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Bernie
 

I didn’t know much in life but I knew that my new mother in law, Francine, was a bitch!
 

Who would have believed it? My old schoolteacher Miss Francine Thomas, would run into my father one fine day out of school, have lunch and get fucking married! 
 

Sexy, stupid Miss Thomas, all bright red hair and a small cute ass, trapped him!
 

Worse, she was 24 and he was in his middle fifties and I don’t suppose the allure of his wealth tempted her? As if!
 

The Bitch!  
 

She used to teach me English at school, I always disliked her; she had no personality just looked meek and pretty and had all the boys drooling about fucking her.
 

And now she was in my home, my house, laying down rules for me!
 

Immediately upon marrying my stepfather she left teaching and somehow became old and middle class overnight. 
 

She joined the golf club with him and played bridge; she was unbearably pretentious and fucking boring, and so was he!
 

Gordon was impossible as well though; I couldn’t bring friends home, girls or boys… especially boys!
 

He hated my lover Julian, probably, just because he was large, fit, black and something of a lowlife, hoodlum bad boy. But somehow part of his lifestyle and demeanour was the attraction for me; although not the only thing that was!
 

It seemed so unfair that in a huge house like ours he couldn’t come back and sleep with me. 
 

It was ridiculous, especially as he was fucking me everywhere else we could manage.
 

And then there was my inheritance? How would miss fancy drawers screw that up for me? 
 

The money my stepfather had was mine not hers’! She was entitled to nothing! 
 

It was all so exasperatingly, infuriating!
 

I had to get rid of her, this hateful mealy-mouthed witch of a woman. 
 

I had set my mind to the purpose and, as they said on some innocuous television programme, had hatched a cunning plan!
 

The villa in Marbella was coming out of wraps. 
 

It had been mothballed for the past four years after the sudden death of my mother in that horrible car accident. 
 

It was terrible and it traumatised us all, especially my stepfather who had doted on her to the point of obsession
 

My mother would never have let that bitch get a hold!
 

I was due to leave on holiday with the cow tomorrow while Dad stayed at home. 
 

He couldn’t face going back, as it was in Spain where the awful accident happened and I assumed the memories were still too raw for him.
 

My supposed boyfriend, Keiran, was coming too. 
 

I had to promise Gordon that we would sleep in separate beds, but that was irrelevant, as taking him with us was just a ploy!
 

Keiran was just a guy I knew; he was a wonder with women, he’d fucked all my friends and so many more besides. 
 

I planned to be ill in the morning then little miss red haired perfection was going to go… just with him! 
 

Maybe she would prove not to be quite the prim and proper little person she made herself out and if that was the case then Keiran would tell me. 
 

I had to promise him a blow-job if he could come up with the goods but it was a small price to pay if he could use his charms and get me what I needed.
 

I would say for the record, that for whatever reasons his blarney and boyish personality was lost on me, but there again, he was white! 
 

I just need to get some dirt on her, anything, just, to finally get rid of her pretty smug, superior, intellectual fucking face!
 

It was a long shot but if this didn’t work then there would be something else, then something else again.
 

I would never stop until I got rid of miss fucking Thomas, out of my life and my family’s life for good!
 

 
 

Gordon
 

 
 

I watched my young, beautiful new wife walk through the departure gate with some trepidation. 
 

She was with Bernie’s new boyfriend Keiran, and did not seem happy to be obligated to travel, just with him. 
 

But there was something about my wife with a young man of her own age that made me flush with dark disgusting buried energy that I thought and hoped, was long forgotten. 
 

But my stepdaughter had suddenly taken ill that morning and they had been persuaded to travel without her. 
 

The flights had been booked and paid for so there was no point wasting them, hopefully Bernie would follow on in a few days and they could all have a good time as planned.
 

I watched my wife’s tight firm ass as she walked in her clingy blue jeans; she was divinely attractive and it always made me so proud that she was married to me.
 

The boy beside her was smaller than she was but pleasant and engaging enough, with long brown hair and a slim youthful figure. 
 

He had been one of her former students when she had been an English teacher at Bernie’s school although the age-difference was seemingly now, not so great. 
 

My new wife was only 24 and the boy just 19, like Bernie.
 

I was relieved that my stepdaughter had begun to date this new boyfriend, as I was aware that she had been seeing a black youth from the same former school and that type of interaction and behaviour was unacceptable to me, as she well knew!
 

Sometimes you had to have standards and enforce them!
 

My wife turned and smiled at me briefly; she was so innocent and lovely, with angelic dazzling, sky blue eyes that were covered by new Aviator glasses, and she waved as she disappeared with the slight young man into the throng of busy travellers.
 

I should have gone with her but could not face the villa after what had transpired there. 
 

I had agreed to open the house again but on the condition that Lesley’s, my dead wife’s room, should not be entered or touched. 
 

I had left it exactly as it had been the day she died and, although I made sure it was cleaned and aired, I kept it as a permanent shrine to her cherished soul. 
 

Even her clothes and accessories, that she so loved, were washed cleaned and maintained in a pristine state as if she was still alive.
 

It was the least I could do and had taken it upon myself as an on-going obligation and commitment to the memory of her.
 

I had tried to put so many parts of my time with her to the dark recesses of my mind and so doing had elevated her to a saintly position in my selective recall.
 

It was better and easier for me to think of her like that!
 

However, lately some of the more decadent experiences we shared would not lie dormant and had begun to worryingly awaken in me, more, each passing day.
 

I increasingly had such perverse thoughts about everything; my former wife, my new wife, Bernie and perhaps if they were all away from me it would give me a chance to free the demons that seemed to cling to my corrupted, tormented soul? 
 

I had hoped that my new marriage to Francine would have helped me exorcise my devils but frustratingly, it was less than I expected and I wasn’t sure why? 
 

I understood she had only married me for my money and the position it provided her but even though she had happily agreed and settled into our marital accommodation and arrangement as I had asked her, increasingly, I felt unsettled, unbalanced and in need of something intangible.
 

I sensed she was restless too, even though she was the perfect pretty companion, turning heads wherever she went, and making me feel much luckier than I was. 
 

I could just tell she was also discontent and unsatisfied.
 

The truth was, ours, was a marriage of show and convenience; she wanted little from me except to leave her former teaching job and for me to provide security for her, which I was happy to do, to a point.
 

It was all becoming so difficult and confusing.  
 

But she was gone now for a few weeks and I was left with my dirty, deviant thoughts and sometimes, shamefully degenerate actions.
 

Terribly, although I knew I would miss her, I was grateful for the freedom and space without her around to watch or judge me.  
 

At my age appearance seemed the most important thing and from that perspective I had everything. 
 

A young beautiful wife, a pretty engaging daughter, wealth and respect from those around me!
 

I was grateful for that and cursed myself that more and more that it was demonstrably insufficient for my foul needs. 
 

I was horribly conflicted but extremely relieved as well that I could retain and shield my secret, mental perverted world that I now seemed to inhabit so much. 
 

I had the comfort and knowledge that no one would ever know the past or the debased longings that revolved in my vulgar poisonous mind and… they never would!
 

 
 

 
 

Francine
 

 
 

As the plane lifted into the air I glanced at my young companion and cursed silently. 
 

I had made enough compromises since my marriage to Gordon less than a year ago, it was not easy living with him and his precocious lively stepdaughter Bernie, who was a handful, and was always making things worse than they had to be.
 

This was typical! 
 

My one time to get away for some relaxing me time, suddenly she was ill and I was saddled with her new boyfriend, Keiran! 
 

I knew him from when I taught at their awful comprehensive that used to eke me a living before I took my husband up on his marital offer.
 

He was a nice enough boy but he should have been with Bernie and not, now sat with me, I mean… what was I supposed to do with him? 
 

I wasn’t sure when she would feel better and come out to be with him and until such time I was proverbially lumbered!
 

I was not happy and that seemed to be a permanent feature with me as it had for more time than I could remember. 
 

The last time I think I had been truly joyous and in love with life was somewhere long ago, in distant childhood. 
 

Then it was family tragedy, school, university and work then more work with no money and little prospects.
 

So when Gordon took me to lunch and then dinner and showed some interest in me it was not easy to refuse him.
 

My eventual marriage to him was one of convenience and arrangement. 
 

I no longer wished to labour so unproductively; he wanted an attractive wife and I quite liked him, so there was little to lose for me. 
 

It was clear from the beginning that sex was not required from me, which strangely relieved and suited me as I had reached the conclusion that I was actually, asexual and ambivalent to anything physical. 
 

I had a boyfriend at university, once, we went out for a few months but sex was vague, passionless, uninteresting, seemed undignified and terribly messy.
 

It was, in my mind, a complete waste of time and effort, so much huffing and puffing to little or no effect. 
 

From the time I finished with him until my marriage, I had been celibate and was exceedingly happy to be so. 
 

Quite what people saw in the habit of intercourse or copulation was always something beyond my comprehension and understanding? 
 

And probably always would be!
 

As far as I was concerned sex was foul, dirty and completely without any attraction charm or wonder. 
 

So being wife to Gordon was a blessing in a way, I would spend my time reading and walking. I had companionship, money enough to live comfortably for the rest of my life and I was content.
 

My husband asked a minimum of me, there were a few conditions, one of which was to be well presented and demure as he did not like his wife to be dressed provocatively. 
 

This suited me, as I never liked to show off my body to others and presumed his demands were something to do with his first wife, the mother of Bernie, who I heard rumours of, was something of a flirt. 
 

I never asked, it was another one of the little rules he had, and I was not allowed to question what happened in his marriage or how she died so suddenly. 
 

I soon learned that my husband was a little bit of a control freak and he was somewhat unusual and eccentric. 
 

This didn’t faze me however, I could deal with this initially but I had noticed lately that Gordon was becoming more mysterious and bizarre than normal. 
 

He would never let me see him naked and always liked me to be covered as well but he was becoming ever more agitated and extreme in his ways.
 

I was grateful for this initially, as I hated nudity except in my own privacy, but something about him was beginning to trouble me deeply.
 

I noticed my underwear drawer would sometimes be open and not as I had left it and more recently I was finding some crusty white stains in the crotch of some of my knickers. 
 

It was innocuous, but grubby and troubling all the same.
 

So this is why I needed this break, time alone to relax and chill; I had not been abroad since I was a teenager and longed to just sit in the sun, read a good book and forget about everything.
 

So having Keiran under my feet was extremely annoying and it begged the question. Why was everything in my life so difficult?
 

I never spoke to him all of the flight, we took a taxi from the airport in equal silence and eventually reached the luxurious villa in the hills just a short walk from the busy Puerto Banus. 
 

An agent met us with some groceries, opened the house up and showed us all the necessary workings and features of the accommodation we would need for the coming weeks. 
 

I had the main bedroom and Keiran, an appropriate small room at the side of the property. 
 

I was soon familiar with everything and after unpacking my small reading library from my case, I was happy and settled for my holiday. 
 

Keiran found me after an hour; he was dressed in blue jeans and a white shirt and smiled at me as if I was his friend. 
 

He put his most perfunctory charm on, as if I was the least bit interested in what he had to say or offer and spoke softly.
 

“Shall we do dinner Francine…as it’s just the two of us?”
 

I recalled my searching stare I used to have when I had been a teacher and used it on him to great effect.
 

I spoke curtly and abruptly, to be clear.
 

“Look Keiran all I want from you is to keep out of my way…I don’t want dinner, or breakfast or lunch or tea…just leave me alone…I want peace...that is all!”
 

He seemed shocked at my rant and lecture but I didn’t care!
 

“Sorry Francine…just thought…”
 

I smiled darkly and sarcastically.
 

“You didn’t think at school so don’t start now…you go drinking or whatever you do…get Bernie over here as soon as you can and don’t disturb me!”
 

He nodded in understanding.
 

“OK Francine.”
 

I was on a roll and wanted to doubly ensure he understood his position and spoke accordingly.
 

“And don’t call me Francine…Miss Thomas will suffice…I’m not your friend…OK?”
 

He seemed stunned at my frankness and I was pleased; Miss Thomas was how he always knew me at school and it was important to make the distinction precise and he glared at me in acknowledgement.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas…I understand and will not disturb you.”
 

I smiled dryly and he left, no doubt, to go and explore the port or some seedy bar but it was irrelevant to me. 
 

I just craved and wanted peace, tranquillity and solitude.
 

I took some food from the fridge and mixed it with some fresh bread just supplied by the agent and it was sufficient for my dinner.
 

I was tired, went to my room, found the computer on the side table and pressed it purposely on. 
 

Another click on the Skype link and I was looking at my world-weary husband’s lean gaunt face, blinking vacuously into the screen.
 

I tried to smile but wasn’t in the mood.
 

“How are you darling? Is Bernie any better?”
 

He looked troubled and his dark eyes were pale and dim, but to be frankly honest, I didn’t care.
 

“She’s OK sweetheart, recovering…but still under the weather I think? Is everything good at the villa?”
 

I nodded, masking my frustration at her mysterious, inconvenient ailments.
 

“I’m feeling tired darling just signed in to say goodnight.”
 

He wrung his hands.
 

“I have told you not to enter Lesley’s room.”
 

If he’d told me once he’d told me a thousand times and I wanted to scream at him but I just smiled humbly and murmured softly in reply.
 

“Of course darling…her room is private…just for you, as you instructed.”
 

He seemed relieved and I waved then turned the screen to black.
 

Unfortunately my husband Gordon was beginning to aggravate me! 
 

In fact, everything was beginning to aggravate me!
 

I brushed off any negative feelings, as I truly wanted to relax and feel less stressed; I bathed and went tiredly, to bed. 
 

I slept well, was up early and went to the local supermarket for some more extensive provisions and local wine. 
 

My holiday was going to be alcohol, good food, books, sun and just me, perfect! 
 

By 9a.m my sun bed on the roof terrace was covered in a towel, with a bottle of local rose wine, in a cool silver ice bucket and a bottle of water nearby for hydration. 
 

I hadn’t sunbathed since I was a teenager and was going to make the most of the summer heat and maybe lose a few of my freckles.
 

Redheads always seemed to have freckles and I never thought they suited me. 
 

I was dressed in a slim blue bikini, although I really wanted to be naked to get an all over tan on my 3-week stay, but it was impossible with such unwelcome company in the villa.
 

I wondered where Kieran was and sure enough at, just before midday, I saw his smart, cheeky face appear and intrude on my sunny, private space. 
 

I had already slowly consumed a couple of glasses of wine and after lying on my front, felt my back getting nicely tanned. 
 

I was not pleased to see him and was short, dry and very cutting.
 

“I need my privacy Kieran…I want you to go and not come back till later.”
 

He was startled and taken aback.
 

“You don’t want some company?”
 

I was in charge; I was Gordon’s wife and had the power of position, property and ownership.
 

“I told you to call me Miss Thomas, Keiran…try and concentrate and remember…I want you to leave me alone!”
 

I exhaled in dramatic frustration.
 

“Why is it so difficult for you to understand?”
 

He stared at me in amazement at my rudeness to him but seemed to let it brush off his youthful shoulders.
 

“You’re back looks a bit red to me Miss Thomas…I’d be careful…the sun’s very hot today.”
 

Like the heat, my temper was rousing to boiling
 

“If I need your opinion I’ll ask for it…now please Kieran… just leave.”
 

He shrugged but did not seem phased by my sharp, vitriolic tongue.
 

“And don’t drink Miss Thomas, its dangerous!”
 

I picked up my glass, swallowed half the pink contents as he watched, and unusually for me, actually swore at him.
 

“Fucking don’t tell me what to do! Leave now and don’t be back…until… late…I mean… very late!”
 

He retreated as if stunned by my contemptuous outburst but recovered enough to give me a forced, theatrical wave. 
 

I heard the door slam and he was gone and finally I had the silence and serenity I so craved. 
 

I gratefully removed my bikini and it felt deliciously naughty and daring to be naked like a child. 
 

It was liberating and just what I wanted.
 

I lay on my front and sipped some more wine and became riled when I thought about my unwanted companion’s impudence!
 

Telling me how to sunbathe and what to do indeed! 
 

What did someone like him know anyway? He knew nothing and always had done.
 

It was hard to stay angry though, the sun was so hot and the wine made me disorientated and a little tired. 
 

I dozed then awoke and felt I’d had enough rays on my back and turned my front to face the brightness.
 

It felt wonderful to be so adventurous, to sun bathe nude, and I had an unexpected rush of excitement and pleasure. 
 

I sipped some more wine, reposed back and thought about what a stupid boy Keiran was; as if he could ever educate me on anything? 
 

I used to be his teacher after all!
 

My mind seemed to doze and wander from him, to Gordon, to his enigmatic wife and suddenly I was dreaming. 
 

Strange long dreams, of bright vivid colours, that seemed to stretch, turn and expand in my imagination and go on forever.
 

I suddenly awoke with a start to see the sun setting in the lower part of the clear blue sky and immediately sensed that I was in trouble and something was not as it should be.
 

I tried to rise but as I moved my complete body seemed to cry out in terrible agony. 
 

I looked down to see the whole of my skin was bright red and it was obvious that I had serious sunburn.
 

I had to get out of the open and somehow, through excruciating pain, I literally crawled across the hot tiles of the terrace then down the first stairs to the main house.
 

I stopped for a second, I was out of the sun, my skin was screaming in anguish and somehow I traversed each step on my knees to my room where I scrambled onto the soft bed and just lay there dramatically. 
 

I was face-down, exhausted, in misery and completely unable to do anything further to help myself. 
 

I couldn’t move; was in the most terrible nauseating distressing anguish and I was more powerless and ill than any time in my life. 
 

I cried and dozed weakly in and out of consciousness and was woken only by the loud slam of the front door and realised that Keiran was back home. 
 

I looked out of the window and it was dark, inky black; it must have been late and I remembered that I had told him not to come home early and cursed myself for my stupidity and rudeness.
 

He had been correct, with the sun and the wine and the heat, and like a petulant child I had ignored him. 
 

I called out to him, hardly being able to speak through my lips and mouth that were crusted and dry like hard sandpaper.
 

He heard me however and cautiously entered my room. 
 

When he saw I was naked on the covers he looked away but I was too ill for any modesty.
 

I emitted a strangled cry.
 

“I’ve got terrible sunburn Kieran…call a doctor.”
 

He left and came back a few minutes later with some water. 
 

He sat beside me and drew it too my lips and I felt how raw my mouth was as the liquid gave me some temporary relief. 
 

He addressed me kindly and sympathetically, in total contrast to how I had previously spoken to him.
 

“I’m sorry Miss Thomas but all the doctors are closed, you can’t go until the morning…it’s too late now.”
 

I began to moan and cry pathetically but was too dehydrated for my body to create aqueous tears.
 

“I’m in so much pain, please help me Keiran…please help me.”
 

He looked at me, at my glowing red body and skin and shook his head sadly.
 

“You’re in a bad way Miss…I can help you but…you will have to trust me and let me do what is necessary.”
 

I put my head into the pillow and wailed like a small, wounded helpless animal that had been caught in a cruel, vindictive, painful trap.
 

“Please Kieran…just do it… anything...relieve me, I’m begging you.”
 

I sensed him stand up, leave the room and I glanced and saw him return with a large tub of cream. 
 

I did not have the strength to look at him further and could only listen as he spoke.
 

“The only thing that can help you quickly is spunk and cold cream. I’m not sure exactly how it works but there is something in the chemical nature of sperm, with fructose, ascorbic acid, proteins and minerals that re-hydrates and repairs skin…that’s my advice to you.”
 

I felt as if I was in a nightmare, I was dying and this boy was talking about sex and sperm! 
 

I queried him in agony, frustration and clawing anger.
 

“What?”
 

He articulated slowly again, what he had just informed me.
 

“Sperm, Miss Thomas…it has healing powers, my grandmother told me long ago…but you can wait until the morning and the doctors if you prefer? That’s fine by me?”
 

The pain was searing through me like jagged, hot, burning, needles and I gasped in ire and helplessness.
 

“Just fucking do it…anything…I’ll try anything!”
 

I listened to the soft rustle of him removing his clothes and then heard his voice as a whisper.
 

“I’m going to have to be rude Miss Thomas, to get me off…do I have your permission? I apologise in advance but…I have to get in the mood and it’s not easy like this.” 
 

I groaned in disbelief as if I was being punished for my previous acerbity.
 

“Yes, yes…please just try it…I agree…do it…please try!”
 

I was still on my front and he moved me gently onto the very center of the bed, each small movement causing me blinding, searing, trauma and suffering.
 

He whispered softly to me.
 

“OK ready now.”
 

I felt him straddle gingerly over me with his legs, sensed he was naked above me and I was so humiliated, but kept silent in the hopelessness of it all.
 

He began to speak crudely.
 

“Fuck…Miss Thomas…naked on the bed…can see her cute fucking ass…always wanted to fuck it…bent over, fuck…fucking whore!”
 

I closed my eyes in mortification and agony as he continued.
 

“Great ass…fucking great ass…Yes…yes!”
 

He groaned out loud and I disgustingly felt thick blobs of liquid stain my raw back. 
 

He must have grabbed some cold cream as well as suddenly, immediately, I had the most wonderful cooling sensation of overwhelming relief. 
 

He gently combined and rubbed the liquid into my skin and flesh and as he infused me with the slimy potion the pain where he touched almost magically vanished. 
 

He worked for a few minutes until my shoulders, back and the tops of my arms were covered and he lowered himself down my body until he was over my naked bottom. 
 

I wanted to feel the cream all over me and I called out weakly.
 

“Do more…Keiran…more, it wonderful!”
 

He spoke quietly.
 

“Don’t you mind I have to be so crude Miss Thomas?”
 

I didn’t care, just wanted more relief and less pain.
 

“No, no…no… I understand.”
 

I sensed his tension again and tried not to listen as he spoke.
 

“Can’t believe my cock is on your ass Miss…It’s so pretty, but red, so red as if I’d been beating it…fuck…I can see your pussy lips.”
 

I could hear the shortness of his breath and waited anxiously for his ejaculation and then more coolness and soothing. 
 

He continued his vile rant and I weakly lay under him, limply and passively.
 

“I’m going to fuck it…Miss, fuck Miss Thomas in her ass and pussy make you beg for my cock…fuck…fuck…oh…”
 

I felt more sticky liquid on my flesh and then a huge wedge of cream and groaned in relief and pleasure as the sharp searing pain instantly eased to his touch.
 

He wiped it lightly into my lower back, then my soft ass cheeks and then slid the coldness and wetness into the crevices of my anus and rear vagina. 
 

I wanted to stop him as it was such a personal, private area but I was sore there as well and needed the magical formula everywhere. 
 

He seemed to pick up on my thoughts.
 

“I’m sorry Miss Thomas but you have been burnt all over, I have to coat every little part of you.”
 

The cold wetness was delicious and I murmured to him.
 

“That’s OK Keiran…I do understand.”
 

I sensed a sudden reticence in him but he continued to stroke me gently, easing the life saving cream into me.
 

“Are you sure you comprehend Miss Thomas?”
 

The parts he’d coated were relieved and I wanted more.
 

“Yes I do Keiran…you need to get excited.”
 

He was silent for a moment then spoke in a murmur as if embarrassed that he should have to make a request of me.
 

“Miss Thomas…can you ask me to rub my sperm into every bit of you please? It helps me to keep getting hard…I don’t know how many more times I can come?”
 

It didn’t seem such and unreasonable request given the circumstances and I spoke as loudly as I could.
 

“Cover me with your sperm Keiran…all of me please…every part of me…it’s so rich and energising…please…I want you to…please!”  
 

He was rubbing his semen-covered fingers deep in my ass and it felt delicious.
 

“Yes…everywhere…I want it all over.”
 

He was astride my rear legs and calves now and I could hear him as he tried to begin to arouse his mind again and hopefully his young body. 
 

I truly understood his need for coarseness and vulgarity.
 

“Once I do these…then I’m going to turn you over and see your breasts and red pussy Miss Thomas…I’ll have to spunk over those too.”
 

They were still so painful and burning and I encouraged and reassured him to help his sexual energy.
 

“I know…they want to be covered too by your thick white come Keiran…smothered…all over…thick with your semen…” 
 

He was close; I could sense it in his breathing.
 

“And your mouth Miss Thomas…you’re bitchy, sharp fucking mouth is going to swim in my spunk…you slut!”
 

I exhaled in unison with him as he jerked and deposited more revitalising ejaculate over my legs.
 

He quickly began to mix the cold cream with his slimy deposit then rub it all over my thighs, calves and feet; even my toes and in between them!   
 

Finally the back of me was done and I heard him groan in relief and exertion of his pure physical effort.
 

I was concerned because I was only half done and needed his blessed relief all over me and I whispered to him in concern.
 

“Are you OK Keiran? Can you carry on?”
 

He rose off the bed, my heart sank as I presumed he couldn’t continue and I spoke to him desperately.
 

“I’ll help Keiran…you can curse me all you wish and I’ll beg you to cover me with sperm…tell me what to do to help you? I’ll do anything!”
 

He placed his wet fingers at my rear sex lips and gently wiped them on my slit as if I was his to command. 
 

I dared not try to prevent his assumption.
 

“No Miss Thomas…I need to drink something and let all this cream harden on you for 20 minutes, to make an aqueous seal, then, we’ll turn you over and do your front.”
 

I felt a flood of relief that he would manfully soldier on.
 

“Thank you Keiran…I’m sorry for being so horrible earlier.”
 

He patted my inner wet thigh.
 

“I did tell you Miss…you’re a silly girl…admit it.”
 

I felt he wanted my apology and spoke to him in conciliatory tones.
 

“I am a silly girl, Kieran.”
 

I somehow felt him smile.
 

“You are Miss Thomas and soon I will turn you over and you will help me come all over your tits and bushy red cunt!”
 

He was so coarse and base but I could only agree and I added to his vulgarity and tried to keep him aroused and interested, so he could persevere.
 

“Yes Keiran…all over them…and my mouth.”
 

