I’ll give her back but…”

His thin lips sneered then twisted dryly and sarcastically.

“…I don’t think she’ll love you anymore…!”

Our obnoxious, omnipotent host laughed loudly along with his tiny colleague then took the bundle of cash offered before this Imposter in our midst stood up to his full height of just below five feet and then took his surprising thickset and muscular frame over to my wife’s bed and sat beside her before whispering softly.

“…What is your name…you are so beautiful?”

She looked up at him - which my ironic mind decided must have been a rare thing for this particular male - and smiled kindly as if realising, given his obvious limitation or shortcomings, he could hardly do her much penetrative damage.

“Lynette, Marco…I heard your name and what has been agreed in my regard…!”

He appreciated her professionalism or pragmatism regarding these unspoken duties and his palm was placed on the flat of her belly that worryingly seemed to automatically heave gently in anticipation to his slightest caress.

“…What would you like me to do?”

As he smiled expectantly her fingers pushed against the now disturbingly large bulge in his trunks and he grinned almost proudly although at that moment I was unsure of exactly why.

“That can be a start…Lynette…that’s a good beginning; unwrap it and be introduced to your fate.”

Everyone but Frank gasped - he must have seen it before - because his erection when finally released from the taut costume that now seemed glued to him was utterly gargantuan and, bewilderingly or without question, it was wildly out of proportion with his small frame.

This excited cock however undeniably seemed to stick out forever, appeared like thick, twisted dirty white rope and - as if bewitched by this unnatural appendage - my wife almost hypnotically placed her pert mouth to the smooth tip of it and licked it slowly but distinctly before sighing in surprise, or dare I admit, admiration.

“Oh Marco…how utterly insane…”

He sidled down onto her large bed then and lay back as Lynette explored his magnificent sexual length and then huge, heavy balls, as the other girls began to interact with the larger man who was substantial in his own right but noticeably less well endowed than his Boss, although my wife was too distracted or did not notice as she held her customer tightly and groaned darkly.

“…Do you want to fuck me Marco? Fuck you are so fucking huge!”

The apparently inconspicuous male appeared to already have dominion over her and waved his hand at his muscular bodyguard who had the other two young women gently touching or teasing his testicles and cock.

“Go with the Whores down below, Ivan…I need tranquillity and peace to concentrate on lovely Lynette…and you are annoying or distracting me...”

His employee left instantly to his order, along with his female coterie and I could only watch on in awful agony as he unclipped Lynette’s bra, let it fall and then pulled my wife’s mouth off his monstrous cock before letting her settle at his side where his fluid, flicking tongue in turn licked the nearby pointed thin pink nipples that had been just released as he smiled contentedly.

“…That is better…there is no rush and I want us to get to know each other, Lynette…”

His demonic black eyes found mine and his mouth curled meanly.

“…This is your husband…?”

She nodded unsteadily because her head was no doubt in fevered space because his busy little fingers were pulling at the bikini bottoms.

“…That is why you’re with men like Frank and I…but would add that I do so enjoy fucking wives while there husbands watch on meekly in wonder…”

Her voice groaned because the bottoms were being tortuously pulled down my Love’s creamy legs now to leave her exposed and surely vulnerable as he went on.

“…It definitely adds a certain spice and depravity to illicit events that shamefully fuels the basest passion in me and, as you can see Lynette…”

She was completely naked now and shivered to his voice and unbelievable vertical cock that seemed to be taking off like some masculine rocket.

…I am very excited or impassioned by you!”

Without being asked or coerced Lynette then straddled this primed flesh and stealthily took it into elegant fingers before letting the end of this grossest of penises brush against her obviously sodden pussy as her lips whispered.

“Let me Marco…let me fall on it?”

He grabbed my wife’s hips and held her demandingly in place just above her journey to heaven or hell - it was without doubt a subjective observation - as he grunted in his total dominance.

“Tell your husband why, Lynette; tell him why you long for me inside you?”

Her eyes blazed at me like hard grey granite while the words she spoke were equally impermeable or brutal.

“Because I need to be fucked and taken by a real man…not some lame Cuckold…I want to be used and taken by a man…!”

His tactile pressure dissipated just a fraction allowing her body to slide down to gradually consume this outrageous prick that unbearably glided past her vaginal entrance then up inside this mercurial inner channel - as if it had a right to be there - while she wailed and her muscles instinctively, deliberately contracted around this productive beast in shock or awe.

“…Oh Marco…Oh fuck…you are a real man…I’d rather be your Whore than his wife…oh Marco…fuck I can’t fucking believe it…believe this is within me. Oh fuck…fuck…so tight and huge!”

My tall, normally superior wife was definitely already drawing her slender elevated body up and down on the small, apparently unspectacular male but the motion of her slimy cunt moving so smoothly against his iron discipline and rigidity explained the growing madness as her hips twisted with increasing energy while she squirmed.

“…Fuck me Marco…I’m your Whore will do whatever you wish of me…fill me with babies…fuck it…I deserve to be fucked….Oh Marco…”

The sight of the two of them together like this was heinous to my senses but almost bizarre as well because he was so impossibly tiny and she so lofty, unapproachable and perfect.

But without doubt it was Lynette that was the one diminished by her fetid actions because she ground her slippery blonde pussy in fury against his power and primal strength, as if to break his will or unbreakable force, before she shuddered and shook like a dog and finally sat still as if to relish the fact he had not yet reached orgasm because her mouth betrayed deranged thoughts.

“…Oh Marco…I am never letting go of this…never letting go…!”

She remained like a Greek marble statue of eternal beauty for the longest time before beginning to gently move once more and the man looked up and stroked her pretty breasts to increasingly torment my Love’s libido before pushing Lynette’s limp body over onto her back - without them separating at all - and then rutting her furiously until she screamed once again in blissful agony then dazedly gazed at him in genuine wonder.

“…You’ve still not cum, Marco…not cum…!”

With that amazed comment he turned my Love onto her knees screwed her with destabilising vim from behind, which again seemed almost comical given his size although the sight was not funny at all to me, before then - as if for personal pride - his cock stretched her sodden anus and I listened hopelessly to her cries of agony or joy as he took her mind and body into the abyss and then at last withdrew having finally released his potent seed in her rear passage.

At last she collapsed at his side and glared at me.

“…Get me a small damp towel, Cuckold.”

I did so in some discernable dither and then stood back and observed as she wiped his genitals clean then placed his reduced but still thick cock in her mouth and sucked hard as she whispered between breaths.

“I want to feel you in my cunt once more, Marco…I’ll do all the work…just get hard, please…Oh Baby…already…?”

His power of recovery was simply extraordinary and as soon as he was enlarged she jumped athletically and insistently on his manhood then cupped his balls in her open palms and pressed her pussy back and forward on top of his vertically-challenged body.

“…Please Marco…don’t resist me…I want to feel your thick spunk inside me…I’ll do anything…harder, harder…please…”

Her pathetic voice and needy, sly, subtle movements subsequently proved irresistible - even for his mental powers - and in the space of a few frantic minutes of copulation his small frame jerked upwards and I watched my wife vibrate in climactic satisfaction then ecstasy and I knew her belly was full to bursting with his ejaculate as she whimpered.

“…Oh Marco…thank you…thank you fuck I can feel you…taste you!”

Frank, who had been watching on quietly with interest and perhaps in some developing vexation - or even jealously - grumbled discontentedly.

“I think you got a real bargain, Marco…did you have to do that…I think as you mentioned maybe she won’t enjoy me so much anymore…?”

His bulky shoulders shrugged and laughed with diabolical ambivalence or introspection.

“…Who gives a fuck anyway she’s only a Whore…”

He waved a finger at his physically blessed or gifted friend.

“…Come I have some a new bottle of Napoleon brandy…have a break before lunch and then you can begin again with her!”

They went downstairs to the main lounge area of the ship, leaving just Lynette and I on deck; she was lying faced down on the bed with her head buried into the pillow in exhaustion or understandable shame.

In guilty instinct, as she had been given no choice but to submit to this Seducer, and to make her feel better - or perhaps something more deranged or perverse - I bent my head to her warm backside and began to lick at the slimy white juices leaking from her unnaturally gaping cavities and gasped in remorse.

“I’m so sorry for what I have brought you to Darling…”

She spoke in what I thought was mumbled communality but did not actually answer at all as her legs spread out in reflex and I went on.

“…Just one more night and we will be free; just hold on…I’m with you!”

Lynette was too tired to cum again and just dozed to my tongue cleansing her body and soothing her mind before we heard the bustling sound of people returning and she then sensibly put on her bikini once more around this pristine pussy I had just worked upon and everyone - but me - sat around the table and ate lunch heartily.

I served then cleared the plates and when the table was empty I noticed that my wife and Marco were missing before - under instruction from Frank - I went with a bottle of cold champagne to the only empty, available cabin and upon entering found my feckless wife on her knees while this pocket superman held her curly hair in long stretched strands and fucked her pussy furiously as if he was the jockey and she his latest ride.

Obviously she was suffering terrible indignity but, as if she was improbably in league with this tiny Devil of a man, her voice whinnied and whined as if actually enjoying the sexual race of her life.

Of course I realised she was probably acting, but her ability to play the willing Whore seemed utterly convincing because my woman demeaned herself in every possible way with this energetic stranger and after many hours her lithe body sat on his forever stiff cock as her voice simpered in apparent delirium.

“I love it when you seed me Marco…it really makes me want to have your baby…”

Her vaginal muscles held him captive as she gushed on stupidly but enthusiastically.

“…Mmmm….you are such a lover, Marco…just once more…please…inside me…lots and lots of virile, slippery sperm…”

The tension was unbearable to watch but my wife was persistent and almost nymphomaniacal as her hips moved against his insatiable stiffness.

“…Oh Marco...do it…release it…I love you, love this…I can sense you building now cum…fill my womb with babies…yes, yes, yes…there…fuck!”

He groaned in confusion or completion - as if she was paying - and then shuddered while pressing her off him, simply laughing as he did so.

“Fuck you’re crazy and mad Lynette…I would not ever marry a Whore like you however good you are my bed.”

To my ongoing shock she merely giggled at his intended or expressed insult.

“I don’t care, Marco; the Cuckold will look after it…I just want you to seed me…inseminate me…”

Her lips sucked his dripping cock as if truly she had gone utterly loopy.

“…Over and over again…then go if you must…I don’t care…but I will have left me something wonderful to remind me of this unforgettable time!”

They managed a final fuck with her long, sublime legs wrapped tightly around his tiny bottom and iron back but undisputedly, he was the one in charge as her body language was utterly submissive.

Then it was early evening by which time we had returned to port; everyone began to change for dinner and, after providing oral services to the girls as instructed or necessary, I whispered to Anna when we were alone in the dressing room.

“I need to cum please…I’ll wear or do anything you want…the last few hours looking on with my wife and Marco has been difficult if not devastating to bear!”

She was in a short, gold, sequinned dress and smiled pointedly.

“Yes, I have heard and seen how your Slut of a wife is getting a filthy kick out of magnificent Marco…shame he’s not staying tonight…”

This undoubtedly was music to my ears as after the food in the port this unwelcome Intruder or Invader would be out of our lives and in my relief or sudden optimism I only baulked slightly at the silky black stockings, garter, suspenders and panties she handed me to wear.

“…Put these on below your suit as I think you’re coming with!”

In some disturbance I pulled up the divisive nylon over my hairless legs and then let her help me connect them by suspenders to the garter before sliding up the panties and then, with the trousers and the suit jacket in place, I looked almost normal but of course decadent Anna knew better; as I doubted that long forgotten state could ever exist for me again after this miscalculation and misadventure.

I followed the girls at a distance to our restaurant by the flat, calm water, watching Lynette towering over Marco - as if they were the oddest couple - who slipped his endlessly investigative hand around her waist and patted her ass, as if my wife completely belonged to him, even though mercifully time was not in his favour now.

The meal was perfectly splendid and was only ruined by the two of them leaving together after each and every course and then fucking like primal, dirty animals up some side, darkened alley while I stood and blocked the view as best I could and tried not to watch or judge my wife’s everlasting fall from decency or grace.

They had one final tryst after the dessert and at last, finally, they were both temporarily satisfied or possibly numb as Marco politely thanked Frank for his hospitality, kissed Lynette goodbye on the lips - as if they were truly a team - then considerately wandered off into the dark night with his bodyguard in tow, like the foul and predatory dog he was and had undeniably proven to be.

We returned to the yacht soon afterwards where Frank swiftly went into his cabin without a word before I was eventually left with Anna as normal who stripped me and then made me prostrate myself over the stool - once I had helped her on with the dangerous strap-on - just before I clenched my butt cheeks as well and my fingertips, because after a short anxious wait I sensed her warm body behind me while listening to the belittling words she whispered.

“You have been an obedient little Cuckold over the last few days…and I know you have secretly loved watching your dirty wife play this divisive game…”

I felt emotional submission, physical hardness then full penetration and grunted animalistically or instinctively as she continued to whisper.

“…You’ll do anything to cum, Cuckold?”

She was in a slow rhythm of copulation now as I bent forward and grimaced in abject weakness or subjugation.

“Yes, yes…you know that.”

To my shock I suddenly felt her hand below me, removing the hateful cover of my imprisonment then realised to my despair someone else was taking my ass and as I heard a familiar tone, felt my heart breaking because immediately I recognised who it was dragging me to hell.

“You are so fucking pathetic, Mark…you wanted to fuck me…but now I’m fucking you…this is your fault, all your fucking fault…!”

Her pace was ferocious and reckless making me in genuine fear of my furious, inconsolable wife as she went on in blinding fury.

“…That Ukrainian Bastard put so much sperm in me I’m leaking from every hole I possess and you’re going to clean me up because, after witnessing my capitulation, Frank has lost interest and finished with me now…”

Anna’s fingers gripped my erection and as she did so I instinctively spurted foul spots of semen to myriad filthy images or black memories as she wiped the pungent liquid on my flushed face and then captured me once more in chastity as Lynette continued to pound me verbally and with devastating female energy.

“…We’re fucking finished, Cuckold…fucking finished after this!”

Her force seemed to deflate suddenly as if the proverbial wind had gone from her sails and I rose up, removed her clothes and placed my tired, naked wife - still entirely covered in the sticky white goo of her recent depravities during what had proved to be the longest of days - on the bed in Anna’s cabin.

My Mentor of recent times then provided a quick, affectionate peck on my cheek and left with some sound advice hanging in the warn night air.

“Just be there for her, Cuckold…and maybe you will have still have a chance of a life together…she is just understandably overcome at the moment with Marco and all of this debauchery…”

Her hand patted my wet bottom and giggled.

“…Lynette did not get much when it was just you; did she?”

Then she was also gone like a fragrant breeze and as my wife dozed on the precipice of sexual exhaustion I selflessly settled by her side and used my recently schooled tongue to provide much required attention or tenderness to her raw, obviously sore, sensual apertures as her warm voice murmured in distant, separated pleasure or perhaps unfortunate impulse.

“Oh Marco…Marco…again…just one more time!”

In the morning upon waking she was not under the covers and I quickly removed the female underwear I was disconcertingly still wearing and - with some embarrassment in my relative nudity - then found Anna who considerately removed my hateful chastity cage which enabled me to properly put on the clothes I had arrived in, seemingly eons ago.

Only then did I take my place around the table on deck to have breakfast with my shipmates or companions over recent days, as if I was unexpectedly now accepted as being one of them and not some lowly sexual servant.

Unfortunately the chasm between Lynette and I was obvious and daunting for me to contemplate or work out how to bridge as we did not converse at all while trying to eat delicious fresh bread, coffee or orange juice and both found the necessity to eat or talk difficult to swallow after what had gone by.

In the end, Frank calmly showed Lynette his personal business card and tried to take her fragile hand but she drew away from him as if recognising she was off his deviant clock now and was back to the feisty independent girl I knew her to be inside, while he spoke consolingly.

“Don’t feel bad either of you…it’s been a busy few days and what happened was just sex after all; you have made some money and don’t actually have to repeat the process if it has been too difficult…?”

His cultured fingers that had filthily entered or explored my wife so tortuously often, gently placed this embossed cards in my wife’s fragrant fingers and then sighed almost apologetically while kissing Lynette lightly on her glowing cheek and glancing at me.

“…I do a lot of business in London and if Lynette wants to come on board then I can make things better for you both…so please get her to ring me when and if you’re ready…”

He smiled almost charmingly and disarmingly.

“…But don’t leave it too long as we’re all not getting any younger and youth for girls in this fleshy game is always vital!”

Anna spoke to me furtively when Lynette left for a salutary moment and furtively or presciently slid something into the top pocket of my jacket, gave me a small prettily wrapped pink package to take back as a present then also pushed her unnecessary, unwelcome point of view as well, but I refused to pay any attention to anything she said or did any longer.

“Get Lynette to ring him, Cuckold…don’t get fooled by her show of petulance; your wife is undoubtedly, obviously made for this life as are you and if you decide to go back to what you had then…”

Her dazzling blonde head shook sadly.

“…It will not end well; trust me Cuckold, I like you both…and without a doubt your real destiny lies here with us!”

I bristled at the divisive word Cuckold - referring to my recent sad status - ignored her attempted, presumptuous interference or guidance completely and as we walked off the gangplank to much needed liberation and freedom I was genuinely delighted to see my wife throw the elaborate card from Frank into the cold waters of the pretty harbour as a visible gesture that we would never be returning to this debased and depraved way of life.

We had foolishly put our feet into the scalding pool of what should sensibly have remained mere imagination or fantasy and found the temperature far too hot for our tepid blood or peace of mind.

Then as I watched my wife walk ahead and in lone silence back to our apartment - prior to our departure to the airport - I just privately hoped we could somehow find the strength to forget this disaster, come together once more as a couple, and pickup where we left off in trying to rescue our endlessly troubled marriage.

It seemed a long-shot but we had both learned a harsh lesson but one thing was now crystal clear; neither of us wanted to travel this slippery, dirty road for a second time!

Lynette

I always thought from my early days that girls and boys or men and women were equal in all aspects or manner of things because the only fact that vaguely defined us as unique were our subtly divergent bodies and sexuality.

But in saying that, did not both genders have the same desires, urges or aspirations along with a communality, humanity or inherent decency that surely bound us all together towards a shared purpose of leading a good, productive and moral life?

That’s what I once thought in my long lost days of innocence or naivety; when I assumed that marriage was forever and that a wife had a duty to her dependable husband to be loving, faithful, virtuous and honest through the good and the bad.

How was I to know that with some weak impotent men, they perversely want the opposite of such idealistic traits and secretly, disgustingly long for their woman to be deceitful, unfaithful then utterly promiscuous or depraved?

My initial purpose was not to cheat of or lie to anyone or appear to be something other than a principled girl in all matters but then discovered by fluke or fate that there comes a barbed point where you have to recognise that its time to grow up and realise that not only are the sexes incredibly different and diverse but that men and women also have particular and vastly divergent - often sordid - needs even within their own specific gender.

I confess openly that I never intended to become a bad wife to my husband, Mark, be unfaithful or subjugate him then end up sleeping with rich men for money, but in honesty I did, and if you are not easily shocked or fear that you may be sullied or mentally stained by my salacious revelations, then read on and allow me to explain what happened, because sometimes it is good or even cathartic to share a difficult, complex past when even now it is hard for my salient head to quite understand or believe what happened.

By the way - as a caution before you continue - there is one thing you should know; the worst part of this sordid tale was that although I never ever meant to enjoy such deviance or perversity, to my secret, private, unspeakable shame or joy…strangely I did!

………………..

I had always been considered a bright girl at school.

A shooting star that would undoubtedly one day spread my light on the firmament and go on to achieve great and productive things.

In truth I seemed to possess it all. I was tall, athletic, patently attractive, because all the boys noticed me from an early age, and with an academic head that seemed to sail through tests or exams and always come out on top or smiling.

I was slightly different to my peers as I never played, relied or pondered much on my looks, felt that being a positive person with character and the desire to do good deeds was far more important because, while my teenage friends were discovering boys, fumbling or tumbling into sex or parties, I had my eyes clearly set on a far more productive and upright future.

University was a necessity and although I had dated a few times I did not feel particularly comfortable with the multitude of handsome but predatory young men that wanted to feel my perky breasts or put their sticky fingers in my knickers, for the price of a cinema ticket and perhaps an ice cream if they had the funds and were feeling generous.   

I had such high expectations or strict rules to live by and wished for someone to equally share these elevated ideals with and, when I met Mark in the first year of elite education he certainly seemed to be someone I could respect and rely on.

Also my possible suitor was obviously a gentlemen and did not even ask me out until the end of the second summer of a three-year course; by this time I had sowed my sedate wild oats by flirting with other capricious men and, although I was very attracted to some of them, did not wish to surrender my virginity to any fly-by-night Bounder and firmly held out for something and someone I thought was special.

So Mark and I at the beginning of the third year of our university were very much a team or item and, as if to gain my respect, he did not press me for sexual favours, seemed happy enough to wait and eventually when he stayed in my room then bed I trusted him enough to let him touch me but only on or around my sensitive extremities as my inner female apertures were still sacred to us both.

It would be fair to note that I was definitely a normal, sexual, female creature and no prude because once a week - normally Saturday - I would allow Mark to rub himself off against my underwear covered bottom until he jerked his blobs or spots of sperm on my panties and I suppose - in allowing him such latitude - my principled head naturally assumed we were in love.

When he asked me to marry him I accepted because he was everything I thought I wanted in a man; Mark was presentable, clever - not brainier than me I would mention - devoted, dependable and someone who understood that I was not a simple girl to be pushed into something I was not ready for.

In many ways Mark was definitely controllable and perhaps in retrospect that specific reliable characteristic was the thing I liked about him most of all.

We married a few months after we graduated at a small family gathering - I only had an ailing elderly mother remaining - and I was extremely proud, when we walked up the aisle in the quaint church in my tiny home village, that I was still a virgin because finally now my sexual life could begin under the blessed respectability and security of eternal love and within the sanctity of a marriage contract.

Our honeymoon was merely a week in Majorca in a three star hotel because - although we had both qualified - money was short and I dressed up for my special night in a long, silken, luxurious gown with a lovely large white bow on the front and waited in my marital bed for the inevitable physical fireworks to begin.

Mark eventually came to me wearing new, blue pyjamas and after kissing me endlessly I helped him pull up the hem of my pretty nightie until it bunched pleasantly around my waist before whispering to my Love.

“I’m ready Mark…ready for you!”

His hand stroked the sensitive skin on my warm leg before I held his rigid cock that had slipped out of his bottoms which made me shiver in genuine excitement because it was very hard and madly pulsating in masculine passion while my own female hormones were definitely elevated as well in the expectation of something memorable if not unforgettable in line with the many romantic stories I had read.

However most unfortunately when my new husband took his dominant place between my open thighs to master and make me his before God and the entire universe he seemed to visibly struggle with this vital task because he squealed, whimpered then limply jerked thin, washy-white fluid all over my bushy pubic hair.

In spite of this initial disaster I held him to my chest in an admirable real show of love or commitment then was forgiving if not empathetic because I could of course comprehend how much of a pressure sexual performance was and merely gave him a tissue and tried to be completely supportive as I spoke kindly.

“Don’t worry Darling it’s to be expected as we both have no experience of love-making so wipe your seed off me and maybe very soon we can try again?”

There was still some light from the open windows in this Mediterranean climate and I pulled the covers away then left him to slide between my thighs then rub or press the small, soft cloth to absorb the discernable bits of white seminal fluid until I was clean but most surprisingly he remained in this lowly place and murmured nervously.

“Can I just stay here and look at you Lynette…I’ve never really seen a vagina properly before and would like to admire it if I may…?”

He was so polite and honourable that I of course nodded in permission then relaxed and settled on my back while merely gazing up in disorientation at the plain white ceiling while my new husband stared at my precious place and then began to push his nose forward and sniff me like a dog as he groaned.

“…Oh Lynette you smell so wonderfully… intoxicating!”

Mark stayed there looking at my pussy for many minutes and when he rose up -stretching out on thin arms in the process - his male ardour was visible and wonderfully extended once more.

This time I took no chances in regard to our necessary conjugal joining because I was undeniably having the strangest mental and physical palpitations or sensations of female need.

In increasing urgency I pulled this precious hard flesh down to my female centre and in real excitement felt the foreskin tip of him at the moist apex to my vaginal opening, then fantastically just inside the folds but, as I readied my anxious mind and vibrant body for inevitable pain or pleasure - girls read so many confusing things about the first time - to my all-consuming despair my partner spurted then folded like a wilting lily leaving this raging female mound and sexual hair merely, lightly smeared in oily white spunk.

He was apologetic once more while I was seemingly the supportive, suffering wife already in our relationship before he then cleaned then sniffed me once again and most disturbingly this set the scene or pattern for the rest of the honeymoon and the subsequent months then years to follow.

My husband without question would get erect incessantly but could never hold the tension or rigidity long enough to breach my intricate sexual barrier or female inner walls and all he did was continually spray me with his masculine juices like some primitive dog marking his territory which was sadly ironic because he could hardly claim ownership if never having taken possession.

Could he?

My vagina or pussy - as I preferred to privately name it - was therefore utterly unfulfilled or unfertilised and to make matters worse when we started looking for jobs in London, well paid work was difficult to come by and we quickly entered into a toxic debt spiral of high rents and low wages which only added to our general woes.

But I was stoic or tried to be, and held on to my resolve along with a high moral bar regarding Mark and our marriage, luckily found a good job - while he was less successful - and for just under two long years fought for what we had built as a team which I did not wish to recognise was sadly not very much.

Unexpectedly, from always being ambivalent to physical relations, suddenly what I was missing as a wife and maturing female became the pivotal centre in my cosmos of feminine imagination because almost obsessively my active mind and young body longed for base fornication and the wondrous productive possibly pleasurable gifts such actions could then bring.

I craved to find out if an orgasm was real and then at last discover the mysterious sensation of being fucked then filled with hot sperm as if in search of becoming pregnant; I was not on the pill and the illicit thought of such perversity was frightening but equally thrilling as well.

Sometimes wretchedly I would lie in bed at night after Mark had stained my panties again before sleeping then snoring before silently I would cry dry tears while I just longed for someone to use or take me and make me feel like a whole woman.