He moved to my side and placed some more water to my lips.
 

“Try and drink Miss…lots of sips…we need hydration, inside and outside.”
 

I looked up at him and for the first time I noticed that his eyes were hazel brown and they were shining and gleaming in youthful exuberance.
 

“Thank you Keiran…my back feels so much better.”
 

I saw his smile clearly now.
 

“Front will soon be as well…now just relax and let me drink something and recover…I’m not a sperm machine you know?” 
 

I looked at him in undisguised surprise as I thought stupidly, that’s exactly what he was!
 

He left me and I felt like Two-Face from the stupid Batman film that I had seen and hated. 
 

Half of me was normal and the other half, disfigured and still screaming in burning torture. 
 

I was grateful for the part that was fixed but longing for all of my delicate skin, to be as it was.
 

The strange thing was that although this was all very base and sexual, it didn’t seem like that and had not the slightest effect on my dead libido. 
 

As if it would have anyway? I was asexual after all!
 

In the awful condition I was in, this was completely normal, medical and medicinal and the whole experience brought me nothing but blessed relief and the allieving of my unbearable pain and suffering.
 

I drifted off for a few minutes and awoke when I heard Kieran return, closing my door firmly behind him. 
 

He was still naked, seemed more relaxed and settled and I was pleased and joyful he could continue.
 

He lay a white towel on the bed, ensured that the cream on my back, bottom and legs was hardened and then gently turned me over so my front was facing him in all its’ blazing red glory.
 

I was too sore to be abashed and he looked me up and down seriously as if solely assessing my wounds and ignoring my femininity, vulnerability and nakedness
 

“You will need a lot of sperm on here Miss Thomas…you are dangerously burned.”
 

I blinked at him weakly.
 

“I know Kieran.”
 

His finger lightly touched my face then, dry lips and felt how they were hot and blistering.
 

“Over this first…your big bossy mouth! Close your eyes if you don’t want to see my cock.”
 

I felt him kneel over me again and, although I tried not to look, I could not help but squint through one, half open eye, at his large thick circumcised erection and big balls just inches from my face and mouth.
 

I knew he was going to be disgusting again but I just wanted the liquid on me and over me to begin to repair my damaged flesh.
 

He had his thick hardness in his hand and was pulling and stroking it whilst the clean bald tip was right over my aching oral dryness.
 

He looked down on me and caught my sly look.
 

“Going to cover your smart mouth with sticky spunk, bitch!”
 

I watched as his fingers stroked his flesh, more firmly and faster, groaned in disgust, and fully closed both my eyes.
 

“You want to suck it bitch…suck my cock like a whore…let it fuck your mouth bitch?”
 

One of my eyelids suddenly opened wide and I saw he was drawing fiercely on his flesh, getting red in the face and he exhaled in seemingly, wild, raging agony.
 

“You fucking slut!”
 

His thick white sticky fluid seemed to rain down on my skin and lips and I pressed them tightly shut so as not to get any in my mouth.
 

He took a huge swage of white cream, smothered all of my face and nose and ears with the mixing juices and, as before, where he rubbed was instantly relieved from the agonising pain.
 

For a second I felt like he had anointed me, and he was a prophet, with the gift of healing with just a touch of his divine hands.
 

He was very gentle in his caresses on my lips and crevices and on my face, ensuring each tiny area was covered and when he was satisfied, he began to rub any excess moisture into my neck. 
 

Eventually all the cream had been used and he kneeled over my chest and above my small pulsing breasts.
 

He stared at me in instruction.
 

“Tell me to come over your tits…I need to hear prim, Miss Thomas ask me to come over her sweet pretty breasts.”
 

I understood he needed my input to keep ejaculating and curing me and I looked up at him pleadingly.
 

“Come over my breasts Keiran…my nipples and belly…all over me…I need you to…want you to!”
 

I saw his cock twitch; I had aroused his interest with just my voice and I knew that I needed to continue and assist him.
 

“I love your cock Kieran…tell me what a whore I am and spread your juice over me…please!”
 

He was hard now and his hand was stroking himself again.
 

“I am a whore Kieran…a dirty whore…do it…fuck… come…over me… fuck…fuck!”
 

He trembled and the magic formula again splashed on my chest and nipples and soon, to my eternal delight, my complete upper body was sensing relief, release and coolness and only my front lower legs and groin was still burning.
 

He left me for a few minutes, to drink some more, and I luxuriated in all the heavenly moisture and the reawakening in me, of the faintest sensation of wellbeing. 
 

I knew he would have to come over my genitals but then it would be over and I would nearly be myself again. 
 

I sipped water and wanted to sleep but would not until all of my body had been saturated with the healing liquids. 
 

I wanted no more pain anywhere! 
 

I sensed Kieran come back in, sit beside me on the bed and he held my hand gently and apologetically.
 

“I’m sorry Miss Thomas but…I can’t come any more…I’m completely spent.”
 

My eyes looked up at him pathetically and pleadingly.
 

“No.…no, you must!”
 

He shook his handsome head.
 

“Your pussy is pretty…red and pretty but when I look at it, I can see your stupid husband fucking it and it turns me off…I can’t get excited after so many times already.”
 

I was frantic and spoke without thinking.
 

“But he’s never fucked me!”
 

The boys tired hazel eyes seemed to awaken a little from their weariness and twinkled just a fraction, in mischief.
 

“Never?”
 

I was trapped by my honesty but my need for freedom from pain was all consuming and made me confess further.
 

“No.”
 

He moved down the bed and could sense him staring at my bushy mound.
 

“So who has fucked this Miss Thomas?”
 

I groaned in terrible shame and humiliation.
 

“An old boyfriend at university but…”
 

He was interested.
 

“But what Miss Thomas?”
 

I was so helpless and revealed, terribly to him, my most private intimate, innermost secrets.
 

“He was small and crap and never seemed to get properly inside me.”
 

Kieran was on his knees, between my sun burnt red thighs and he touched my vaginal lips very lightly.
 

They were so achingly sore and I cried out to him.
 

“Be careful.” 
 

He laughed.
 

“They are inflamed; they need to be wet and moist all the time now…this is like a virgin cunt…such a pity. Miss Thomas has a virgin cunt and hasn’t been fucked by her husband or anyone really?”
 

He was so sarcastic and insulting me so badly and crudely but I needed his wondrous thick spunk over me and I could only accede to his disrespect of me.
 

“No Kieran…you fuck it…fill it…stretch it and defile it.”
 

I could sense he was becoming interested again, the tip of his cock on my thick pubic hair was stirring and I craved him.
 

“That’s right Kieran fuck me, show me what it’s like to be fucked, take my virginity, and fuck it!”
 

He was panting at my licentiousness and coarseness.
 

“Open your thighs bitch…wide…let’s see your innocent, pretty, cunt.”
 

I let my legs part as much as I could in my pain, could see his blood red face nearing his climax and I wanted to help him.
 

“Yes fuck it Keiran…take it…fill it…fuck me!”
 

He groaned loudly and jerked forward.
 

“Fucking bitch…fuck you…fuck…”
 

His semen flowed again and he took the cream and soon my sex lips, mound and thighs were revelling in sperm and cream and only the fronts of my lower legs were smarting and still screaming in pain. 
 

I almost cried in relief and satisfaction, relaxed and lay back into the fresh soft comfort of the bed.
 

His fingers were gently rubbing the white juices into my vaginal folds and he teased my sensitive flesh very, very gently.
 

“This needs a lot of attention Miss Thomas…it is very dry and damaged.”
 

Most of the pain had subsided and I suddenly had my first tiniest sensation of sexual arousal from him as he rotated my clitoris slowly. 
 

It was hard for me, given my naivety, to recognise what I was experiencing and looked up at him stupidly like a child.
 

“What do you think I need Keiran?”
 

He looked serious, thoughtful and earnest as though he was a consultant and I was his patient!
 

“When you get a little better this needs to be played with constantly it will make you wet…you need to be wet all the time.”   
 

I nodded, he stopped teasing me, looked very fatigued and I immediately, guiltily realised, he was exhausted too.
 

“Kieran stop now I feel much better… go and rest.”
 

He shook his head.
 

“No, I will finish it all as you sleep, I’ll do the front of the legs in an hour or so…when I recover…you sleep…you need it.”
 

I wanted to argue but was too fatigued and was dormant in seconds, only awaking vaguely to hear him groaning to something about my virgin red pussy and then my front legs being removed of the last of any grievous discomfort I felt.
 

I returned to slumber and drifted into the dark renewing netherworld like a grateful child that had found its’ home and safety.     
 

I awoke when the sun was already up and, although it was strained through the windows and blinds, it still immediately made me shudder.
 

I felt my body, I was covered in a strange thin film and coating, then I remembered the previous day and events of last evening with Keiran.
 

I was consumed with embarrassment and humiliation at just the thought of what happened and I had allowed to have done to me. 
 

I closed my eyes in shame and wondered how I would ever face the young man again? 
 

But I felt my skin, it was surprisingly cool, and I smelt all over of something strange but exotic.
 

I inhaled again, I had an aroma of cream and sperm; of sex, and it made me shiver in recognition of something so earthy but foreign to me.
 

I went into the shower and within seconds the crust that had taken so long to administer was gone and horribly, I instantly missed it! 
 

I dried myself and could feel I still had some residual heat in my body and just put a mid-length cream silk dressing gown over my nakedness and went down to the kitchen area.
 

To my equal distress and relief Kieran was still there and he smiled and handed me a large glass of orange juice.
 

“How are you feeling?”
 

I blushed although it was not noticeable, as my rosy, red face masked my reaction to him.
 

“Ashamed…what must you think of me? I’m sorry and so grateful Keiran.”
 

He shrugged.
 

“No problem…one of those things…you still need to be careful. So the doctor’s number is on the top here and… I’ll get out of your way.”
 

For some reason it was the last thing I wanted him to say and spoke in bizarre, panic and stupidity.
 

“But you can’t leave me…I’m…”
 

I searched for something to say.
 

“…still hot!”
 

He looked at me curiously.
 

“Ring the doctor…he’ll give you some pills.”
 

He turned to pick up his backpack to leave for the beach and I cried out to him in alarm.
 

“But you’re looking after me…please…don’t leave me like this.”
 

He put the bag down and smiled at me strangely.
 

“You need more of the same treatment?”
 

It was a question and I felt myself nod, like an inane, little, plastic dog.
 

He laughed.
 

“You’re joking… it fucking exhausted me yesterday!”
 

He turned to leave and my desperation reared its’ newly discovered animalistic head again.
 

“Please Keiran…I’ll help…like I did yesterday?”
 

He turned and looked at me in amazement and worse, amusement!
 

“You’ll have to do a lot more than that…Miss Thomas.”
 

I was gushing and already lost in helpless, unrecognisable desire and strange wanton longing.
 

“I will…I promise Keiran, just tell me.”
 

He sat on a high silver stool, in a dominant pose with his legs far apart, stared, and then questioned me innocuously.
 

“You are going to do as you are told and help me cover you with more sperm Miss Thomas?”
 

I nodded eagerly as if I had lost my mind.
 

“Yes Keiran.”
 

He smirked and his smugness irritated me.
 

“Undo your robe and let me see how red you are.”
 

I was trapped by my promise, reluctantly released the thin cord and let the cool silk hang loosely.
 

He spoke impatiently.
 

“Hold it open…let me see.”
 

He was so rude but I closed my eyes, opened the front sides with my fingers and gave him a show of my full frontal nakedness.
 

He inhaled in thought.
 

“Yes it still looks a bit red…a lot better though…I told you the sperm had healing powers.”
 

I blushed just at the mention of the S word! 
 

Semen, sperm, spunk; it made me quiver in unusual, unfamiliar dark, degenerate ways. 
 

Just to think about it and then imagine the smell and the feel of sticky divine precious substance made my stomach churn and turn over.
 

I didn’t know what to say and he seemed to revel in my lack of confidence; normally I had been so assured when he had previously seen me.
 

He imposed himself upon my will.
 

“So do you feel better or not Miss Thomas?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Yes Keiran…much better thank you…thank you for all you have done.”
 

He smiled at my trepidation.
 

“I told you it worked…and you want more juice…semen?”
 

I nodded trying to disguise my excitement but sensing something hidden inside me beginning to stir and awaken.
 

“Yes.”
 

He stroked his long hair.
 

“I think we had better be clear…you are an older married woman and all that… so I don’t want to misunderstand. Tell me in words that you want my spunk all over you and you will follow my direction and instruction to help me extract as much as possible.”
 

He relaxed then waited, and I spoke weakly, in dire distressing need of him and what he could offer.
 

“I want you to come over me Kieran…everywhere…I want you to, I will do as you say to assist you…I will do a lot to help!”
 

He smiled and I felt myself gulp, in sudden fear and nervousness, at my submission. 
 

I wasn’t sure what I was prepared to do but just wanted to feel him on me again and not to leave.
 

“I think that is pretty definitive Miss Thomas, now finish your orange and stand by me…I need to feel how hot you are.”
 

I released the gown from my fingers, picked up my glass and quashed the cold bright juice down.
 

I then stood meekly right between his thighs that were only covered by his nylon black swimming shorts. 
 

His brown eyes captured mine and he slipped his hands inside my robe then flat on my belly and back.
 

His touch was blissful and I shuddered in reaction to it.
 

“Mmmm still a bit warm, let’s see.”
 

His hands went to my breasts, felt them, stroked them and then went to my face and mouth and traced the slight crust still on my lips.
 

“Definitely need lots of semen over these.”
 

His index finger went into my mouth and I sucked it softly with my lips, without thinking.
 

He patted my ass with his free hand and complimented me condescendingly.
 

“Good girl…you need lots of sucking to keep your mouth moist…now what is your sweet pussy like now?”
 

I drew my breath as his wet finger in my mouth traced its’ way slowly down my body to my thick bush and ran lightly along the fine folds of hidden, private flesh. 
 

It was still a little sore but it was something more than pain that was causing me stress and apprehension.
 

I spoke absurdly to him.
 

“How does it feel Kieran?”
 

He pushed slightly against my clitoris and I pulsed to the pressure.
 

“Still sore outside and just inside too…it needs semen on it right now.”
 

He was right; I knew he was; that was exactly what it needed!
 

His hands grabbed the cheeks of my ass firmly.
 

“Do you need the cold cream or will you take it neat? Undiluted will be better but it’s up to you?”
 

I replied instantly as if it was tea.
 

“No, no as it comes.”
 

He leant back on the chair and stroked my head and thick red mane.
 

“Kneel down, take my shorts off and suck my cock for a few seconds to keep your mouth moist…use your tongue…lots of saliva.”
 

I was now acting purely on some evil base primeval instinct. 
 

I leant down, pulled off his black covering and, as his erection was revealed, I licked its’ tip and placed it within my damaged lips.
 

He leant back in assured pleasure.
 

“Good girl Miss Thomas…open your mouth wider…let all the wetness flow…good…you’re getting it now.”
 

He was pulling my hair gently, back and forward and his cock was moving in and out of my wet orifice, saturating my lips with moisture as it did so.
 

I had never ever done anything like this before and it was debasing but somehow wildly exciting as well. 
 

I could sense how his body was reacting to my oral attentions and it gave me the weirdest sensation of power.
 

He suddenly grabbed my hair, pulled me to my feet and I was trying to stand but was finding my supporting legs like, spongy jelly. 
 

He drew my gown off me and it slid to the floor; he could see my nakedness and I, his long thick cock, pointing and invading the edges of my bright red pubic hair. 
 

His brown hazel eyes were commanding.    
 

“Rub the tip along your pussy lips…use your hands to guide it.”
 

I was insulted and repulsed at the depravity of his instructions but my fingers wrapped around his thickness and I felt a cock pulse properly in my hand for the first time in my life. 
 

It was terrible but delicious as well and I pulled it to my crotch and groaned in confusion as the zenith of the hardness touched my thin virginal, tight, innocent raw folds of flesh.
 

I heard him mumble darkly in instruction to me.
 

“Put one of your hands under my balls…guide my cock over your pussy with the other.”
 

I did both things, felt him tense and obediently opened my thighs to enable easy access for him.
 

I was getting aroused, sensed my dry lips wanting to water and produce fluid and I longed to feel his white stickiness on me again.
 

I spoke without prompting.
 

“Come over me Keiran…cover me…my pussy…all of it…please.”
 

He groaned and I could see him watching everything.
 

“I can see your cunt…the one your husband’s never fucked…I’m going to fuck it, you bitch…you virginal bitch!”
 

He was on the edge and I wanted to play the game and did so to help him.
 

“Yes…yes…do it… do me… fuck…fuck it….”
 

I physically felt his balls contract in my hand and then floods of luxurious white fluid pumping their life and energy all over my sore red vagina and pubic hair and, to my eternal shame, it felt absolutely fantastic. 
 

We both took a second to recover and then, with the slightest touch, he pushed me to my knees, his dripping penis was in front of me and I took it in my mouth without coercion.
 

I let the remaining magical fluid infuse on my lips profusely, felt immediately better for it and then began to suck and swallow any drips of semen he had left in him eagerly. 
 

Amazingly I felt his flesh begin to harden again in my warm oral wetness but he disappointingly withdrew from me and made me stand as previously, which was difficult, as I just wanted to lie down and collapse.
 

His fingers quickly rubbed all the fresh sperm into my long thin folds and I was suddenly properly wet down there. 
 

I’d never been sexually really wet there, ever!
 

I heard him breathe in dark lustful satisfaction.
 

“That’s so much better Miss Thomas…got to keep those pussy lips wet today…I’ll have to do this all the time.”
 

I tried to look as if I minded but he stroked my ass with his wet hands and let his fingers run along my crevices and I purred like a cat.
 

“I suppose we better lie on your bed now if you really still want me to cover you today?”
 

I pushed my hips into him and whispered needfully.
 

“I told you I did Kieran…and I have helped haven’t I?”
 

He laughed and spoke to me as if enjoying my on-going capitulation.
 

“You have Miss Thomas…you’ve been a good little, dirty girl…but not as much as you are going to be!”
 

His fingers were just inside my wetness and I gasped in denial as he withdrew them and spoke.
 

“Go and shower again…tepid water, then lie on the bed and we’ll start again…if you want?”
 

I bent down kissed his penis and it pulsed wondrously to my adoration.
 

“I do.. I want this thing to cover me all day.”
 

He pushed me off him, playfully.
 

“Go on whore…wash and lie on the bed with your sweet body and virgin little pussy waiting for me…I’ll get some water and fruit.”
 

I entered my en suite then the shower and the coolness seemed to bring me to my senses a little. 
 

I didn’t like to be talked down to or called a whore by the young boy and would tell him! 
 

Even though it was a ploy to help him come, I recognised that it was horribly disrespectful to me.
 

My brain and body seemed to be tricking me, or were they?
 

I wasn’t a whore! He wasn’t fucking me! I would never allow him to fuck me! 
 

I thought about it and remembered how long and hard his cock was and as I left the shower and dried my body, I was pulsing, confused and appallingly anxious and agitated. 
 

I wanted to tell him not to call me a slut; that this was just an exercise in getting better and I knew… I should have just called the doctor!
 

I leant back on the large white bed, absentmindedly let my thighs open a little and spread eagled my arms in tandem above my head, and realised disgustingly, that I was longing for more sticky sperm over me. 
 

All traces of reticence had mysteriously departed; I still had some heat and soreness and knew I needed to get my body covered as soon as I could!
 

Kieran came in with a tray of food and looked at me intently.
 

“Open your thighs wider whore…want to see that pretty red bush.”
 

The moral part of me that wanted to tell him I was not like that had gone, and I timidly, but provocatively, just let my thighs drift further apart and flashed my cleansed bright red sex at him.
 

“Is this OK Keiran?”
 

He smiled, took a cube of ice and placed it in the very centre of my thin sexual flesh.
 

“A little trick I know…let it melt…its very soothing then I’ll lick the water from you.”
 

He also put a cube on each nipple, then my mouth, and I relaxed back and felt them heat and cool me as they dissolved.
 

I closed my eyes and he placed his head between my thighs and his tongue gloriously lapped at the ice cold water dripping from me.
 

As he did so my mind seemed to dissipate along with the formerly, solid, cold, ice queen persona I used to convey.
 

I groaned in shock as he went from top to bottom and I was disbelieving that any man would do such a thing. 
 

It seemed so decadent and dirty and he looked up and saw my surprise.
 

“Has no-one licked this before?”
 

I shook my head dreamily.
 

“Do you want me to stop Miss Thomas?”
 

His wet tongue was on my clitoris again and I was making my own fluid to his.
 

“No, no…no…it’s… so nice.”
 

It was an inadequate adjective and he lifted off me a moment, and looked questioningly at me.
 

“Are you sure?”
 

I was in suddenly in desperate need of him.
 

“Yes…yes…I’m sure…very sure Kieran…please.”
 

He returned his tongue to me and belittled me gently in the process. 
 

“Dirty girl!”
 

My body was rising and building in a strange way as if it was longing and searching for something.
 

He moved up to my nipples and began to suck and lick them in turn and let his fingers keep teasing against my saturated sex lips.
 

“You’ve never had an orgasm have you Miss Thomas?”
 

I groaned as he tormented me.
 

“No…they don’t exist for women…ooh!”
 

He chuckled and replied smartly.
 

“I wouldn’t be so sure Miss Thomas!”
 

I sensed my brain was sending me confusing signals and I was so desperate for something… indefinable.
 

He rose and kneeled between my thighs and I stared at him need fully but he only smiled as if to persecute me.
 

“No orgasms for you today Miss Thomas…let’s just get you right…get you sperm covered…for one more day and then you can return to as you were!”
 

I felt weirdly insulted as if I could play my game of sex but he could not.
 

I looked up at him; he was poised dangerously, as if to fuck me, but I knew he wouldn’t. 
 

This was just for medicinal purposes only! 
 

He murmured as he looked at my most sensitive private parts.
 

“I love your pretty pussy, Miss Thomas…fucking, adore it…would love to fuck it! Hold my cock Miss, make it come over you.”
 

I leaned up to him, took the wondrous hard flesh in my hands, squeezed it and his balls together, and soon I felt him tremble, contract and soak my mound with his valuable, thick, white, creamy sticky juices.
 

He made me spread it over my sexual folds myself and unbelievably it made me more saturated than I was already.
 

He then moved over my mouth and I rubbed the drips onto my lips, as previously, and began to suck him. 
 

This time he did not withdraw and I had the weird experience of him becoming hard inside my soft, sensitive cavity. 
 

It was degrading and disgusting but deliciously exciting as well, and when he was fully erect, he pushed himself in and out of me then withdrew and exploded more sperm over my beaming red face. 
 

I was disbelieving of my subservience to him and just lay limply as he rubbed it into me and it felt gross and divine at the same time.
 

Between long drinks of water, fruit and cheese this went on all day until I was again covered in head to toe in his wet or dried sperm and by the end, we were literally, both exhausted.
 

I had no pain whatsoever, no body heat at all except for a strange new sensation of hotness that was entirely alien and new to me. 
 

This was from somewhere deep inside me and as Kieran spread the last load of his nectar over my belly I felt and sensed the ache and fire distinctly.
 

But he was done, it was over and all I had to now do was sleep in this crusted thickness, shower in the morning and everything would return to how it had been.
 

My malady was finished.
 

He rose tiredly and stroked my resplendent hair.
 

“I’m going now Miss Thomas…I’m spent…will be gone when you awake…so you can chill now…you’ll be fine in the morning.”
 

I blinked at him weakly.
 

“Thank you Kieran…you are a gentleman!”
 

He smiled and it was genuine in it’s’ warmth.
 

“Been a pleasure Miss Thomas.”
 

He left, closed the door and, as I wallowed there in his semen, I felt so grateful to finally feel nearly normal again. 
 

However, as I dozed, my mind was a whirling maelstrom of new emerging emotions and I sensed I was more confused than at any time in my life.
 

I was so exhausted however that I could not think straight, fell straight into a sleep that was all consuming and deep but somehow, also strangely restless. 
 

My body would not lie dormant or relax and the internal heat that I had sensed earlier in the day was beginning to grow, and even in my dreams, I felt my arousal building and awakening each part of me. 
 

I tossed and turned then drifted again but the disorientation became worse, until finally at 6a.m, in the early silent morning, I could not rest at all. 
 

I rose, showered in lukewarm water and washed the essence of Kieran from me completely. 
 

As soon as it was gone, as before, I missed it instantaneously.
 

I felt how smooth and perfect my skin was and how much his treatment had improved and affected me.
 

I dried my body and admired my reflection in one of the long mirrors. 
 

I was slightly red now, but with no glowing heat and my female form was lithe and my skin, velvet to the touch, soft and perfect.
 

I looked closely at my mound, covered with thick red hair and touched my thin folds of flesh. 
 

My mind was constantly teasing and confounding me.
 

I had a virgin pussy and no one had ever really fucked it!
 

I was horrified at what I was thinking! 
 

I was asexual, wasn’t I? Always had been, hadn’t I? 
 

But I was beginning to realise that perhaps I had just been …frightened of my sexuality, of relationships…frightened of life?
 

I was in turmoil, this constant sensual, sexual craving was growing and twisting inside me, from a zephyr into a whirlwind and it was beyond my understanding or control.
 

I tried to lie down on the bed and relax but my mind was rolling and racing, like a big dipper, filling my head with degenerate thoughts about base lustful desires that I did not want to recognise or accept.
 

I could almost feel sperm on my fingers and hands, on my breasts and body and my secret, private special places. 
 

The more I thought about it, the more the tension and confusion inside me grew and the more I contemplated the divine. 
 

An orgasm, an, actual female orgasm! 
 

Like the search for the Holy Grail it was a myth…surely!
 

I had read about them but never believed it was possible, but now, what was all this longing for if it didn’t actually lead anywhere?
 

Everything seemed so impossible but was it? 
 

I tried to relax and drift back to sleep to escape from my own madness but then I heard a sound downstairs and realised that it was Kieran getting breakfast before going out for the day.
 

I was immediately set upon a task, although I wasn’t sure exactly what it was? 
 

I rose up in determination and shook myself from my lethargy as if I was a lazy shaggy dog.
 

I absentmindedly sprayed my body with expensive perfume, that Gordon had bought for my birthday, ran my hands through my rough, red hair and drew my silk cream gown around my nakedness.
 

I looked in the mirror and almost didn’t recognise my reflection; I looked alive, healthy and pulsing with energy. 
 

I touched my skin and felt how the sperm had made it so soft and sensual and my whole body was flushing in pulsing energy.
 

I didn’t want Kieran to go and leave me alone, suddenly books and privacy no longer appealed and I wanted him to stay and continue my treatment. 
 

I shook my tangly hair, then thought about his body and trembled strangely; I knew I desperately needed him to remain here with me!
 

As I walked into the kitchen, he was finishing his cereal and I saw he had on his familiar black trunks and an old grey shirt for the beach. 
 

He looked lean and handsome and he stared at me with vague interest.
 

“You’re up early Miss Thomas…I’ll be out your way soon…going to the town…you should be OK now just be careful…stay out of the sun.”
 

I tried to be nice but it was not my nature and my tone had a sharp edge of irritation.
 

“You didn’t have to leave so early Kieran?”
 

He shrugged.
 

“Beach gets busy, want a good spot for bathing and looking.”
 

I felt so stupid.
 

“Looking at what?”
 

He laughed at the absurdity of my question.
 

“Birds Miss…birds.”
 

I blushed, why was I so tongue-tied?
 

“Oh then…you…you enjoy yourself…”
 

He nodded and went to pick up his rucksack and I mentally folded, panicked and gushed to him, like a silly, juvenile schoolgirl.
 

“Kieran…Kieran…can I ask you something?”
 

He smirked insufferably.
 

“What Miss Thomas?”
 

I coyly teased a tress of my bright hair.
 

“Can you check I’m not burnt anymore?”
 

He seemed impatient to go.
 

“You’re fine Miss.”
 

I stared at him pathetically, and in keeping with my display of childishness, flashed my blue, innocent spheres.
 

“Please Kieran…just quickly…please!”
 

He raised his eyebrows and perched himself on his favourite tall chair, as if waiting for the start of the Royal Command performance.
 

He spoke as though it was an unwelcome task or obligation for him to perform but I just pressed my knees together and stared at him meekly.  
 

“OK come here and let me feel you and we’ll see.”
 

I walked the few feet to him as elegantly and provocatively as I could. 
 

I stood innocently between his thighs again and immediately sensed myself flush in some base urge as I noticed the bulge in his shorts!
 

All I could contemplate were the wonders contained inside it and I flushed up crimson.
 

He stared into my eyes, his brown melting my blue, and he was masterful.
 

“Undo…”
 

I released the silken cord and the front fell open and forward giving his hands full access to my body.  
 

He placed his palms, to start with, on my hair then face and then ran his finger over my mouth. 
 

He seemed pleased.
 

“So much better…lips are nearly clear…let’s see…now open wide!”
 

My jaws moved, he placed his long digit on my tongue, moved it back and forward and to my indignity I instinctively sucked it.
 

He nodded and smiled broadly at my lack of pride.
 

“Seems normal!”
 

I felt my sex lips pulse but did not show him how badly I was being affected by all of this foreplay and touching.
 

His hands slipped inside my robe and he cupped my breasts in his palms. 
 

I thought it would only be for a second but he gently pushed and caressed the soft flesh and his fingers nipped roughly at my nipples.
 

I groaned in response and he feigned ambivalence.
 

“These seem cool enough.”
 

I wanted to shout and scream at him, that they were burning and why couldn’t he tell!
 

His hands were on my hips and ass and his fingers intrusively ran along the deep crevices there. 
 

He patted me firmly and pushed me slightly.
 

“Bend forward a little…I need to feel your anal hole.”
 


  

He was so disgusting but I leant over his shoulder and his finger slipped tightly against my anus and probed me firmly.
 

“Yes this is clear now…no heat at all.”
 

My breath was short and he stood me to attention and smiled.
 

“Take your cover off and let me see your legs.”
 

My wrap fell to the floor; I was naked before his inspection like a cheap French courtesan, smelling of expensive perfume.
 

He felt my calves and inner thighs, patted my flesh until I was standing with them apart and he could clearly see my thick red hair with the moist raging wonders just below.
 

“Only your, pretty cunt to inspect now…you want me to?”
 

I blanched at his vulgarity but nodded and he waited, as if to make me suffer in terrible humiliation.
 

“Ask me Miss Thomas…don’t want any misunderstandings.”
 

I groaned in rising, needful frustration.
 

“Please check my pussy and that I’m not requiring any more thick protective sperm Kieran?”
 

His hazel eyes lit up and he placed his fingers on the fine delicate folds of flesh and ran them up and down the entire length of my sexual crack.
 

He smiled with devilment.
 

“I’ll just check the edges to be thorough…OK?”
 

I just looked at him.
 

“You need to speak Miss Thomas…don’t want to check your delicate cunt without your permission?”
 

I had no control.
 

“Yes Kieran…please inspect it.”
 

His fingers slipped fractionally inside my lips and they began salivating immediately to his touch. 
 

He was enjoying making me suffer so exquisitely.
 

“Seems OK do you want me to touch deeper?”
 

I pressed his arm lightly.
 

“Yes…yes!”
 

He found my clitoris then pushed it and teased it up and down and I could not suppress a deep mournful, lustful moan.
 

He stopped, to my complete distress, and sat back as if satisfied and finished with his investigations.
 

“No you seem better Miss Thomas…just stay in the shade…you’ll be fine…no heat at all!”
 

I was outraged and looked at him as if he was mad. 
 

I was on fire!
 

He leaned back superciliously on his chair and smiled coolly.
 

“No you seem perfectly recovered…I need to go now…”
 

I stood weakly and naked before him still, as if I was his slave, and I stared helplessly into his eyes. 
 

I spoke as a little girl does when she wants a present for her birthday.
 

“Kieran…I think… I need more semen.”
 

He shook his head slowly.
 

“I don’t think so… I’ve had enough of what we did now, it’s done Miss Thomas… finished, I would say!”
 

I was in overwhelming need and I continued, in pleading and solemn tones.
 

“No Kieran please…I was thinking…”
 

He watched me with interest and I stroked my hair and lightly hopped nervously from one foot to the other.
 

“Thinking what Miss Thomas?”
 

I stared at his covered hardness that I knew I wanted and craved.
 

“The sperm was so good on the outside of me…maybe… I should try some on the… inside of me? Just…to protect me… from the sun?”
 

His eyes twinkled in undisguised mirth.
 

“Now that’s a novel idea!”
 

I placed my hand on his thigh, then on the solidity there between them.
 

“Do you think it would help Kieran?”
 

My fingers were inside his shorts and around his cock and he beamed at me in undisguised triumph at my open fecklessness.
 

“Maybe…it can’t do any harm…Miss Thomas…can it?”
 

He pushed me gently away and saw that I was trembling in degenerate longing and need.
 

“So you want me to fuck you bitch?”
 

I was leaking juice and he could see it.
 

I was so embarrassed but kept quiet as if I was unable to answer.
 

He went to move away and I blurted out to him in utter admission of my lustful desire.
 

“Yes…yes Kieran.”
 

His smile was warped and it made me shiver.
 

“Fuck your innocent hairy red cunt?”
 

I was past any pride or morality now and just nodded.
 

“Yes…Keiran, fuck it…fuck it all.”
 

His fingers pushed into my sex lips and I moaned in pleasure as it slipped in and out of my developing wetness.
 

“You want this pussy fucked?”
 

I was in a new base world of sexual longing and discovery.
 

“Yes Kieran…you know I do!” 
 

He pulled me to him, our tongues met and my mind melted unto madness.
 

His hands were on my bottom and mouth.
 

“I’m going to fuck these as well.”
 

I found his erection again, squeezed it and surrendered to him.
 

“I know…I know.”
 

I led him through to my room, he pushed me onto the bed and his head went between my thighs and his cock came to my mouth.
 

I took it inside me, felt his tongue licking my wetness and clitoris fiercely and then crazy wild sensations begin flooding my brain.
 

His cock was fucking my mouth, as his tongue was rousing and lifting me along my slippery sexual folds until suddenly, the earth seemed to flip uncontrollably and turn over in my raging brain.
 

I vibrated, quivered, screamed and sucked on his long big dick as it poured his sperm down my willing throat.
 

It was demeaning, degenerate, disgusting and horribly thrilling, all at the same time.
 

His tongue kept working on me, my mouth continued on him and I knew I had climaxed for the first time in my life!
 

I was completely ecstatic and instantly loved the feeling of adrenaline as it raced, like demonic electrons, around my body.
 

I pushed him off me and he let me as I needed to recover, but I continued to still suck him and revelled in the sensation of him growing in my mouth.
 

I knew this flesh was soon going to fuck me and I suckled it willingly until it was again, rock hard.
 

He moved over me and I lay back, opened my thighs wide and prostrated myself under him.
 

I could feel the tip of his sexuality at my vaginal entrance and helpfully pushed my hips up to him.
 

He looked into my eyes and laughed.
 

“Going to fuck you now Miss Thomas…to fill your pretty red cunt with me…is that OK?”
 

I just moaned weakly; I was floating in pleasure and would have let him do anything he wanted to me.
 

“Oh yes Kieran…yes!”  
 

He pushed, then he was inside me and I immediately relished and responded to the sensation of tight snug flesh against my internal vaginal walls and muscles.
 

It felt natural and breath-taking.
 

He moved back and forward and I was so wet, he slid effortlessly in and out of me as if to show me how my body was meant to be used.
 

He squeezed my nipples and I cried in delight and he cursed me.
 

“Tell me you want me to fuck you bitch?”
 

My hands held his tight ass cheeks and I felt dirty.
 

“Fuck my pussy…it’s never been properly fucked.”
 

He was pounding his hips against me now and I was waiting and longing for his essence.
 

“Dirty cunt…Miss Thomas is a dirty cunt!”
 

I groaned; he was so close.
 

“I am dirty…a dirty girl…fuck it, fuck it…fill me!”
 

He groaned and tensed and I instantly felt my insides were suddenly awash and streaming with him.
 

He rolled beside me and I kissed his arm, stroked his soft skin and spoke to him in innocent wonder.
 

“That was fantastic Kieran…I never realised.”
 

He was breathless and spoke in a gasp.
 

“You’ve got a lovely pussy, Miss Thomas.”
 

I smiled without a trace of abashment.
 

“You can call me Francine.”
 

He just laughed evilly 
 

“I’d rather call you Miss Thomas…love it that I’m hitting my teacher’s sweet virgin pussy.”
 

He was so crude but as his seed was leaking out of my flesh I actually quite liked the fact that he was.
 

I placed my hand on his chest and then onto his wet, limp, penis.
 

“You can fuck me when you want now Kieran.”
 

His fingers found my dripping slit and he pushed them in and out of me.
 

“I know…Miss Thomas’s cunt, is mine now.”
 

I was just a crude word to him but as his fingers found my clitoris, teased me expertly until I gripped the bed, vibrated and trembled to another unbelievable climax, I didn’t care at all!
 

It was so wonderful and unbelievable and made me question everything, in and about my life previous to the last few minutes. 
 

Physical pleasure such as this was beyond belief and conception for me.
 

I had just had two orgasms, deep sensual climaxes that roused every womanly part of me and I knew that my former analysis of being asexual was more than slightly, off the mark!
 

As I reposed there, with my mind and body fuelled by racing sexual pleasure, and dripping spunk I accepted that I was less like a puritan and more like a willing whore.
 

It wasn’t an unacceptable sensation and it was hard to believe what I had missed for so many years.
 

His penis was still in my fingers but it was now soft and I leant over and perversely took it into my mouth once more. 
 

I sucked it and cleaned it with my tongue and he relaxed completely and let me pleasure him. 
 

He soon became hard and I enthusiastically practiced my sexual oral technique on him wishing to become more skilled. 
 

We were both in no rush and I began to enjoy the sensation of his flesh responding to my mouth and tongue. 
 

I would suck him hard then stop, then lick him, and he stroked my hair and watched me demean myself.
 

“Miss Thomas is getting to be an expert at sucking cock.”
 

I caught his eye, moved my head over his erection quickly up and down and spoke coquettishly.
 

“Am I Keiran?”
 

He smiled.
 

“You are Miss Thomas…a good little cock sucker and a dirty girl!”
 

I licked his balls and then increased my oral pace on his hardness again as I sensed him coming to his rising peak. 
 

I cupped his big balls in my palm, gripped his flesh tightly with my cheeks and guzzled all the cream that gushed like Vesuvius until it had deposited on the insides of my throat and belly.
 

He groaned and flopped back exhaustedly.
 

“OK, OK time out… you rest here… I’ll be back in a bit.”
 

He raised himself went into the en suite, then disappeared for a while and I just stayed on my back and luxuriated in feeling soiled, decadent, womanly and outrageously naughty. 
 

I had just experienced and adored the sex more than I would ever have believed possible and it was difficult to understand or accept.
 

But my body revelled in the wondrous feeling of orgasmic well-being that suddenly now overwhelmed my senses and emotions.
 

Kieran returned and waved his finger at me and I followed him up onto the roof terrace where two sun beds had been immaculately been prepared with towels and were under the cool shade of a massive umbrella. 
 

There was a side table adorned with juice, water and fruit and he smiled at me irresistibly.
 

“Now, with your skin, Miss Thomas this is how to sunbathe.”
 

I returned his warmth, realised I was still naked and stained with his essence but I had lost my reticence, and deposited myself brazenly onto one of the prepared, soft comfortable loungers.
 

It was perfect, hot, but shaded and I stretched out languidly like a sleepy red pussy, cat.
 

I smiled at him intimately.
 

“Thank you Kieran…this is lovely…is it OK that I stay nude?”
 

He laughed.
 

“It will save me work before I fuck you next!”
 

My eyes were sparkling and I opened my thighs to him and gave him a flash of my bright, white stained, slit of flesh.
 

He laughed and took his place on the bed beside me.
 

We relaxed for a while and as the high burning yellow orb scorched the ground he sat beside me and began to rub sun cream in my body.
 

He did my back first and spent copious amounts of time rubbing any spare wetness into my mound and anus. 
 

It was soon saturated and slimy, his fingers slipped in and out of my holes easily and he murmured as he did so.
 

“You have a great ass Miss Thomas…I always liked it.”
 

I grunted weakly and he straddled over my bottom and his stiff flesh was at my puckered hole.
 

He poured more cream directly into my cavity and gently pushed the tip of his cock against it.
 

It was so disgusting and base and I cried out in fear and shame.
 

“No Keiran…no not this…No…not my bottom!”
 

His penis was already inside my edges and he stroked my naked anal crevice and poured more juice and cream in it, then pushed hard, and he was dirtily, terribly, fully inside my virginal rear!
 

He sat on me heavily, it was as if I was his servant and he was my master waiting to take his pleasure.
 

The hardness inside me was invasive and my anal muscles contracted around it; he touched my ass cheeks lightly and slowly began to assert his power and move his cock in and out of me.
 

It was so demeaning, this young man was fucking my ass hole and all I could do was bend my head into my towel, moan weakly and let him.
 

His motions became firmer and I raised my hips up to him and could feel his balls slap against me.
 

He began to grunt and catch his breath.
 

“God I always wanted to fuck your ass Miss Thomas…used to see you in your trousers and skirts…showing your tight little sexy backside and now…now I’m hitting it!”
 

I was horribly aroused and excited and could not contain my dirty, vulgar mind.
 

“You are Keiran…you are…fuck it…fuck my ass!”
 

I was involved, a willing passenger and vassal for his crudeness and vulgar, coarse actions.
 

I lifted myself higher to him and he was gliding effortlessly in and out of me, fucking me harder and harder, and he held my hips, tensed and deposited thick sperm inside my rear tightness.
 

I groaned and could only stay bent over as he slowed, remained behind me and stroked my soft flesh gently.
 

I felt so helpless, deliciously so, and he seemed to revel in his superiority and rule of me.
 

“You said you wanted sperm in all your crevices.”
 

I mumbled in shock and recall.
 

“I did Keiran…that was so disgusting!”
 

His finger teased the juices dribbling from my ass.
 

“You liked this being fucked?”
 

I groaned in submission.
 

“Yes, you know I do.”
 

He sniggered.
 

“Miss Thomas…you like getting fucked in the ass! You’re a whore and a very bad girl!”
 

He rose off me and turned me onto my back and after catching his breath began to cream my front. 
 

My body seemed to respond and rouse to his touch and by the time he was teasing the white cold juice into my thighs, my legs were astride showing him my recently innocent red covered folds.
 

His fingers slipped in and out of my soaked wetness and he smiled.
 

“Every time I see this cunt I get hard…can’t believe your husband’s never fucked it?”
 

He was so rude but accurate.
 

His fingers were inside, then outside me, gently fucking me, teasing my clitoris and I began to moan and buck my hips.
 

He looked at me innocently.
 

“Tell me you’re a whore Miss Thomas and I’ll fuck you…in your taut little virginal pussy.”
 

I was past caring, any morality or self-respect.
 

“I am Keiran…a whore…fuck me please…I’m a whore, fuck it…fuck me…in my little cunt!”
 

He lay over me and his hardness slid inside my slipperiness easily and he took me like mindless cheap slut.
 

He fucked and screwed me, over and over until more of his sperm was spent deep inside my belly.
 

He withdrew and collapsed onto his own bed and I recovered on mine, tasting a residue of sperm in my mouth and feeling spunk dribbling from my ass and vaginal lips.
 

I closed my eyes and realised that my description of myself as a whore had been accurate but weirdly, I felt no embarrassment or remorse and had no regret of my debased carnal enthusiasm.
 

How could I? I was sitting in the shade; in the heat feeling more alive and adventurous than I had ever done before. 
 

I was pulsing with light, was now a true woman and the realisation of what was possible was coursing through me every decadent second.    
 

Kieran was buckled on the bed, we were both shattered and I sipped some water, nibbled some apple and fell to sleep safely under the leafy safety of the broad umbrella.
 

I awoke in the early afternoon and the boy beside me was still dozing but I noticed that his penis had stretched and hardened during his slumber.
 

Just watching it made my body pulse and my oily slit ache somehow. 
 

It was as if a sexual switch had been turned on inside me and I didn’t know how to turn it off, or depravedly, whether I wanted to?
 

I rose up straddled over his hips, bent down and took the long hard flesh in my mouth and sucked it dirtily. 
 

He murmured in his daydream and I positioned my thick red mound over the tip of his smooth pointed flesh and rubbed it against my, already sopping slit.
 

I felt so devilish and empowered but I knew that I wanted it, wanted it inside me, fucking me and I had no sense of shame in my sordid actions.
 

The hardness was just pressing me now and I revelled in playing with his manhood and teasing myself against it.
 

It was sexy and debauched, but I was in charge and I loved it. 
 

He opened his eyes suddenly, looked up at me and smiled when he saw what I was doing.
 

He spoke with humour, as if his pleasure was to insult and torment me.
 

“I was having a filthy dream but this is better…Miss Thomas…holding my cock against her pretty virginal pussy.”
 

The way he spoke to me always seemed to arouse me and make me want to be equally crude with him.
 

I pushed his cock a little deeper into my dampness.
 

“It’s not so innocent now Kieran…it’s going to get used and fucked.”
 

He stroked my bottom and I collapsed my hips onto him until he was fully inside me again.
 

He stayed perfectly still, I ground myself against him and watched as his stiffness entered and left me as I moved.
 

I stopped, closed my eyes and savoured the sweet snugness inside me, leant back and stroked his big balls.  
 

“You love this Miss Thomas?”
 

I had to move again and pushed against his buried solidity.
 

“Yes...yes I do…fuck I do…love it.”
 

He smiled.
 

“Whore!”
 

I groaned and my movements became heightened.
 

“I am…a dirty whore!”
 

I trembled, vibrated and held his balls as his dirty thick flesh spumed more white semen inside me like a heavenly pump.
 

I exhaled, sat down heavily on top of him and felt that he was still within me, but getting smaller all the time. 
 

I groaned in pleasure closed my eyes and sensed I had lost my mind.
 

He placed his hands on my breasts, as if he owned me, and I realised in a way he now did.
 

I had never known what it was like to really be with a man and this was a new intoxicating revelation for me.
 

He stroked my belly and nipples and laughed softly.
 

“I think all this semen is good for you Miss Thomas…your skin feels smooth and perfect.”
 

I smiled back and knew, although he was belittling me, he was in fact perfectly correct in his analysis.
 

We played a few more times that afternoon then decided to go down to the Port for dinner. 
 

I showered and washed him off me and when I looked through my clothes, for the first time in my experience, I hated them. 
 

They were so pedestrian and old fashioned and I suddenly realised I was young, only 24, and wanted new sexy clothes to match how I felt. 
 

I chose a mid-length blue dress with a white belt and sandals and outrageously did not put on any underwear. 
 

Kieran was in jeans and a yellow short sleeve shirt and we walked down in the dusky heat in silence both lost in our respective thoughts.
 

It was busy in the restaurant, we sat close together and after some wine we began to relax with each other and I smiled and confided in him.
 

“I’ve enjoyed the sex Kieran.”
 

He seemed surprised.
 

“Have you?”
 

I nodded.
 

“God yes…I truly never realised.”
 

He laughed.
 

“You definitely do now.”
 

My hand slipped innocuously between his thighs and stroked his emerging hardness and he stared at me curiously.
 

“What about your husband?”
 

I thought for a moment about Gordon and shrugged.
 

“I don’t know…don’t want to talk about him.”
 

He stroked my thigh then, hidden by the tablecloth, his hand slid under my dress and felt my nakedness and thick hair.
 

He leant up and whispered to me.
 

“I’m going to take you to the beach and fuck you bitch!”
 

I mumbled and his fingers felt me pulse, moisture.
 

“Then I’m going to take you to your bed and fuck your ass and mouth.”
 

I could not mask a groan of dirty expectation and he smiled at my newly discovered, dark sexuality. 
 

I quickly let my husband’s credit card pay the bill and let him guide me to a remote part of the empty beach and bend me over an old plastic bed in the shadows.
 

He ceremoniously raised my dress to my hips, parted my thighs and stroked my leaking, waiting, slit.
 

“Ready to be fucked Miss Thomas?”
 

I was and he knew it.
 

“Yes Kieran.”
 

He muttered demonically.
 

“Dirty, dirty, whore!”
 

I groaned in lust, then he was inside me in a single motion and I leant on my hands for balance and let him take me roughly. 
 

I raised my head and to my horror saw some men sitting on a far wall watching me; I tried to stop Kieran or speak but had not will or strength to do so.
 

I was being positioned, fucked, used perversely and watched and, to my eternal surprise and damnation, it excited me beyond measure.
 

Worse still Kieran was taking his time and pleasure with me and, by the time he had filled me with his seed there was quite a crowd on the wall. 
 

As he separated himself from me I quickly lowered my dress and hurried off in the other direction to the spectators and tried to ignore the applause and catcalls that followed me.
 

I was embarrassed and humiliated but as their sounds of mockery faded into the distance I knew that terribly, I had enjoyed them watching my disgusting, degenerate behaviour.
 

Kieran caught up with me on the run and playfully stroked my just covered ass.
 

“That was fun wasn’t it?”
 

I stuck out my tongue at him and we giggled and ran back to the villa, where after a brief communal shower he proceeded to abuse me in my bed in just the ways he had promised!
 

We slept together and our coupling and sexual indiscretions seemed to know no boundaries and he hardly seemed outside of my body for the next couple of days. 
 

I spoke to Gordon briefly on Skype but we did not chat for long and he commented on how healthy I looked.
 

Reality hit early on the 6th morning we were there; we awoke in my bed and suddenly Kieran’s mobile phone rang. 
 

He picked it up and placed his hand over the base.   
 

“It’s Bernie!”
 

He removed it and spoke to her and I felt my stomach turn leaden and understood what a fool I had been. 
 

This was her boyfriend!
 

“Yes Bernie…that’s good…wow…Ok see you at 7ish then…bye!”
 

I looked at my young virile lover and he smiled in abashment.
 

“She’s better now… will be here tonight… later …sorry!”
 

I blinked in realisation and felt foolish, vulnerable and remarked bitterly.
 

“How could I have been so stupid? Leave now Keiran…this is over.”
 

He ignored my pique, lay beside me and stroked my naked arm.
 

“She’s not here till tonight, Miss Thomas.”
 

His hand stoked my nipples and breasts and I tried to brush him off me but he was too strong and I was too weak. 
 

His lips found my mouth and his fingers found my pliable sexual folds and I hated and loved that I was so responsive and became so easily wet to his touch.
 

“Don’t Kieran…Bernie will be here soon…don’t please…ohh!”
 

He rose over me and his erection was at my mouth and I took it inside me almost as if it belonged there.
 

“That’s it suck it bitch…get it hard then… I’ll have to hit you one last time!”
 

I wanted to stop but couldn’t and slid my lips over his flesh as instructed and got him deliciously leaden.
 

When he was ready he spread my thighs and proceeded to fuck me gloriously over and over until I vibrated, screamed, climaxed and took his slick white seed inside me again.
 

As I opened my eyes I saw his handsome face above me leering and smiling broadly an in that instant I hated him more than anyone in my life.
 

I spat at him in frustration.
 

“Bastard!”
 

He laughed, pressed his weight down on me as if to show his dominance, then rose up, got out of bed and spoke with boastful pride.
 

“Yes the bastard that fucked your sexy ass Miss Thomas, bitchy mouth and… virginal red cunt!”
 

I threw a pillow at him and he caught it, placed it on the bed and to my surprise he bent down and kissed me tenderly on the forehead.
 

“You are gorgeous Miss Thomas…I have loved fucking you.”
 