The most frustrating part of all this sensual angst - more progressively in recent times - was the fact that wealthy often attractive men would hit on me all the time, as if I was putting out a scent detailing I was frustrated or available, because even my male workmates and then lecherous boss, Larry, sensed they had a chance of touching then jumping on top of me.

Stupidly I even foolishly allowed loathsome Larry - who was married, balding and plump - take me out for a drink after work one night and then let him French kiss me in the taxi on the way home while I stroked his eager bulging cock through the silky material of his trousers and ludicrously wondered if it could make its dirty way inside me before exploding on the edge of my sanctified place.

The subsequent guilt I felt after that brief mischance was truly terrible and I resolutely refused his offer to go away to any conference with him for a weekend, assured this corpulent predator I was merely drunk or confused when I kissed him or played with his penis, then doubly committed once again to my marriage and to try to hang on the salient, sensible girl I had always been.

The evening where I was approached at the bar like a common prostitute was without doubt a tipping point in my life, not so much because some rude stranger thought I was some low wanton woman of the night and wanted to pay me for sex - as if this wasn’t bad enough for my hugely important self-respect - but when I told my husband all about the passing incident it was as if all his sexual internal fireworks seemed to be exploding at the exact same moment.

I might mention by the way; what I did not reveal at all to Mark was that this man was mature and quite fanciable and a large submerged part of me wanted to agree a price and then let him take me to his room then fuck me like some easy Whore - to get the long awaited sullied deed out of the way - so at long last I could know how it felt thereby removing the utter ignorance I had which was disturbing my contemplation or peace of mind all of the time.

However my husband became instantly electrified at this sullied information and although his cock always spurted weak, viscous juices interminably - normally on my underwear - when we arrived at bed that particular evening he was harder than I could ever remember since our wedding night and finally I sensed or hoped that this would be it!

I decided magnanimously that if it helped his unstable head to think of me as some cheap lay or common Tart then I could temporarily bear the shame if it only could get the sexual job done and - bizarrely perhaps - I even began to encourage him in this subversive regard because it was simply a ruse or vacuous game to an extremely necessary end.

But once again - as if such things were written - Mark disappointed in the primitive area that marks a real man because, although he was a fraction nearer to invading me than he had been for ages, inevitably the few unappealing blobs of ejaculate spat out far too swiftly from his agitated cock before it went flaccid, and I became ever more exasperated with the choices I had misguidedly and too quickly made in my young life.

As if not wanting to face the final word between us beginning with D and ending in E - Dolly Parton sang about it - I bravely soldiered on allowing or often fuelling this insidious seed in his dirty mind that saw me as some Slut or Tramp, because it always inflamed him but never enough to make my husband a veritable lover or me a complete more sexually knowledgeable woman, until in the end enough was enough and I knew there was no future between us from this dead end or sad point.

The surprise holiday to Spain - in all truth or my secret head - was a final hurrah especially because when we arrived I discovered our accommodation was somewhat ordinary, mundane or downright grubby but, in positivity as always, at first I made the best of a bad lot until his constant ability to let me down each night physically all but erased the last vestige of charity or patience I had remaining with him.

On the fateful afternoon I first met Frank I had exiled Mark from my sight or presence - I could simply not bear him any longer - and was caught off-guard in my slight bikini when unexpectedly he turned up drunk with this dark, stocky stranger.

From the first second, instinctively I knew Frank was unlike any man I had ever met before; he was patently arrogant, supercilious and seemed to have an attitude or even disdain for women that I had always previously found repulsive but suddenly, in these unusual circumstances and between these mercifully private walls, I found some female pluck or devilment that had previously been missing all of my life.

By the conversation that ensued, it became obvious that my disloyal, foolish husband had told this unknown male virtually all about our non-existent sex life which obviously infuriated me.

Then when Frank said outrageously or boastfully he could make me climax just with a single finger I glared at my comatose partner in hatred while my ability to continue to be a virginal saint deserted me because, when this Bastard pressed his hand to my bikini bottoms I spoke silently in my own muddled head.

“This is what you wanted, Mark; me your wife being a Whore so I will right in front of your nose…I fucking will because I just don’t care about you or propriety anymore!”

Of course throughout the jocular banter with this mercurial stranger I was resistant or even contrary to his advance or promises but in all private, unspoken reality when he put his delicate finger in my pussy then onto my most sensitive clitoral spot I actually wanted him to and shamefully wished that Mark could be awake to see what his lunacy had driven me to.

It was mere bravado brought on by extreme provocation initially, then, quite inexplicably something life-changing transpired because almost implausibly this obviously experienced man - with young stupid women like me - seemed to be playing my vagina like the sensate instrument it could be in the right hands, because I began to push against his hard pressure while he verbally teased or tormented me almost rudely.

Improbably the more he treated me like some low brow Slut the more I revelled in the depraved theatre or his skilled touch until I was whining or groaning and greedily rubbing my pussy on his longest digit before to my disbelief the world I knew came to an end because my body shivered violently then shuddered while my head filled with happy pheromones and I held onto his arm as my mind swam in bliss because I had amazingly reached a climax for the first ever time in my colourless existence to date..

My legs were like jelly as I reflexively dropped down to the floor where he softly stroked my hair and unfairly placed his huge cock to my lips; I did not of course wish to suck it but had ludicrously promised him I would on the secure but now flimsy basis that I knew I would never climax!

But insanely or wonderfully I had and with some gentle cajoling from Filthy Frank I began to lick the masculine hardness produced until to my complete confusion I strangely wanted to draw him because it mysteriously turned me on to orally serve a man who could so obviously illuminate and control me with regard to the basest interactions between the sexes.

I knew Mark might be watching but I didn’t much care about his sensibilities because my debasement was surely my husband’s responsibility and part of his filthy reverie not mine; but in thinking this, as my plump lips adjusted to the smoothness of the thick cock moving in and out of my wet mouth, there was without doubt a growing sense of depraved but secret delight in my woozy head and shaking female bones.

Frank pulled me onto my bed where I had spent the lazy day catching the sun’s rays and after kneeling and sucking him to the edge of his ability to resist ejaculating, he played with my saturated pussy before - sensing my craving - made me kneel over this surreal power and after torturing my unbalanced, fervent, head let me take his long prick inside my raging vaginal passage until I was full to the destabilising brim.

Where such a physical event of copulation had been impossible for my feeble husband it had been so effortlessly simple for this Barbarian as the lower muscles - I did not realise were there - grabbed his iron flesh instinctively, as if not ever wishing to let it go, and although I yearned to jump up then down on this amazing stiffness indefinitely, he only allowed me a single vertical then return stroke as if purposely to titillate my desire or imagination because, being a patently devious character, he knew I would rapaciously crave more.

By now he had ludicrously invited me onto his yacht to be his paid for woman although I obviously ignored such questionable humour and merely, basely suckled his gross, weirdly musky but addictive genitals again until he poured copious amounts of fresh semen over me to make my breasts and facial skin glisten in his slippery white seed.

Then in finality I spread my thighs and timidly begged him to make me orgasm again which this enigmatic male then did so incredibly simply while I closed my eyes in appreciation and seemed to utterly surrender my soul or common sense.

When he was done and I was temporarily spent he leant over my lips, kissed me and whispered out of earshot of my dozing or supposedly dormant husband.

“I am about to ask you again to visit my boat tonight and know full well that you want to come because without doubt I shall fuck you properly and teach you what you deserve and crave to know, Lynette…”

My body vibrated and my tongue licked his mouth deeply in response.

“…Now I will invite you both but you must pretend you don’t wish to go but then play along, follow my lead…and believe me your husband will end up begging you to attend me and become my Whore for a few days.”

My weary, heavy eyes opened then gazed at him with circumspection or uncertainty as I felt sure that Mark would never permit or agree to such a humiliating or perverse event to happen.

But as if to convince me of his expertise or insight in such decadence he cupped my shapely breasts in his warm palms then slowly but purposefully flicked or teased my tiny pink nipples which felt so arousing or blissful that I would or could not stop him tormenting me and just lay there limply in personal bliss before he finally turned his attention to my apparently sleeping partner.

It became immediately clear that my spouse had in fact furtively watched every second of my shame or perversion as Frank told him, quite deservedly I might add, that he was undoubtedly a deviant and a Cuckold - whatever that was - and to lick me thoroughly clean when he’d gone then bring me to his yacht that very evening so I could be one of his consorts for a few days.

His attitude towards my husband was scornful or contemptuous and when he left us - all in a fluster or flap - I collapsed dramatically on the bed where my semen-coated lips scolded Mark for his idiotic, unforgivable weakness before dozing in my understandable and overwhelming fatigue.

Then to my incredulity my errant man disgracefully but quietly lapped at the creamy liquid that this Chancer had dirtily deposited upon me thereby making my blood most secretly surge or heat once more because I realised that perhaps this illicit adventure was not over…in fact - to my private anticipation - perhaps it was just beginning?

This in fact proved to the be the specific case but far more quickly, disgustingly or depravedly than I expected once Mark had persuaded me to go to the yacht as invited, on the basis that we needed to attempt to get our sordid secret fantasy of my infidelity out of our systems and this, so far from prying eyes, was the perfect opportunity.

My husband transparently, truly yearned for me to sleep with men for money and although I calculatingly appeared to be reticent and wary of such impropriety, in all unspoken truth, I desperately wanted Frank’s big cock snugly up inside me once more even if I had to let him for nothing.

However, in keeping my decision to lose my puritan attitude or innocence, I deviously misrepresented my primal urges or inclinations, was cutting or even cruel with Mark and assured him that I would lose any respect I had for him for forcing or pushing me into this man’s bed or towards something so impure.

Incredibly to my real surprise I discovered that the more I belittled, blamed or humiliated Mark the more docile my partner became until, when on that very first evening Frank had him dress me in lingerie then lick my ass - under Anna’s watchful, dominant eye - prior to this wealthy Monster diabolically fucking it, only then did I start to understand the deviant nature of what a true Cuckold was.

My husband surely fitted this title of a man who enjoyed serving women in any submissive way he could and apparently also revelled in watching his wife - namely me - being taken by a stronger, more successful and openly superior male.

Because that is what Frank did with me and, although the initial introduction to him taking my virgin ass was terrifying, to my utter confusion I realised that quickly or bizarrely I loved the degrading act almost straight away along with foul theatre of being bent-over, rutted and abused like some common woman of the night which was incredibly, but perplexingly appealing, then almost addictive to me.

Within hours of being on his opulent vessel this mercurial, virile male had already made me accept his coin then subjected me to oral, anal, then full unimaginable sex in my tight, virginal pussy before pressing and forcing me to enter into lesbian intimacy with the other gorgeous girls which to my utter disbelief was also physical and salacious heaven to my feminine senses.

In the shortest time I felt accepting of being an actual willing Whore and what made matters privately perfect for me was that my husband had conveniently accepted culpability for my many prurient actions.

Subsequently I watched on furtively with true female curiosity while Anna increasingly schooled him in the obligations of being a feeble Cuckolded mate and how to properly serve his Alpha wife and her female friends.

His weakness and ability to play the Martyr fortunately gave me a free pass to discover new sensations as I wished and, under direction, I therefore treated him with contempt while taking every opportunity to explore my emerging but latent sexuality until it seemed that Frank’s pungent seed was invading me endlessly and in every subtle aperture I possessed.

My head hated but equally adored him, along with this debauched but rich lifestyle as I tried to cram in all of the deviant fornication I had missed out on for so many years until I actually felt like one of his obedient trio of bought and paid for prostitutes and would perform to salacious instruction at his demand.

Degradingly I was offered for sale to other male guests, performed oral sex to order on multiple black men until, handling unknown, pulsing and surging cocks and swallowing fresh sickly sperm contained no introspective challenge or concern to me as I gradually began to learn how to be a promiscuous woman in a man’s world.

While this was happening to me my husband became ever more submissive or even feminised under Anna’s increasingly iron hand and went from parading around naked in her pretty panties to remaining unclothed then being placed in a chastity cage because he could simply not contain his nasty and seedy, most unfortunate need to masturbate constantly.

I was appreciative of her help and hands-on knowledge especially when I discovered that my partner could amazingly provide delicious, invasive service with his tongue which he extensively if not diligently practised with all of the girls pussies until he was very much the go to person - after our private holes and creases were full of Frank’s slimy spunk - as his tender touch was soon always soothing or welcome.

Unbelievably I witnessed that he had almost hypnotically come under Anna’s wicked but inventive spell and she was now dressing him in lingerie then dirtily fucking or rutting his virginal little ass and it was hard for me to believe how I ever came to marry such a pathetic creature who increasingly was becoming something of a low snake in my now opened eyes.

Everything on board however was no more than surreal fun or a temporary holiday from myself until the mysterious Marco arrived, because this miniature man was not what he appeared to be and quickly turned me upside down.

He appeared at first glance to be diminutive or almost visibly harmless and although I did not enjoy being passed around like some Slut - that was my transient role for the moment - when he paid a small fortune to gain my sexual services for the day I assumed that after Frank’s attentions I could handle this innocuous man generally and easily enough.

However this small male had hidden super-powers and was a revelation in bed because not only was his erection enormous - completely out of balance with his small, strong frame - but his sexual energy was bewildering and where-as Frank had moved me physically to orgasm, for some improbable unknown reason this diminutive Eastern European male seemed to improbably move my emotional soul as well.