I was taken aback at his show of affection, tried to think of something to say but held onto my anger with him as it gave me something to focus on.
 

“Fuck off Kieran!”
 

He left me, I then got up, showered and when I went into the kitchen he had gone; I was grateful and decided that keeping out of each other’s way was the best and only solution.
 

I lay on the sun bed on the roof, under the shade, and tried to read but I was too unbalanced and upset and tried to rationalise what had happened but could not think straight.
 

My hatred of Kieran lasted till around Midday when it suddenly dissolved and I understood that none of this was his fault.
 

He had actually given me what I wanted and craved but never had the courage to pursue. 
 

A real life, a real sex life and as I thought about him and what we had shared, my body was seduced by the heat and I was suddenly wanton for male attention.
 

I had been fucked countless times in recent days and the ache from my stomach, nipples and sexual lips was demonstrating that my libido was going to be much harder to turn off than it had been to turn on.
 

I tried to evaluate what I should do but it was all too much to contemplate in such a short space of time. 
 

All I could do was to flick through my book and sense my body surge with the desire for someone to touch it and take it.
 

I trembled as if it was cold and tried to brush it off but the edge would not leave me and in the early afternoon I left the heat of the roof, bathed in cool water and wished that my horrible aching tension and desire would leave me.
 

Bernie arrived just after 7p.m with Kieran; he had gone to the airport to meet her and she was all smiles, long dark hair, big breasts and short tight dresses as normal.
 

She didn’t say much to me, we didn’t get on, and after Kieran took her things to her room they left me to go for something to eat.
 

I was so horny suddenly, the thought of her with him was sending me crazy and nothing I could do to distract, myself, would work. 
 

I took some food, but was not hungry and drank more wine than I should have but it did not seem to relax me.
 

Finally I changed into some staid red pyjamas and went to bed knowing that they would be home soon and she would be getting the fucking that I so craved.
 

The mere thought of it sent my energy and satanic mind wild with jealousy and I decided in that instant to return back to England in the morning.
 

I heard them return by the thunderous crash of the front door and placed the thin sheet over my head as if to separate myself from them both.
 

Things settled quietly for a while but there was an unmistakable tension in the air and I heard sharp tip tap footsteps come to my door
 

Suddenly my lights were on and I saw Bernie’s pretty young face set in thunderous fury.
 

“You fucking bitch!”
 

I stared as innocently at her as I could.
 

“My Dad’s got hidden cameras at this villa and I’ve just been watching what you’ve been doing with my boyfriend, you fucking tart!”
 

I blushed scarlet in shame.
 

“I’m sorry Bernie…it just happened.”
 

She exploded in terrible ire with me.
 

“Don’t give me that crap…you make out you’re so prim and proper but you’re a whore!”
 

I was desperate and horrified with what she had discovered; she always hated me and now with good reason!
 

“I’m so sorry Bernie.”
 

She calmed a second.
 

“I’m going to tell Dad!”
 

I was panic stricken.
 

“No don’t Bernie please…let me make it up to you…don’t upset him…it’s over now.”
 

She snarled at me.
 

“You think I want him now! Now that he’s fucked your cheap red pussy…no he can stay with you…and fuck you… instead of me…I’ll get Julian back!”
 

I stared at her as if she was mad and just listened as she raged.
 

“You’ll do as I say Francine…or else.”
 

I nodded unsure what to do and needing time to think.
 

She left me for a second and came back with a small white bag, which she threw at me angrily
 

“I bought this to wear for Kieran but you wear it for him now…put it on bitch and I’ll go and get him and he can fuck you in it! I’ll be a few minutes.”
 

She shut the door and I emptied the pretty carrier, just out of curiosity, onto the bed.
 

A tiny white baby doll negligee was there; white thong pants with ruffles and a short top. 
 

I removed my clothes as if I had lost my ability to reason, pulled the panties around my sex and placed the soft material over my head and saw that it hardly fell over my hips. 
 

I knew it was cheap and tacky, something that a young slut would buy for her boyfriend to fuck her in but…given my recent experiences, I loved it!
 

I looked into a long mirror and saw my red bush through the sheer material and sensed myself dripping juice and aching for hardness inside me.
 

In that instant I made a decision that my marriage was over. 
 

I wanted a sex life, to be fucked and I didn’t care about Bernie or protecting my relationship with Gordon any more. 
 

I wanted sex tonight and the night after and was prepared to let hang whatever followed afterwards.
 

I picked up my mobile and rang my husband to tell him, but he did not reply and I decided to write him a text.
 

I chose, as best I could, a few appropriate words to tell him that I had met someone, had been unfaithful to him and could not live a lie by not telling him. 
 

The marriage was finished!
 

I looked at what I had written, knew it was inadequate, thought for a second then pressed send and it was done.
 

Gordon was not relevant to my life, my morality or obligations any more. 
 

In that instant I had relieved myself of any guilt I felt, or loyalty and fidelity that I had to my elderly husband. 
 

I was young single and free!
 

I placed the phone on the side and waited with my heart pounding in wild excitement for Bernie and Kieran.
 

They arrived a few minutes later and I saw she was delighted that I had changed into the short degrading outfit.
 

She smiled cruelly but in truth I was now acting of my own accord and was amused that she spoke with such vitriol.
 

“Bitch! Kieran is going to fuck you for the rest of his stay…or else?”
 

I nodded as if I was trapped by her words and my previous actions but secretly I wanted him to use and abuse me! 
 

Was desperate for him to do so!
 

He stood beside me, led me to the bed and I heard the sound of the door slam, knew Bernie had gone and relaxed immediately.
 

He didn’t speak but made me kneel on the mattress just on the edge of the bed as if we both knew the roles that we expected of each other. 
 

He raised my short top, gently lowered my frilly panties and I responded fully and enthusiastically to his obvious and lustful attentions.
 

I bent my head into the mattress and opened my thighs wide to ease his access to my sexuality.
 

I heard him remove his clothes and sensed his warm body, close behind me.
 

“Fuck me Kieran…I am a whore…fuck it…fuck me!”
 

His cock took me in a single stroke and he held my hips as he slowly began to wonderfully lead me to heaven.
 

It was delightful to feel him inside me again and he screwed me hard then increased his pace faster and faster until I groaned and cried in sordid need, gripped the bed and felt the blessed, irresistible relief of a climax.
 

As my body trembled and my mind swam in pleasure I knew that I could never go back to the old staid person I had been and the stale life I had led.
 

The die had been cast and there was no going back for me!
 

 
 

Bernie
 

 
 

Sometimes things go so much better than you could ever have expected.
 

When I spoke to Kieran and he told me things were going wonderfully well with miss high and mighty, I didn’t really believe him.
 

I left him for a few days without ringing and when I did speak to him and he told me he was fucking her, in and all over her annoying little holes then I still didn’t believe him.
 

Boys are such liars!
 

I was still in denial on the busy flight over, with all the disgusting plebs at this time of the year, and even when I met Kieran at the airport and he told me, in coarse vulgar detail, of his sexual prowess and success with her I still didn’t believe him.
 

On the taxi ride to the villa I just listened in distrust of his bragging and arrogance and was sure that he was just trying to get the free blowjob I had promised him for success with little miss red perfection.
 

Then I saw her and I knew, instantly!
 

Like a woman does; she was different; red faced and virtually bouncing with energy that only good sex gives you.
 

She was literally glowing with sexual vigour and it was as if she had become a completely new person.
 

Kieran and I went out for some dinner and I told him that we were in a play and I was going to play the part of the slighted girlfriend and he was to be the unfaithful guilt ridden lover.
 

I informed him joyously that I would tell her that she had been caught on the cameras that my stepfather had hidden in the villa and unless she did as I instructed I would tell Gordon!
 

Truth was I was going to tell him anyway!
 

I had a cheap negligee I had bought from Primark and I would get her to wear it then would bring him into her bedroom and he could fuck her, as he obviously had been doing, the full time he had been here. 
 

My supposed boyfriend looked at me as if I was insane but I weirdly thought that my plan would work.
 

Well my first one had!
 

When I confronted the bitch, to my amazement, she broke down so quickly and was putty in my hands in seconds. 
 

I left her the negligee to put on, in keeping with her new status, and when I returned to her room a few minutes later, incredibly she was dressed in the debasing outfit and was pacing from one foot to the other nervously, in obvious fear of me and what I would do.
 

I then left Kieran with her, in pretend fury, banged the setback door to the room in mock temper but did not actually leave. 
 

I just stood silently and secretly, in the dark shadows and watched.
 

To my shock I saw the red-haired bitch kneeling forward on the bed and begging my supposed boyfriend to fuck her, whilst he gently raised her short white top and lowered her cheap frilly knickers.
 

The dirty whore!
 

I saw her mobile phone innocuously on the sideboard, gently picked it up then turned on the video, just as Kieran began to slide his cock inside her tight red pussy. 
 

I pressed the zoom button and unbelievably got a close up of his hard stiff flesh moving expertly in and out of her innocent little snatch.
 

This was better than I could ever have believed or dreamed possible!
 

My horrible young mother in law was moaning and cursing like a cheap slut and the small camera was capturing every dirty, degrading action and sound.
 

I allowed the recording to run and captured the damning evidence of her adultery and debauchery until it stopped automatically. 
 

It was now a file and I then found my step father’s number, attached it and let my finger hover over the send button for a second.         
 

Was I really that much of a horrible bitch?
 

Was I truly capable of bringing such mayhem and trouble that would follow from the dispatch of such a video to my hapless, innocent father?
 

I thought for less than a fraction of a second, I had no conscience when it came to her!
 

I was a bitch as far as she was concerned! 
 

I pressed the send button firmly and deliberately, covered the brightness of the phone with my palm and, as I felt the phone surge with it’s’ function, my body surged in delight and tandem with it.
 

I’d done it, got the evidence on the fucking cow and had done for her and she would soon trouble me no more.
 

Gordon would now see exactly what she was like, a common tramp and finally she would be out of our lives forever.
 

I noiselessly turned the phone off, placed it back where I found it and slipped innocuously and unnoticed out of the room just as I heard her scream in the unmistakable manner and sound I knew so well.
 

The dirty cow had just come!
 

I went to my room filled with joy and exultation. 
 

I did not feel the least guilt, maybe I was not such a nice person? But I really didn’t care! 
 

Gordon was better without her, we all were, and I fell into bed and rested deeply and better than I had in months.
 

I slept late and when I rose they were having some light lunch around the breakfast bar. 
 

I tried to ignore them but it was impossible, and after I had consumed some cereal, Keiran said he wanted to speak to me.
 

We went to my room and upon entering he quietly locked the door, removed his red trunks and smiled at me evilly. 
 

I knew exactly what the bastard wanted and he confirmed it as he whispered in boastfulness at his success.  
 

“Time to pay the piper Bernie…that was the deal!”
 

I looked at his pulsing cock and although it was impressive in it’s’ girth, it was not appealing to me! 
 

It was white for starters and compared to Julian’s was definitely unspectacular. 
 

And worse I knew where it had been last night!
 

But I had no choice? 
 

I had promised! 
 

I dropped to my knees in acceptance and placed the tip of the hard flesh in my small pert mouth.
 

He stroked my brunette hair arrogantly and condescendingly and looked down on me in smug, supercilious satisfaction.
 

“Nice and easy Bernie…suck me and my balls…slowly…take your time I want to savour your sharp little mouth serving me.”
 

I began to draw and suckle him as he desired and was soon providing an expert service.
 

I was a good little cock-sucker, had been for a while and this was just another job and guy to me.
 

I hated performing fellatio for him though, I didn’t fancy him or even like him, but he had indeed done what I requested and given me what I needed! 
 

As I listened to him moan, shudder and prepare to deposit his sperm down my throat I thought about the video of my hateful former teacher and smiled inwardly.
 

This was definitely a price worth paying!    
 

 
 

Gordon
 

 
 

When I received the phone call from Francine I had been in the bath. 
 

I had not heard from her for a few days and was genuinely hoping that she was enjoying herself. 
 

I was relaxing, it was actually quite pleasant not to have the pressure of both girls about and I could be a little disgusting without anyone noticing.
 

I luxuriated back in the water and decided that I would have a good look through my wife’s lingerie drawer tonight, I had spent some time examining Bernie’s last evening and I preferred Francine’s selection.
 

They were simpler and less fussy but there was something about imagining her intimate parts inside them that made me aroused and hard. 
 

I liked to hold them and rub them against my flesh and to my shame I sometimes put them on and came in the crotch whilst I had dirty fantasies about her. 
 

I recognised that it was despicable, deviant behaviour but I passed it off as innocent fun and always pristinely cleaned whatever I wore afterwards so she never would know my perversion.
 

I remembered a couple of times I had forgotten to clean them properly but I don’t think Francine ever noticed.
 

She wasn’t especially smart or observant!
 

I eventually rose from the bath, dried myself and after placing a towel around my slim frame opened her panty drawer.
 

I pulled out a blue cotton pair with a navy trim around and they felt so delicious in my fingers. 
 

I let the towel fall to the floor and drew them around my ankles then up to my genitals and revelled in how silky smooth and sensual they felt against me.
 

I was now aroused, stroked my small erection and noticed that my phone was glowing with a message on the side table.
 

I picked it up absent-mindedly and then began to shake uncontrollably as I read the contents, in incredulity.
 

I studied it again, felt sick to my stomach but felt my penis become solidly hard almost instantaneously.
 

My wife had been having sex with someone else and…she was telling me clearly she had!
 

I text back in reflex and false pride, without thinking, and confirmed to her that I agreed our marriage and relationship was over.
 

But as I did all I could think about was her body being touched by someone else; fucked by another man and I was grotesquely wild with dark degenerate excitement.
 

All the old emotions were back in an instant and I knew my first text had been a mistake.
 

I text again, telling her I could forgive her if she was genuinely, truly, sorry and as I sent it I received a long message.
 

I waited for it to download then saw it was a video message and pressed play in on-going, anxiety and nervousness.
 

I stared at the screen in disbelief as I saw the naked rear of a young woman kneeling with a man behind her.
 

She was groaning and begging him to fuck her, her voice was familiar, something about her was recognisable and as she groaned, and he began to take her I suddenly inhaled and tried to catch my breath.
 

It was Francine and the boy that had gone with her, was the man behind her, Bernie’s boyfriend! 
 

He was fucking her and she was letting him willingly, in fact entreating him crudely, to do so!
 

The screen panned in and I could see her red, innocent, giving folds being pounded by his stiff male flesh as she cried and moaned to each thrust like a common young girl of easy virtue.
 

My wife was a whore and unbelievably I was watching her infidelity and I was spellbound.
 

He was fucking her harder now and as I gazed transfixed I felt myself pathetically spurt my juice in her soft cotton knickers.
 

The video ended before she had climaxed and I was manic in frustration and a hundred mixed suppressed, deviant emotions. 
 

I pressed repeat then repeat again and filled my wife’s knickers with my evidence of terrible arousal at her disgusting, degenerate actions.
 

It was all unbelievable and sent my dirty, filthy mind and libido off the depravity scale.
 

Finally my body was relaxed and released enough to think again and I tried to work out what had happened to cause all of this? 
 

I deliberated and thought and then I realised that she must have found her way into Lesley’s room and found all the damning evidence there.
 

Finally then, it all suddenly made sense! 
 

She now understood my needs and how my first wife had treated me! 
 

She was giving me the choice to either divorce or to accept that she knew me now and what I craved and desired her to be.
 

The text was just the information and the video was obviously confirming the change in our relationship and giving me the option, as to whether I would, and wished to accept it?
 

Did I want to accept it? 
 

It had been so hard with Lesley who had made me suffer for so long under her control.
 

Her death had been a terrible release for me but I was consumed with guilt for what had unfortunately transpired and sickeningly I knew I longed again for what I had shared with her.
 

I thought my marriage would help me bury my disgusting memories and needs but it did not and over recent months they had noticeably become to resurface more and more.
 

I looked at the video again, watched as my wife being rutted roughly by the young man and I swelled once more in my wife’s wet panties.
 

I text her and told her that I understood she had found the key to Lesley’s room, in the jar by her door, and I understood her actions and what she was telling me.
 

I watched the video repetitively, almost by instinct, and climaxed foully and continually into her knickers letting my imagination freely have its’ perverted way with me.
 

I fantasised how wet and greasy her pussy would be and how I wanted to serve it as I had done for my ex-wife.
 

Nothing now brought me relief now and as each hour went by I became more and more deranged and desperate.
 

I sent her text after text, apologising for not telling her the truth and then pleading with her not to leave me. 
 

She ignored me and I continued on as if was in the firm grip on insanity.
 

I was consumed with a terrible suppressed madness and only wanted to speak to her and plead with her not to desert me. 
 

I promised her I would do anything and told her, by the inadequate medium of text, over and over again, only demonstrating how unhinged I had become.
 

I went to our bed and was compelled by my raging hormones to wear her long beige nightdress, which I covered with spurts of my sperm, each time I thought about what sordid actions she was sharing with the man, in her bed in the villa. 
 

I acknowledged what I was doing and thinking was sick and perverted but could not contain myself any more. 
 

The events of the evening had finally fully re-opened a deviant, devilish door for me that I could not now close and had no will to try to do so.
 

I knew the young man was fucking Francine’s tender sexual form, just as my former wife’s lovers had fucked her in the luxury of my house in the sun.
 

I was demented and thrilled all at the same time!
 

I slept intermittently and awoke then dozed again and each time checked my phone but disappointingly saw I had received no message from her.
 

Pathetically I sent another text then another then finally, it was midday and I rang her number directly, more in hope than in expectation.  
 

She picked up on the third ring and in excitement I spoke in an uncontrolled rush of relief and emotion.
 

“Francine…thank God…I’m so sorry.”
 

I waited and listened; her breathing was heavy.
 

“You are sorry Gordon?”
 

I nodded as if she could see me.
 

“Yes I am…I’m so sorry…Francine.”
 

I heard her shortness of breath again.
 

“Did you like my video?”
 

I was hard.
 

“Yes…yes…I’ve watched it over and over again.”
 

She giggled.
 

“You’re a little pervert Gordon…I suppose you’re dressed in my knickers now? You did used to play with them and my clothes… didn’t you?”
 

I was right; she knew everything.
 

“Yes…Francine I am and I did…I’m sorry darling.”
 

She inhaled again.
 

“You little shit Gordon…you are a foul, degenerate man.”
 

She knew me, and all I could do was throw myself at her mercy.
 

“I am Francine, I’m so terribly sorry!”
 

She laughed sharply. 
 

“You will be…do you know where I am now?”
 

I was bright red in tension and anticipation.
 

“No.”
 

She laughed cruelly.
 

“I’m in bed on top of Kieran…his cock is deep inside me…your wife is being fucked and serviced by another man, how do you feel about it?”
 

My hand went to my small hard penis and I rubbed it perversely and gasped in reply to her.
 

“OK Francine…you deserve it.”
 

She laughed and continued, as if delighting in tormenting me.
 

“Do you want to hear his cock fucking me?”
 

I was so close to coming.
 

“Yes.”
 

She teased me.
 

“Yes please.”
 

I answered urgently but more politely.
 

“Yes please.”
 

I heard the faint sounds of movement and wetness, knew it was the sound of his cock moving in and out of her flesh and jerked my juices into her knickers and groaned weakly.
 

She spoke breathlessly and excitedly.
 

“You’re like one of the pathetic young students in my old classes. You’ll do as I tell you now Gordon. You can call me Miss Thomas…I’m in charge now.”
 

This was excruciating but secretly something similar to what I had dreamt about for so long now.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

She sounded pleased.
 

“I’m going to give you some homework Gordon…I want you to send it to me later today.”
 

I felt so submissive and weak.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

She let me listen to her being fucked again for a few more seconds then spoke to me in clear instruction.
 

“I want you to email me an essay on everything that happened with your last wife and send it to me here. I mean every little thing…I will know if you are lying. From when you met her and onwards until she died.”
 

My heart sank, my stomach was twisting as if it was full of snakes; there was so much I did not wish to face or reveal and I tried to negotiate with her.
 

“Please Francine!”
 

She scolded me.
 

“Fine then we’ll divorce…or it’s Miss Thomas and the composition.”
 

I had no choice.
 

“I will do it Miss Thomas.”
 

She exhaled in sheer physical and mental pleasure.
 

“Good boy…now off you go and leave me to Kieran…would you like to see another video of his cock fucking your wife’s thin red slit?”
 

I spoke in horrible, humiliating enthusiasm.
 

“God yes, yes please!”
 

She laughed.
 

“You sick fuck…then go and do your work and send it to me and if it’s good, detailed and honest then I might let Keiran take it and send it to you.”
 

I wanted to see it so much.
 

“Thank you Miss Thomas…I will write it now for you.”
 

The phone went dead and I knew there was no point phoning her back to try and remove this obligation she had put upon me.
 

I was shaking in disgrace, but it had all been, as I had worked out in my head and I was pleased that I had been so perceptive, or I could have lost her!
 

I showered and dressed, replacing the stained knickers for a white new pair of her clean ones and sat down in front of my computer.
 

It appeared my wife understood me so well, far better than I ever realised!
 

She knew I was desperate to tell my story, confess my guilt over what had happened to Lesley and as I began to write at the screen, I became slowly unburdened, as if this formal process of confession was cathartic for me.
 

I keyed in about the day we met, how immediately I accepted that she was dominant and sexually needy and agreed to her having relations other men. 
 

I recalled how she became so assertive with me and whatever brief carnal relations we had initially evaporated and she soon controlled me completely. 
 

I explained that my life was to serve her, financially, emotionally and physically and never to argue or complain. 
 

I would perform cunnilingus when she wanted and became expert at using my tongue to bring her to climax when she so desired.
 

I would lick other men’s sperm from her willingly and she would take lover after lover into our bed and fuck them foully and basely, often in front of me. 
 

She had many of my friends and so often, men I knew well and personally had experienced sordid, foul, intimate relations with her. 
 

She rubbed my nose humiliatingly in her promiscuity and began to get a taste for strong black men, becoming a whore for many. 
 

I recalled how she would spend so many weeks in our luxurious villa, in the mistress’s bedroom and four-poster, being taken roughly and basely in our bed while I looked on.
 

The night she died, I had dressed her meticulously for her date with a new black lover who was going to meet her in a restaurant in the hills. 
 

I remembered clearly that she looked so sexually perfect and divine in black lingerie and a short bright red dress.
 

For some unknown reason I became upset, suddenly having a fit of pique, refused to drive her to her destination, and in anger and frustration, she ended up taking the car herself.
 

She had drunk more than a little wine whilst she was being prepared and it was such a stupid idiotic thing for me to allow to happen. 
 

I wrote in sorrow of how fatefully she ended over the high cliff edge and I had never been able to forgive myself since, for my selfish, stupid, mistake of envy.
 

I explained to Francine, as I confessed further, that I wanted to make up for my indiscretion, to prove that I could serve and never be so crass and puerile again. 
 

If she would let me, I would do exactly as she instructed and promised never to let her down.
 

I became lost in my own thoughts and went onwards endlessly putting into my own words, details of my private deranged perverse fantasies and begged her continually not to leave me.
 

I vowed I would be a devoted husband to her in every way if she would only give me the chance.
 

I sat back and read what I had written and suddenly contemplated that I was proposing to give my life over to her completely.
 

If I pressed the send button then it would be as it had been with Lesley or perhaps worse?
 

But I had lived in the shadows for too long and needed to accept who I was and what I desperately, terribly craved or I would never find salvation in this life.
 

This was an opportunity that I knew would never come again and wanted to grab it with both hands.
 

My finger pushed down on the key and I bent my head and knew I would humbly accept whatever was to come, if only she would accept me as hers’?
 

However difficult it was to be, I had to acknowledge the past and now face the uncertain new future, due to what unbelievably and inexplicably had transpired.
 

I realised I must now come out of the shadows and into the light; I could not hide my compulsion any more
 

In the unbelievable way this had all evolved I could not deny that this was surely my true destiny! 
 

 
 

Francine
 

 
 

I had awoken early, felt the warmth on a man beside me and shuddered in lascivious delight at my disgraceful actions of the previous night. 
 

I was truly revelling in sex and I was full and covered with the sticky white signs of my newly found base desires. 
 

No one had ever made love to me all night -or at all really- and it was an experience I wanted to repeat and repeat again.
 

I thought about Gordon and my marriage and was not sorry with the decision I had made the previous evening; I could not go back to the way it was!
 

I looked at the young man lying beside me and knew he was just a transient lover, but in his own way he had shown me a path and I would not be diverted from it.
 

I silently rose, pulled on my robe, went into the kitchen and made a tray of food, orange juice and tea. 
 

On my way back into the room I saw my phone on the side and, after I placed the tray on the side table, I picked it up and noticed that it was turned off.
 

When it came on it seemed to spring to life like a deranged, demonic, dancing bleeping toy from hell! 
 

Message after message came through, ringing and sounding and breaking the still silence of the previously, peaceful morning as if it was a tiny screaming police car. 
 

But Kieran did not stir and I sat and began to read the messages.
 

As I did my eyes began to open wider and wider in wonder at what my husband had written and it bemused and confused me at the same time.
 

His texts went from aggressive, to conciliatory, to submissive in a series of endless different variations on a theme and ended with him begging my forgiveness and pleading desperately for me not to leave him?
 

I was doubly confounded by his constant reference to a video I had sent? 
 

What was he talking about?
 

I played with my phone and saw that, unbelievably, I had sent a second message last night with an attachment. 
 

A couple of extra clicks and I saw there was a video in my files and I pressed play and sat open mouthed in horror at the contents.
 

It was me, being bent over in my cheap white negligee waiting for Kieran to use my body and fuck me, and showed him proceeding to do so, whilst I moaned and encouraged him disgustingly! 
 

I watched the picture pan in to show my pert naked ass and his cock entering and leaving my most special, personal, private place. 
 