Bizarrely I found that being so much larger than he was weirdly appealing or even strangely seductive because when he was tightly locked between my wide open thighs or fucking me from behind while pulling my hair or slapping my bottom this man undeniably held all possible dominion or rule over me.

Although he was paying substantially for my body, while we were connected or intimate it did not seem like that because the passion and sexual joy he created for me was sublime, stirring or exhilarating and I could impulsively not keep my hands off him or stop myself craving his perfectly fitting cock inside me while we fervently fucked each other to oblivion. 

When we were locked together in divine union his steely elongated and broad flesh felt it had been snugly, absurdly created just for me!

In truth this tiny man became confusingly a giant in my dizzy head; undoubtedly he ruled or overpowered me and I constantly cried out during intercourse for him to impregnate me in my delirium although I had never previously harboured any such thoughts of procreation or creation ever before.

When he left me after dinner in the late evening, after many disgraceful assignations up nearby narrow side-streets during courses while Mark limply stood watch, I was privately disconnected, perturbed or almost silently overwrought with uncomfortable, unfathomable feelings.

Then, as Frank did not want me that last night on the ship, after being slightly but obviously peeved at seeing me so enthusiastically disgrace myself with his friend, I subsequently took my inner anger out on my husband by angrily fucking his bottom - that was cutely framed by black stockings - with a strap on, as Anna used his mouth with another similar toy, and thereby adding to my developing sexual repertoire or sensual insanity.

In the private of our bed he then diligently licked my leaking pussy then ass, that was still completely overly full of Marco, and when he had performed admirably - enabling me to reach an ultimate orgasm - I collapsed between the sheets in exhaustion as if the last few days had been nothing but a salacious bad dream.

In the morning it was thankfully time to leave this depraved den of iniquity and I woke Mark, put on my own clothes and in some stupor tried to think straight but could not because I suddenly hated everyone - including myself - but especially my callow, craven husband for these unbearable emotions of remorse, shame and revulsion with regard to the despicable, disreputable ways in which I had acted.

Over breakfast I could not face any of my companions who I had so feted and enjoyed just a few hours previously; ignored reassuring remarks or prescient advice from the lovely empathetic Anna, then was icy with the dependably but malevolent Frank and when he provided me with an offer of employment - to make this decadent life part of my normal existence - I ignored him and then purposely threw the elegant contact card he provided into the still, deep waters of the harbour as I left the ship forever.

I vowed that whatever was written in the heavens, playing the cheap Whore to rich men was not in my destiny or plans and when we reached the lousy apartment, where I gratefully started packing to run from our ignominy, I glared at my hopeless, hapless husband and doubted he would be playing much part in my future either. 

On the flight home, although I had showered with irrational force, I still felt dirty and ever more confounded whilst Mark and I seemed to occasionally grunt at each other to make the necessary bits of conversation to get us through the airport and back home.

My capricious attitude however began to noticeably alter more distinctly when we were still on the plane because I felt my erogenous extremities begin to moisten or tingle because the many lurid memories I had been successfully suppressing up to that point, began to unfairly escape from their mental prison.

Suddenly I remembered what it had been like to be gloriously taken or fucked uncountable times each day and not to live in the blind female ignorance of forever wondering what such physicality was like.

When I thought at any great length at all about the last few days on the fabulous ship with Frank and his various, nefarious but incredibly interesting friends - both male and female - I could only sense inner positivity because the genuine loss of self-respect I felt was by far outweighed with what had been emotionally gained and sexually discovered.

I now knew about many of the mysteries about base intimacy with men, or women come to that - in its many subtle or sullied forms - and although part of me was understandably abashed that I had irrefutably, temporarily embraced the life of a Whore, my mature, female body had been undeniably fulfilled for the first time in my previously careful, guarded life, while I had also incredibly made money as well in the undisputedly sordid process.

Mysteriously, to my once reliable common sense or off-kilter morality, it now seemed like a win, win situation for everyone.

Obviously it was all very confounding or confusing and whizzed around my giddy brain like a firecracker but as Mark and I took the taxi back home from the busy airport I silently cursed my impulsiveness or recklessness for throwing away so casually the business card Frank had given me as there was now no simple way to make contact again and I knew that I could not just go back to the stale, empty life of enforced sensual or sexual abstinence I had suffered before.

My befuddled mind tried to concentrate or think straight - it was not easy - and it instinctively remembered how my Mentor of recent times had intuitively recognised the inherent weaknesses in my lacklustre husband and, as he had once advised, if I played cool or distant then simply left Mark to stew, then inevitably this foul desire he had so clearly shown for submission or Cuckoldry would re-emerge and I could then decide what I wanted to do from there.

In truth I realised without doubt that I did not much like the old Mark but the new husband I had discovered on the amazing vessel had been something of a revelation, as he had been accommodating or even useful, and my now mischievous nature was decidedly curious if I could maintain then rely on some measurable authority over him in our more everyday existence.

Although I was tired of my marriage, for me there was not an immediate rush for legal parting of the ways just yet and I was happy enough to take a step back and try to understand myself a little more before I acted too imprudently with regards to what was to come.

However given what had transpired in the past few days the vacuum that had existed up to now from leaving Spain began to promptly fill because on arrival in our home in the late afternoon it took no time for my enfeebled spouse to show his pathetic nature once more because Mark became promptly passive, quietly made me reviving tea then stood up to attention while I sat and drank and started whimpering softly.

“I’m sorry Lynette for what I put you through and of course what happened; which of course was all my fault…”

Sensibly but deviously I did not argue with his analysis and heard him out.

“… But can we try to forget it now…you can accept my sincere apologies and put the unsavoury memories behind us?”

Part of me wanted to but this particular salient place within my increasingly primitively driven head or previously pure soul was a swiftly dissipating area because there was a developing wickedness evolving now as I responded.

“I don’t think so Mark…I have seen who you are and, being troubled with your unacceptable deviance have concluded that we surely need to part.”

He looked suitably distraught or crestfallen and almost appeared ready to cry at such brutal or traumatic news as he grumbled defensively.

“You did not mind how I was forced to behave on the boat, Lynette?”

My lips sneered mockingly or more specifically with cruelty.

“You were a Cuckold there!”

His face flushed brightly and the words then spoken were heartfelt but revealing.

“Please Lynette…I ask nothing but why not let me unpack, do the washing and help exactly as Anna has trained me, then perhaps in time we can find and new way forward?”

I shrugged ambivalently and watched with marked or masked interest as he scurried around for a few purposeful hours - until everything was spic and span - before he made some food then served me without setting place for himself and sighed nervously as if accepting I was already his superior and in clear need of my approval.

“Please let me stay Miss…I can be useful and would serve you as before?”

My mouth sipped the rich wine while my ethical centre spun because it unquestionably seemed that the subversive journey we had begun in blind ignorance had already changed us both beyond measure as I grimaced in some expressed disbelief.

“You want to be my Cuckold here as well?”

His pale eyes blinked as he looked down at the floor in his discomfiture.

“Yes Miss if you’ll let me?”

This is of course what I privately wanted to tentatively explore but Frank’s advice was still prevalent and guiding my hand and subsequent remarks.

“No I don’t want a husband like that, Mark…or I would lose any regard I have for him; let’s forget it and tomorrow I will contact a lawyer.”

He withdrew as if slapped or physically hurt because real tears were now welling up in his azure eyes while I found an appetite I did not realise was still active - I had not been hungry since leaving the ship - and when my plate was empty, then shockingly my wayward husband re-appeared completely naked, apart from a pair of my thin white panties around his genitals as he begged for a place in my world.

“Please give me a chance to prove myself, Miss…you have already witnessed that I can bear the unbearable under your lead…and will continue on as I have in the last few days if you will only permit me?”

I could or would not make any rash decision and, almost generously, I let him wash up while I sat out on the settee and stretched out my jean-clad legs until he returned under my amused eye then sighed deeply as if was still mulling matters over which was only partially true because he had already fallen into my trap.

“You disgust me, Cuckold…it’s clear you get a perverse, sordid kick out of other men fucking me…”

I could see his penis was hard because there was a small bulge in the knickers as my voice snapped in a demonstration of fury I did not actually feel.

“…Sick Boy…but don’t touch it; I’ll tell you where or when you cum, as if I go along with your plea…everything will be strictly under my direction from now on…”

His voice groaned in physical need - I could relate to that - and I felt my libido pulsate in weird communality but tried to hide it but it seemed that Mark was lost in another debased universe and did not understand my duplicity.

“…Admit that you love to see me fucked, Cuckold…and I will then permit you to now masturbate before licking me off.”

Mark emitted a strange, strangulated cry which was somewhere between repressed pleasure and excruciating pain.

“…I’m sorry but I do, Miss…especially when Frank then Marco had you; it was truly humbling but mesmerising to watch.”

At the mention of Marco’s name my pussy - that had been dormant in the recent hours of my transient melancholy - began to become alive then increasingly sticky as I grunted at my feckless husband.

“Well jerk off, Cuckold, then you may remove my jeans and serve me!”

By the time his fingers had reached then pressed his protruding erection it had already sprung a small but noticeable leak and once the rush of blood or bliss had washed over him, my life-partner pulled at my covering trousers - before his salivating mouth worked past my tiny panties - until I felt his tongue supplying much required relief while my imagination recalled innumerable visions of my recent salacious misadventures with Mercurial Marco.

Then I looked on almost like a separated voyeur as my husband’s dark head buried between my parted, milky thighs and bizarrely I felt no personal shame for my desire to climax or the slightest pity for him in his mortification because I was not prepared to go back to being a dowdy, frustrated wife any longer and this diversion seemed an ideal half-way house at this present time.

Also, quite amazingly, I grudgingly had to accept that I privately but definitely enjoyed the rule I exerted over him - while he patently got off on submission - and quite unintentionally or unexpectedly we had found a surreal symbiosis that had never existed previously.

After half an hour I had reached fabulous orgasm twice over to his educated oral attentions and was relaxing happily with my legs wide apart as his long wet tongue licked my saturated outer walls while I belittled him just because it was too inexplicably irresistible not to add to his sufferance because it seemed to be the natural course for us both.

“I bet you wish it was brim full of semen there, Cuckold…thick, heavy, pungent spunk that another man has to provide because you are so inadequate…?”

My definitely unstable mind became increasingly involved in my own baseness or crudity because I once more saw a flashing vision of small but stocky Marco fucking me - as only he could - which caused me to shudder against the warm, wet but insistent, insidious pressure from my subjugated husband.

“…A big cock taking me…fucking me…like a worthless Whore, fuck…you Bastard Marco…Bastard…I’m thick with your babies…!”

All of my now glowing skin was vibrating against shivering joints before I pushed Mark away from me, saw his knickers were saturated with his foul demeaning ejaculations as my lips smiled wryly in disgust.

“…Good, a Cuckold should be excited at his wife’s adventures now clean up while I shower.”

He muttered with uncertainty because this developing situation was surely being made up as we went on.

“Where will I sleep?”

The increasing sense of dominion was intoxicating and I laughed expressively.

“With me if you behave; I will put you an old pretty chemise with panties and a liner to soak up your leaking because if I let you remain here to live in these inventive ways then I think…”

I was definitely enjoying myself again even if I did quietly miss my companions of the last few days.

“…The chastity cage will become a necessity as well as a strap-on…

The tone of my voice twisted then curled in sadistic delight.

“…As I don’t want to have all the fun, do I?”

My husband from that fateful moment returned to the submissive, cuckolded man whose sullied obligations he had possibly endured or - in truth - embraced in recent days and being the dominant force in our small home for a while made everything passable or easier for me to manage.

In some ways I was forced to recall then recognise that Mark had always been passively inclined regarding his relationship with me over the years and, as the days went past would contentedly take whatever demands or commands I made.

He wore the comely female clothes I put out for him at night when I anointed his milky skin with perfume or scents, so everything would be feminine and fragrant in our bed where he continually licked my slick pussy to bring me release and private resolution because my libido was impossibly inflamed for obvious and myriad reasons.

I treated him as a menial or slave but also almost as a female companion in many ways but became irritated again at his ongoing compulsion for masturbating in my knickers all of the time.

This is when I sometimes longed for Anna to be around because she seemed to understand his depraved instincts and how to deal with them far better than I did.

Mark demonstrably enjoyed wearing seductive lingerie and I would make him place on knickers or stockings under suits when going out to work - for my amusement and his titillation - which would always be covered in disgraceful, revealing stains or spots of ejaculate upon his return home.

As always I found his dirty instincts distinctly unappealing but would not drop to his base level or find the inner, black heart to place him in chastity then fuck his pretty ass - as I had jokily promised I would - although when he was particularly irritating the instinct to do so was sometimes real and privately overwhelming.

However I had my own issues which were emerging because the sexual cravings I had quietly ignored up to know - with regard to now being able to cum when and as I wanted - quickly started to reassert their decadent influence along with my intensely powerful womanly libido.

I was too ashamed to readily admit that I needed sex with a brutish virile man once more as Mark and I lived something of a safe fantasy life for a few weeks - which confusingly suited us - because in all honesty we were both apparently too timid or scared to actually finally break up and move forward separately as possibly we should have.