I was dumbfounded by it all and watched again and tried to think what was happening?
 

And then it twigged, as if a light had illuminated in my large educated brain, but naïve little mind.
 

Bernie, blooming Bernie, the Machiavellian, malicious cow! 
 

I knew she’d always hated me but I never realised how much!
 

And this was a perfect way to get rid of me? 
 

I recognised that the story she told me about the cameras was fabrication. 
 

In truth I had probably known last evening but went along with the charade willingly because it suited my own deviant, lustful purposes. 
 

The real evidence was what she had taken and sent to Gordon. 
 

Kieran had probably told her he had fucked me, maybe they’d planned it all? 
 

But I didn’t care, not at all! 
 

I was happy with what had happened and did not wish to question how, but now, I was confused about my husband Gordon?  
 

Why was he not upset and furious with me regarding my terrible unfaithfulness and indiscretions?
 

Somehow incredulously, he was happy and excited with what I had done and it genuinely puzzled and confounded me. 
 

I read and reread the texts but it was still a mystery and I saw that Kieran had awoken, sat beside him and poured him some tea.
 

He smiled at me and even with all the despicable subterfuge and confusion I was still delighted he was in my bed. 
 

He drank, we shared orange juice, bread and fruit and as we finished refuelling he pushed me back on the bed and continued gloriously where he had left off the night before.
 

My insides were soon full of him again and as he rested sleepily I snuggled closely beside his warm skin.
 

My mind was back again to Gordon and I stroked Kieran’s sleepy wet penis and whispered to him, as if he was the all-seeing Oracle.
 

“Why would my husband be happy that you are fucking me?
 

He stroked my belly and spoke quietly.
 

“He’s never fucked you?”
 

I responded immediately as if to prove how special Kieran was to me.
 

“Never!”
 

He laughed at his good fortune with his mastery of my innocence.
 

“Likes to mess with your clothes?”
 

I remembered the untidy lingerie drawer and the strange stains.
 

“I think so.”
 

He spoke quietly with the cool simplicity of experience.
 

“He’s a cuckold, a sissy…like to have another man fuck his wife…gets off on it…this is a dream come true for him!”
 

He laughed again.
 

“And you?”
 

I was still bemused.
 

“Why?”
 

He stroked the wetness between my thighs and I murmured in delicious pleasure.
 

“Because this pretty little cunt is in charge of him now…it controls him…if you want it to?”
 

I felt a sudden rush of adrenaline course through me like flashing electricity as the mere idea of it, thrilled me.
 

“Really?”
 

Kieran nodded.
 

“Sure I’ve had other wives where the husband licks my sperm out of their pussies…it’s sick but… they seem to love it.”
 

I imagined Gordon lapping my dripping slit and disgustingly, it excited me immediately.
 

It was difficult for me to believe that this young man was so worldly already when I seemed such an innocent. 
 

“How many women have you had Kieran?”
 

He laughed at my inexperience and purity.
 

“A few, now I’m going to have a nap and when I wake up I want you fresh and showered… so I can fuck you again!”
 

I giggled at his crudeness and rudeness.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

He was dormant in seconds; I quickly showered to get clean, then sat at my computer and in curiosity typed in, Cuckold and Sissy, on Google.
 

To my astonishment a deluge of information appeared, I read and digested as much information as I could and was soon much better informed as to what a submissive husband actually was. 
 

Gordon fitted the stereotype perfectly and all the signs were there, from the interest in my underwear and lingerie, to his eccentric demeanour and the confused state he lived in.
 

He was in denial; his marriage to me was to prove he was not the cuckold and submissive he obviously had been with his previous wife Lesley. 
 

I was sure of it!
 

Suddenly the clouds of confusion parted and I had the sunny glow of comprehension of his messages for the first time.
 

My pathetic little husband, Gordon, wanted to go back to being a sissy cuckold! 
 

I mused and thought about it and the more I did, the more the illicit perverted idea appealed to me.
 

Ultimately I decided that I might just play the game with him to see if I actually might like it?
 

I returned to Google until I was happy and was well enough schooled in perversion for now, then went back to Kieran who was slowly stirring. 
 

He was such a clever boy and I wanted to reward him.
 

I placed my mouth and lips around his raising erection and when it was solid, I placed myself above him, lowered my hips, then pressed my sex lips firmly down on him to take and feel his flesh deliciously inside me.
 

My phone rang and I saw it was Gordon and I placed my finger to my lips for Kieran’s attention and silence before answering it.
 

I kept quiet as he gushed at me, remembering what I had read and been told and allowed my husband to make one false assumption after another.  
 

He was so desperate for me not to leave him and for him to serve me that it was easy for me to play my part as his superior and someone in full possession of the facts, which was a complete fabrication as I was just guessing! 
 

Cruelly I placed the phone to my sexual lips, so he could hear the soft sounds as it was being fucked and the excitement in his voice and tone was intoxicating and educational for me.
 

I felt empowered, both by the thick penis inside me and my husband’s pathetic, whining weak voice.
 

I liked being the one in charge; it was thrilling!
 

Suddenly I was no longer his wife Francine but Miss Thomas, he was my student, my junior and I instructed him to detail his former life with his first wife so I could finally understand everything.
 

I wanted to now know every fractional detail of their weird, perverted, mysterious existence together.
 

To my utter continued amazement, after the faintest refusal, he quickly acceded to my authority and told me he would send the report later that day by email. 
 

Once he had confirmed that he would comply with the composition for my attention, I disconnected him and turned the phone off.
 

I was pumping juice and Keiran could sense my degenerate arousal as my vaginal lips and muscles squeezed his flesh.
 

His hands cupped my bottom; he laughed and looked up at me.
 

“You, Miss Thomas, are a very naughty girl!”
 

My hips were grinding to his thrusts as he moved me nearer and nearer to heaven and I threw my red hair back in happy abandon.
 

“I am Kieran…but…I’ve only just started!”
 

He groaned and released inside me; I collapsed on top of him and we just held each other closely and giggled like adolescent children.
 

We stayed in bed until lunchtime and then he went off to spend some time with Bernie, they obviously still had issues to sort out and I was actually happy for some time alone to think.
 

I tried not to hate Bernie for her deviousness and maliciousness, but sending the video was pretty ruthless and hateful and without any concern for me, but, she could not have anticipated what bizarre effect it would have! 
 


  

I did some more checks about Cuckoldry and Sissy Dom on the computer and was now fairly sure of my ground with Gordon.
 

I put on a bikini, went to the roof terrace and spent some time, cautiously, in the sun.
 

I slipped in and out of the shade and to ensure there was no more sunburn I left early and returned to my room. 
 

I looked at my computer and saw there was an email for my husband and I opened it and began to read the story I had requested from him.
 

It was astounding in it’s’ detail, telling me of every deviant act he had undergone and shared with his first wife.
 

The despotic will and rule of Lesley was clear on each degrading page of his story and it was obvious she had been quite a girl!
 

By the end of it I was breathless and strangely aroused; something about being dominant and in charge of such a weak man really inflamed and appealed to me.
 

I tried to get my thoughts into focus and then saw that he was on line and pressed the Skype link and his slim, angular face was looking at me nervously.
 

“Did you get my report Miss Thomas?”
 

I flushed, at his submissiveness and it seemed to bring the very deviant, worst out in me.
 

“I did…you’re a sick faggot Gordon…and the grammar really wasn’t very good either.”
 

He bent his head sadly but accepted my cruel description of him and my professional objectiveness about his literary skills.
 

“I’m sorry Miss Thomas.”
 

I thrilled secretly at his feebleness and wanted to see how far I could go with this.
 

“Have you got a pair of my panties on?”
 

He went scarlet and his dark eyes bulged.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

I commanded him.
 

“Let me see.”
 

He stood up and I saw he was wearing a small pretty pink pair with delicate white lace.
 

“Pull them down and let me see you.”
 

His fingers drew them to his thighs, revealed a tiny penis and miniscule balls and I laughed.
 

“My, no wonder you like my knickers…jerk into them Gordon…go on you sissy fuck!”
 

He stared at me as if to challenge me but then pulled at his small manhood and it hardened to his touch.
 

I encouraged him.
 

“Come on faggot let me see you masturbate…rub…rub and think about what you saw me do.”
 

His fingers moved faster and faster and then he quickly spurted small white blobs into the crotch of my knickers and he looked at me pathetically and in shame.
 

“Pull them back up now Gordon…they suit you.”
 

I looked at him curiously.
 

“Do you really want me to control you Gordon?”
 

His eyes gleamed.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

I thought about my position with him.
 

“Then I will be in charge of all things Gordon.”
 

He nodded but it was an insufficient response for me.
 

“Say, Yes Miss Thomas…I want to hear you.”
 

He blushed at me.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

I smiled at his prompt compliance.
 

“My old clothes are yours’ now…I want new…all new…transfer £10,000 to my account in case I want to buy stuff whilst I am here.”
 

He went to argue but bit his lip.
 

“Yes, Miss Thomas.”
 

I continued to enunciate what I had been thinking.
 

“Then our prenuptial agreement I want my money to be increased to £100,000 from £50,000 in the event of divorce.”
 

He gasped.
 

“But I would never leave you!”
 

I smiled.
 

“Good then make it £200,000.”
 

He blinked.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas…I will transfer the funds in the next hour and will amend the other contracts tomorrow with the solicitor.”
 

I felt suitably empowered.
 

“Good…boy.”
 

I knew he could see me through the old portable camera attached to the computer and had a sudden inspiration.
 

I drew my bikini bottoms off my hips and ankles, leaned back in the chair and placed the camera between my thighs, giving him a clear show of my thick red hair and delicate sexual crack.
 

His face was a picture, bright crimson and literally dripping sweat in disgusting, palpable excitement.
 

I pressed my advantage home, reinforcing my domination over him.
 

“You want this pussy to rule you?”
 

His dark grey eyes were popping.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

I opened my thighs wide.
 

“This was fucking Kieran all last night Gordon…do you still want to suck it and clean it?”
 

He nodded inanely.
 

“Tell me faggot…It’s always going to be full now…of other men. You do like that, don’t you?”
 

I could see he obviously did and he mumbled to me incoherently.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas…I do like it…you are so beautiful.”
 

He was so wretched and I was empowered.
 

“Lesley, your bitch of a wife is dead now…this is in control of you, I am! My pussy is your mistress, pledge your devotion and obedience to it.”
 

I brought the camera in my fingers right to the edge of my pink folds and heard him whisper.
 

“I will serve it Miss Thomas…it is so perfect…I promise… I will do as it instructs me to.”
 

I looked at his pale, gaunt, earnest face and knew that he would.
 

“When I talk to you, you will look and speak to it…sometimes it may be full of semen.”
 

He opened his mouth and his eyes blinked as if he had lost control of his faculties.
 

“Yes, Miss Thomas.”
 

I heard Kieran open the door and placed the camera on the table and turned off the screen so it didn’t look as if anyone was on line, then I quietly whispered to my husband through the microphone.
 

“Send the money and I’ll give you a small treat.”
 

I called Kieran to me, tugged down his shorts and quickly placed his cock in my tight, warm mouth. 
 

I was right in front of the camera and I knew Gordon could and would see my disgusting, debased actions.
 

My head began to move harder and faster over the lengthening flesh and just before I felt he was about to climax, I turned off the connection so my husband would just have to imagine the rest! 
 

Well I hadn’t received my money yet!
 

The thick white elixir of a real man was soon swilling in my mouth and this was just the prelude for more and more sex over the next few days.
 

I was insatiable, revelling in the debauchery, and in my quiet times I would sit at the computer where my husband would talk to my hairy bright vagina and I would look at his flushed and willing face as he did so, and persecute him mercilessly.
 

The money I requested had been sent to my account within a few hours and soon I had been informed that the document, giving me a £200,000 windfall in the event of our divorce, was now waiting for me to sign.
 

I was now in charge, was mistress of my household and could, and would order Gordon to do my bidding.
 

It both was compulsive and exhilarating at the same time.
 

He showed me the underwear he wore each day and even sat in my nightdresses as he spoke to me, as if it were the most normal and natural thing in the world to do. 
 

After just a few days I was confident with him and enjoying my lofty, elevated position of dominance.
 

I even explored Lesley’s room, the key was where he had told me and when I went in to look, everything inside there, was immaculate.
 

There were photographs of her everywhere with strong and handsome hard bodied black men. 
 

She was always in bikinis or miniscule provocative clothing and when I looked at the white silken decorated four-poster, bed it was obvious that she had been something of a slut.
 

She was around my size and shape but seemed to be almost a replica of her daughter, which was understandable.
 

If I half closed my eyes I could almost imagine that it was the little bitch Bernie, in the pictures instead of her.
 

I hadn’t really spoken to my stepdaughter since that night she sent the video and we kept a strained, respectful, watchful, distance from each other.
 

I opened the cupboards out of curiosity, and inside was a vast array of the finest clothes, negligees and lingerie. 
 

There were boxes and boxes, some new and unopened and it seemed like an Aladdin’s cave of the most seductive and brazen outfits imaginable. 
 

It was exquisite clothing and lingerie and, although I had never worn such attire, I could suddenly appreciate and understand how she must have relished dressing for her various lovers.
 

I found letters from Gordon to her but hid them out of sight. 
 

I wasn’t interested in such private musings from the past; things would be done my way from now on! 
 

My curiosity had been satisfied temporarily and I set everything back into place, turned the lock, replaced the key and the shrine to Lesley, my husband’s former wife, and was returned to her quiet worship and questionable memory.
 

I returned eagerly back to my lover and my wonderful holiday, but the time flew and suddenly I was in bed with Kieran on the last night before he was due to fly back to England.
 

My mouth was sucking him and he was gently stroking my red tingly hair affectionately
 

I licked his balls and pleaded with him.
 

“Don’t leave me Kieran…I need this!”
 

His fingers were in and on my flesh.
 

“Have to go Miss Thomas…you’ve been a good fuck but…I have a life to go back to.”
 

I wanted to be offended at him calling me, a good fuck, but I accepted he was being honest and that it what I was to him.
 

I spoke to him weakly.
 

“You’ve got other girls?”
 

His fingers found my wetness and my thighs parted instantly.
 

“Lots of girls.”
 

His cock slid out of my mouth then into my slippery thin folds, until it was buried inside me and I lay back into the mattress and groaned in coarse pleasure.
 

“You’re such a bastard Kieran…a real fucking bastard!”
 

He was pounding my flesh now; fucking me harder and harder until my brain flashed and my whole body convulsed spontaneously.
 

He tensed, I felt my insides swimming in his sticky thickness and I crumbled backwards and again savoured the decadent pleasures of glorious, wonderful sex.
 

I stroked his arm and kissed his chest and whispered to him.
 

“What will I do when you are gone?”
 

His fingers touched my dripping slit and he laughed.
 

“Another man will fuck you Miss Thomas. You have the taste for this now. You’ll open your long brown legs, flash your pretty red pussy and get it fucked!”
 

I moaned at his rude, disrespectful, description of my morality and it seemed inconceivable that I should have a different man, but the seed of the idea secretly inflamed me.
 

He could sense it, found my clitoris and touched it lightly to tease and frustrate me expertly.
 

“I know a whore when I meet one…this cunt is going to be very busy…busy, busy, busy, Miss Thomas.”
 

I imagined another man taking and mastering my needful body and vibrated again against his fingers that were pushing and rousing me until I shuddered to my delicious climax.
 

I flopped back on the soft bed and seemed to step outside myself; I saw my terrible promiscuity and seemingly lack of the faintest physical control anymore and cursed myself.
 

What was wrong with me? Was I so weak and sexually beyond redemption?
 

Before I could think, his erection was in my mouth and I was performing my oral obligations to him, increasingly expertly, until he was satisfied and as if I had no choice!
 

Then finally, tiredly the night’s sex came to a conclusion and it dawned on me that I had answered my own question!
 

I was beyond help and could not resist the lure of my sexuality or the joys of intercourse, copulation and the ultimate, obsessive, irresistible sensation of an orgasm. 
 

Each climax was as pleasurable and welcomed as the very first one had been and the whole performance of the physical play was a never ending source of wonder for me and I wanted repeat performances at all times.
 

I was insatiable and I recognised that I could do nothing but embrace my total physical and sexual addiction. 
 

We slept soundly, there was a final bout of being fucked in the morning and, with a promise that he would come and fuck and abuse me at my husband’s house when I returned; my wonderful young lover of the last 10 days was off to the airport and was gone!
 

    
 

 
 

Bernie
 

 
 

What the hell was going on?
 

When I sent the video of little miss red bush to my father in law that should have been the end of her!
 

But…But… what happened? I just didn’t know?
 

It was a mystery and I just hated mysteries!
 

She’d spent the last few days ignoring me, screwing the brains out of Kieran and looked happier and intolerably, more full of herself than I had ever known.
 

She was fucking insufferable.
 

Worse was I’d given that little shit Kieran an overlong blow job and demeaned myself purely on the basis that my scheme had worked! 
 

But it had worked! 
 

Well it had or… I thought it had!
 

I was angry, exasperated and frustrated all in equal amounts. 
 

My boyfriend was coming over in a few days and I thought I would have the villa to myself so he could stay over.
 

I was so fucking cross; I was like a hot bear with a very, very agitated and irritated sore head.
 

This woman was always beating me somehow and I was sick of it!
 

The morning Kieran left I was still waiting for the explosion to come from Gordon but somehow I knew the time for such dramas had passed.
 

Things were annoyingly quiet and the reasons for it were completely beyond my comprehension.
 

I thought perhaps that maybe Gordon had not received the video but it did not seem likely and I just could not understand what was going on?
 

Plus the fact I was becoming lonely, Francine and I had not spoken to each other for days and I had hardly seen Kieran who was always seemingly atop her or firm behind her, and my energy and spirits were decidedly waning.
 

Also I did not have the pluck or desire to go out by myself and I was becoming morose which was very unusual for me.
 

On the evening of the day, my supposed ex-boyfriend left, I sheepishly went up to the focus of my hatred, who was selfishly working on her darkening tan and spoke quietly to her.
 

“Do you fancy dinner tonight Francine?”
 

She stared at me in surprise.
 

“You want to go out with me?”
 

I blushed guiltily and nodded.
 

“There’s only the two of us here…”
 

She nodded, shrugged and replaced her dark Aviators.
 

“Why not?”
 

We agreed to meet downstairs at 8p.m and to my surprise she was turned out in yellow sandals and a short yellow dress that highlighted her bright pretty hair.
 

She looked young and attractive and it was unnerving for me.
 

I had a similar but shorter outfit in pale blue but somehow felt as if I was in her shadow. 
 

Curiosity clawed at me continually.
 

“Is that new?”
 

She nodded.
 

“Yes Bernie…bought a few fresh things from the shops here…had a bit of a change.”
 

Only a few seconds with her and I was already infuriated; she was spending my inheritance!
 

I bit my lip and we walked slowly and silently to the port not even trying to make conversation.
 

The evening was sultry and warm and I should have been happy to be in such surroundings but my exasperation and temper wouldn’t let me.
 

We chose a quiet fish restaurant on the edge of the busy, small metropolis and after promptly downing three glasses of white wine, my frustration that had been heightened to unacceptable levels in the last few days, finally spilled over.
 

I looked into her clear blue eyes and spoke with demonic truth.
 

“I fucking hate you Francine!”
 

To my utter shock she smiled at me.
 

“That’s the first honest thing you’ve ever said to me.”
 

I seemed to erupt in repressed hostility.
 

“Married my fucking father, taken all the money, so fucking superior, sanctimonious, middle aged, pinched my boyfriend…you… fucking whore!
 

She was still extremely amused and it infuriated me beyond measure.
 

She spoke quietly and precisely.
 

“I don’t think Kieran was really your boyfriend Bernie?”
 

I blushed and she instantly knew her deduction was in fact correct, but I continued my vitriolic tirade anyway.
 

“Fuck you! You’ve come into my life, taken everything and…what are you still doing here? What…what?”      
 

It was as though she had sent me insane but my hateful step mother was calm and her crystal blue eyes had steel in them.
 

“You mean after you sent my husband that video?”
 

I was scarlet and for the first time with her I felt an uncomfortable rush of guilt as she continued.
 

“It was a terrible thing to do Bernie.”
 

I looked at her sadly with dark apologetic eyes and although I tried not to, I suddenly felt genuine remorse for my despicable actions.
 

“I’m sorry Francine…I am a bitch!”
 

To my surprise she was still smiling and amiable and I continued my confession of my hatred for her as she listened sympathetically and impassively.
 

It was surprisingly therapeutic for me, as if I was with a psychiatrist relieving my suppressed feelings and releasing them into the open, and when I had finished my rant, my anger and negative energy had somehow evaporated.
 

My enemy looked at me kindly and sipped her cold wine through her delicate painted lips.
 

“I actually understand Bernie and it isn’t all your fault! I was too stuck up for my own good and I can see things from your point of view.”
 

The surprise on my face was obvious and she finished her glass and carried on deliberately.
 

“I was never going to take your inheritance Bernie, there was a pre-nup; you were always protected. Gordon cherishes you because he loves you and you are Lesley’s daughter.”
 

I felt so stupid and juvenile as if I had always been transparent glass and my immature rage re-appeared as if it had just re-awoken from sleep.
 

“But how did you explain the video and Kieran and everything? How do you always come out on the fucking right side?”
 

Her blue spheres pierced my psyche again and I felt as if I was back at school in her class being taught something I did not understand. 
 

However, this time I did want to learn, but she just smiled slyly.
 

“That’s my secret at the moment Bernie!”
 

I raged again.
 

“Bitch!”
 

Her eyes were dazzling, mesmerising blue
 

“Tell me what you want Bernie. How you would wish to make your life better?”
 

I stared at her; her irrepressible confidence and wondered if I should lie? 
 

But being devious had got me nowhere and to my surprise I confessed openly and honestly to her.
 

“Julian is coming over to see me, so being able to give him a place to stay would be great, for starters! I need more money and freedom from Gordon’s interference and want that overriding sense of security I had when my mother had been around… I do miss her so!”
 

I sat back and felt the tears run down my face and noticed my pretty adversary’s eyes had a new emotion in them. 
 

Empathy! 
 

She spoke warmly and compassionately.
 

“I can do it all for you if you listen to me, but you need to trust me?”
 

I stared at her in utter disbelief.
 

“Trust you…but I hate you…I’ve just told you!”
 

Her smile was genuine and her face open and friendly to me.
 

“Do you want me to help Bernie? Will you just fucking listen for once?”
 

I was shocked at her language - I’d never heard her swear- I was in denial but wanted to believe her.
 

“You can’t help me…no one can!”
 

She released a broad beaming show of white confidence that was like a beacon of light and energy, and it shone into me.
 

“There’s more to life than you believe Bernie, more than I knew a few days ago but now I do…so trust me and say, ‘Yes Miss Thomas,’ or we can stay as we are?”   
 

I stared at her attractive visage and knew that somehow everything had already dramatically changed between us.
 

She knew more than I did, it was demonstrably obvious and I didn’t want to fight her anymore; it was and had been exhausting!
 

I poured us both tall glasses of cold white wine and filled them to the brim. 
 

We raised them theatrically together and clinked the crystal sharply until it sounded with a light clear ring that echoed musically around the table.
 

I still didn’t understand what was going on, or accept her unfounded assurances, but felt myself smile at her friendly humour and genuinely wondered why I had ever hated her so much in the first place?
 

“OK Miss Thomas you’re still my teacher, bring it on!”
 

 
 

Francine.
 

 
 

Our meeting at the restaurant had been a revelation to me. 
 

Far from hating Bernie as I thought I did, I actually liked her and understood entirely her hostility towards me.
 

In her position I would have felt exactly the same way and if I was honest I had been somewhat of an insufferable bitch trying to play a role, out of my own insecurity, that was alien to me.
 

I wasn’t middle aged or asexual at all I had just been frightened and taken what I thought was the easy, safe path from life. 
 

The last few days had shown me beyond doubt that it was no longer my choice or future any more.
 

I was young, definitely physically needy and had power and possibilities that were far beyond my wildest expectations or experience just a short time previous.
 

I was in a new place now and was thrilled and empowered that Bernie and I had cleared the air.
 

I wasn’t quite sure how I was going to achieve all I promised to my former pupil, but Gordon was acquiescent to me now and would hopefully do as I instructed him.
 

However, that being said, I wanted to be sure of my ground and would take my time before deciding exactly how I would play things.
 

Kieran was already a loss to me, my body craved him; I had been devoid of having sex now for a day, and even a few hours without any physical touch from a man made me feel wanton and deprived.  
 

As we arrived back at the villa my head was floating and twisting with all these thoughts and I wished my lover, was here to distract me, turn my mind upside down and allow me to wallow in the sheer dirty, distracting, sordid, selfish, acts of sex.
 

Bernie and I were drunk and a little tired and we quickly went our separate ways with just a warm kiss on the cheek between us.
 

There was a message from Gordon on my phone telling me he was sorry Kieran had left and that he had gone to bed in my long blue nightie, white knickers with lace frills. 
 

I was frustrated and angry and informed him by text that he was a sick fuck and that he could masturbate in my pants knowing I’d have another lover soon!
 

But as I lay their naked and alone I knew my message was bravado and wondered if I really have the confidence to go out and find another man?
 

What had transpired with Kieran seemed fated and I doubted that it could happen a second time.
 

I was confused and conflicted, opened my thighs to feel the neediness there and was grateful that I had consumed enough alcohol to dull my raging frustration and help me descend into sleep. 
 

It was the only refuge where the ache and needs of my sexual body could be suppressed and lie dormant for a few hours.
 

I had rich colourful dreams of my body moving and contorting around stiffness just at the tip of my special places.
 

It was always there but just somehow just out of reach, and I awoke early morning to see the first light of the day and sense my libido already soaring to the images of the previous night.
 

I realised that in truth, the frustration and craving evoked inside me by my lustful visions made me conclude that I had experienced, a nightmare of unfulfillment, not in fact a dream at all!   
 