So we were back in far too many ways where we had started, aside from the fact that he could now expertly bring me off with his tongue and genuinely liked to wear my clothes now or then; but I was certainly increasingly bored then restless and recognised that oral sex - as good as it was - could not replace the addictive sensation that came from a dominating, omnipotent man fucking me. 
Also money was squeaky tight once again because Mark had been fired from his job as unfortunately one of his narrow- minded male colleagues in the toilets had noticed him dressed in lacy lingerie, reported the matter to the female manager and he was out of the door on a pretext by the day’s end.

The small nest-egg we had made from my few days of prostitution had dwindled to nothing and one evening, when his tongue was lusciously licking my vaginal lips to provide the necessary daily release, he mumbled up a decadent idea that was strangely, secretly appealing to my upsurging, active, sensual state.

“May I suggest something, Miss?”

He called me Miss out of reflex now - as if he was a tamed pet - and my extended body stretched out, leaned back and revelled in this illicit delight because it was the only thing that seemed to genuinely relax me now as I sighed in response.

“What is it Cuckold?”

That degrading, divisive name or reminder of his lowly place in the world was also an instinct or formality between us now as he whispered between long, languid licks.

“If you wanted to return to meeting men for money again I would accept it, Miss.”

My head then began to twist or spin - partially due to his luscious tongue - but I quickly masked the insane craving I felt because I drew a familiar pattern of denial and deception as I twisted so effortlessly on his mouth and groaned softly.

“I threw the card for Frank away and given the perilous state of our finances we can’t afford to return to Spain just on the off-chance he is there to employ me as a Whore once more…”

The word Whore conjured up various lewd connotations and made us both surge for different reasons as I sensed he had quickly ejaculated into the knickers - it was the only thing I allowed covering his skin when he served me in this way - while I pressed my wet slit against his face and grumbled discontentedly.

“…So that’s a non-starter!”

The recollection of Frank and the girls then Magical Marco - I always dreamed or had glorious nightmares about Marco - made me tremble and I came down from my dizzying climax while, as Mark’s tongue relaxed to a gentler more leisurely pace, he surprised me with innovative words.

“We don’t need him, Miss; just look how much he charged for your services when we only received a mere fraction of that vast sum and if we took out the middle-man then with your allure and female abilities there is a fortune to be made…”

My eyes closed and I fantasised there was a heavy-set male on top of me with his cock snugly inside my tight, available, bushy pussy as my demented husband explained what must have been running around his forever mucky head for weeks because this debased scheme was too well thought out not to have been duly considered..

“…With my computer skills I can have you on the internet in hours!”

I gasped in shock because he made it sound so bizarrely, seductively easy.

“As a prostitute?”

His tongue lapped against my wet folds entreatingly.

“You were so good at it, Miss; it is clearly unfair that I cannot physically give you what you deserve as a woman and…”

I could sense the weakness and regret in his wavering tone.

“…Never have; so please let us stay together as a married couple because in time I can fully adjust then accept the alterations made between us… but let me try to now help in the only way I can.”

My lips emitted a guttural sound which betrayed my womanly need that was swirling again as I gasped.

“That’s so utterly wicked, Cuckold…me a Whore and you my pimp!”

He whimpered pathetically and tried to turn grimy black into pure white.

“It’s not like that Miss; just a continuation of the game already started which we can continue merely for while to get out of this monitory hole we are in…”

He was licking me madly again now as he made his case.

“…Please, Miss; it’s such a wonderful ruse or ploy I have devised; we can choose who is a suitable or worthy client to pay for your services and believe me, it’s so effortless or painless because I have it all worked out.”

I should have already known that my husband was no ingenious businessman or entrepreneur but to my unspeakable disgrace the urge to subjugate myself for lucre and feel a man’s sperm inside me once more was incredibly appealing and thrilling.

However I would not give in to his suggestion too imprudently or quickly and only after multiple further orgasms in bed did I reluctantly succumb to another trial of offering my female wares, somewhere in the dead of night.

For me there seemed nothing to lose except for my already wandering moral compass because I was unquestionably dulled with this stale status-quo Mark and I had created in recent weeks, while of course we were desperate for the income to find a more affluent and better lifestyle.

The following evening after dinner he took numerous provocative pictures of me in seductive lingerie and seemed to subversively revel in this role of my agent, designer or creator while I was his Muse before - as if by black magic - these tempting images were almost instantly on my own private webpage page under the link of Personal Escort.

Mark had decided - in his debateable wisdom - that if Frank could get £15,000 for my sexual services while only giving us £1,500 then £5,000 with regard to what I was offering seemed more than reasonable and I did not comment or argue because I was unsure how these transactional matters worked or what was my true worth in this decadent or disreputable regard.

In time then fascination I looked surreptitiously at my sexy resume on the screen - my open face was not shown I might add - and it was hard to really believe this was me on the site where Mark had highlighted then accentuated my mound in tight panties, my pert ass as I bent over, then artistically displayed the outline of my tall, lithe but shapely silhouette and tangled long hair as I posed in the darkened frame of the door.

Almost in surprise I had to admit that perhaps for the first time in our married life he had in fact done a good job in this admirable attempt to improve our lot by trying to sell my female body for a profit.

I was less impressed though when I caught him furtively masturbating into my underwear as he admired his handiwork but ignored this perversion while we waited for the offers to inevitably flood in but sadly there were girls everywhere on line - at much more competitive rates - and other than general questions on our enquiries link there were no sign or trace of any clients at first.

Then, when I reached home the next evening, Mark had inventively come up with a video link as he hissed excitedly.

“A man call Mr Halsey is interested…he said he’d call after we’ve eaten and I’ve put out some suitable lingerie for your interview!”

My meal was tasty - Mark was a good cook - but I was too nervous to consume much before, at 8p.m precisely, our seedy internet base received an evocative ping as I sat in front of a tiny camera and listened to this stranger over the ether because I could hear but not see him although he could view me as I tried to smile.

“Hello Lucy…you look pretty…”

The voice sighed in concern.

“…Pretty expensive as well though…£5,000 is it?”

I nodded accepting the pseudonym Mark had created and sensing some surreal arousal at this voyeuristic charade.

“Yes Sir.”

He was sharp in response as if this was already getting down to brass tacks.

“Well let me see…tits first.”

My trembling hands pulled the soft cups of my slip down and teased my plump flesh then the small, pert nipples as he went on making rude comments or requests until he confessed almost teasingly.

“Well I am interested but I need to see the prize for so much dough…so knickers off Lucy, and let me have a look…”

I glanced at my pathetic husband who merely stood like some half-dead Zombie then encouraged me in this depraved regard until I drew down the lacy panties and parted my thighs before the tiny lens as this man chuckled crudely.

“…Fuck hairy Babe…touch it…that’s it…touch it before I fuck it…fuck it looks so dirty and good enough to devour!”

As if I was utterly crazy I closed my eyes to shield the vibrating wave of shame washing over me but still twisted my clitoral point to distraction and grumbled in concerning sexual craving.

“Is this what you want Sir…you like it…?”

As if I relished this weird spectator sport I was so sexually high that my head could not last long in anticipation as I rubbed myself in madness until I grimaced then bent my thighs together in orgasmic reaction and whimpered meekly.

“…You want to fuck me?”

My admirer over this surreal, electric medium was silent for a full minute while I waited breathlessly but then he just laughed loudly in celebration of being so obviously and thoroughly entertained for nothing.”

“Fuck yes, Bitch, I’m just going to get the money together and believe me… I’ll call you back!”

Then the screen was black or vey much silent and I realised that I had debased myself without purpose to someone I did not know and then glared at my husband in natural annoyance or dismay who looked away humbled to hide the fact that he had pressed his cock to sordid bliss at my disgrace but apologised then promised sincerely this unfortunate mistake with his venture would not happen again.

As he explained in some abashment we were new at this project and anyone could make a mistake!

The debacle of showing my private parts again for nothing never did because the video link, as I insisted upon, was understandably put into mothballs before Mark found me a proper paying customer to see on the Saturday - at a small hotel in town - and we met up with menacing black Melvin in the lobby who then leered or looked me over in an unseemly fashion at the bar and then escorted us both up to his tiny room.

Mark insisted on coming with me for my protection and the man did not seem to mind screwing me in front of an audience as he thankfully, immediately handed over the money which my husband placed safely in the inner pocket of his jacket.

I was very much relived because it was a huge sum and it seemed that finally we were making progress!

Then they both watched as I raised my skirt to show my silky black stocking, bent forward a fraction to pull down my knickers and went to my muscular client who removed my blouse then bra and then smiled happily as his hands bent me over his strong knees before he began to slap my bottom while gurgling at my partner.

“For this money the Bitch is going to do everything!”

For two long exhausting hours this Ebony Bastard with such a brick-hard body made me initially suck him dry before he rutted my anal or vaginal cavity as I groaned, screamed and tried not to enjoy this depravity; but real sex was irresistible for my prurient senses as I had not experienced such primal attentions for weeks now and I definitely relished his foul sometimes rough or ready treatment.

Then I was in his bed where his demands and invasions went on and on while I climaxed over then over again until I was dripping from every open cavity and inevitably I had to rest before limply dozing on his broad chest as we both recovered from our relative and uniquely differing exertions.

In the early light I woke to see my strong, black lover already dressed and gingerly removing the money- he had previously generously provided - from my partner’s jacket; Mark was by now fast asleep and was completely unaware of our predicament as this man then returned to me and undid his trouser zip before whispering darkly.

“You needed it so bad Bitch I felt you should be paying me! So, one more blow-job and we’ll call it even!”

He was so devastatingly big and intimidating I was understandably frightened and obediently removed his thick, elongated cock then sucked him professionally while he stroked my tangled hair and grinned.

“…You’re not bad, Bitch, for someone who is so green at this…I’ll contact you soon and maybe we’ll do it again…?”

This ultimate Predator took his time but inevitably deposited a huge swathe of slippery, slimy spunk down my throat then patted my head gently and wiped himself on my lips while counting out £60 from the wad of notes in his possession before smiling brightly as if all was well with his world.

“…Don’t want to leave you with nothing, Baby…it’s been fun after all!”

My cheapskate customer then left me and I woke Mark - when it was quiet and the coast was clear - who was suitably apoplectic while I was more sanguine, made him lick me clean of this Bastard’s gooey sperm before venting my understandable ire but it did not help the reality that we had been taken once again as I gradually began to realise there was more to this supposed calling of prostitution than I had first realised.

Most sadly and unfortunately - in this oldest of professions - men were just so sneaky, unreliable and downright dishonest!

In many ways it was perplexingly the same as being married although, with regard to my pathetic partner, at least I had gained something out of my assignation with this scurrilous stranger because I had most definitely cum multiple times and received £60 for such endeavours which, quite reasonably, I did not disclose to Mark!

Although disappointed once more we did not give in or give up on our endeavours to build a business but the next client - who was small podgy and malodorous - would only pay £500 up front then, after he had spent an hour fucking my ass, outrageously demanded a refund on the basis that I was not tight enough, although Mark, who had witnessed everything as ever, stoutly refused to give him a penny off. 

Needless to say we never got the money owed and realised that the price for me was perhaps too high and tried special offers or then two for one for a few days - as if I was a mere inanimate supermarket item - which definitely created interest but the customers were rare and always trouble or bad payers along with the fact that apart from the black male that had given me £60 the sex was always awful and very messy which disgustingly my husband seemed to degradingly enjoy.

The final nail in the coffin with Mark’s apparently wondrous idea of me being an online escort came with a visit from the local police department in the form of a heavy-set, balding Inspector Graham who knocked on the door one evening all alone and then took a seat opposite us as he muttered in a serious, severe tone while we shivered in fright.

“We have seen your website and have traced it back here. Don’t you realise prostitution is illegal and you can face real prison time for soliciting…?” 
I was aghast and visibly started to tremble as he looked at me before going on.

“…This is a very serious matter!”

Mark muttered in abject terror.

“But there were never any customers…and the ones we found never really paid…we’re sorry, Officer, sorry…it was all a huge mistake.”

The solitary scruffy man listened to our pleading of innocence for a while before opening his computer then glanced at me once more and turned the screen around to reveal one of my sleazy pictures and spoke in scepticism.

“Is this you…?”

My eyes blinked because I did not represent the girl he was looking at due to my ashen complexion or bland outfit and comprehended his uncertainty.

“…Well let me see you made up like this so I am sure I have the right suspect and if no money has changed hands then maybe we can work something out…?”

In minutes I was before him in full, heavy make-up, a short slip and tight knickers as he stood close beside me then grumbled.

“…That’s more like it…Sexy girl aren’t you…?”

His hand stroked my taut stomach as I heaved just a fraction before he slipped his long fingers into my luxurious black panties and smiled.

“…£5,000 pussy…maybe we can overlook your criminal behaviour on this occasion if you are co-operative?”

I knew what he wanted; what all of these grasping men wanted with vulnerable girls that think selling their bodies without necessary security or protection was easy as I kneeled, released his stubby but rock erection from his dark trousers and began to suck his surprisingly appealing cock as I whimpered.

“I’ll be very co-operative, Sir…”

He grinned and tugged my hair in gratification as I drew him like a Slut - while Mark dishonourably watched - before beginning to fuck my salivating mouth and finally deposited his heady semen in thick, warm spurts until my belly was full but I refused to release him not wishing to take any chances with my liberty.

“…Keep still, Sir…let me show you how remorseful I am…”

Expertly I drew him to proneness again, pulled off my sodden knickers then kneeled over the couch and wriggled my bottom in obvious invitation before naturally he took his male place and fucked my pussy gently but then more determinedly until reaching male bliss once more but even then I would not let go because I held his reduced male flesh, cleaned it and began to stroke the softness purposefully as I whispered.

“…Is everything OK now Sir; are we in the clear? You want to come over my ass…?”

I could already tell he was no superman in the sack but, as if my craven actions inspired him to further energies, I pushed my head down, my bottom up and reached back to hold his balls in one hand and his emerging prick in the other as I teased him to heaven over my peachy skin then squeezed him dry and simpered.

“…A final time inside it, Sir?”

He moved away from my touch tiredly, as if shocked that my degeneracy matched or in honesty eclipsed his, and pulled his trousers then shorts up before gasping.

“No Miss that’s fine…I can see there has been no actual harm done here and I will immediately clear my file on the matter!”

I could tell amusingly he was suddenly challenged or even intimidated by me as I entreated him filthily from my prone position.

“Fuck my ass, Sir…before you go I don’t mind!”

He shook with involuntary anxiety as if recognising psychosis when he saw it and shook his head in confusion.

“Fuck you’re really mad but worth the money if it was not against the law…”

His fingers ran over my rear flesh as if in reflexive masculine appreciation at my sexual show or ability to willingly disgrace myself completely.

“…I’m a married man so I will not be back but both do yourselves a favour…”

I felt his finger slip just inside my flat, smeared pussy folds as if compelled to sense me one last time.

“…If you’re going to sell what you have between your thighs then don’t fucking do it like this or next time even bending over won’t keep you out of the nick!”

He left without another word - probably grateful to escape the asylum - and I knew we would never see this deviant officer of the law again as if deviously we probably had more dirt on him that he did on us.

My body did not move at all while I instructed Mark to then suckle me clean by using his ever useful tongue which quickly wormed its way inside my body soothingly as I relished the impending climax and murmured quietly if not ironically to him because, given the disasters that were occurring on a regular basis, if I didn’t laugh then in truth perhaps I would never stop crying.

“I think Cuckold that your initial concept of me being an online escort is well and truly dead and buried but…”

My heart or head was about to explode in sensual delight as the pressure he was delivering on my sweet-spot was about to bear orgasmic fruit.

“…What’s your next great sordid brainstorm to get us out of this fucking mess?”

Obviously I was being sarcastic and droll but it seemed my miserable man was nothing but inventive with regards to me selling my precious vagina and he suggested that maybe I should be more receptive towards my rotund boss Larry, by way of navigating around the normal promotional or pay increase procedure at my workplace.

I listened as I had to his last angle or proposal, but although I was no great admirer of the somewhat arrogant Large Larry, he was often good fun and at least with this idea there was nothing obvious that could get me locked up.

We agreed cautiously that it was worth a try and the following morning I put on my best garter and stockings set under a shorter than normal skirt then set off on another step towards complete utter corruptibility and decadence.

Men, as I now knew were surely predictable where beautiful women were obviously available and by the afternoon my rapacious Boss and I were kissing until he had his filthy fingers in my bra and panties before I eventually left for the day.

Within a week we were at a hotel in Brighton where he fucked me quickly - as if to achieve conquest - then feasted on my athletic body and although he was no great or inspired lover it was good to be having regular sex again even though he did tend to tire way too easily for my demanding, libidinous nature.

I bravely explained to Larry that my husband got a sick, sly kick out of me sleeping with other men - which seemed to appeal to his base, pompous nature - then after my promotion and generous pay rise I invited him to our flat where he slipped into the role of degrading Mark far to easily or eagerly as he sat beside me on the settee and grinned at him.

“I want to tell you that your Lynette is such a great girl…”

He then quietly slipped off my skirt and shirt until I was in just my lingerie and cupped my breasts over the comely bra while smirking in satisfaction.

“…Almost invaluable I’d say and I’m really pleased that you don’t mind me fucking her in front of you…”

By now I was naked and murmuring in positivity as Larry pressed then teased my hairy bush while chuckling as he continued meanly.

“…Because I sure don’t care if you’re fucking watching…”

Suddenly he was on top, then inside me with divine urgency and I spread my thighs and appreciated the depravity of it all because I really, secretly got off on the whole Cuckold thing and craved playing the Whore while my husband could only observe and assuredly agonise.

As he took me, my boss stopped momentarily and grinned at Mark in diabolical schadenfreude. 

“…I mean if there is something you want to see again then just let me know!”

The Corpulent Bastard took me twice before dinner then insisted on staying over, and then Mark watching him rut me from behind in our marital bed, as if he was the undisputed King of the castle here as well as in the office.

The sex with Larry was adequate or occasionally climactic now and then but he seemed to seedily usurp my role of dominating my husband - as if he quietly relished the thrill or rush of power over him more than I did - which I found strangely irritating although I never bothered to tell him.

He stayed over religiously twice a week as if entitled to do so - his intentions here were forever sinful though - then bought lingerie or clothing for me to wear to his sleazy taste and treated me to a couple of weekends away before the improved fiscal universe that I had briefly depended upon with him came tumbling down around my ears one early Monday morning in his office.

It seemed his long-suffering wife and children had found out about his philandering at work; before this particular spurned spouse on behalf of her family had threatened divorce with terrible mercenary retribution if I was not sacked immediately.

Therefore most promptly and without much ceremony I was shooed out of his disreputable presence, given a redundancy cheque to cover six months along with a brief but pertinent chat with Gail from human resources, who apologised kindly and empathetically but explained that I had no chance of making a claim for unfair dismissal from this Pig.

As with all of the loaded, privileged males of the species they were just too devious or sneaky to let me win.

Once more I just steeled myself to the inequity all around me, simply signed for the money then went back to my home without the slightest pride and self-respect or even barely recognising the feeble and tremulous girl I had become.

The strangest thing was that I was actually secretly pleased to be rid of Larry; he was oafish, childish, unhygienic, boring, not that hot in bed and when I examined my recent inane actions, most bizarrely of confusingly it seemed that I had surrendered body and soul more for Mark’s prurient pleasure than actually meeting my own subtle often unfathomable needs, as if I still privately impossibly loved him which was utterly bamboozling.

He accepted my bad news about being fired resolutely, explained that he had another secret plan in mind and after a few days looking unsuccessfully for work I met him in a local pub where he introduced me to dim but tall Jason - apparently a friend from the job he had taken stacking shelves - who was black, strong and took me outside the back of the building and fucked me glorious up my ass, as if I needed the base interaction more than he did, while Mark took watch but as normal for him, furtively looked on as well.

When we were back in the bar the stranger left without a word while my husband explained that he had proudly boasted to everyone he could about my salacious talents then accepted £30 from this Oaf to sample my wares - as an incentive for others - and that there was still some mileage in this prostitution lark because he was making fresh contacts all of the time.

I stared at him and felt numb at his stupidity but more with my own; the sex with this Vagabond had been unspeakably great but there was no longer any illicit thrill or pleasure in all of this anymore for me as I merely sipped my wine, slipped inside myself and on the Friday afternoon I dazedly prepared to pack my case to leave over the weekend because my marriage to Mark was over along with this stupid attempt to lead some duel, puerile life as a working Harlot.

Without question I was by now physically and emotionally spent, no longer gleaned any tangible joy out of my marriage or this perversity I had once embraced with him in tow, and had sensibly decided to return and stay with my aged parent for a while a long way away from the monotony, debauchery or lunacy my life had become.

I was too exhausted or exasperated to cry but did so anyway because the physical act mercifully released some tension but it was a transient sensation, as I felt things were well beyond my capacity to control. Decidedly I needed to start again from the very beginning because I was incredibly miserable and could not carry on like this a moment longer.

Mark

When I left you my debased tale or shocking journey was only partially run.

No doubt you are by now suitably outraged, scandalised and horrified at my weak and pathetic nature and one may think this story could not get any worse or more depraved but then it did or perhaps not?

Such matters are forever subjective.

The problem is that when you are in love with your sweet wonderful wife but sadly cannot supply everything she desires then sometimes bravely the husband in this surreal mix has to make allowances or sacrifices to hold on at any costs or price to what is most precious to him.

Such a painful solution is better than nothing but often worse than something that must be forever endured because surely there are only so many acts of tolerance or acceptance anyone can make in a marriage before a breaking point is reached?

I would declare that what disgustingly transpired was borne from selfless love on my ultimately blameless part and at no point were my misguided or depraved actions due to any internal, fetish or deviance that had reared up then asserted itself to a point beyond my abilities to manage.

I am not and never have been that type of man!

No one could willingly subject themselves to such humiliation for other than the purest of intentions because should he or she do such a thing for their own deviant pleasure or foul ends then that surely would be too much for anyone to bear.

So read on carefully or cautiously, do not judge me too harshly and take good pity because surely I am on reflection perhaps the innocent party in all of this perversity as in honesty what other choice did I have?

………………..

When we arrived back from Spain after our surreal or perverse misadventure, relations between Lynette and I were understandably, noticeably strained.

She obviously felt severe guilt for her degenerate or wayward actions although I tried to be supportive and generously shoulder the guilt for her paid-for reprehensible sexual liaisons with Frank - then the other people on the boat - because in all due fairness a lot of this sexual mayhem had been at my instigation which I took full responsibility for.

But not all I might add; as Lynette needed to take some of the blame although I would never outright mention such a problematical fact directly to her.

I hoped that this one general indiscretion of hers - I am being exceedingly forgiving or kind - could soon be forgotten about and with this digression behind us we could again come together as a couple then build a more regular and ordinary life.

However it became clear that my wife had been badly affected by what had gone on which resulted in her talking about us splitting up until - under reluctant or unreasonable sufferance - I agreed to continue in this despicable role of Cuckold that I had been forced to take on when being in the company of Frank and his various male or female cronies.

Although I then replayed my part convincingly there was mercifully no chastity involved or having to traumatically be fucked up my bottom once again - I would never have permitted such further humiliation - and I was only pretending to be her servant although I would admit to sometimes inadvertently getting some subversive titillation from the charade.

In truth however I was being less than genuine and was merely, patiently biding my time before I could retake back my place as Lord or Master of our household and was simply seeking a gentle path forward to eventually reclaim this vital position.

In doing so I had to be very sly or cunning like a veritable fox and after tragically losing my job through Lynette’s insistence of me wearing female underwear or lingerie all the time - unfortunately wearing such sensual items did make me disturbingly excited enough to masturbate excessively - I finally devised a depraved scheme to retake the high ground as far as my wife and I were concerned.

Somewhere along this delicate line of adult life I had grudgingly accepted that for whatever reason I was not able physically to fuck Lynette and pragmatically then felt that as she seemed to crave such primitive crudity then I should be the one to organise this type of work on her behalf.

It seemed a sensible and mature solution!

I was certain that I could do a far better than the awful Frank and make substantially more money for us both in the process given what I had seen wealthy men being prepared to pay for such a privilege of being up-close and personal with my lovely but often lewd Lynette.

If I could achieve these delicate ends then everyone would get something of what they wanted because Lynette would have regular sex, we could make money as a team and most importantly I would organise everything directly with my own business acumen or vision and at last take my place in the world of successful, wealthy men.

Under these circumstances I could reluctantly, if not temporarily accept the illusion or façade of dominion she had over me along with the domestic chores and even the endless obligation to lick her slippery pussy or ass when demanded - be it full of semen or not - because with this ongoing financial venture between us we both now knew without discussion that I was once more the one truly in charge.

As if to prove this tricky point, most wonderfully for me Lynette seemed impressed on hearing my inspired proposal but one unfortunate tragedy or nightmare followed another - with regard to my original scheme of her working for me on the game through the internet - before the incredibly destabilising visit by the predatory untrustworthy police officer that fucked her for nothing in front of my very eyes which finally ended that dream that had turned into a possibly criminal nightmare.

I hated the fact that I privately or unspeakably enjoyed watching her used or abused by different men and the shame I felt that my continual jerking-off confirmed this contemptible point; but I convinced myself that any man under these unusual circumstances would react the exact same way and blindly carried on regardless without any soul-searching at all.

Offering my Love’s lithesome body to her Boss, Larry, seemed a safer or more productive strategy and this proved positive or profitable initially but he was such a fat, ugly, arrogant Bastard and took to coming round to my home and then often fucking my wife on our settee while mocking me as I stared on hopelessly in my impotence or weakness. 

But ill-advisedly what he saw as weakness was in fact inbuilt strength because a man needed real character to let another male take his wife in the marital bed while he slept in the spare room next door and listened to their grunting or groaning all night!

The worst part about this foul arrangement was that I truly detested Larry as well as the acrid taste of the thick, masculine seed that Lynette insisted that I clean up after his unwelcome visits; but this was indeed a filthy business we were involved in and I reconciled my unbalanced head that maybe in the world of high, heady finance you had to take the good with the bad!

This deal with this podgy Demon lasted merely a few months until further calamity occurred and she lost her job - at least with some extra redundancy thrown in which I felt in some small way was good of him - and suddenly if not worryingly I was the only breadwinner in our small home.

What had occurred were setbacks for sure but I could not let go of my long held fantasy of working in this way with Lynette and I told my new workmates - at the supermarket where I now laboured - almost proudly of my unusual business arrangements with my luscious wife.