I sat and drank coffee alone and then set my bed out for my day of sunbathing. 
 

My body was brown now and although it was already hot, I shivered when I thought about my initial sunstroke and then the innovative and irrepressible cure. 
 

It seemed such a long time ago and there was no possibility of me burning now, well not on the outside anyway!
 

I laid out a sunbed for Bernie as well, with a clean white towel and a small table for any drinks or snacks she would want later.
 

I tried to read my book, but what interested me a week or so ago I now found tedious and I was pleased to hear my stepdaughter banging about the kitchen.
 

She walked out to me, still in her short green negligee holding a cup of tea in one hand and a mobile phone to her ear in the other and she was talking expressively into it.
 

“Yes Julian…I know I promised…but I’m not sure if I can…If Gordon says no then you can’t stay…It’s not my house…Julian…please!”
 

I motioned for her to put her hand over the phone and she did so.
 

“Hang on Julian.”
 

She was frustrated and spoke to me with anger, borne of frustration.
 

“What Francine…what?”
 

I whispered to her.
 

“Is that your boyfriend?”
 

She nodded not wishing to keep him waiting and I queried her.
 

“When is he here?”
 

She hissed back in panic.
 

“Tomorrow evening he’s booked the flights and everything.”
 

I smiled.
 

“That’s fine, tell him to come straight here…that will be acceptable.”
 

She looked at me as if I was mad.
 

“But…but Gordon…last night was just the drink…a joke!”
 

I took the phone from her.
 

“Hello Julian this is Miss Thomas.”
 

I heard his dark laugh and gravelly deep voice.
 

“I remember you Miss.”
 

For some reason I flushed.
 

“What time will you be here?”
 

I could hear him thinking, unusually for my students, he’d always stood out as a thinker!
 

“About 7p.m…I know where it is.”
 

I smiled at the confusion on Bernie’s pretty face
 

“We’ll see you then…how long are you staying?”
 

He laughed.
 

“Depends on how nice to me you and Bernie are Miss Thomas? I’m not the boy you knew at school anymore!”
 

My stomach was churning; he was being cheeky, but I ignored his obvious suggestiveness. 
 

“I’m sure your girlfriend will treat you well Julian…we’ll see you then.”
 

I handed back Bernie the phone and she was flustered.
 

“Yes Julian…as soon as you get here…yes I know how you expect me to dress…”
 

She looked at me in abashment.
 

“I can’t Miss Thomas is here!”
 

She went bright red and whispered as if I was completely deaf and had suddenly lost my sense of hearing.
 

“I’ll be your whore Julian…whatever you tell me…I’ve missed you and…you know…”
 

She clicked the phone off and sat heavily beside me on the bed, flush faced in shame, anger, frustration and obvious concern.
 

“Why did you promise that? If he can’t stay then… he’ll punish me!”
 

I was amazed and intrigued.
 

“You’re joking.”
 

She shook her head.
 

“You don’t know what he’s like…if I don’t keep my word I’ll have to suck his friends…he’ll pimp me out!”
 

I breathed in and was truly shocked.
 

“Don’t be silly…if he’s like that then why do you stay with him?”
 

She ignored me, looked at me pleadingly and changed the subject.
 

“Can you really make it so he can stay?”
 

I smiled and nodded.
 

“If you’re nice and call me Miss Thomas again and …tell me why you stay with that young man?”
 

She laughed.
 

“OK Miss Thomas…I’ll trust you to do the impossible and I’ll tell you about Julian later.”
 

She ran off to have a shower, then soon returned in a tiny white bikini and showed me her perfect young body. 
 

It was similar to mine but was a little leaner and tighter; she was very attractive.
 

We lay out and sunbathed through the day, enjoying a light lunch of fruit and rubbed cream in each other at various stages. 
 

Her skin was very soft and she was sensuous to touch.
 

I thought about what I was going to do with Gordon and Julian and as if by magic I suddenly came up with a brainwave.
 

Around 4p.m the heat was beginning to fade and I rose to go to my room to shower and prepare for dinner.
 

She stared at me nervously.
 

“What about tomorrow?”
 

I raised my eyebrows.
 

“Gordon will ring you in an hour to ask you to use your mother’s old room and take Julian there.”
 

She stared at me with her mouth open.
 

“I want you to refuse…then come and tell me.”
 

She went to ask and argue and I raised my hand to quieten her.
 

“Do as you are told Bernie…if this is what you want?”
 

She nodded and shook her head at the same time.
 

“Ok but I think you are crazy! Gordon will go mad.”
 

I smiled, left her, went into my bedroom and turned on the computer.
 

Instantly I saw my husband was on line and I removed my blue bikini pants, sat crouched up on the chair and placed the camera right between my thighs so he could see my wet, red, thin slit.
 

His face came onto the screen and he was instantly florescent.
 

“Hello Gordon.”
 

He was obviously staring intently at my bright red vagina; it was seemingly fascinating and irresistible for him.
 

“Hello Miss Thomas.”
 

He was a pervert but it aroused me that he was.
 

“It’s wet but not from fucking…just hot here…Bernie and I are going out tonight…so I might be full later.”
 

His slim cheeks were suddenly bulging.
 

“I was going to take some clothes from Lesley’s wardrobe, she’s got so much stuff…thought Bernie could try some on…she looks like her.”
 

He mumbled to me.
 

“But… but those are Lesley’s clothes…I don’t allow…”
 

I cut him short and spoke with recognisable anger in my tone.
 

“What are you looking at Gordon?”
 

He stared at the screen and my power over him.
 

“If you ever want to kiss it, lick and serve it as you promise, then never use that word again…or we’ll get the divorce as I said.”
 

He crumbled like a sticky, sweet crumbly dessert.
 

“No, no, no Miss Thomas you are right…there are so many clothes, she bought copious amounts and so many never been used.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Exactly…and Bernie is just like her, the same size…but she would never agree to try them on and let you see her?”
 

His mind seemed to ignite like a rocket firework that was about to rise to the heavens and explode in a million colours.
 

“I would like to see her wear Lesley’s clothes, she’s a woman now.”
 

I shook my head.
 

“I don’t know…she has been depressed since you stopped her boyfriend staying over...if he could come then she’d have a reason to dress up…and show you?”
 

He stared into the screen and I touched my inverted red flesh with my finger, slowly from top to bottom.
 

He spoke quietly as he watched, as if in a trance.
 

“I could speak to her…tell her that she can have him use a room at the villa.”
 

I feigned innocence.
 

“If you think so Gordon then by all means ask her...do it now darling while I can see you.”
 

He picked up his mobile pressed a button and heard him instantaneously talk to his step daughter.
 

“Hello Bernie sweetheart, this is Gordon…been thinking…your boyfriend can stay over if you would like him to…different rooms, of course…and you can use some of her clothes…I’d like to see you…”
 

His face dropped.
 

“Oh I see…I’m sorry…yes, yes I understand.”
 

He placed the phone down and stared at me sadly.
 

“She wouldn’t do it.”
 

He looked terribly disappointed and I began to play with his perverted mind.
 

“Oh that’s too bad, such a shame…she would have looked so good in that lingerie and then that black boy could have fucked her in that great, big, bed!”
 

He stuttered, forgot totally that he had wanted them to have separate rooms, and looked at me helplessly.
 

“I know….can’t…can’t you do something?”
 

I looked surprised.
 

“I can try Gordon would you like me to?”
 

He nodded but I was enjoying myself at his demonstration of perversity and dragged his humiliation out.
 

“Then ask me…properly Gordon…in detail. I like detail darling!”
 

He was purple.
 

“I would like you to ask Bernie if she would wear some of Lesley’s clothes…and ask her boyfriend…”
 

I corrected him.
 

“Big black boyfriend darling…be precise with adjectives.”
 

He was shaking in excitement.
 

“Big black boyfriend… to stay over in…Lesley’s bed…with her.”
 

He was catching his breath.
 

“Good boy…OK wait there and I’ll go and speak to her.”
 

I left the computer and found Bernie in the kitchen looking completely stunned and bemused.
 

“How did you do that?”
 

I waved her enquiry away.
 

“When he rings you back… agree… but don’t sound happy about it…even if you are.”
 

She tried to ask questions but I was busy with my games.
 

“Just do it!”
 

She shook her shoulders.
 

“OK.”
 

I returned to my computer and placed the camera back into position so he could see what was in charge of him and he was instantly attentive.
 

“I’ve spoken to her and she is not keen or enthusiastic darling…you know how shy girls can be?”
 

He nodded.
 

“If you want her to bring the young black man here and for her to show you how she would look then you need to say exactly what I tell you.”
 

He was so agitated.
 

“It is what you want darling? I could instruct you…but not where Bernie is concerned. Is this what you would honestly like?”
 

He nodded.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas…please…I want to see.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Then repeat what I tell you Gordon.”
 

His eyes had a trace of madness in them.
 

“Yes I will say whatever you instruct me Miss Thomas.”
 

I relaxed back on the chair and pushed the lens of the camera close against my clitoris and his eyes seemed to bulge again.
 

“Ring her.”
 

The phone was at his ear and he pressed it and spoke.
 

“Hi Bernie…”
 

I led him slowly and he repeated my words.
 

“Please bring your boyfriend over and let him stay with you at the villa… you can have your mother’s main room…you are mistress of the house now. That is your right.”
 

He stopped to listen to me and I continued.
 

“I want your black boyfriend to fuck you in the bed and I would like you to show me what you will wear for him…please.”
 

I could tell from the concern on his face that Bernie was giving him a difficult time, as I told her. Good girl! 
 

I continued my oratory and he followed perfectly.
 

“I’m begging you Miss…I will respect you now Miss…you are of age and I have no power over you now…please Miss.”
 

He was sweating and he spoke without me prompting him.
 

“Thank you Miss…of course, thank you.”
 

The phone went down; he was shaking but smiling in the thrill of his success at his apparent powers of persuasiveness.
 

“She agreed!”
 

I smiled but he still could not see anything but my weeping slit.
 

“Good boy…did you come in my knickers… as you begged?”
 

He nodded pathetically.
 

“Ok I’m going to get showered and dressed…got to be prepared just in case.”
 

He mumbled.
 

“Of what?”
 

I laughed.
 

“You know Gordon!”
 

I turned the computer off and I was melting. 
 

All this control was intoxicating! 
 

I went out to Bernie and she looked at me in admiration and disbelief.
 

“He begged me…said I had the power now and actually begged me to take Julian into my mother’s bed and fuck him!”
 

I smiled at her.
 

“And…God I will…that big bed…Julian and me.”
 

I pulsed at her description and thought about Keiran, but sadly he was now the past.
 

“OK…go and have a shower and I’ll meet you outside your mother’s room in just a towel and show you inside it.”
 

She was utterly amazed.
 

“You can actually do all this? You are amazing!”
 

I laughed.
 

“Maybe!”
 

I actually had a cool bath, it was more relaxing and I needed to calm down. 
 

I perfumed myself and felt refreshed but still horribly empty. 
 

My sex was pulsing and craving attention but I put it to the back of my mind, drew a towel around me and walked to Bernie waiting for me outside the large white door to her mother’s room.
 

I took the key from the pot, opened the door and we stepped inside together as if we were about to embark on an adventure.
 

Bernie wandered around looking at the photographs and memories and she sat on the bed and began to cry.
 

She stared at me mournfully.
 

“Sorry…it’s a bit much for me.”
 

I understood and was touched and respectful of her grief.
 

“Do you want to go?”
 

She smiled, dried her eyes and smiled weakly.
 

“No silly, my mother told me to live in the world not to dwell, she never did. I’m just a bit shocked and overcome by all of this but I’m fine...happy!”
 

I stood back, let her recover and she picked up a picture of her mother with a handsome black man.
 

“I remember now…he was Uncle Wesley…there was always some uncle or other…mostly black, in later years.”
 

She smiled.
 

“That’s where I get the taste from I suppose…like my mum.”
 

She walked to the cupboards opened them and whistled at the vast array of clothes.
 

“God my mother loved to dress like me…like a lady of the night!”
 

She inhaled in memory of her and spoke with warmth.
 

“She was a slut like me…but it’s my turn at life now!”
 

She was engaged now and it pleased and relaxed me.
 

She opened a drawer, it was full of lingerie wrapped in crepe paper and she drew out a tiny black thong and held it up.
 

“This is so divine.”
 

She released her towel and I saw her naked body.
 

Her breasts were small and firm with small brown nipples and her mound was just a clean pink slit with a triangle of black down above. 
 

It looked so clean and tidy against my thick red bush.
 

She drew the knickers up her ankles and legs, they sat tightly around her mound and she admired herself in the mirror.
 

“This is gorgeous…just my style.”
 

She gingerly looked through all the packages of treasured clothing and she separated some items for me.
 

We were soon dressed in black stockings, hung from suspenders and were excited like little schoolchildren opening their Christmas presents. 
 

We didn’t need bras in this hot humid weather.
 

She chose some short dresses for us and I stared at my reflection and hardly recognised myself. 
 

I looked young, sexy and somehow decadently dirty.
 

We drew the outfits on, did out hair and make-up and with some sparkly shoes we were ready for dinner.
 

I smiled at her.
 

“Don’t you want to show Gordon what we look like?”
 

She smiled evilly.
 

“Of course!”
 

She got her computer from her room, it was a modern one with an in built camera and she connected it to the Wi Fi and suddenly we were looking at him and he was looking at us.
 

His granite grey eyes were glistening and gleaming as I spoke.
 

“How do we look Gordon?”
 

He was overcome.
 

“Beautiful…and you Bernie.”
 

She turned on him as if exploring her new boundaries with him.
 

“I’m Miss to you now…I’m your mistress like my mother was…I’ll screw who I like as she did…I remember and understand now.”
 

He bent his head.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

She raised her dress and showed him her finery.
 

“This is what you wanted to see…isn’t it?”
 

He was crimson.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

I raised the hem of my black short dress as well and he feasted on our show of dominance.
 

I stared at him.
 

“You will serve us both equally now Gordon.”
 

He just blinked.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

I smiled.
 

“We’ll be back later…and when we are, then we’ll show you what Bernie will wear for her lover. Would you like that?”
 

He nodded enthusiastically as if his head would fall off.
 

“Please…Yes.”
 

We turned off the computer and Bernie giggled.
 

“I remember now, my mum used to control him…completely.”
 

I nodded.
 

“As we do now!”
 

She brushed her short white dress, you could almost see the suspenders just underneath and she smiled excitedly.
 

“I’m going to like this game, I like it already!”
 

She placed her arm around my shoulder and kissed me gently on the cheek and we walked out to dinner as if we had always been best friends.
 

We chatted freely over salad, pasta and wine; she spoke of her vast experience sexually and I was a little bit in awe of her. 
 

I hardly liked to admit that Kieran was the first real man that had ever fucked me!
 

Bernie took me to a bar and we were soon surrounded by admiring males and drank copious amounts of the free champagne made readily available for us. 
 

I was getting merry and, as we left, I let a handsome young man with blonde hair French kiss me. 
 

I was so hungry for sex that I allowed him slip his hand under my dress and he stroked the pretty lingerie he found there.
 

Bernie had completed her goodbye kisses but had seen my impropriety, took my hand and dragged me out into the safety of the dark night. 
 

“Come on Bitch…don’t show them how much you are dying for it!”
 

I was embarrassed because she was right.
 

“I was just being friendly.”
 

We both giggled like mindless teenagers and ran into the blackness and soon arrived back at the villa.
 

Bernie went into the main bedroom, turned on the computer and as expected Gordon was on line waiting for us.
 

We waved stupidly and drunkenly at him and he just stared.
 

Bernie spoke to him teasingly.
 

“Your dirty wife was kissing a guy and letting him put his hand under her skirt.”
 

He coloured red and we laughed.
 

I spoke to him sensing my words slurring.
 

“So let’s see what Bernie should wear for Julian?”
 

He stared into the screen in expectation.
 

“You would like that darling?”
 

He was salivating as a dog did, at the thought of a bone.
 

We both stripped, I found a whole cupboard of baby doll nightdresses negligees and chemises and I picked a short blue one out with matching panties for Bernie and she pulled it on to her.
 

She went to the cupboard and drew out a black sheer outfit with tiny black thin knickers and placed them in my fingers.
 

“And you slut.”
 

I didn’t argue as I was enjoying the game of dress up and soon we were posing in front of the computer watching the protruding blue vein in Gordon’s head pulsing like a heartbeat.
 

Bernie curtsied like a princess.
 

“How do we look Gordon…good enough to fuck?”
 

He nodded.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

She stroked my stomach and it churned to her touch.
 

“What about little Miss Thomas…would you like Julian to fuck us both together?”
 

He exhaled and I felt my sexual folds becoming instantly wet to her outrageous suggestion.
 

She smiled at him.
 

“Would you Gordon…another wife getting fucked in this big bed…and maybe you could watch?”
 

He groaned and I knew he’d wet my knickers that were no doubt around his small genitals.
 

I spoke in mock anger.
 

“You’re so disgusting Gordon. You really are a faggot!”
 

I went to turn off the computer but he pleaded pitifully.
 

“No, no let me see you in a few more of her outfits.”
 

For some reason I wanted to make him suffer every indignity.
 

“Say please, Gordon and we’ll do it for you.”
 

He flushed.
 

“Please Miss Thomas you both look so divine.”
 

I laughed at his eagerness and we gave him a slutty fashion show for half an hour then changed back into the first outfits we had picked.
 

Bernie went up to the computer and smiled at my husband, enjoying her newly found authority over him.
 

“So do you want to see us fucked Gordon? Together? Julian is huge…I mean really stacked!”
 

He bent his head in shame.
 

“Yes, Miss.”
 

She laughed in surprise at his confession.
 

“Ask your, stuck up wife then”
 

He looked at me in shame.
 

“Would you Miss Thomas?”
 

I was shocked.
 

“No Gordon, don’t be so ridiculous.”
 

Bernie came, placed her hand on my breast then tweaked one of my nipples and laughed devilishly.
 

“We’ll see Gordon…speak to you tomorrow.”
 

She turned the computer off and began to neatly hang and fold the discarded lingerie back into place in the wardrobe.
 

I spoke to her shyly and innocently.
 

“You were joking Bernie weren’t you?”
 

She laughed at my naivety and spoke innocently, like an angel.
 

“About what Miss Thomas?”
 

I blushed as if trapped by my own question.
 

“You know…Julian?”
 

She spoke so sweetly.
 

“Of course Miss Thomas…of course…I mean you wouldn’t want a big black cock to fuck you…would you?”
 

My face was bright scarlet and she smiled knowingly.
 

She suddenly produced a white box from the bottom of the cupboard and carried it to the bed and looked at me with animated, gleaming eyes.
 

“What have we here?”
 

I tried not to look but everything Bernie seemed to do, interested me.
 

She held up a small, ivory, hard, penile object. 
 

It was an exquisite dildo and she pressed a button and it seemed to hum.
 

She smiled broadly and without any sense of embarrassment.
 

“My mum was just so much like me!”
 

She removed her top, threw it on the floor and drew the plastic to her silken covered mound and pushed it against herself.
 

She breathed in, in frustration and satisfaction and I felt myself flush in synchronization with her.
 

She pulled her panties to her knees and pushed the vibrating phallus against her tight, clean folds of flesh.
 

I was pulsing in need by this time and she stood beside me and pushed the throbbing hardness under my translucent top and against my soft sensuous lingerie that provided me not the slightest protection from the firm tremors.
 

I weakly just let her, and just groaned as the ripples of pleasure rose at the slightest touch from the object to my recently neglected sex.
 

I knew I should have stopped her but I didn’t want to.
 

She stroked my belly then held my hand and pulled me towards the large four-poster and laughed.
 

“Come on Miss Thomas…let’s play.”
 

I tried to resist and pulled against her but it was just for show and I was suddenly on the lush softness moaning at her.
 

“No Bernie…this isn’t right!”
 

She laughed and she quickly lowered my knickers and placed the vibrations more firmly against my flesh. 
 

I exhaled in surprise and exultation as the divine pressure began to work its’ magic upon me.
 

I wanted to be strong and resist and called out to her softly.
 

“Don’t Bernie…I’ve never done this before.”
 

She sniggered at my naivety and virtuousness.
 

“Time to teach you… Miss Thomas!”
 

My thighs were opening, almost against my will and I began to move my hips to the tight pulsing hardness.
 

She could sense my lustful desire.
 

“Come on Bitch…slut come on…so close…come on!”
 

I groaned.
 

“No Bernie I’m not a slut.”
 

On final bit of force and my body convulsed and I vibrated like an alarm on a cell-phone.
 

I looked up in shock and disbelief at her happy beaming pretty face and she just smiled gaily
 

“Good aren’t they… just like the ones I have at home.”
 

She lay back and opened her legs.
 

“My turn now, Miss Thomas.”
 

I tried to escape but there was no exit for me.
 

“I did you bitch now you do me.”
 

I pretended to be reluctant but was strangely re-energised, leant over to her, removed her pretty small, knickers and began to tease her slim slit with the throbbing inanimate object and she too was soon literally, dripping juice.     
 

She responded urgently to each press and touch; she had incredible sexual energy and spoke crudely and urgently.
 

“Do it Miss Thomas…push it…fuck it.”
 

I began to catch her enthusiasm and instinctively brushed my tongue to her wetness, below where I had placed the vibrator.
 

“Yes, yes, yes…lick it…go on…do it Bitch!”
 

I was lost in my degradation, pushed and sucked between her thighs until she held my head, pulled my thick hair and trembled wildly as she climaxed.
 

I could feel her, taste her on my mouth and we instantly seemed to have a close communal electrical sexual energy and understanding between us.
 

We collapsed back on the bed recovering and she began to giggle uproariously.
 

“Miss Thomas… what are you like?”
 

I was too full of rushing pheromones to care anymore and kept silent.
 

My former pupil sat up and began to rummage through the box.
 

There was a huge selection of toys and she produced a long pliable translucent pink dildo that seemed to go on forever and held it in her fingers
 

She made me squat opposite her and placed one end in her soft vaginal folds and I opened my thighs and took the other end in my own. 
 

She pushed against me, I returned the pressure and suddenly the thickness was inside us both and we thrust against each other and moaned and groaned like nubile teenage girls exploring their sexuality for the first time. 
 

It was juvenile, arousing but somehow strangely, wonderfully, innocent and it was delicious in its’ sensual simplicity.
 

We didn’t come, just played and toyed with our bodies and it was sensual fun to feel something hard inside me again.
 

Finally the arousing connection between us was removed and she returned to the Pandora’s, box of treats.
 

She then drew out a huge black vibrator, bigger than I had ever seen or had even imagined in my dreams and she smiled gleefully.
 

“It reminds me of Julian…but…smaller!”
 

I spoke in shock and disbelief.
 

“Don’t be ridiculous…no one could be that large?”
 

She surveyed me suspiciously.
 

“You wouldn’t want to see would you?”
 

I blushed at the foulness of the question but was compelled to ask.
 

“Is he really?”
 

She pushed me back into the bed and placed the tip of the dark object at the very centre of my wetness.
 

“You want him to fuck you slut? Want Julian to have you as his whore?”
 

I groaned and she pushed it against me.
 

“Do you bitch? Fuck this thick, posh, stuck up, red pussy?”
 

I was lost in the fantasy.
 

“No, no he’s your boyfriend!”
 

She laughed.
 

“I’m just a whore to him…do you want to be…and share?”
 

I was horrified at my raging, base desire.”
 

“No, no…I wouldn’t!”
 

She pressed the hardness just inside me, I trembled and I was so terribly wanton and needful.
 

My thighs were wide apart in longing and she pushed the thickness a little more into my inner soaked vaginal walls.
 

“Soon it will be Julian fucking you, slut!”
 

It was too much and I seemed to lose my mind, cried out and climaxed without it even fully entering me.
 

I fell back onto the bed; she straddled over my face, drew her knickers back and lowered her pretty slick slit onto my mouth 
 

She pushed my head to her clean thin folds of flesh and my tongue reached out to it hungrily.
 

She gripped my hair.
 

“Lick me Bitch…lick…lick”
 

I probed and sucked her wetness with my tongue, against her clitoris and she pressed her body down on me.
 

“Lick it whore…fucking whore!”
 

I loved her crude teasing and my tongue increased its’ speed and pressure until she finally reached her orgasm and trembled on top of my face.
 

She groaned in pleasure and relief, drew off me and we crumbled back onto the bed finally both satisfied and spent.
 

I was relaxed, sexually neutral and calm for the first time in days and revelling in the feel of the soft lingerie around me.
 

Bernie placed her arms around me, I did the same to her and it felt safe sensual and comfortable.
 

I spoke to her quietly, in curiosity.
 

“You were joking about Julian?”
 

She shook her head.
 

“No…he’s huge…I mean enormous.”
 

The thought of penile flesh so gargantuan, roused my libido and imagination but I tried my best to mask my perverse interest in it.
 

“Oh.”
 

Her fingers teased my wetness.
 

“If it went in here Miss Thomas…you’d be split like a pretty peach.”
 

I groaned at the sheer, disgusting decadent thought of it.
 

“But he wouldn’t have you?”
 

I was strangely insulted.
 

“Why?”
 

She pulled at my thick pubic hair.
 

“Likes his girls to be clean…bald…so he can see…like me!”
 

I was lost in my depravity and spoke without any thought.
 

“But you can shave me?”
 

She laughed at my capitulation to her disgusting fantasy.
 

“You want to share him Miss Thomas? So he can fuck us both…together?”
 

All I could see in my mind’s eye was his huge black cock filling me; I needed thick male flesh inside me so badly.
 

“God yes…yes!”
 

A final flick of her fine hand and I came again and thankfully I was completely fulfilled for the day.
 

Bernie made me return the favour to her with my fingers and we tiredly lay close beside each other in the luxurious comfortable bed. 
 

She stroked my arm and I spoke softly in explanation of my regrettable actions.
 

“I was only joking about Julian, Bernie.”
 


  

She chuckled tiredly.
 

“And I still hate you, Miss Thomas!”
 

We both laughed in a whisper. 
 

I realised we were both liars and I drifted into a warm, satisfied, wonderful, restful, sleep.
 

We awoke mid-morning together and after showering and tidying we ate breakfast of coffee and cereal.
 

We didn’t discuss the previous evening and I was relieved, I had acted terribly and wanted to just put it down to the wine.
 

Soon her boyfriend would be here and Bernie and I could get back to hating each other again. 
 

We sunbathed naked as there was no longer need for modesty between us and I was envious of the smoothness between her pretty thighs.
 

My hair was so thick and red and the summer heat was confusing me and melting my mind. 
 

I lay on the sun-bed and stared at the rising red bush there and thought that no one would want to invade and penetrate something so overgrown.  
 

My thighs were constantly opening and closing and I wanted someone over me, forcing me onto the bed with his muscular weight and fucking me until this horrible ache and need had subsided.
 

My former enemy watched me slyly and finally, in late afternoon, she sat beside me on my bed and stroked my inner thigh.
 

“I’m horny too Miss Thomas…lets go and shower then bring each other off and…I’ll shave you.”
 

I tried to look offended but was not a good enough actress and we were soon sharing the coolness of tepid water that only raised our inner temperatures further.
 

She touched me intimately and I reciprocated and we ended up on a towel atop the large bed laid over each other with our tongues hungrily lapping at our demanding cracks of desire.
 

We both climaxed quickly and continued stroking and playing until we were more balanced.
 

Bernie then laid me on the centre of the towel and parted my thighs until my thick redness was open to her.
 

I knew she was going to shave me and I thought about Julian and his huge cock as she went in to the bathroom to get a bowl and a razor.
 

I was so weak when she returned and she patted my thighs until my legs were completely split and open.
 

She hovered over my mound with soapy foam and looked at me with bright dark eyes.
 

“You want this tidied Miss Thomas?”
 

I was sure.
 

“Yes…please.”
 

She spread the thickness all over me and I imagined it was sperm.
 

“When this is clean Miss Thomas…Julian is going to fuck it…is that what you’re longing for?”
 

I groaned.
 

“No Bernie…don’t tease me.”
 

She let her finger pierce the white softness and found my own slippery weak flesh.
 

“We’re going to dress up for him…in stockings and garters and be his whores.”
 

She began to let the razor remove the whiteness and I tried to maintain some sanity and groaned out loud.
 

“I’ll dress up with you Bernie…for fun… but I can’t…be his whore.”
 

She laughed and kept working slowly and meticulously.
 

“You are such a fraud Miss Thomas…soon this pretty cunt is going to be so fucked…by his big, black, monstrous cock!”
 

I closed my eyes and tried to shut my mind off to block the horrible rage inside me.
 

I succeeded for a while, until eventually there was no more scraping on my mound and I felt the gentle roughness of a towel.
 

Bernie smiled at me, took a hand mirror from the side table, placed it between my legs and showed me my newly shaved pussy. 
 

I could clearly see my pink red fold and the only hair was a small red triangle above the top of it. 
 

I gushed in pleasure.
 

“Oh Bernie…it’s perfect…I love it.”
 

She smiled knowingly.
 

“Julian will, as well…all the guys do.”
 

She rubbed some cool cream on me and let her fingers tease me with the wet smoothness at the same time.
 

I could sense myself building to another climax but she stopped her movement and gently stroked and patted my beating rise of sexuality.
 

“That’s all for now Miss Thomas…I want you nicely on the boil when he gets here, like I am!”
 

I sat up and stared at her.
 

“I’ll dress up but that’s all Bernie…I’ve told you!”
 

She shrugged, tidied up and we dried and applied talc on us then liberally sprayed each other with perfume.  
 

We placed our arms around each other’s waist and admired our pristine nakedness in the dress mirror.
 

Our bodies were tight, with small firm breasts, small sharp nipples and sexual slits that were dark and defined with just a trace of red and black hair above each.
 

We looked like sisters and Bernie cooed.
 

“Nice…and now to dress the pussies up to get the cock we need!”
 

I knew she was jesting, so I didn’t say anything, and we began to pick what we wanted from the lingerie cupboard.
 

We tried on endless new delectable finery and Bernie chose a French blue corset with a black frill tutu, tight black knickers, suspenders and stockings.
 

I pulled on a black satin corset that hugged my body when it was tightened, until I caught my breath, with a black thong and satin and nylon hold up stockings. 
 

We helped each other out with our hair and makeup and smeared our mouths with thick red lipstick.
 

We looked into the same mirror and I was shocked at my reflection.
 

“Oh my God Bernie…look at me…I look like a whore.”
 

She smiled.
 

“Mmmm and me…Julian will love us…let’s show Gordon.”
 

She clicked a button and as normal my husband was waiting on line.
 

As he saw us he gasped in shock.
 

“Oh…Miss, Miss…”
 

Bernie laughed.
 

“You Like? Clothes to have sex in!”
 

I joined in and posed in front of the invisible camera with my hands on my hips.
 

“You like to serve us Gordon?”
 

He nodded up and down like a demented yoyo.
 

Suddenly we heard the sharp ring of a bell and Bernie’s phone at the same time.
 

She picked it up, I saw the look of concern on her face and she spoke breathlessly.
 

“Oh I’ll be right down Julian…you’re early that’s wonderful.”
 

She ran to the stairs, I suddenly realised I was standing here in nothing but this provocative outfit and rushed to my room to get my silk wrap to cover myself. 
 

I drew it around and over me to hide what lay beneath and returned to the main bedroom where I saw Bernie standing nervously in the shadow a large broad black male, dressed in tight jeans and a white tank top, with short hair, dark black eyes and chiselled good looks.
 

I was pulsing fluid into my knickers, I was so agitated and excited and he seemed to recognise my timidity and tension.
 

“Hi Miss Thomas…I remember you…looking’ good girl.”
 

He looked into the computer, saw my husband who was literally shaking in expectation and Julian seemingly, weighed the situation up easily.
 

“Your pad man…your girls and I’m going to use it all…is that cool man?”
 

Gordon nodded pathetically.
 

“Yes.”
 

The black man wasn’t satisfied.
 

“Say, yes please sir, Fag…then I might let you watch!”
 

To my disgust my husband just bent to his overbearing will.
 

“Please sir…I’d like to see.”
 

Julian smiled in arrogant satisfaction and patted Bernie on her pretty head.
 

“Show him what you can do baby.”
 

She undid his jeans, lowered his shorts then removed them and I was suddenly staring in shock at his black flesh and balls hanging proudly between his muscular thick dark thighs.
 

I was like a little furry squirrel looking at the biggest acorn it had ever seen!
 

Her mouth began to lick him and suck him and to my disbelief I watched it expand until it was over 10 inches of rigid, thick, black flesh.
 

He looked at me as I quivered.
 

“Come here Miss Thomas.”
 

I shook my head but moved beside him with legs that were like mushy cotton wool lumps and stared into his black mesmeric eyes.
 

“Is this your wife fag?”
 

My husband just stared wildly.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

Julian undid the belt to my wrap without asking, let if fall to the floor and I was exposed in all my finery.
 

“Nice baby…I like girls that dress the part.”
 

His fingers moved to my crotch, gently slipped past the slim material and felt how smooth and fine it now was.
 

“Good baby…only like clean pussy…to fuck…get on your knees and show your husband what a whore you are.”
 

I had no energy in my legs, I fell down to Bernie; my tongue instantly came out of my mouth and began to lick the iron, solid, wonderful erection there.
 

I felt one hand on my head and saw the other on Bernie’s and he smiled into the screen at my husband.
 

“I’m going to treat your girls like whores… Fag…by the end of the next few days they’ll do anything I want.”
 

I wanted to object, for my husband to argue, but I sucked the man’s huge black balls while Gordon just replied meekly.
 

“Yes sir.”
 

I wanted to hate the man, but I only detested my desire for him.
 

Bernie and I kept exchanging places, she suckled his balls and I placed his huge cock in my mouth then took it fully inside me until it struck the back of my throat.
 

It still wasn’t fully inserted though and I pushed my lips back and forth over it whilst he pulled my hair.
 

I could tell he had no intention of climaxing, he was so much in charge and this seemed to be like a sexual hors d’ouerve for him. 
 

He was just ensuring his manhood was hard, long and solid like black steel. 
 

He allowed us to prostrate ourselves before him for half an hour and my mouth was becoming tired from being stretched but my sex was literally salivating in unbearable desire and lust.
 

He left us suddenly, got a small table, placed it by the front of the bed and put the laptop, with my husband’s red face on it, so he could have a grandstand view.
 

He stared at him with cold, dark, black eyes.
 

“I’m going to fuck your wife now Fag…would you like that?”
 

I wanted to protest, to tell him not to make such base assumptions about me, but I only kept quiet and pulsed wildly when I looked at his irresistible masculinity.
 

My husband was also silent and Julian waved his little finger at me.
 

“Come here Bitch.”
 

I wanted to say no but I just outrageously shimmied my hips and went to the bed.
 

He teased my tiny black thong down my legs, then off me and lifted my provocatively covered body over him as if I was a toy and then relaxed back on the bed with me above him.
 

I was suddenly kneeling over his thighs, and his erection was literally inches from my bald slimy pink sexual folds.
 

He leant up to me. 
 

“Take off my shirt Miss Thomas.”
 

I pulled at the soft whiteness and saw his torso, defined and rippling with cold hard muscles. 
 

He was completely naked and I’d never seen such a magnificent man even in a magazine and I was panting in need. 
 

He was like a black stallion pulsing life and energy.
 

His finger teased my lips and as it slid inside me I sluttishly pushed down hard against it.
 

He looked at Gordon again.
 

“Last chance fag…do you want to watch or not?”
 

Gordon nodded his head.
 

He pushed an extra finger inside me and I began to slowly fuck myself on them.
 

“Say please fag or I’ll turn it off.”
 

I took hold of his cock and groaned in building, clawing, frustration, at my stupid husband.
 

“Fucking tell him! Tell him this is what you’ve wanted…dreamed of…fuck, tell him…this is killing me!”
 

My life partner confessed in a rush.
 

“Yes sir…I want to watch…please.”
 

Julian smiled, withdrew his fingers, then lay back, patted my inner thighs and made me kneel right over him and position my slit at the tip of his black powerful, vertical solidity.
 

The flesh was still pulsing in my fingers and I rubbed it against the centre of my wetness. 
 

It seemed impossible that it would go inside me, it was so huge.
 

His hands touched my ass cheeks, pulled me and suddenly the tip of him had disappeared.
 

I groaned in fear and yearning.
 

“I can’t Julian…It’s too big.”
 

Bernie came and sat beside me and laughed.
 

“We’re designed for it Miss Thomas. Trust me, I know…soon it will be tight and snug up there.”
 

I pushed and then felt it against my vaginal muscles and was instantly lost. 
 

I was hungry for it all, any pain or degradation was worth a fleeting second of this wondrous black monster fully inside me.
 

It was half way now and Bernie toyed with my nipples and teased me until I slid lower and lower until I gasped in utter disbelief.
 

My fingers dropped, they could feel his balls, his big black virile balls at the base of his cock; he was fully inside me now and the feeling was indescribable.
 

I opened my mouth in shock and saw Bernie smiling at me.
 

“I told you Bitch…now fuck yourself, on it…whore!”
 

I could not keep still for long and began to raise myself up then down on him, each stroke becoming easier as his stiffness and girth stretched me.
 

I began to move with divine comfort and glanced into the mirror and saw myself in a black corset and stockings pushing my hips against a big black cock, helping it, in and out of me.
 

I threw my red hair back and suddenly embraced the feeling of being a wanton lustful, woman and a harlot!
 

I cried in vulgarity and coarseness
 

“Fuck me you black bastard!”
 

His hands squeezed my ass and I pushed faster and harder against him until my head seemed to spin and my whole body trembled and vibrated on top of him.
 

I had come but he was still solid hard inside me, I felt so helpless and my body limply hung on his helplessly as if it was impaled on an immovable spike.
 

Bernie pushed me off him, I felt as if my comfort blanket had been removed as soon as I was separated from him and I watched as she kneeled as I had done, and took him inside her expertly.
 

She smiled at me.
 

“Sorry, Bitch but I need this too!”
 

She was soon repeating the same movements and curses I had done and vibrated like a top at the end of it’s’ spin as she reached her orgasm.
 

But Julian was still hard and he bent us side by side on the bed so I we could see Gordon’s puerile face staring blankly at us on the screen then took his place behind us.
 

I bent my ass up to him and surprisingly he entered my vagina again with relative ease and he began to fuck me as I kneeled before him submissively.
 

It was so demeaning to be used so obviously but I just grunted loudly and weakly took it all.
 

I came fairly quickly and he repeated on Bernie as I listened and as she groaned all the way up to her own sexual release.
 

He turned us to worship his cock again and we sensed how close he was to his release and ejaculation.
 

I wanted to feel him over me and I sucked and licked his penis and looked up at him slavishly.
 

He stroked my hair.
 

“Your husband can see what a whore you are…do you care?”
 

I suckled him hard as he inhaled in pleasure and stared at the computer.
 

“Your wife and daughter are my sluts for the next few days…they will be my little white bitches!”
 

Bernie and I were desperate for him, drew him hard together until he gripped our hair tightly and exploded huge amounts of white semen all over our eager, bright, painted lips.
 

The fountain of fluid seemed endless and as it stemmed I took him in my mouth and eagerly sucked him dry.
 

He groaned in relief and looked down on me with his dark energetic eyes.
 

“Who would have believed you were such a dirty girl Miss Thomas?”
 

I wiped the cream into my mouth, swallowed it and smiled disgustingly.
 

“Not me Julian…but it seems I am!”
 

He relaxed on the bed and we lay beside him, oblivious to the perverted man watching us by the Internet.     
 

I held his, still thick, limp penis, bent my head and kissed it.
 

“I like this Julian.”
 

He laughed.
 

“All girls do…if you’re good then you’ll get a lot.”
 

I licked it and it pulsed to my touch, it was so deliciously degrading.
 

“I will Julian, I’ll be your whore, like, and Bernie…I’ll be very good!”
 

He stroked my twisted red hair as if I was his pet.
 

“You will be bitch…you will be!”
 

We relaxed for a while and just enjoyed the closeness of each other’s bodies then Julian stretched, rose up and stood beside the bed.
 

His body was truly extraordinary; not a trace of fat anywhere and it seemed each muscle group had been toned and worked to perfection.
 

When I watched him, my attention was always drawn to his genitals and they were wondrously impressive. 
 

He had a large circumcised hose of a penis, set in light black hair with enormous black balls and sacs hanging below.
 

I had never liked men’s personal bits before but each time I saw his, I wanted to get on my knees and worship them.
 

It was so disgusting but I didn’t care.
 

He saw me admiring him and his black spheres twinkled knowingly.
 

“OK teacher you can wash me in the shower.”
 

I looked at Bernie and she laughed.
 

“Go for it Miss Thomas…we can all see you want to! I’ll tidy up.”
 

I didn’t complain, what was the point? 
 

It was so obvious that I was intoxicated by all of this and I followed his tight black ass to the generously, large white tiled en-suite shower room.
 

He unclipped my corset, placed it on one of the chairs then lowered and removed my stockings until I was completely naked.
 

I took up a tube of shower gel, then stood beside his enormous, intimidating frame in the shower cubicle and felt the freshness of the warm water as it hit us.
 

He took the tube from me and spread the liquid soap on my body and hair.
 

I was putty in his fingers and he washed my hair then rinsed it until it squeaked and spread the foam onto my breasts and back.
 

I was already aroused and his hands cleansed my body and sullied my mind as he worked. 
 

His index finger invaded my ass and then my slippery sexual folds and I pushed against his hard digit and let him expertly bring me to a trembling orgasm.
 

He laughed at my lustfulness.
 

“You’re a dirty bitch…Miss Thomas…now do me.”
 

He knelt on his haunches and I washed his short hair then lathered and rinsed every rippled part of him from his ankles to his broad shoulders until it was only his stiff manhood that remained.
 

I covered it with lather as my fingers and hands explored and cleaned it diligently until it was powerful, stiff and dripping. 
 

I looked up him as he towered above me.
 

“I can’t leave it like that can I?”
 

He smiled and I kneeled down and took it into my mouth and been to suck on him.
 

He groaned to my caress and it tormented and inflamed me.
 

“You’re a good cock sucker bitch…work it…work it…do it!”
 

I held his flesh tightly with my lips and fingers imploring it to reach its’ release and he stroked my matted wet head as I did so.
 

“Are you my bitch now Miss Thomas? Need to hear it…tell me you’re my whore and will do anything I need?”
 

I was past thought or redemption.
 

“Yes I am…fuck I am…just come in me please…I love you!”
 

I didn’t know what I was saying just wanted to submit to his power and for him to grant me his white essence.
 

“You white stuck up bitch!”
 

He groaned and tensed, held my head tightly and he ejaculated a huge stream of semen down my throat.
 

Terribly I adored the taste of him and the degenerate nature of the whole sordid servile scenario.
 

I remained on my knees licking every trace of white seed from him and he took his penis in his hand and gently slapped my cheek with it.
 

“You just love that baby?”
 

I was already flushed so he could not notice me blush but the truth was that I did love it, more than I would ever have dreamed possible.
 

Bernie had some clothes laid out for me and gave me a look that told me she knew what a bad girl I had been in the privacy of the shower.
 

I tried to look abashed but I was almost past that particular emotion.
 

It was as if I was some new type of sexually adventurous person that I had never known and it was all something of an evolving, on-going revelation.
 

We dressed in short bright skirts and tight halter neck tops and looked young sexual and terribly obvious.
 

A splash of make-up and thick lipstick finished the look and I shook my hair and admired my reflection.
 

I loved how I appeared and felt; it was if I had been injected with constant adrenaline and I was buzzing all the time.
 

Bernie and I stood before the computer and provocatively showed ourselves off to Gordon who was still glued to the screen. 
 

He was beside himself in a whirl of mixed raging emotions and I smiled at him condescendingly.
 

“I think you’ve seen enough for a bit darling…maybe you should just use your imagination for a while.
 

He stared with crazy glazed eyes.
 

“Yes, Miss Thomas, yes!”
 

I turned the link off and Bernie and I looked at each other and giggled inanely.
 

We both knew that in some ways his imagination, as before, was going to be worse for him than seeing the real thing!
 

Julian had a car, and instead of going to the port he took the main, then side roads that led into the hills and stopped at a small bar in the centre of a picturesque white walled village.
 

When I entered with him I was immediately struck with the air of electricity and energy inside. 
 

The place was bustling with black men and endless pretty white girls and most of them were dancing to strong rhythmical music that I hardly recognised.
 

I was completely out of my comfort zone but strangely, with Julian, found the newness exciting. 
 

It was as if we were just appendages and adornments for him and to my disbelief I actually liked the sensation that we were. 
 

Being with such a virile, alpha made me feel safe and confident and Bernie and I took his arm as he was shown to a table.
 

Julian left us and began to talk to some of the men that were there and it was clear that he was well known.
 

Bernie whispered that he was somehow mixed up in some shady businesses and to my shame, rather than disgust me as it should have, it weirdly aroused me to be involved in such darkness and danger.
 

All my life I had lived a pale, pallid sort of life and suddenly it was alive with bright vivid colours and I was revelling in the adventure and experience. 
 

Me, Francine Thomas, innocent, virginal teacher was mixed up with black men and the drug scene! 
 

It was unbelievable, astounding and compulsive!
 

We ate Tapas and drank rich, full, red wine and, as Julian was involved with his meetings, we danced with the ever-growing throng of girls bustling on the tight dance floor.
 

Before the events of last night I would never have worked out why so many beautiful women would dress so provocatively for any man, especially a black man, but now I understood and entered their promiscuous, lustful world eagerly.
 

Occasionally a girl would be led off from the pack as if she had a duty fulfil and would return sometime later with her clothing untidy and a beaming smile on her face. 
 

I would glance around and see various girls providing oral services in dark corners and it disgusted me and inflamed me at the same time.
 

Julian called Bernie and me over to a table and he was sitting with three African men, all well-built, and to my discomfort, I was looked on and inspected as if I was a prize horse.
 

A man with a gleaming bald heard and a shiny bright earring smiled at Julian.
 

“Nice squeeze man!”
 

Julian laughed and appreciated the compliment to his taste and authority.
 

“Sit girls.”
 

I looked around and there were no free chairs.
 

The bald man patted his lap and Julian pointed for me to sit on him and for Bernie to reside on a man with a bright red bandana.
 

I wanted to maintain some control, but could not; I was so under his power and influence I felt that I had no will.
 

As soon as I reposed on the bald man I could feel his presence and his erection pushing against my underwear and, as my skirt, was so short, they could all see my tiny white knickers.     
 

I tried to move but only proceeded to push against the hardness and to my shame he held my hips and rubbed his solid flesh against me and laughed.
 

I was like a doll, a plaything but I was already wet.
 

Julian smiled at me evilly.
 

“These are my business colleagues…we’ve done a deal…you are going to provide good will!”
 

Bernie laughed dropped to her knees, released her man’s gross erection and in a second she was sucking him as if it were the most natural thing for her to do!
 

Julian stared at me in instruction.
 

“Now bitch don’t embarrass me.”
 

I went to speak but was already being maneuverer to the floor in front of this stranger.  
 

“But…but…Julian…but.”
 

His demonic eyes pierced my spirit and I obediently lowered the bald man’s jeans and let the enormous black erection that was released dangle in front of my bright red lips.
 

It was huge, like Julian’s, it smelt of oil and scent and my mouth closed around it in compliance to his wishes.
 

The man sat back and stroked my head and spoke quietly to my master.
 

“It’s good doing business with you man…the girl’s a hot!”
 

My head was moving against his flesh now and I glanced up to see Bernie was doing the same thing and I wanted to hate myself but I had a big thick black cock in my mouth and I didn’t hate anyone!
 

My hands and fingers gripped him and he began to moan and grunt softly and suddenly he jerked and spent himself inside me.
 

It was so disgusting but I held him in my oral cavity and licked him clean.
 

I raised my head to see Bernie was still working and then noticed that the man sitting beside my initial sexual obligation was holding a cock that was as huge, solid and impressive as the one I had just expertly teased to fruition.
 

I groaned, but looked into Julian’s satanic globes.
 

“As you have finished first, then don’t leave Jonas out?”
 

I shuffled a few inches across and began again noticing how different but similar all these pieces of thick flesh were.
 

They were incredibly clean and aromatic and I was beginning to enjoy the strange sense of power and control I had over a huge powerful black body just by pleasing this wondrous thing.
 

A man would moan and move to my touch or lick or suck and I began to get a rush of pleasure as I realised I could command his sexual desire to my delicate oral will and expertise. 
 

I was no longer in any rush and it was many minutes until I held him tightly in my mouth and further sperm washed down me.
 

Finally we were both finished and we stood up shakily.
 

The bald man laughed.
 

“Bring them to the party at the hotel tomorrow…we’ll celebrate the deal!”
 

Julian beamed.
 

“OK…”
 

He looked at us.
 

“Go and tidy yourselves up…have a dance and then we’ll go…I’m bushed.”
 

The second man I had serviced took my hand and pressed some notes inside it and the other male did the same to Bernie.
 

“You were good baby… a gesture of appreciation!”
 

I blinked and we ran to the toilets and tried to calm down but it was impossible to do so. 
 

This was insane!
 

I looked in my palm and there was ten, crisp hundred Euro notes, and Bernie had the same!
 

I had just been paid €1,000 Euro for a blow job and so had Bernie and I was so confused I couldn’t think straight!
 

All that came to mind was that I had done two guys and she had done one and perhaps I had been short-changed!
 

I looked at my reflection in the cracked mirror, saw my top was skewed, my skirt twisted and my dirty lips smeared with the red lipstick that had been on them.
 

I also had a dry crust of white semen on the side of my face.
 

Bernie looked at me and laughed.
 

“Miss Thomas…what is happening to you?”
 

I stuck my white tongue out to her theatrically as I just didn’t know!
 

I re-made myself, ran my hands through my red curly hair and shuddered in disgust and delectation in equal amounts.
 

I knew I was losing my mind but I was enjoying it all too much to care!
 

When we emerged from the toilets Julian was ready to leave and he escorted us with a large hand on each bottom, out of the door to the car and we sat in the back side by side.
 

I didn’t even have time to say goodbye to the men I had pleasured so expertly.
 

He drove slowly and spoke softly.
 

“I bet you are both horny now?”
 

We were and he knew; sucking cock made my juices flow terribly and we both nodded.
 

He looked at us both then at me alone.
 

“I want to know if you are happy being my whores…you seemed a little reticent to me?”
 

I shook my head.
 

“Just shy Julian…I’m sorry…I did do them both for you.”
 

He was not convinced.
 

“If I tell you to lean over and get fucked up the ass then you do it…or I’ll get other girls?”
 

I was panic-stricken…my body was aching for what he had and I needed him desperately.
 

“No, no Julian…I understand its part of your business…and we got paid!
 

He laughed.
 

“Whores always get paid.”
 

I blushed at the truth and kept quiet.
 

Bernie held my hand, we looked at each other and I understood her better than I had ever done in my life before.
 

If you wanted to experience the exotic highs then you had to suck up the lows and Julian was a low life. 
 

I didn’t like him even when I was dressing in a short blue baby doll negligee, perfuming myself and decorating myself for him.
 

I hated him when he bent me over helplessly on the bed with Bernie but, once he began to fuck me, I loved him with all my soul.
 

He screwed us both with boundless energy, his big cock commanding each of us to respect and adore it.
 

Somewhere in the middle of the night he placed me across a raised pillow, directed all the wetness that was smothered all over me, into my ass, and made my anal passage like a river.
 