One of my colleagues - a quiet, tall, black male - who was curious at my unusual bragging saw a promotional picture I carried of Lynette, came to meet my Girl then promptly fucked her rudely outside and behind the deserted pub which at the time I strangely thought of as a little step forward for our troubled company even although the payment was so meagre.

In my delirium I pondered or concluded that maybe this base interaction was at the very least something to build on because it was well known that you had to cast your bread over the water if you wanted to see things come to fruition or eventually bloom.

But then it became obvious - even to me - that perhaps I had finally, inadvertently overplayed my sordid hand because Lynette went very quiet or introverted for many days after this filthy session with my colleague before late one Friday night I accidentally saw that she was preparing her clothes and large suitcase to presumably leave me.

Instinctively I did not say anything to spook Lynette though or make her any more liable to flee because without doubt I needed time to rationally think, but frighteningly, given what I had done, had no clue how could I possibly put things right anymore.

I finally had to accept that I had not handled matters particularly well but everything had gone way too far out of balance, whack or control and when Lynette went out for a long, solitary walk - which was increasingly her way lately - I wandered around the apartment like a lost dog and tried to find a ray of light to guide me.

All I could pathetically come up with that perhaps this separation was destined to occur as unquestionably we were increasingly making each other unhappy and maybe now it was sensible to give in to the inevitable.

Almost absentmindedly I opened my wardrobe, then looked at my meagre range of clothes and pulled down my personal piece of luggage on an angry impulse that if I had the guts to leave my wife before she left me then I could somehow feel better about the split; it was once again another not particularly astute plan.

However I had picked up the jacket that I had last worn on our recent, life-altering holiday that had led to this unfortunate point and in real confusion saw the edge of a glossy white card sticking out of the top front pocket.

Instinctively I drew it out and then saw it had Anna’s name upon it with her personal number then remember she had presciently slipped it there when trying to give me advice that of course I had purposely chosen to ignore completely.

It was then I truly realised that I did not wish to run from my wife or for her to desert me and I desperately wanted another opportunity to find a way forward.

So with a heavy heart - given what this devious girl had previously done to me - I realised that perhaps my only answer to this impasse or conundrum, along with my future, lay with this lofty, beautiful but extremely difficult young creature.

I picked up the phone and dialled the digits with trembling fingers but then my stomach dropped because there was no immediate response and in some anxiety, given the forces in motion, I sent a text reminding her who I was and asking if she would phone me back urgently and then jumped as within seconds this small silver object in my hand pealed shrilly as if it was sounding out the bells of doom.

My lips whispered quickly and with a certain amount of fear.

“Hello.”

There was an intake of breath and the conversation was intense.

“Oh hello Cuckold…I thought I might hear from you again...”

The insidious word - which I had not heard for a while now because Lynette had long lost interest in this silly game - made me understandably burn with indignation and as if Anna could still read me like some smutty book she merely chuckled at my unseen show of pique.

“…Oh Cuckold…I can tell you have been naughty just as I anticipated and have made a complete mess of things with your lovely wife; so what do you want?”

Already I was on the proverbial spot and not unnaturally I skirted around what I had done or how I had tried to manipulate the dynamic between Lynette to profit from my confused partner until she stopped me in my verbal tracks and sighed with icy impatience.

“This is your twisted, convoluted version of events that I have no time for; if you truly wish me to help you then lose this wasteful pride you hang on to so foolishly and ring me back in five minutes wearing nothing but a pair of Lynette’s lacy knickers then tell me everything without any exclusion…”

My heart was pounding loudly in my chest as I knew that I could never cheat or beat this intuitive, experienced and clever girl.

“…As only then may I be able to offer sound advice…or if you can’t do that Cuckold.

I could almost see the sneer of disdain on her comely face.

“…Then do everyone a favour and don’t ring at all.”

Of course I knew this was the ultimate pivotal moment in my life and my conscience, memories, guilt or self-respect wrestled together for a few brief moments before reflexively removing my clothes and putting on a musky pair of my wife’s slim cotton panties from the laundry basket that made me swell for the first time in many days.

Everything had been such a strain lately it had been impossible to get excited about anything!

I then redialled the number and clearly recalling her previous and most recent instructions reverted to type as the lowly man I was in her eyes when I whimpered meekly.

“I’m sorry Miss you were right…I have been exceedingly reckless and ignorant regarding Lynette and need some guidance.”

I could sense her immediate pleasure as she seemed to silently purr like a cat.

“You are just a Cuckold that is useless without a Mistress to tell him exactly what to do…”

As if I was bewitched by her, or possibly a return to a game my mind and weak body relished to play, my penis became hard instantly as she went on.

“…Isn’t that right Cuckold…you need to understand your place?”

I drew breath and under duress tried to remain focussed or strong.

“Yes Miss I do so many stupid things without direction from a woman to lead me and very much a Cuckold…thank you for reminding me.”

“Are you in panties?”

“Yes Miss.”

“And erect because I know of course this humiliation excites you?”

My body surged in angst as I cried out feebly.

“Yes Miss…a tiny white pair.”

She gurgled happily as if delighted to be proved right all the time with me.

“Then touch yourself lightly and tell me you’re ready to embrace a full life as a Cuckold and when you have cum and cleared your silly, muddled head then I will listen to your tale and take over as you want me to.”

Already my will had gone and as if she was some enchantress I whimpered then whispered and felt my brain about to explode in the most sublime sensual glory.

“Yes Miss, you know I do and desire or sometimes crave to see Lynette with other men while I have nothing and can only…”

I jerked forward in release and felt lightheaded as I continued while my giddy mind spun with bright colours and a delicious rush of pheromones.

“…Observe and take instruction!”

Anna chuckled softly.

“You’ve wet your panties now Cuckold?”

“Yes Miss.”

She inhaled and I could almost smell her sweet breath.

“Good Cuckold, now you can begin again and this time I warn you…leave nothing out or you will not get your fondest wish.”

Gushingly I then told everything, each embarrassing, mortifying detail of my lunacy in the past few months - as if I needed a confessor - while Anna listened without speaking a solitary word in judgement until my sullied, disgraceful story was concluded and the precarious situation that now dangerously existed between my wife and I was fully understood.

There was a profound silence when I had stopped talking and then I heard her lilting voice which asked a most telling question.

“Do you actually, honestly wish Lynette to be happy and for you to share a full compete life with her beyond all the natural demands or impulses of your male pride or masculine urges and are certain you would give your heart and soul for this…?”

At that moment I was sure this was exactly or precisely what I wanted and yearned for.

“Yes Miss, please help me and rest assured I will do anything to achieve this end.”

Her tone was cooler suddenly if not frosty.

“Are you sure, Cuckold, positive? And you will not be distracted any longer by some misplaced male ego?”

The sight of Nirvana was before me and I could not resist its call any longer.

“Yes Miss, I swear it; if I simply could keep my Darling Lynette and share whatever life makes her satisfied then I am content to be in her shadow and will bend to your or her rule absolutely.”

Again there was momentary peace or quiet and then she spoke advice or measured thought to change my universe forever as I listened intently, hoped she was right and then thanked her profoundly or sincerely before she rang off because, as surreal as her guidance was, I knew it was my only course of action or possibility.

Then, with hope in my heart and a weird sense of elation allied to anticipation, I complied with every degrading command she had provided - found divisive items in bright pink paper Anna had given and I had long forgotten placing inside my case - and when my wife came though the door an hour or so later I cried out to her entreatingly softly to come into the bedroom as if I was in the gentlest most interminable and subtle pain.

Lynette did as I asked - concerned by my injured tone - but then did a double-take when she saw me dressed in her frilly garter with sensual black suspenders and nylon stockings below; this was along with an unlocked chastity cage around my genitals as she leaned for some support against the doorframe in discomposure while I spoke in meek, hushed, deferential explanation.

“I am very Sorry, Miss…I know I have driven you to leave me with these stupid ideas I have come up with over the last few weeks and what I put you through is all my puerile fault…”

It was difficult to breathe suddenly.

“…This was all because I tried to be the leader or the man between us whereas in truth I am much happier when in proper total service to you…”

My wobbly head bent in deference.

“…It has not been easy for me to accept but now I have completely...”

She seemed genuinely shocked and unsure but I held out a golden lock, with the Perspex penile cover along with a key and my shoulders drooped in further submission.

“…Please close me, Miss, I realise this selfish male instinct to masturbate always affects my unreliable head and need you to corral and control me along with these unfortunate impulses.”

Her head shook sadly but even though she instinctively resisted my offer I could see just the faintest trace of re-awakening interest in her fluffy grey eyes that began to sparkle again as I gasped.

“…Please, Miss, just for this weekend…trust me one last time as I will only be your servant or slave from this point.”

Lynette saw the strap-on by my leg on the covers and laughed softly as if this was too good to pass on straight away.

“…OK, just for a couple of days…so put the toy around my waist and bend over because you need to lose the stiffy before I cage it, don’t you…?”

After the training Anna had given it was easy for me to attach the false penis and brown leather straps around her sturdy thighs and I generously licked the tip of it for lubrication or effect before her hand stroked my hair and her hips move gently back then forward as if remembering her once dominant role while her lips sighed.

“…In fact I like you better already Cuckold…”

She placed me kneeling on the bed then applied a little cold gel up my anus before sliding the insensate pink cock inside my rear cavity and then slowly revelling in a resurgence of her authority that I had eroded and all but deviously stripped from her since returning from Spain.

“…Much better, you Sick Fuck…you were right I was about to leave then divorce you but you have bought yourself a few days to convince me of your worth so make use of it Cuckold because there is no return to the old ways for you now…!”

My wife fucked me slowly, purposefully and gradually with increasing force while I pressed my head low into the soft pillow.

Mentally and physically I submitted to her will and then shamefully spurted spots of semen into her slender fingers - when Lynette pulled or twisted my aching cock - which she subsequently wiped on my face to further degrade me.

Eventually this unnatural copulation came to a stop at which point my Love gently placed my clear cover and shiny lock on my penis to complete the process of self-imposed incarceration or chastity,  put black panties over my tiny bulge to finalise my ignominy and then stood over me and simpered almost in contentment.

“…Fuck, Cuckold, now and then you are right; I feel so much better already!”

We ate together with me dressed provocatively and exactly as I was, then, when we went to bed I put on a short, sheer, blue negligee in which she rutted me once more before I suckled at her leaking sliver of female flesh for endless hours until my wife shuddered in pleasure then slept more soundly than she had for many months.

In the morning over breakfast - which I served naked apart from the increasingly familiar cage - she sipped her tea, smiled with a tinge of regret and murmured with some thoughtful introspection.

“This is fine and dandy but we’ve been here before Cuckold and, although this is much better than things have been recently, it ultimately leads nowhere!”

I blinked in good humour and tried to suppress a dry, sly grin because for once I knew something she didn’t.

“You said you’d trust me for a few days so let us have and walk and some lunch because I have somewhere to take you tonight which might make you think differently?”

She was about to turn on me as if to affirm or explain that I could not ever contemplate selling her body again in the casual ways I had but knew such a statement was unnecessary now and - I sensed against her better instincts - my divine wife gave me the benefit of the doubt one last time.

As I promised we spent a comfortable day doing simple things before informing her I was escorting her for dinner and then helped bathe, dress or prepare my exquisite wife, as if this was a ritual I needed to reacquaint myself with, before we eventually walked into one of the main expensive hotels in the centre of London where she looked around patently nervously in the opulent lobby.

Of course I was still in my tight prison or unseen chastity but in fact it was Lynette that suddenly felt immediately vulnerable in this environment because she could not contain her wariness or scepticism any longer as her voice hissed in developing anger.

“I am warning you Cuckold…if this is another one of your harebrained plots or schemes…?”

Suddenly a familiar voice sounded and I looked up to see Anna strolling elegantly across the beige marble tiles in a short heavenly white dress and as my wife realised who it was her attitude changed like the ficklest wind because they impulsively ran together then embraced as if they were family and when the two girls drew away to my genuine shock Lynette had the brightest tears in her shining eyes.

“Oh Anna…how lovely to see you again…I never, ever thought I would…”

To my further amazement she then threw her arms around my neck and hugged me as well while crying softly.

“…Thank you Cuckold…thank you so much…this is truly a wonderful surprise thank you so much!”

We took a moment to settle then all sat down for dinner where the girls gaily chatted and gossiped like long lost friends before I recounted that I had spoken to Anna the day before, explained my stupidity to her and she had helped put me or my rocky marriage back on the right path.

The most telling thing about us being together is that everyone understood the unmentionable nitty-gritty of who we were and why we got on so well together and, as if everything had been pre-ordained, Frank inevitably turned up in all his arrogance or presentable smart-suit pomp while we were having coffee and - after kissing my wife politely on her flushed cheek - smiled happily and took his assumed place at the head of the table before addressing my partner.

“It great to see you again Lynette, you’re lucky to catch us here though as I’ve just come in for some brief business and brought Anna along for company…”

He grinned drolly and unnecessarily shared his insight.

“…You know what I’m like!”

My Love held both of her arms in front of her in an expression of trepidation or preservation with this reprehensible Vulture of young women and murmured.

“Are you still in the same spot in Spain?”

He shook his greying head.

“No, around the coast a little I like to keep moving…”

His black eyes stared through her.

“…Want me to book you a ticket?”

Lynette twisted her hands in obvious agony or petulance and almost snarled at him.

“I can’t live as a Whore, Frank.”

He shook his grizzled head in a show of visible frustration with her.

“It’s not like that…”

His hands waved expressively.

“…Well it is a bit…but I only use top-end girls for a few days at a time and you can have an ordinary, everyday life but with some fun as well if you can only find the right attitude…”

Frank tried to be empathetic then sympathetic but it was obvious he had a plentiful supply of willing female flesh and in the end made a cutting point.

“…Is that not better than being conned or taken for nothing then crudely fucked behind some nondescript pub by some Layabout for pennies…?”

The man laughed ironically as she blushed because of course he knew about the whole sorry mess from Anna.

“…Although I know that type of cheap interaction appeals in some ways to you and your husband…”

I flushed brightly in shame for us both as he went on.

“…Anyway my offer is there for you but be aware as I warned, that beauty, even yours, fades quickly and unless you have discovered wealth I am unaware of, then you need to make your fortune while you can in the luxury and safety I can provide but…”

He rose up and kissed her soft mouth gently.

“…Come up if you want to say goodnight or wish to discuss terms as there is no obligation to stay but I sense this is your last opportunity with me!”

She gripped his hand momentarily in a show of uncertainty or hesitancy then he was gone before the girls huddled closely together whispering while drinking champagne before Anna leaned back then smiled at me.

“So Cuckold should your wife go to our room and take up a life of sin once more…?”

Lynette passed the key of my chastity that had been hanging from a thin chain around her neck to my inquisitor who waved it at me and giggled in delight.

“…I think you should decide, Cuckold…”

Under the tablecloth she furtively undid the zip to my trousers then expertly removed the lock and plastic, penile cover until my released cock immediately became hard which she then pressed teasingly against the smooth evocative gusset of the panties I had on.

“…If you cum then you agree that in your opinion this is your combined destiny…”

Her fingertips applied the lightest, slightest almost innocuous pressure but it was my mind Anna was playing with the most and she knew how to twist the sharpest point of the emotional dagger.

“…So Cuckold do you want to take the journey upstairs with us, then seductively strip your wife and watch her…?”

I gasped because I saw the sullied future crystallising in my deviant imagination before the rude reverie exploded along with my depraved rush of blood and sperm.

“Being fucked…fucked…oh yes I want to see it all!”

Anna squeezed the weak flow of ejaculate onto my tongue and sick palate as she laughed at my overwhelming depravity.

“So Lynette that is the Cuckold’s decision now what is yours?”

My wife seemed disturbed or confused with glazed, slate eyes because she whimpered, as if this was too much pressure, while Anna placed me back into my small transparent prison of the mind and body.

“I don’t know Anna I don’t know but…”

She struggled almost valiantly to her feet and sighed expressively.

“…Maybe I should just say a quick goodnight to you both and decide upstairs.”

When we reached their room the accommodation was an opulent double suite with the most magical bathroom and in minutes I had gingerly uncovered them both before - as Frank was not around and it was still early evening - they shared an aromatic bubble bath in the grand, exquisite, gold and white tub, while I hung up the clothes and quickly washed their knickers as if this sullied service was expected of me.

Then I served drinks from the bar and wiped their skin as asked or simply watched in wonder and admiration while they kissed or touched each other tenderly then intimately - as only one woman to another knows precisely what is required - before they wrapped themselves in warm white fluffy towels and lay out together on the large bed.

Anna instructed me to remove my own clothes until I was just nakedly wearing my clear cage and I was then permitted to lie between the open, parted thighs of the two sublime women and provide my oral attentions just as I had been taught to offer in recent times in an effort to be a perfect servant.

Their pussies were scented and beyond divine but after Anna had reached her orgasmic glory and my tongue twisted its way up Lynette’s sublime ass I could not resist the urge to further expose my damaged soul.

“I wish this was full of spunk, Miss…thickly coated with slippery sperm so I could taste and clean you properly…”

She groaned and thrashed in apparent anguish as we both whined in combined perversion but my voice was the only one heard.

“…Please Miss, work for Frank I want you to…please!”

There was the sound of a door opening and then the malevolent, mercenary man himself appeared then gurgled softly and dryly.

“Can I watch?”

Lynette looked up at him in irritation before pressing me away and then kneeling to perfectly display her slippery ass which she wiggled invitingly while speaking quietly but with obvious agitation.

“No Frank you can join in…you can fucking join in!”

His expensive suit, shirt and tie then silk underwear was off in an eager flash before he then stood behind my wife and placed his thick cock to her anal aperture - which seemed to glint or glisten in moisture or expectation, then pressed forward and pierced this tightest of places as his deep voice grumbled pointedly.

“Does this mean we have a deal?”

Lynette grimaced and groaned as she mentally and physically prepared for penetration.

“What deal?”

He deliberately then forced his iron prick halfway inside this taut dark place and sighed in foul gratification as she squirmed in equally rude delight.

“Minimum of two long weekends a month to begin…then six weeks full time in the summer on a retainer of £2,000 a week?”

He was fully inside Lynette now and my wife pushed back involuntarily as he held still to purposely torment her while she complained lowly in self-mockery.

“Between you and my Cuckold husband…”

Frank grabbed Lynette’s supple hips and began to gently fuck my Love as her wet lips trembled in an unfortunate demonstration - for me - of deviant pleasure.

“…You’re both such impossibly bad influences and with all this unreasonable persuasion what can a good but distinctly needy girl like me do but say…”

He was taking her harder and quicker now as our fate was quickly sealed by her complete capitulation.

“…Yes, yes, yes, Yes!”

From that moment we were part of Frank’s decadent or deviant world once more which included visits to picturesque ports all over Europe where my wife displayed her many sexual or sensual skills with the opposite sex while I played my personal part in innumerable degrading, unique and myriad ways.

There was no available space for me to think or complain as the various girls that abounded used or abused me for their whimsical demands or urges until I accepted my humbling role or duties with a certain aptitude and diligent pride.

I would point out that although some of the husbands of these gorgeous working women arrived then left - now and then - no other man I came into contact with during this period of time could vaguely handle the pressure, degradation or sleazy life as I did, which weirdly filled me with a certain surreal or subversive pride.

Increasingly my wondrous wife only saw me as a mere Cuckold in service now and, remembering the mistakes made in the past, I did not resist or fight to change her opinion or dominance in my regard and in some ways became almost institutionalised to my subjugated position which surprisingly in some ways brought us closer together.

We both took part-time jobs while we were in-between her innumerable trysts and many obligations on the boats or sometimes in hotels in London, when business acquaintances of Frank’s needed a particular type or quality of feminine company for obvious and illicit ends.

Bizarrely some of his female associates heard of my rare talents and sometimes I was hired then used by older women he knew - who still craved intimacy or libidinously longed for the subtle but safe sensual touch of a tender man in chastity - and I began to be in demand for sexual service in my own right but obviously not as much as my luscious Lynette.

These women were of course not a physical shadow of my wife’s beauty but I did my work dutifully and with due positivity or professional expertise as and when required.

So within a year of this nefarious existence my relationship with Lynette had improved dramatically because we had money, a lovely new home and something of a physical arrangement or understanding but it was obviously not a normal marital affair.

I was content enough although still internally questioned the sordid path I had taken almost unwittingly because I still privately dreamed of being the King of my own castle and all that entailed, but it seemed Lynette and I had already travelled to far along this twisting, wicked route and that was never going to happen now.

My wife, as I noticed more and more, always seemed happy on the surface but as the months passed by I gradually detected a subtle alteration in her private demeanour - as if she wanted something more than this unusual and often empty way of living - before one late hot afternoon in summer everything changed because a small, stocky force of male nature came onto this luxurious ship of carnal transgression and into our lives once more.

Minor Mucky Marco had returned, after spending the best part of the last year apparently increasing his wealth exponentially, and within seconds of my faithless wife and this menace of a man meeting up again, Lynette was in a cabin or bedroom with him lodged tightly between her perfect, creamy thighs where he fucked her relentlessly for all she was worth.

Which proved to be quite a lot actually because, on this fateful occasion, they could and would not let each other go and - after some heated negotiations with Frank - this small but powerful man bought the rights to have my Love all to himself?

Obviously this had to be with Lynette’s consent because nothing could be done without her full agreement but it was clear that she adored or was mesmerised by him and - small as he was – this Bastard seemed the perfect fit for my wife with his huge cock and overbearing attitude as within a month she was his Mistress in a swanky, high-rise apartment overlooking the Thames.

I feared that Lynette would divorce me - I still wanted her desperately even now - and stood before Marco nervously on the first night he came to stay at our new home while Lynette snuggled comfortably at his side in her new short, showy nightgown on the superb white settee.

Unfortunately under routine instruction I was naked apart from my eternal chastity constriction and felt exposed in innumerable ways as he addressed me.

“Ah we have not really spoken but I have silently admired how you care for Lynette and because I have my own wife far away in my own country I am content to allow you to remain here and be supportive as you have been…”

His hand stoked her agile leg as if it automatically belonged to him as he smiled wanly.

“…We are going to have babies but I am a man of principle who cannot leave my own childhood sweetheart to run off and marry a Whore…”

My wife merely smiled adoringly at him as if his insult was somehow a compliment to her dissolute mind.

“…Although I declare categorically that I do have a real, emotional connection and urge for this divine woman who assures me she does not need or expect this type of legal commitment from me…”

He laughed dryly.

“…Because she has you as a husband; even though you do not have intercourse? Is that right?”

Lynette glanced at me then parted her thighs a little and I could simply tell from her body language she’d just fucked him in their pristine bed as I steadied my nerves in response.

“Yes Sir…that is true but we are married and I will stay by her side forever come what may.”

He nodded and gurgled in mockery or mirth.

“Well as the English say, “That’s very sporting of you,” and because I understand or recall that you like to watch then…”

He was such an Odious Bastard.

“…As undoubtedly you will be looking after the life we create then it seems only fair you should see how these off-springs are made.”

I thought he was joking, sarcastic or being less than sincere but my wife was truly determined to carry his seed to production and in the name of sensation, procreation or possible love they pounded each other incessantly while more often than not I saw every excruciating, primitive moment of their communal primal efforts.

Marco would come to London sometimes for a week at a time and then not be off Lynette for a proverbial second as she became his exclusive Whore and craved or actually openly treasured this pocket Napoleon more than I could deal with or reasonably understand.

When we were alone Lynette was always considerate but clearly in charge and would occasionally use me for her own intermittent sexual cravings or simply palm me off with friends to provide my salacious oral talents - including with Anna or Sandy now and then - while any of them could also choose to fuck my bottom occasionally as if to crudely remind me of my submissive place.

I was allowed to climax once every few months, if Lynette was agreeable or if I was lucky, and this would normally be when other girls were around when I would demean or debase myself by masturbation in panties - as if for their selfish prurient delight - although the chance of any physical relief after constant chastity was impossible for me to refuse or resist however utterly demeaning the circumstances.

Unsurprisingly Lynette soon caught after so much continual fertilising - which I bore unfortunate witness to - and had one child then two until we were improbably a family unit that had Uncle Marco staying over far too frequently for my liking.

But somehow we all stayed together and this tiny male proved that he secretly loved my wife in his own curious way as much as I did, because Marco generously provided whatever money was required for a privileged life and then, as the boy and girl we had then grew and grew, helped me find a respectable job probably well above my pay grade to encourage the children to think I was the breadwinner.

Psychologically he understood this to be important and healthy for everyone.

It was not easy for me to accept living such a large, whopping lie but as the years inevitably passed I grudgingly accepted my existence was far better than it could or should have been.

Indubitably I had pluckily stayed the course with my wayward wife but still admired or appreciated her just as much as I had the day we married while - in her more melancholy moments with Marco of which there were many - she occasionally admitted much the same to me.

When approaching the initial onset of old age together I could finally reconcile that however much Lynette and I would have cherished or cared for each other; we could not ever have achieved or lived this full and interesting life by ourselves and produced wonderful - surprisingly tall - children as we had, or ever have survived as a married couple without taking the perverse direction we did.

There was simply too much I was unable to provide for her.

So on reflection I suppose I consoled my sometimes overly guilty mind that I had been brave and selfless in my enlightened attitude towards Lynette regarding her many failings as a faithful wife, because perhaps I was a bigger person than she was and it was my lot to bear or carry the burden of her licentiousness for us both.

I would surely never ever introspectively recognise, even to myself, that it was in fact my own perversion or degeneracy that had led us both along the slippery path - of prostitution for her and wickedness for me - we had ill-advisedly taken or how much I had secretly, desired, craved then enjoyed every illicit, fetid, decadent step along the lurid way.

You’ve read my tale or inner thoughts and must clearly see that what happened was not my fault because it was all a product of sheer misfortune or blind chance and if I had actually placed my foot on the equitable scale of morality or depravity it was of course entirely unintentional.

What other reason could there be and what honourable man would ever declare he possessed an inner, virulent, private, unforgivable fetish for Cuckoldry or willingly display such a weakened character and nature as far as their inherent masculine soul or precious perfect wife was concerned?

Such a shameful confession or admission - in spite of what you have discerned or may think - even now would never come from me!

The End
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