He placed his cock at my entrance and slowly slid his monster inside me as I screamed in pain and pleasure.
 

He grabbed my hair and gently fucked me in my narrow rear cavity. 
 

As my ass hole swam with his sperm it showed his complete power, contempt and dominance over me.
 

I so wanted to hate him but as he slid from me I just longed for him more.
 

We ended up finally falling asleep with both Bernie and I draped around him and my sexual soul was floating in disbelief at the sheer foul, wondrous, dirty, degradation of it all.
 

I realised that I loved to be abused and used for sex and, in this environment; there was nothing I would not do for this obnoxious, beautiful man. 
 

In the morning his wonderful penis was solid again and after sucking it I straddled him and fucked myself on top of him as he awoke.
 

He just watched me as I selfishly pleasured myself.
 

My vaginal passage had adapted to him and although he was large I could take him comfortably now.
 

My muscles grabbed his flesh and just pushed and pulled at it until I shuddered and shook and top of him.
 

His hands gripped my plump cheeks and kept the beast inside me.
 

“You’re a whore for the black man.”
 

My hand cupped his big balls.
 

“I am, give me your babies Julian…send them up me!”
 

I was insane with lust.
 

He moved against me and I entreated his balls.
 

“Please Julian…I’ll do anything for you…just come…come inside me…do it.”
 

My pleading got him off and he groaned and I felt myself become saturated once again.
 

I rolled off him and Bernie was beside me beaming with mirth.
 

I closed my eyes as if to shut her out.
 

“I know Bernie I know…but fuck…who could live without that?”
 

She giggled.
 

“I understand Miss Thomas but you’ll be tidying today and I’ll be showering with him…I think you’ve had enough for one morning!”
 

I groaned and relaxed back onto the bed in complete denial of how disgracefully I was acting.
 

Julian and Bernie shared harmony in the water and I made the room, changed the sheets and cleaned up.
 

Gordon had rung me and left messages but I was not in the mood for him and just ignored his pleading completely. 
 

Bernie had been correct, seeing nothing was worse for him than seeing it all and his seedy imagination was in overdrive.
 

Julian had appointments and Bernie and I lounged all day on the roof.
 

We didn’t speak much, we were both too tired and it was only as the sun began to lose its’ power and began to drop did we begin to come to life.
 

I spoke to her nervously.
 

“What’s this party?”
 

Her eyes twinkled.
 

“Rich corrupt black guys and lots of white whores like us.”
 

I hated to think of myself like that.
 

“I’m not going…Bernie…I quit this.”
 

She laughed.
 

“Sure Miss Thomas…I’ll put your stuff out and if you don’t want to go then that’s fine…Julian will get another girl and you sleep in the other room.”
 

My sex suddenly burned with heat.
 

“What will happen there?”
 

She murmured.
 

“Don’t know…but we’ll be well fucked for sure!”
 

I was pulsing, the cooling shower only made it worse and I was bouncing when I went into the bedroom.
 

There was a pair, of tight white shorts with a silver zip on the front and Bernie already had on a similar pair in red.
 

I had a red tank top and she had a silver metallic one and our brown bellies were exposed.
 

I looked for the underwear but she shook her head.
 

“Forget it…just dress like a tart and take it, bitch!”
 

I drew the shorts around me and they hugged my ass and crotch tightly: I was already aroused and wet in anticipation. 
 

I drew the top on me and Bernie adorned me with some large silver hoop earrings and painted my face again.
 

I looked like I was auditioning for a rap video and maybe I was! 
 

Julian came home, quickly showered and when he was drying himself, we stood before him and showed him how we looked.
 

He must have liked it because we gave him a combined blowjob before he dressed and had to redo our make-up and lipstick.  
 

When we reached the hotel we were all in a good mood but before we went in he turned to us, fixed us with his dark globes, and spoke severely.
 

“Remember who and what you are…if you embarrass me then I will beat you and sex will be withdrawn from you. Do you understand?”
 

I was suddenly intimidated and terrified but nodded with Bernie in response.
 

He smiled and we walked into the elegant hotel looking like a pimp with his two hookers and I was more aroused and excited than I had ever been in my life before!
 

It was as if I had been transported to a Hollywood film, but it was real, it was truly unbelievably, real life!
 

The party was in the suite on the top floor; we took the glass elevator and I looked out at the busy Spanish resort below beginning to light up like soft, glowing, candles in the sultry gathering darkness. 
 

The lift took us directly inside the opulent suit and the whole area was cast in dark shadows and bright lights where copious amounts of scantily clad girls were gyrating to loud music with a rough aggressive beat.
 

I didn’t know if it was rap or hip hop or whatever but it made me want, to dance and exhibit myself, and Bernie and I were soon mixed in with crowds of girls and performing as if we were on stage.
 

Everywhere there were powerful, evil looking black men, looking and leering and I ignored them but let my body do my talking for me.
 

I knew they all wanted me, wanted to fuck me, use me, and I recognised just how deviant I had become in such a short space of time.
 

I was pleased I had worn such a suggestive and flimsy outfit and I opened my thighs and let my mound and hips move in time to the hectic pace of the rhythm.
 

After a while Bernie and I retreated to the bar and took a breather on the terrace where there was a Jacuzzi full of nubile, naked and semi naked girls.
 

I was just drinking lemonade to refresh myself and noticed a beautiful girl with straight long blonde hair and conservative white dress. 
 

She was dazzling, with a perfect slight figure, large breasts and bright blue eyes. 
 

She seemed completely out of place and somehow reminded me of myself just a short while previous.   
 

I moved to her and smiled.
 

“Hi…I’m Fran’…what are you doing here?”
 

She sipped her wine and blushed, noticing my lascivious mode of dress and whispered.
 

“I don’t know? I’m Catherine…Cat’...here on honeymoon in the hotel saw some guys around the pool and they invited me up…can you believe this?”
 

I laughed and shook my head.
 

“Not really but…I’m on holiday so what the hell?”
 

She looked at all the debauchery around her.
 

“I need to go.”
 

I smiled.
 

“Where is your husband?”
 

She showed me an insignificant white man with a balding dome sipping beer in the corner and he seemed terribly ill at ease.
 

Julian suddenly appeared and called Bernie to where we were standing.
 

He pointed to the men who we’d met in the bar the previous evening and spoke sharply.
 

“Go and do your stuff…girls.”
 

My new friend, Cat, beside me, looked at him in shock.
 

“I hope you’re not talking to me?”
 

He towered over her and she shrank back in recoil.
 

“No bitch you can stay here with me.”
 

She looked up at his steely frame and her blue eyes were suddenly glazed as if they were caught in the dazzling headlights of an oncoming car.
 

“But…but…my husband.”
 

Julian smiled.
 

“What’s your name?”
 

She looked up at him nervously.
 

“Catherine…Cat.”
 

He laughed.
 

“Cool…pussy that’s called pussy!”
 

To my amazement she giggled and when he touched her shiny gleaming hair she did not say a word but just stood still and stared at him as if mesmerised.
 

Julian turned to us.
 

“Go…I’ve told you.”
 

We moved quickly leaving little miss blonde innocence to become trapped in a black spider’s web. 
 

Julian was such a bastard!
 

The men were waiting and in seconds we were kneeling, removing large solid black erections and providing expert oral services. 
 

I’d like to say we were noticed in the throng but, as in Babylon, we were not exceptional in such a sexually demonic environment.
 

It seemed that most of the girls were performing one type of sexual pleasure or other to the black men that were there and the evening descended further and further into debauchery. 
 

We satisfied the males as instructed then removed our clothes and went to sit in the bubbling Jacuzzi. 
 

Cat was there in a white, shaped one piece swimming costume and smiled at us.
 

“Julian said to wait here so I took my husband down to our room to change but he feels a bit under the weather so he told me to come back… if I wanted?”
 

She giggled.
 

“And I did!”
 

We were amused at her apparent sweetness and innocence and she spoke softly to us.
 

“How was your…job with those guys?”
 

We laughed.
 

“OK…normal.”
 

She whispered and her delicate blue eyes were wide in anxiety.
 

“They seem so big!”
 

We laughed.
 

“They all are…especially Julian.”
 

As I said that he arrived with a splash and sat in the middle of Cat and I and I saw immediately he was naked.
 

She blushed crimson but did not move or make an utterance and I dropped my hand in the water and held the iron flesh I knew I would find.
 

It rose out of the bubbling water like and thick evil monster and I placed my lips around it lovingly.
 

I looked at Cat, her pretty mouth was open wider than mine was, and I teased her deliciously.
 

“This is a real cock Cat…so big and long.”
 

Her eyes were suddenly like flashing, blue windmills.
 

I licked the circumcised tip of the erection and moved it in her direction.
 

“Do you want to feel it?”
 

She shook her head demonstrably.
 

“No I’m married…not a whore.”
 

I looked for Bernie but she was working on a tall dark stranger behind us and I began to suck Julian properly.
 

Cat was watching me all the time and I knew, like me, she would not long resist the urges within her. 
 

It seemed that in certain circumstances we were all sluts!
 

She touched my arm and I looked at her quizzically.
 

“Can I… just touch it?”
 

I smiled.
 

“OK Cat.”
 

She quickly slid her fingers around the girth and squealed in shock.
 

“Oh my God…it’s enormous.”
 

I teased her.
 

“What about your husband?”
 

She shook her head as if misunderstanding the question.
 

“He’s small…tiny in comparison.”
 

I suddenly knew she was no better than I was, just a frustrated tart like I had been.
 

She bent her head and kissed the top of him with her soft, plump, rosy lips.
 

“It can’t do any harm to taste it…can it?”
 

I shook my head and spoke with dry sarcasm.
 

“Ask Julian…it’s his cock!”
 

She smiled at him shyly with pure blue eyes.
 

“Can I suck you with Fran, Julian?”
 

His dark globes captured her again.
 

“Have you brushed your teeth?”
 

She nodded, missing the humour, and he had her.
 

“Open your mouth, Pussy.”
 

She opened her oral cavity wide and Julian let his finger play with her lips and her gleaming white teeth.
 

He left a single finger inside her mouth and she closed it and began to suck it almost instinctively.
 

He smiled in wickedness and withdrew his digit placed it on her blonde hair and pressed her down very gingerly.
 

“Ok baby…suck it…you have a perfect mouth for it.”
 

Her body lowered to his penis; she took it inside her lips as if she was an expert and her pretty blonde head worked the tip as I sucked his length and balls.
 

We rotated, changed and we gripped him and sucked him until finally he groaned and smothered our faces with his white life force.
 

Cat did not release him until every drop was swallowed and she exhaled then sat back stunned, as if in horror, at what she had done.
 

“Oh my God, I’m a whore…what will I tell my husband?”
 

Julian was dismissive of her.
 

“Then go to him bitch…if you stay I’m going to fuck your little tight ass.”
 

She looked at him in shock and instantly lost her sudden show of introspection and remorse.
 

“I’m OK Julian…sorry, it’s a bit new to me…but I… enjoyed it. I’ll stay a bit if you don’t mind Julian?”
 

He stared at her.
 

“OK bitch but no crap about your fucking husband…when you’re here I’m your man…and master.”
 

She sidled up to him in the water and he stroked her covered breasts as she reached again for his shrunken penis.
 

I just smiled to myself, rose up and left them to it. 
 

I wasn’t jealous of her having Julian, at this party, in this situation, the men were black studs and we were just cheap, white whores.
 

I would never understand why I accepted it and loved it so much, but I just did.
 

I grabbed a towel and went to Bernie who was with a group of males by the large cream settee. 
 

I was soon being touched and more girls came until deviantly we were all naked and bent forward on the soft couch, side by side, with our asses and pussies wet and available for their combined pleasure.
 

There were seven girls including Bernie and we were laid out like so many mindless young whores for the hard men to indulge themselves.
 

We felt the heat and the power of them as they took us from behind but never knew who or how many we were actually fucked by.
 

I was screwed, in my formerly private and special places, over and over again and after an hour we were all covered in spunk and completely, degradingly exhausted. 
 

We got up eventually and tiredly, the party was ending, just couples settling down and Bernie and I found our token clothing and looked for Julian so we could leave.
 

We eventually found him in the main bedroom on the bed with little miss blonde perfection astride and on top of him. 
 

Her delicate blonde slit of soft folds had already been stretched and she was riding his thick rigid flesh like an expert horsewoman.
 

Julian’s dark eyes found us and looked toward the chair where his trousers were.
 

“Take €10,000 from my pocket, that’s for you both, get a taxi…I’ll see you later…got to finish Pussy first and I’ve got lots of energy for her.” 
 

I extracted the cash and watched as he held her perfect ivory ass and bounced her up and down on him like a pretty, white, china ornament.
 

I couldn’t help a final comment to her.
 

“What about your husband bitch?”
 

She groaned and thrust her hips and harder and harder against the dark steel inside her.
 

“Fuck him…fuck him…Oh God…fill me with your babies!”
 

I shut the door to leave them in peace and Bernie and I looked at each other and laughed. 
 

Ironically and deviantly we understood exactly how she felt!
 

We caught some strange glances and a taxi at reception and I knew we looked like two prostitutes at the end of a busy and fulfilling evening.
 

I handed Bernie $5,000 on the drive home and realised it was not such a difficult assumption to make.
 

When we reached the villa, Bernie and I separated as we both needed the sanctuary of our own beds.
 

I went into my room and out of curiosity turned on the computer and was surprised to find Gordon on line, as always.
 

I strangely wanted to punish him for my despicable actions, stripped and placed the camera between my thighs and dripping sexual crack. 
 

I turned on the bright light so he would be able to see clearly my new shaven look, then clicked Skype and was confronted with his ashen thin face
 

I spoke first.
 

“Hello darling.”
 

He coloured as he saw my bald, red, leaking pussy.
 

“Hello Miss Thomas.”
 

I was feeling angry and did not know why.
 

“You’ll be pleased to know your wife’s newly shaved cunt and ass has been fucked over and over again tonight by lots of black guys”
 

He was speechless.
 

“And it’s your fault Gordon if you weren’t such a weak fuck then I wouldn’t need big dark men to fuck me all the time!”
 

He bent his head in shame.
 

“I’m sorry Miss Thomas.” 
 

I opened my thighs wide and felt the semen trickle out of me.
 

“You like this darling, want to lick it Gordon?”
 

He nodded.
 

“Tell me sweetheart…tell me you like my new bald pussy and want to lick other men’s sperm from my special place?”
 

He whispered.
 

“I love it Miss Thomas…it looks perfect and want to lick it all Miss Thomas…from each part of you.”
 

He disgusted me.
 

“And from Bernie…she’s had the same?”
 

He was completely perverted and submissive.
 

“Yes Miss…I will serve you both as you instruct me.”
 

I felt better at his capitulation, as if he was absolving me of any wrong, like a priest in confession.
 

I will be back in a few days…then my new life will begin…I’m going to be a much bigger whore than your old wife Gordon…does that make you happy?”
 

He nodded meekly.
 

“I’m going to let some of your friends fuck me and maybe that nice young professional from the golf club…they will all know me very, very intimately!”
 

He cried out.
 

“I don’t care Miss.”
 

I brought the camera close to my smooth slit and wetness.
 

“You swear complete obedience to this?”
 

He answered instantly.
 

“Yes Miss… yes Miss Thomas!”
 

 I stared at him darkly.
 

“See you in a few days then darling.”
 

I clicked off the computer and collapsed into bed, completely spent and lay there, with white, black seed all over my mind and body.
 

I closed my eyes, groaned at my utter depravity and descended into the purer spiritual world of sleep. 
 

The new day brought fresh water, cleanliness, sun and relaxation. 
 

Julian appeared later in the evening and we revelled in his on-going immorality and over the next few days we enjoyed many more sexual adventures together.
 

We saw Cat and her husband but he also seemed oblivious to what had gone on and what probably was still going on but, in truth, what choice did he have?
 

Good sex, as I had discovered, was irresistible to a woman and great sex was an aphrodisiac that was all consuming.
 

Our black master left us the day before we were due to fly back and to be honest both Bernie and I were pleased to see him go. 
 

He was gorgeous and a sexual athlete but was also an arrogant bastard as well and had driven us to the edge of tolerance and sexual over-indulgence and exhaustion. 
 

On the morning he departed we just lay in the sun, did not speak and just tried to get our energy and minds back together. 
 

My libido was spent but I knew that it would not be like that for long and on the flight back with Bernie the following day I looked at some of the young men around me, and knew that to be the truth.
 

I was still coming to terms with things, I was happy to give my marriage to Gordon a try but it would be on my terms as I had clearly lain down.
 

I had decided to return to work, I needed a focus and the allure of so much young life at a college was appealing. 
 

I had enjoyed my experiences with Julian but I was not a mindless black mans’ whore.
 

I knew there would be times where I would crave that type of sex and sexual adventure but I would treat it like a game and choose my own path.
 

I had learnt so much in just a few weeks and knew that I was at the beginning of a new life and new experiences for me.
 

Where it would end I had no idea but one thing was for sure, I would never allow myself to go back to the frightened, reclusive sexually frustrated girl I once was.
 

The world was now alive for me and whatever happened in the future, I would meet it with courage and an open mind. 
 

 
 

Gordon
 

 
 

I knew as soon as I saw them walking through arrivals I was lost.
 

My wife was striding confidently with her long brown legs streaming from under a short turquoise dress.
 

Her bright hair was radiant and shining and it seemed to float on her naked tanned shoulders as she paraded. 
 

Bernie was also brown and dazzling and when they came to where I was standing all thoughts of somehow trying to recover my old life and authority vanished, like water through a sieve.
 

Francine removed her Aviators and pushed the trolley to me to take the luggage.
 

She kissed me gently on my cheek.
 

“Hello Gordon.”
 

I bent my head as if too intimidated to stare into her cold blue eyes.
 

“Hello Miss Thomas”
 

She smiled in satisfaction.
 

“Good girl…I will think of you as a girl now Gordon…you are a maid to me…and Bernie.” 
 

I knew this was a test of accepting her authority and I surrendered meekly as she purveyed me with contempt.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

Bernie gave me her manicured hand and I kissed it gently.
 

“Are you happy to serve me as well Gordon?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Of course, Miss.”
 

They seemed content and on the taxi ride home they ignored me and discussed the merits of whether they would invite Julian for a sleepover.
 

They seemed unsure and I listened and became erect at the mere thought of the man being in my house and our bed.
 

My wife noticed but ignored me, and when we reached home the bags were placed in the hall and she addressed me.
 

“Gordon…I want you to change into a dress…you have my wardrobe to choose from…I’ll pretend to be your faithful wife in public but in private you will be mine and Bernie’s female servant.”
 

I blushed.
 

“Full underwear panties, stocking, tights, whatever is appropriate…Bernie and I need to shower and bathe and we will see you in my room when you have put the washing on and hung up any clothes I have not worn.”
 

Her clear bright eyes bore into me.
 

“Yes Miss Thomas.”
 

She removed her clothes and undressed, left them on the floor and smiled with calm assurance.
 

“My old clothes are yours’ now...I need a new wardrobe…bring in the agreement from the solicitors as well when you come in.”
 

They both went upstairs and I emptied their bags and put anything used into the machine. 
 

I saw underwear thick with semen and to my shame I drew it to my nose and inhaled the strong stale smell of their sordid depravity. 
 

It was an intoxicating aroma for me. 
 

I was solid and aroused and hated and accepted my craving at the same time. 
 

There was an unworn blue dress and I drew it over my head and let it drape around me, covering the white knickers I already had on.
 

There were new tights as well and I pulled them over my ankles they soon covered my legs and crotch and gave me a rush of perverse sexual adrenaline. 
 

When all my cleaning tasks were done I took the document, that my wife requested and I had already signed, walked upstairs to my old room in my stocking feet and opened the door to my new life.
 

Francine and Bernie were lying, side by side on the bed, naked, and their clean slick sexual mounds that I had only witnessed on my computer screen, were directly in front of me.
 

I placed the document in my wife’s small hand; she stared at me and took control confidently.
 

“I’ve read what you have sent me, and done my research…you’re a closet cuckold and sissy. If you are, you’ll be hard…lift your pretty dress.”
 

I raised the hem and they both saw my small show of arousal in the underwear and she smiled in satisfaction.
 

Lower your tights and panties darling I want to see you.
 

I closed my eyes and dropped the fine fabrics so she could see my small hard genitalia.
 

“Good girl…now come in them…cream your knickers and swear you will serve our pussies. Serve us!”
 

My hand went to my crotch and held my penis as I stared at their delicate perfect flesh.
 

“I swear I will serve you both forever…do anything to please you…anything!
 

I was stroking harder now as my wife teased me.
 

Julian’s coming around tomorrow and he’s going to fuck us both, and you’re going to watch and lick him out of us.
 

I recalled his huge black cock, dribbled into my knickers and tights and the girls giggled at me in amusement.
 

Both women opened their thighs and my wife tormented me.
 

“I know you used to do this for your old wife and now you will do it for us, as and when, we instruct you.”
 

I nodded, bent my head down between her legs and began to let my tongue lap at her thin red folds of flesh.
 

As it touched her I knew that this is where I would be for a long time with both of them, and I felt no regret in accepting my new role and position.
 

Julian did arrive the following night and took both of them roughly and gloriously in my old bed and when he had finished, I sucked him out of them and off them as they willed.
 

Francine kept her promise and we had the façade of a marriage but she began to work at a nearby college and sleep openly with colleagues, students and people that we knew. 
 

Some, my old and personal friends!
 

She was now the whore and slut I always fantasised she would become.
 

I had to face so many men that had squired and fucked my wife but in my heart I always knew it was what I had deviantly craved. 
 

I was perverted, always had been and to see my wife’s or Bernie’s pretty pussy fucked and then to be humiliatingly allowed to clean it with my mouth was a terrible, painful, joy and pleasure to me. 
 

I was a subservient cuckold and accepted the fact that I was.
 

There were times ahead that I knew would be unbearable, so much licentious pleasure for my women to enjoy and disgrace for me to endure and suffer, but I knew whatever came, it was better than the dead lie of a life I had previously endured for so long.
 

I had been content serving my first wife Lesley, in spite of my protestations, and now was happy to denigrate myself completely to the bidding of her daughter and my beautiful new wife.
 

It was a terrible concept to accept but it was the truth and ultimately I embraced it.
 

Sometimes pure destiny and compulsion is inescapable.
 

 
 

Bernie
 

 
 

It had been nearly a month now since the Bitch and I had returned from Spain. 
 

My young red-haired step mother was still a Bitch but this time, she was my type of Bitch!
 

My life had changed completely since the conversation that we’d had in the restaurant when I fatefully opened up and took a leap of faith with her. 
 

What had happened since was beyond belief.
 

From the sex with Julian, to the various dirty sexual intimacies we shared and then the crazy situation with Gordon! 
 

Well, it was like a dream or nightmare combined!
 

I was still coming to terms with it all but the Bitch and I were closer than I had ever been with anyone, even my mother!
 

She had, unbelievably done exactly what she promised me she could and I had real control of my life now. 
 

My stepfather was my now my feminine servant and, although it felt bizarre at first, for him to bend to my will and place his tongue in my slick folds and debase himself, once I saw him in my mind a just another sexual toy, I was content in his servitude.
 

I was unabashed that he dressed or undressed me or watched me having sex, or licked the essence of a man from me; it became normality. 
 

It was his choice and now his place and it became part of our life together. 
 

The strange thing was if we went out for a meal or I needed some practical advice he was still the reliable, responsible, respectable Gordon I always knew, but behind closed doors he was just a female slave to the Bitch and me.
 

I loved it like that, I had money, support and people around me that didn’t judge me for my craziness and for the first time in my life, I felt truly secure.
 

Francine, the Bitch, was now my mother, teacher, guide and my BFF. That’s best forever friend to the uninitiated! 
 

We shared everything, especially and most importantly, communication, secrets and respect.
 

We would have, pooled sex, with Julian, get fucked to within an inch of our lives and then privately, pragmatically, discuss it with each other.
 

We would talk about how we needed to wean ourselves away from him before the lifestyle he offered ruined us. 
 

Francine explained that he was like a drug, it felt that once he, and what he offered, was in your system it was impossible to resist the craving of one more final time with him.
 

We were like junkies that craved one more hit and high that would finally quell the hunger and ache; but it only succeeded for a while and then the cold sweats began again.
 

She was already dating other guys and she was encouraging me to do the same and surprisingly I was considering it.
 

I loved the sex with Julian, as Francine did, but he really did treat us like dirt and we both knew we had to break the physical hold he had on us.
 

We were working on it as I was working on a new English course at the college where she had just begun teaching again.
 

I had a life, a family, wonderful people around that cared about me and were looking out for my wellbeing and future, and I embraced and appreciated it all.
 

I was increasingly having the strangest revelation and sensations of actually being…happy!
 

I looked back on the malicious, mischievous, angry girl I used to be a few weeks before and could hardly recognise myself. 
 

I remembered my original evil intentions, Kieran, and the video I so outrageously sent to Gordon, and all of my other, infantile resentments and failed plots. 
 

I often shook myself, wondered and constantly marvelled at just how we had all arrived to where we now were.
 

The Bitch never told me the full story and I was still, somewhat confused, and in the dark.
 

But I didn’t really care, I was in a better place than I had ever been before and came to the conclusion that stuff randomly happens, it appears, for sometimes no apparent reason! 
 

What can I say? 
 

I guess sometimes, especially when you least deserve and expect it, things inexplicably could work out for the best!
 

I had always thought that problems and people were set in stone but the last few weeks had shown me that life sometimes meanders on its’ own course and very occasionally, just has that way of surprising you!
 

I would like to think that I’d learnt something, but considering what had transpired all seemed to evolve from my petulance, spite and bile then I’m not sure what the lesson would be?
 

Maybe I would never know and would have to recognise that we do not really have any control over anything at all! 
 

Perhaps occasionally, when real, irrational, unpredictable life is set into motion it can have… unexpected consequences!
 

The End
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